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THE FE

I’'M NOT LICKED YET!

The boy was obviously displeas-

ed with the way things were going. pal. Just wait until they break out
His youthful face registered com- the “reefers”.
plete disgust. He had been stand- Ever smoke one Ebby?"

ing in the same spot, in front of

the same store, for two hours. them, but he had never had any.|of the wavelets on the door of father’s pride, was deep in the|anyone noticed that we had gone.
Several times he had started to He guessed he would try one when|sand. A sailboat bobbed on the glorious business of hardware. The :
cross the street to where a theatre the time came. It wasn't often that| water, fearful of disturbing the fool — had he no sense of beaut a8 © st o : “dice gk AR . 7
marquee blazed the title, Love Is he got a chance to go to a swell peacefulness. The winds were in his soul? Amy and Emily, hii was constructed with " dlsuuurdgmg, aceHIapy . Our n()uurn.ﬂ
My Bread and Butter, but each party like this, and besides, he|hushed and overhead, the sky, sisters, were content in their [.mvdc” may accept this as a compliment. Long live “Snowflake
broken only by a few wisps of homes and families, feeling no urge lime.
cloud, enclosed the picture in a to create something unusual, some-
thing fascinating.
This was the scene Peter was them all — with their smug seélf-

time he had halted half way acrose would be a poor sport if he didn't
and returned to his original posi- take one.

tion. He thought that if he waited

just a few more minutes someone you quite a kick I understand.”

would come along and give him a

‘““You haven't seen anything yet,
You'll get a lift.

“Reefers!” Eben had heard of|turbed, but for the gentle tapping

“Nope, never have Tim. Gives |s8apphire border.

“Yeah, and how! Ther’s noth-|trying to put on his canvas ag he

Jift to the dance being held at ing like it,” Tim replied triumph-|sat at the bottom of a sand dune,

Lakeview
away. -Bach time, however, he

Pavilion four miles' antly.

As the evening wore on, Eben |to catch the very breathlessness of

had been disappointed, and now he became quite familiar with Kay the moment. This would be the

was thinking idly of going to his and also with her abundant, appar- | painting he would send home; this the sky. The light was changing.

room and turning in. “Besides,” he ently inexhaustible, liquor supply.|would be the one with which to

said aloud, “it’s been a tough day.”
He turned from the little pile of

dirt he had accumulated by scuff- of things.

Soon he was afloat in a sea of wild | prove that his year at Art School
excitement, and joined the spirit|had not been a “whim”, as his
He danced with Kay | father was wont to say. His par-

ing his feet, and headed down the several times, and they eventually ents must be shown that he could

street, feeling as disgusted as he
looked.
He was a stalky boy, about nine-

retired to another room . , . . paint — that it was there, that it
When they reappeared, the party | must be recorded, and that he
had reached its climax, and the|must do the recording. Hurry,

teen years of age, who was work- guests were looking for other|hurry, hurry.

ing in the town during his summer
vacation from school. His thin
lips and shifty eyes gave him a

means of excitement. All agreed| A sea-gull skimmed over his
that it was much too early to go|head and perched on the dune.
home. Then someone produced a The stillness — that was it. That

rather dissipated appearance, but cigarette and lighted up, and soon is what he must capture. Where

his tanned face and light blond
hair suggested many long hours in
the sun. He walked with that
sort of self-conscious listlessness,
peculiar to adolescents.

“Jeez, what a way to spend a life,
cooped up in the deadest town in
the world; nothing to do and no
place to go,” he remarked vehe-
mently. Then, realizing that he
had been talking out loud, he

everyone did the same. They did|e€lse in the world is there such a
not look like ordinary cigarettes |stillness as near the ocean?
but were longer and thinner than| Peter's brush flew with sure
any Bben had ever seen. Kay |Strokes on the canvas, If only the
rrought forth two like the others|light would hold. It must hold!
and gave him one. He looked|This was his one chance and he
around for Tim, but he was no-| must make all he could of it. To-
where in sight. “He must have|day he was capable of anything.
found a babe and taken off. Any-|Hurry, hurry, hurry.
way, I'll see him tomorrow.” Two more sea-gulls winged by,
The cigarettes seemed to pro-|dipping and gliding with complete

checked himself lest people think, guce the desired effects for the |assurance.

him crazy. “Two weeks and I'm
talking to myself already,” he
thought.

He approached Al's Diner and
decided to stop in for a cup of cof-
fee. The big, many colored juke-
box at the far end of the diner

. was being stuffed full of nickels

by one of the local “hot-shots’ who
said, in turning towards him, “Hi
Bben: whats new .and startling?”
He was a tall, well-built boy, some
years Eben’s senior, whose man-
ner bespoke easy living and late
hours.

“Oh, hello, Tim. It's sure good
to find someone who isn't out danc-
ing, or neckin’ with some babe.
Those lucky sons o’'guns with cars!
Jeez, but I wish I could find some
excitement.”

“You mean you can’t find excite-
ment in this town. Why man, this
place is loaded with talent, if you
know where to go. Say, are you
going anywhere in particular right
now?"”

“Nope, just hedding back to the
room for some sleep. I'm a work-
ing man you know.”

“] know where we might rustle
up a babe or two, if you want to
be bothered. Of course, I realize
that you need your beauty sleep,”
said Tim, giving him a knowing
wink as he rose to pay his check.

Eben rose and followed him out
the door. <

The two walked across the street
and got into a flashy, Ford con-
vertible, which Tim indicated as
his.

“I didn't know you had your own
car,” said Eben, . . . “some buggy.
Well, now that we're out here,
where to?”

“Wait and see, Ebby, old boy.
Tonight you live!,” said his new-
found friend with an air of gusto.

After a five minute ride they
stopped before a dilapidated apart-
ment house. Tim led the way into
the building and up two flights of
well-worn stairs. Eben began to
feel a little excited. After all, it
wasn’t every night that he met a
guy with “connections’ and “con-
nections” are what Tim apparent-
ly had.

“Apartment 4C,” sald Tim.
“Here we are.” He knocked once
and entered without waiting for an
answer from within. As they step-
ped into a large, crowded room
Ehben noticed that the condition of
the furniture left much to be de-
sired, but the occupants certainly
did not. Several couples were
dancing to a scratchy rendition of
June, while others were seated in
various romantic poeitions, appar-
ently oblivious to the entrance of
the two boys.

A vivacious young lady appeared
in a door-way which led to an-
other room, “Tim, honey,” she
said, as she ran towards him with
outstretched” arms. “It's about
time you showed up. The party’s
just getting under way. Say,” she
sald, noticing Eben for the first
time, “who's your friend?”

She was introduced to Eben,
who was quite taken by the affec-
tionate manner in which the girl
regarded him.

“You bring anything with you,
or are you on the bum as usual?”
she asked Tim.

“I'm afraid 1 forgot all about it,
Kay,” he said. “Hope you don't
mind.”

“No, I suppose not. It's in the
other room; help yourself,” she
sald as she grabbed Eben's arm
and led the boys into the other
room to point out the liquor,

A few minutes later Wbhen was
geated comfortably in an easy
chair with a cool drink in his hand
and one in his stomach. “Nice
party, Tim,” he remarked. ‘“Thanks
for bringing me along. It's just
what I've been needing.”

*were going to another party that

arty grew livelier. Eben’s head| His parents were always nag-
felt light, and he had the strange|®&ing at him to “settle down” to
feeling that he was taking part in|Some dry, ordinary occupation.
a colossal dream. Key, who was|But his wasn't the business tem-
perched on his lap, seemed to be a|perament. How could they under
long way off . . . farther than he]stand the moments on such a day
could reach. It was as though|as this, when his very body seem-
he were looking at her through the|ed to soar high above the every-
wrong end of a telescope. He be- day being and his soul virtually
gan to laugh . . . loudly. He rose, took wings. He had to be able to
oblivious to Kay's protests at be-|keep up with that soul, and, his
ing thrown on the floor, and start-| painting was the way to put all
ed for the door. He stumbled and | the emotions he experienced on
fell to his knees, his hands groped something solid, something that
wildly in front of him, and the perhaps his parents could under-
lights went out. Went out, that is, | stand and approve. Why couldn't
as far as Bben was concerned . . . . | they approve of him as he was? He
« s = couldn’t be like his brother and

Eben hurried home from work. |8isters, cream-puffs of success.
It was Saturday, and he and Tim|Didn't they know what they were

TURE
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Over the beach hung a silence missing in those “model’ lives
like a clear conscience — undis- they had created?

hurrying with his strokes in order show them.

Sigma Lambda Beta Rho

DIOGENES

After a week of deafening silence, we have returned, in case

Henry, his dear brother, his

We have noticed that Mount A hus conceded that our “letter”

Dave Jefferson is muttering foul imprecations in his soup
these days . . . Seems he came home late one night and was con-
righitettisnase: In Wis'cwnwey: he fronted with a room newly pussessed of the following peculiarities:
would do as well as they had, He'd | 1he door fell off at a touch, there was no furniture to be seen,
PRI b E p :‘he closet door ':lad vanished, a trail of odds and ends reached from

& paused a'moment, | his room to the nearest lavatory where the greater part of his
then stopped, as his eyes scanned | fyrpityre and unmentionabies weyre stored. ”lgI:e perp‘:e(rators of

He must hurry to finish the paint. | this deed were not available at press time and no motives were
ing. Hurry, hurry, hurry. He shut discovered.
‘(’)zttzll c‘:‘?“:f:ts and concentrated| There is still a certain amount of mystery surrounding the
More birds flew by and settled | inCident in the rear wing of the residence. Who are these people?
to the ground, until soon the beach | Whoever they are, they must be avid LIFE readers.
bwa;ispeckled with crouching white I'he bell tower is now pretty definitely out of bounds. The

odies. recently installed booby trap is reputedly guaranteed to slay a mz
- y ing hooby 18 guar: slay a man
e dune grass began to whisper | 4¢ forty paces. Foresters will have to go back to hollow logs.

and sigh as the breezes flirted with J -
it and caressed it, gently at first, Dick Hobart had a party for himself last Tuesday The occa-

then with a more demanding hand. | sion was a birthday. He lubricated the third floor so well that

The wavelets broke from their 3 S . 3 fasd E
s ings 6o Hrtad o, fdteh when the time came, there was no one left {0 throw him into the

on the beach, the van-guard beck- pool. :
oning to the white caps to bring up Our Marilyn (of Rm. 201) is now sojourning at Rm. 302. She
their artillery. All the while, the|is protected by a windshield of broom-proof glass and we hope
sun was retreating as the clouds| continued close scrutiny will determine whether it’s lipstick or just

gathered reinforcements. p : .
Peter worked furiously. There is one of those thmgs'

s0 much to b& done. Please wait—
caén’t y(ou see that I have to finish? P

Déar God, are even You against P t t P , t
me? Hurry, hurry, hurry. o’. ran e"sona ’ ’es
The sand spat in his face as the
wind howled derisively about him.
The sun bade its last farewell and
the dark clouds rolled menacingly
onward.
I can't stop now! They'll think
they were right. I must finish, I
must show them that I can do
things too.
By now, the fury of the storm
was almost upon him. Suddenly,
the heavens opened and the rain
came down, beating on the boy,
whipping his face and numbing
his hands, pouring over his canvas.
The chair fell backward from
the shock of his rising, the paints
gspattered on the sand. He sprang
forward with arms outstretched to
battle the elements and the world.
—Joanne Corbin (’565)

How he hated

ed Victoria College in Toronto.
While at Victoria he tock part in
debating, dramatics and soccer-
football, and was also editor of
the college magazine,

Upon graduation in 1938, he was
awarded three gold medals and a
Massey Traveling Fellowship, by
the aid of which he entered Trinity
College, Cambridge. In 1941 he
was awarded the degree of Doctor
of Philosophy.

Turning to teaching, he was
professor of English in Brandon
College for four years and since
1944 has been head of the Depart-
ment of English at the University
of New Brunswick.

He is the author of a critical bio-
graphy of the Canadian novelist,
Frederick Philip Grove, and the

DESMOND PACEY

night. A party which, Tim had “I'll send you the money as soon

assured him, would be “terrific’” as“I get home . . . honest.”

He thought of all the good times| , Ok8Y, whatever you say, Bbby.
he and Tim had had together in Anything for a pal. It will take
the past few weeks. Yes sir, Tim me a few minutes to lay my ha’.lds
was a real buddy all right. He had ‘;‘;ia‘]’:;% Hope you don’t mind
even ghown lihen Yehiend'to Duy sl _ After Tim had latt 16 look for
now lighted and inhaled deeply, Eb?’;B jc;‘lt., E%elil i‘:itedt hdiix:‘t
feeling the rancid smoke grab at sel AR SUAIE ARG A00 RESBEY
His lungs. at his shaking hands. His mind

Ahiv went back eight weeks to that
cog\tes:fbl}tétgngge;h:;pa thsemfxl)asl:ls; night when he had taken his first
front of Eben’s boarding house. | Shot. He recalled his words of
Tim shouted at an open window the day after, “I don’t reckon T'll
for him to hurry up be taking that stuff again.” “Hah!,”

“Hold your fire, I'm comin’,” was he said aloud. . Man, Ive” su};e
the reply from within. come a long way to get here. e
One half hour later they arrived thought of how he had lost his job

. because he hadn't shown up for
;guts!:: n;;ple%ahm;ga;au?g;rém::é work for two days running. “Wel].
the party was already under way. how the hell could I go to work if

p : I didn't feel well?,” he remarked
Tonight, however, was to be a spe- s :
cial one for Eben. He was to get defensively. He thought of the

his first “jolt”. A shot of heroin many days and nights when he had

which, when injected in his arm, ;gg:ﬂ.‘;dog t,:I - edgluer;kan%i?;i(;gx.nerlr:l-
was guaranteed to produce effects bered Do %nce 'h'e Radl Gtolen. A
foreign to anythirg he had known. 2

? car to raise the money, and after
Tonight he would graduate from a cop "
“teahead” to a full-fledged “burn- it had been hypeh into him it had

er.” proven to be only sugar and water.
He knew of the consequences He had been “hyped on some bad

which could result from the use stuff.

His thoughts turned to home and
of too much heroin, but he felt that
he would not'be din  town long his parents. He had certainly let

enough to develop a habit. It was them down, Of courde, they didn't

just something exciting to do and, Enoiy it yet, ub they wonld soou

find out when he failed to return
besides, it would give him some-
thing to tell the boys back at home in the fall. He had already

gaHool made up his mind that they would

When the evening had grown not see him in such a condition.

Suddenly, he began to cry, loudly
into early morning, and the party|anq yncontrollably, sobbing out his
was beginning to drag, Tim pro-

dticed the *Katt? Ho 8howed troubles to the deaf walls. “Why

in hell doesn't Tim get here!,” he

Eben how to tie his arm and search said in a sudden fit of anger. “I
for the vein, and then push the can’t wait all day.”
needle home. The effect was al| “my4 hours later, when Tim re-
most instantaneous. Wben's head|i;ned he found the apartment
was cleared of the effects of the| ..ty and no indication where
liquor he had drunk previously.| ghen” could have gone. “Oh well
His eyes become glazed, and he| . him go. He'll be wba.ck ”» !
seemed to be a living dummy. He R ;
no longer had control of his con-
gcious mind. He was wildly elated
and did not know what he was do-
ing. He stood up and began to
take off his shirt . . ..

The mnext day he could not re-
fmember all he had done at the|pjow behind the ear for its
party, but Tim assured him that AT B 2
hb hediartadsiiet 1lke a0l “uro”, troubles. Quickly it scooted off in

The beaten, old black cat sniff-
ed moodily at the crumpled heap
of humanity it had just found lying
in the far corner of an alley. It

Fredericton (UNB) — Professor | editor of “A Book of Canadian

the direction from which it came.

Eben stared vacantly after it. He | Desmond Pacey, Head of the Eng-| Short Stories.” Recently he has
wondered how long he had been |lish Department at the University | achlevad some fame through the
there. It seemed like eternity|of New Brunswick, hails from | publication of two books of chil-
since he had had a decent meal | Dunedin, New Zealand where he dren’s tales, “The Cow With The
He sat up and looked about him,|was born on May 1st, 1917. His | Musical Moo,” and ite companion
wondering how he had gotten |father, an engineer, was killed in|volume, “Hippity Hobo and the
there. Then he remembered howsaction with the New Zealand Ex-| Bee,” the latter appearing at the
he had sat in Tim’s apartment and | peditionary force in France in 1918.§ time of Children’s Book Week in
waited, and thought. He remem- Dr. Pacey spent the years 1924-| Canada. On the more serious side
bered also how he had left the|1931 at school in England before again, Dr. Pacey is also the auther
apartment and started to run down | coming to Canada to live on a of “Creative Writing in Canada,”
the street, blindly, in any direction, | farm in Ontario. In Canada he|one of the few comprehensive
in an effort to elude and shake off | attended Caledonia High School | studies of its kind to appear in
the dreadful thing that had taken |for three years, and in 1934 enter-| Canada in recent years.
hold of him in the last few weeks.
He had run until his legs would
function no more, and then he had
turned into the alley to rest.

“I’'m not licked yet . .. I'm not,”
he wailed, taking his head in his
hands. “I'm not. I'll beat this

thing if it kills me.” He regained
some of his old eonfidence. Then
a paralyzing thought occurred to
him. What if he could not fight
off the terrible desire to have a
jolt? What if he had to go back
to Tim's and get more stuff? Al-
ready he was showing signs of
having been too long without a
shot. He knew that if he ever
went back he would be licked. He
would never be able to redeem
himself again. Yes, the separation
would have to be complete.
His desperation led him to his
feet and made him run again. Run
Eben! Run, Run, Run, and don’t
stop until you are too far away to
find your way back. Run, from
Tim, from the frantic world of
hypo-needles and pills. Run from
all the dirty people who had gotten
you into this mess. Run Eben.
Run, Run, Run, . . ..
His mind was confusion. Every
muscle in his body shook until
it threatened to come loose. His
eyes were wild and he was shout-
ing, “I'm not licked, I'm not . . . .”
There was a great pounding in
his ears. A pounding which re-
solved itself into the sound of his
own fists beating  frantically
against a door -panel. I won't. 1 (‘
won’t!,” he shouted. “I'm mnot
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W

“Oh, by the way F¥Eben. That

stuff costs money. If you want
any more you will have to shell
out.” lMPERIAL
“Fair enough,” said Eben, “but
I don't reckon I'll be taking the
stuff any more for a while. It does
things to you.”
o iy L] .

It was a barely recognizable, thin,
unshaven wreck of a man which
presented itself in Tim’s door-way
one afternoon several weeks later
begging for a shot of “H".
“Aw, come on Tiwm ol'’ boy. For
old times' sake. I need a “jolt”
something desperate. Now don't
get the idea I can't lay off, 'cause
I can. It's just my mnerves that
need quieting down . . . honest.”
“Got any money Ebby?” said
Tim unsympsathetically.

ran its pink tongue over the man's licked yet.” <=2
face, and promptly received a hard The door opened and Tim stood !
before him smiling. <
—J. D. MacDonald ('656)
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