





Redfern Minor ( cont.)

Y

(2,38_,)‘ o.‘. .

The Boys Realm.

Redfem wmeed but he went on quxetly

“T've heard about it—why you’re losing the
match, that’s all !

Arthur seemed turned to stone. He sat still,
his eyes wide open, staring at the junior. The
tea from his cup was running over his white
trousers, but he never noticed it.

He was silent. He seemed incapable of

speech.

“It's all right,”” whispered Redfern hur-
riedly. *‘The chap who found it out told me,
and he’s keeping it dark. Of course, it’s safe.”

;Iu brother did not. speak ®

‘But_you must stop it, Arthur. 8t. Dolly’s
must win. You can’t play thxs dirty game.
You can’t give the show away!

‘“Sidney, are you mad ?”

“No, I'm not. I think you must be, to let
that cad Ransome influence you to do a' thing
like this!” said Redfern minor bltterly

‘““You whelp! You accuse me—"’

“Isn’t it true?”

Foar a moment Arthur Redfern hesxtabed
Low as he had fallen, a direct lie came with
great difficulty to his lips.

“No,” he said,  after an instant’s pause—

“ no, of course not !”’

Redfern compressed his lips. He had
marked the hesitation. He marked the waver-
ing in the vaice, the shiftiness of the eyes. He

- knew that his brother was lymg to him, and

his heart was as heavy as lead
This was Arthur—this was his boyhood s hero
-—thls fellow whe was selling his side, and lying
ut it to him !
t seemed to Redfern more like some hornble
nightmare than rea.ht
‘* Now, get-out!” muttered Arthur%eroely

"‘I"II hck fou for_this when we get back to St.

promise you that!”
ou can lick me if you like, Arthur. I
don t care, so long as you don’t lose the match
for the school. 111 you play up?”
“ You cheeky
“Oh, that’s enough of that!” said Redfern,
his eyes flashing. “It’s no good talking like
that! The chap who told me this was going
to danford about it.”
Lunsford !’ murmiired Arthur, every
vest ¢ of colour leaving his face.~ -
es. But he left it to me to speak to you.”
““So that’s how you discuss me with the other
cads in the Lower School, is it ?”” said Arthur
savagely.  “ You listen to that sort of tale

&> aoainst me, and have the cheek to come and

\

»I hate the sight of you'

call merover the coals about it! What did they
want to send you to St. Dolly’s for? You've
been a thorn in my side ever since you came.
Get out!”

“I’ll go; but—"

¢ Another\word and I’ll knock you flying !

I want to know—""

“Theh tak® that!”

With his open hand Arthur struck the junior
across the mou fern reeled back from
the blow, his- face scarlet. A dozen pair of
eyes were upon them—the action had been seen
on all sides. The juniar looked at his brother
for a moment, and then turned and walked
away without a-word.

Arthur rose, and crossed over to Lunsford,
who wag staring at him blankly. Sidney was
still within hearing as the prefect spoke.

“ Luvnsford, old man, I'm feeling absolutely
rotten. ol advme you not to put me on to bowl
against Le;

Lunsford nodded

¢ AH right ! he sald shortly.

. That” was Arthur’s answer to his minor.
Sidney Redfern walked away, his hands thrust
deetp’ into his pockets, his face blackly over
cas

Skelton tag?ed hmyon the arm.

Rediern shook hLm.selE unpatlently.
#“Don’ talk to me!” )

Skelton stepped back in amazement, and
Redfern minor strode on.  Straight from the
cricket-field he went and his chum did not
ventuge to follow him. Redfern minor wanted
to be alone-just then. ®

"*The End of ,the Match—The Moderns on

" best, and he was loyalli

" liffie was beaming. He strolled
Dolly’s senior, and" gave him a friendly dig in |

the Wupa.
T DOLLY’S did not look hopeful when
they went out to field again.
resumed the innings in high spirits.
word, and he did not put him on to bowl again.
Atthur 's explanation that he felt ‘ absolutely
rotten ” was enough. Certainly there was no
doubting the fact that his bowling had been.
¢ absolutely rotten e
His fielding . did not much better He
seemed to have feet of lead, and twioe during
the remainder of the Lexham innings he muffed
easy catches.
Lunsford’s face was very grim. He did his
backed up by his com-
rades. team worked hard to prevent a
victory fox' Lexham. But one brilliant player
will .make a- tremendous difference to an

average side. St. Dolly’s had, in effect, lest
their man, and were practically playmg
ten men. The result, against a team that out-

classed them on the aveuge, was a foregone
conclusion.
The Lexham score crept. up-and up
Ransome’s. face was brighter now. He knew
he had won. And the fat, red face of Mr. Cun-
up to the St.

the ribs with a chuckle of satisfaction.
Ransome turntd round.
- “It’s all: nghtl" chuckled ‘Mr. Cunliffe—
$it’s all right! What?”
“Yes!” siid Ransome shortly.
“1 thonght he’d come ro
“Yes. Den’t talk to me here'" growled

Lexham_
Lunsford had taken Arthur at his |

Ra.nsome ¢ Can’t you see they re looking at
us?

The publican winked.

“ Al rlght my buek. ~I'll see you later, I.

suppose'?
Yes, of cour¥e!
ment !”’

“PIll deal with you fair and- square said
Mr. Cunliffe, with hi8 fat chuckle. “Thls is
putting a lot into my pockets, and I ain’t a ’og,
I ain’t. You come round, and bring - your
friend, and we’ll ’ave a Qettlement."

And he rolled atay.

Ransome watched the game with smihng in-
terest. Little did he care for the keen disap-
pointment of the St. Dolly’s fellows, or for the
shadow that was darkening the face of Luns-
ford, in spite of his efforts to be ““ game.”

The defeat came so cruelly after the high
hopes of the St. Dolly’s team. And the defeat
was now certain.

Six down for 130.

““Why, it’s all over, bar shouting!” said
Skelton to Brown, as they sat on top of the
fence.  “Lexham are coming up like clock-
work !”’

“ The bowling can’t touch ’em.’

Skelton shook his head moumfully

“Thats it. Redfern major’s not bowling
now.’

“ And a jolly good thing, too!” said Brown
savagely. ‘‘He ought to be scragged,
kicked out of the cricket team !”

1 shall want i settle-

3

“Soft, my son! Don’t let Reddy hear you
say that !”

*“Blow Reddy!”

‘““Here, shut up!” said Skelton warmly.

None of that, young Brown, or you’ll quarrel
with me. We're standing by Reddy. It’s
awfully hard*on him, \nthout his own chums
beginning to rag him !’

“Well, that’s right enough, I suppose. I
won’t say a word to Reddy. But where has he
got to?” said Brown, looking round. ‘I
haven’t seen him since. he went to the
pavxhon

“He’s gone off the ground.’

“ Doesn’t want to see St. Dolly’s lose, I sup-

M"’
¢TIt was his speakmg tq his major that made

Redfern stop bdvllng,

/

suppose,” Temarked
Skelton thoughtfully. . Well, that’s all
that could be done. If we'd- spaken‘to Luns-
ford, -and . he’d believed :us—which isn’t likely
—he canld only have taken off: Hediern ma;or
from the bowling.”

“THat’s all.”

“ And that’s done now. kat it’s hard oheese
on St. Dolly’s. There goes another 4 for
Lexham !’

The Classical juniors loobd on with gloomy
faces while the Lexham batsmen ran. They
were doing a great deal. of running now, and
the St. Dolly’s fieldsmen were doing a great
deal of leather-hunting.

That the batting was too strong for the bowl-
ing was evident to a casial glance. The-$ield-
ing was godd, but the Lexham 'men gave away
few chances.

a

160 eight wickets !
- And thén a 4, and a 3, and another 3' .
“Score’s level I” smd Skelton glumly.

“ Level, and three w1ckets in hand.” *

“There goes the win!”’

The ball was on its travels again, and the
single run was taken. The Lexbam crowd
burst into uproanoul cheermg as the figures
went up on the bo

Lexham had won' )

They had won the match for eight wickets!

No - wonder the crowd, who had passed
through such an anxious time duging the St.

| Dolly’s innings, cheered tremendously.

St. Dolly’s had to take it as best they could.
But they looked glum as they came off the
field and preparpd for the homeward journey.
Arthur Redfern’s, face was dark and sullen.
He despised himself more .than his comrades
could have despised him if they had known.

Skekon slipped down from the fence.

“Hang it!” he grunted. “Let’s go and
have a row with the Modefns! I feel as if I
must have a go at somebody !”

“Right-ho !” said Brown.

Taffy & Co. were feeling in somewhat the
same mood. Tafy, Vernon, and Rake clam-
bered down off the pavilion with glum faces.
The ma.tch had been lost, and they had not
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Tables and
BRISTOL “ BOYS' B.% ‘JUNIOR CRICKET
Table to end of July. '
P. . L. D.
Fairfield 8.8. .. .. .. 15 11 4 0
Victoria Wes. II. ee es .. 13 10 3 O
St. George S.S. e ee . 15 "9 5 1
Ravenswood e es es ee 14 9 5 0
Southville U.M. e .. 13 8 5 0
Bristol Youths ASL. ee .- 13 5 7 1
Summerhill ee «a . 12 4 8 0
St. Mark’s Juniors .. .. .. 12 2 10 0
‘St. Jude’s .. .. .o .. .. 13 1 12 0
MANCHESTER UNION LEAGUE.
DIVISION 1. ;
-P. W. L.D.
Moss Side .. .. oo .. . 12 11 .1 0
Oldfield .. .. .. .. 10 .8 2 0
i h UrCh e o . 10 7 3 0
Achfield® . o e es .0s 12 4. 8 O
Shakespere .. .. .. e 10 3 7 O
Wardle. . ee es . 12 3 90 O
Marsland Mission .. 3 90
; DIVISION II.
. P. W. L. D.
Oxford Mission .. .. .. .. 12 12 .0 0
Claremon e se e es e 11 7 4 0
Red Bank .. .. .. .. o« 11 8 5 0
St. Augustine’s .2 .. ... 12 5 7 0
Slade .. .. .o o oo 6. 12 5 7 0
St.Mark’s .. .. .. .. o 12 ¢ °8 0 8
St. Alphonsus . .e 12 2 10 0 4
DIVISION m -
P. W. L. D. Pts.
Seymour Boad .. .. .. .. 12 9. 3 0 18
Clayton UM. .. .. .. .. 13 8 4 1 17
8t. Augustine’s .. .. .. .. -14 8 6 0 16
Cleveland .. .. oo oo o 12 7 "5 0 14
Somerville .. .. oo v qo 13 6 7 0 12
Oldham Road Ind. ¢o +s oo 13 6. 7.0 12
Concord o we oo = 9 5 3.1 11
8t. Matthew’s .. .. o« o 11 5 6 0 10
St. Silas’s 88. .. .. .. .. 11 4 7 0 8
St. Margaret’s .. .. .. .. 13 1 12 ¢ 2
“THE - BOYS’- REALM” CRICKET LEAGUE.

Tables up to week ending August
JUNIOR SECTION.

. P.W. L. D A.-Pts
Cheshunt Juniors ..

7th.

. D. F. i
.. 1414 0 01730 735 28
Dewsbury Road Juniors 14 14 0 0 1186 545 28

Prize-winners for Week ending August 7th.

. D. F.
0 1087
0 1395
0 2391
0 985

St. John’s
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Clarence 0.B.s
Buxton
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Prize Bat Awards for 'eek Ending
‘August 7th,

SUN‘DEBLAND AND DISTRICT NOXCON-
FORMIST LEAGUE.

Gmonowx WESLEYAN INST. Cc—Bon Secre-
tary, T. Coxon, 8, Royle Street, Sunderland.
REA ”» CQICKET LEAGUE.
JUNIOR SECTION.

CHESHUNT JUNIORS C.C.—C. J. Glendenni 136,
High Street, Waltham Cross Cross, Herts. e

“THE "BOYS"

.

SENIOR SECTION. 3
Orrorp C.C.—Hon. Sea'ehry J. Bennett, 130,
Battersby Lane, Warrington, Yorks.

“THE BOYS’ REALM”

CRlCKE‘l‘ AVERAGE CONTEST.
Ihm of Plnyet...............................;..

Addxes.......................................'..............a....'.............
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Name 0f Club.....ccvaecenccecrcccncroomencens
Perfarmance for week ending September 4th ..cccccveccncectcccecnacenes
Sigmture of Cq;tn.in.,......................................

- secsvan sescecscnasn ..--...................--.-...-o--.--....-

®vcecccvecscssnnssesnndccnssscas

thufom,dulyﬂedm,to ‘¢ Cificket Contest,” THE BOYS"REALH 23, Bouverie Street, London, E.C.

.. Table of Avme. up to Week Ending An‘uct 1th.
. * No: Times ‘No. Times
of I(g?ltt'.. Runs. Average. of Not Buns Average.
- . 1 ¥ - T Out.
H. Lay cock (Leeds) .s ». <11 5 764 127-33 | A. Clarke: (Northallerton) . nl%‘ 2 226 275
G. P. Jones (Shotton) .. 14 4 964 96-4 J. A. Pollard (Leeds).. . 11 3 213 2662
T. Kamester (Barnes) « 11 3 632 77°75 | V. Parker (Kettering) .. 13 2 256 2272
W. Créedy (Dublin) .. .. 11 *1 686 686 H. Wills (Hunts). e .. 14 4 207 207,
L. C. Byfiedd (B’ham .. 13° 4 565 62°7 H. Moun (Yorks)" - .. 13- 1 234 195
R. Maxwell (Coatbridge) .. 15 -4 552 50-18 ! T. Oates (W ) .. 10 0 187 187
W. Keny (Bradfo! m‘ .. 14 4 433 433 W. Croucher (Kent) .. 19 1 286 “15°88
R. W. Thompson (Yotks).. 10 2 250 31-25 |S. %ilt“on (H 5 1 .52 .13 -
R. Jordan (Grantham) .. 2 1 236 2075 F. ee o.--10. 1 113 ,12°56-

been able to prevexi it;. what Taffy eould do
had been done, and it had been of no avail.

“It’s rotten !” said Taffy. ‘ Beastly rotten!
I’ve a golly good mind to give Redfern major
away before the whole’ school !I”

¢ No good, chappy,” said Vernon;
late! You wouldn’t te believed. And you'd
get the licking of your life for saying such
things about a prefect.”

“Well, T don’t_intend to do it, anyway!”
said Taffy. *Things of that sort are better
kept dark. But the brute ought to be

punished somehow. Look here, how are we
going to get home?”” he went on, changing the
subject. “ We had to walk here, because those
Chassical worms collared onr brake!” -
“We're jolly well not going ta walk back !”
“Just what I was going to say!” remarked

«“ We can ’t make a row on another fellow’s
round,” said Taffy, rubbing his nose thought--
ully. “We can’t go for the bgake here.

'Those Classical sweeps know that jolly well !”

' ““It’s a long way from here to St. Doily s,
chappy! What price an ambush?”.

‘“lhey’ll be prepared for that, if we start
first,” said Taffy, with a shake of the head;
“and what chance should we have attacking
a brake full of chaps on their guard? We
shouldn’t get a look in?!

“Just what I was—

“My hat! You ought to ‘have been born a
parrot Rake! Shut up a minute, and let me

E3]

think !”” said Taffy, rubbing his forehead as

if to assist the process of thought. “If you
don’t jaw I shall work it out !’

“ Reslly, chappy————”

“Ring off !’

“Yes, but—"*

¢“Shut up!” .

“1 was going to———’! '

“I'm thmkmg

“Well, I—

Taffy 'seized his chum
pinned him against the pavilion. . Vernon
wng led and gasped.

ow, you shut up!” said Taffy. “I'm
thinking this out, and I’m not going to be
interrupted. Look you——”

“But I was g-g-gg—""

‘“You can g-g-g-8- g, presently '"

“I was g-ggiIg——

by the throat and

\ “Shut up, I tell you!” said Taffy, knockmg

Vemon s head against the wall. ‘Now, then,
T’ll give you a bang next time!”

“1 was g-gig- gomg to suggest—"’

“Br-r-r! Shut u

“Lemme speak! "’ gasped Vernon, giving
Taffy a drive on the chest that sent hnm stag-

gering. “I’ve got. a wheeze!
“You ass—"",
(13 here »”

k
“ Tl jolly well—"" -
“It’s a wheeze ! I teH you I can fix ’em!”

'yelled Vernon, his aristocratic drawl quite lost

in his excitement.
regular spanker I’
. “Well, let’s heat it 8 said Taffy.
& good one—"

& It’s a npper 504

“Go ahead, thep, and ‘fot so much jaw!

”»

“It’s a ripping wheeze—a

“If it's

sfﬁow canlﬁ%twmmmmp
on interrupting me ?.

“'Nuff said! Shut’ up' I—

i “Look here, thl:h is ﬂllg ;vhe?ze The brake

as to pasg over the o evel-crossing going
home. It q;snl; used now, since the rafloway
built the bridge at Wyndale.”

‘“ What about that?”

“You know the signalman used to come out
of his box there and close the gates by hand *-
Anybody can close ’em. It will be dark by
the time we get there, and we can wait till the
brake is coming, and then shut the gates across
the road.

get it hung up this side of the level-crossing.
We can easily fasten the gate

“Good! But then—

“You know the old chap there is a gar«
dener—he was’ usmg his hose when we came by
to-day!”

“1 know he was; he jolly welk splaahed my

“But I don’t see—"’

“Oh, you're an ass!”’
R “ Look here——"

-4 Can’t you see? We get the brake hung up
this side of the gate, and some of us borrow

old Carter’s garden-hose. We couldn’t shift .

“it's too

The idea is to stop the brake and -

- feet through his rotten old feuoe !” said Taffy.

the Classical cads out of the brake ourselves -

but the hose—"" ¢
e “ yl ht P;l

aying the atden-hose on them will jolk
soon shift i;hem.g What? oy

’I:dfy Tushed at his chum and hugged him in
delight.

‘ Hip-pip I’ he roared.
hat!  And T pever thought of it! Verny,
you’re - worth your wexght in new neckties!
My Aunt Jemima, it’s ripping !”’

“ My only summe?

"On]y we shall have to be on the ground ‘

“'.l'hat’ all right! Gather all the fellows
you can find, and never mind the rest; they
ecan hoof it home nothing matters so long as.
we do the C]assncals and collar the brake!”

. And the Mod
excitément. The hated Classicals weren’t going
o have it all theit' own way, after all.

(Anotheér rattling long instalmient on
Saturday next.) 1

R The Game Stealers,” b,y T.= C. Bridges, Starts Next W'oek !—Youf Editor..

ern juniors rushed off in hlgh'

"

-




