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      Cricket was the Winner

      
      
      I made him carry his own bag. He looked at me, turned away and blew out his lips a little.
      

      
      ‘Don’t give me that sooky look, mate,’ I told him. ‘I always carried my own bag when I was your age.’

      
      ‘It’s heavy,’ he said.

      
      ‘That’s because you’ve got so much gear, mate. When I was your age we didn’t have all that stuff.’

      
      ‘Yes, Dad.’ And he picked up the bag and staggered off with it.

      
      I wondered why I called him ‘mate’; I mean, he was my son, Lachlan.

      
      He was a tall boy who would take ages to grow into his body. His arms and legs bent and shot out at all sorts of angles as he lurched towards where his team was sitting. His cricket team. He’d played with these boys for three years. And now they
         were growing up. Some of them seemed to have done so really quickly over those years, while others still cried when they got
         sent out.
      

      
      I wonder why they only cry when they get sent out?

      
      They could bowl badly or drop catches or misfield balls in the match, but they only cried when they got sent out cheaply.
         It was something to do with failing, to have failed with the bat. I looked at them all gathered in an untidy heap. In so many
         ways they were still little boys.
      

      
      Sometimes as they walked out they appeared for all the world like miniature versions of test players, especially some of the
         boys who felt comfortable within themselves, in their little world of under twelves.
      

      
      I looked at one boy, Josh. He was chewing gum and wearing sunglasses, his arms folded and his legs crossed. He was a bit like
         Mark Taylor. I liked Mark Taylor. Josh’s father carried Josh’s bag. I’m sure Mark Taylor’s dad never did that.
      

      
      My son came over to me.

      
      ‘Dad,’ he asked. ‘Should I stop doing this?’

      
      He was doing something with his arms, trying to knot them together. This was a new habit: doing something awkward and then
         asking me if he should be doing it. His wrists seemed to twist in and out like spaghetti.
      

      
      ‘Well,’ I said. ‘If it doesn’t feel comfortable then you probably shouldn’t do it.’



OEBPS/images/9780733629433.jpg
cricket was the winner

WILLIAM
MCINNES

A heart-warming short story that will make
us laugh and cry, and remind us why the
little things in our daily lives are so important

Includes the first chapter from William Mclnnes’
new novel, THE LAUGHING CLOWNS





OEBPS/images/Art_logo.jpg
=] hachette

Pitiie





OEBPS/images/Art_title1.jpg
cricket was the winner

WILLIAM
McINNES





OEBPS/template.xpgt
 

   
		 
			 
		
		
     
			 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
         
             
             
             
        
    

  





