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The sharp sting of ammonia|could feel something jabbing at the 
fumes hit his nostrils and he jerked | leaden weight pressing down over 

faded away from his eyes and the 

blurred faces of Bert and Packy|head back. Two gnarled detached 
on each side of a hot blinding light | hands twisted a large sponge over 

met his gaze. Bert's mouth was|him and cool water poured down 
moving but all he could hear was|into his burning eyes and open 

‘garble of words under the heavy|of a bottle was pressed to his 

roar that hurt his eardrums and|lips and a tasteless liquid ran down 

aggravated the stabbing pain in| his throat and choked him before 

his head. Packy's white face star-| he could throw his head forward to 
ed vacantly back at him and he|spit. A horn blew. Thick clumsy 

In this column are printed selected samples of the best from 

among the short essays produced by the students of Dr. Pacey’s 

“Creative Fro Class. They are selected on basis of their 

quality and genuine representation of the students’ work. It is 

hoped that they at once give notice to the creative talent at 
work on the campus, and add to the feature material that is 

carried in The Brunswickan. 

By Fred Butland 

head back. Black whirlpools |his right eye. 
Hands held him and tilted his 

unintelligible high pitched | mouth, It tasted salty. The mouth 

fingers pushed something into his 

EXPORT 

mouth and he bit hard. The hands 
\ held him again and then let him 

go. Whatever had been under him 

was gone and he became aware of 

hig tired aching body. He was on 

his feet. 
A bell rang. The ‘darkness 

around the glaring lights began to 
fall away and in its place hun- 

dreds of distorted howling faces 
appeared on all sides, He began 
to perceive what was going on and 

where he was. Across the ring the 

muscular negro boy jumped up and 
{leaped out to finish him off before 

he shook the cobwebs. He instinc- 
i tively stepped in and caught the 
| hoy around the waist, pulling his 

into a clineh. The musky smell 

of the heated negro enveloped 

him, His sides burned as the boy 

CANADA'S FINES 

CIGARETTE 

He fell back against the ropes and 

held on. 
Two stinging jabs snapped his T. 

head back. A shrill fiendish voice 
screamed in his ears over the roar 

of the crowd. “His eye! His eye! | fence, Wade, Yeomans, O'Brien; 
Go for his eye!” He brushed off a forwards, Mcintyre, D. Sewell, N. 

left lead and then lightning ex-| Sewell, Malone, Pike, 
ploded over his right eye. He he-| Bennett, MacTavish, MacAloon. well. Tabi 

came aware of something heavier 7. TA 
than sweat rolling down his right 
cheek. The salty taste of blood in| (Menzies) 1.48; 2, U. N. B, Snow First 
his mouth freshened him. He lash-| (Donkin) 4.05; 3, Capitals, Wade| Garey (Lynch) 4.32; 2, U. N. B 

ed out viciously at the shadow.| (MacTavish) 12.22. Penalties, Ma-| wilson (Thompson) 727. Penal- 

The faces were gone and he was |lone, Kenny, T. Bliss, D. Sewell. | ties. T. Bliss and Gains 

alone under the blazing lights with oh 

his weaving, bobbing, black body |alties, Pike, O'Brien, Wagar (2), 

that seemed to be everywhere.| Wilson (2), Snow, Macintyre, Don- 

The boy was quickly and quite | Kin. 
methodically cutting him to pieces. 
He stepped back from a feinting 
left and saw for an instant the 

cocked right hand. The impact| 4.46; 6 Caps. Pi 5.38: | @ain » ’ 
bie Hcy is ree ig Coma, 98 beg 5.38. | @aint John, Garey (Butler, O'Toole) 

his body could catch up. It sent ” 

his mouthpiece followed by a 

shower of spittle flying into space 

He froze. The ceiling fell in. 

steaming sweatghiny body close 

smacked punch after punch into his 

aching ribs. He wanted to vomit. 

He hooked at the sides and back 

but was tired and could feel his 

fists taking no effect. The negro 

tried to pull away and he dug his 

chin into the boy's gleaming dark 

shoulder. That panicky voice that 

raced through his head everytime 

he got in trouble cried “Clinch! 

| Clinch! Keep him close! Tie him 

up!” Rough commanding hands 

came between them and the re- 

feree- clad in a gleaming white 

shirt pushed him back. He missed 

with a high left hand and felt a 

7 hard painful blow sink into his 

Smart dressers are 

GETTING IN SOLID 

He tried vainly to cover up. He 
saw the low right hook start up. 

‘He was ten feet tall, big on top 
and narrowed down to a point - at 
the bottom. The law of gravity 

must have its way and being top 
heavy he swayed for a moment 

an dthen began the long straight 

fall. He felt giddy. He had to fall. 

There was nothing to hold him up. 

No use fighting it. The aches and 
paing were gone. He started to 

laugh -and it hunt his chest. It was 

nice falling straight down on the 

cushiony air. He kept falling. 

His heart beat faster and the 

sound of it became unbearably 

loud. He kept falling! He was 
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Ketch) 19.50. 
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& : od | stomach. The ring ceased to be a : o' ee v )'Brien, N. Sewell minor and ma- 

i D W. if : Ww, b h square but slipped into the shape Varsity Drops Two Jor, Smith, D. Sewell (2), T. Bliss, 

| riers OTRS op - of a diamond and began to tilt \ FA Kennedy, Yeoman. 

4 __L|crazily first one way than another. (Continued from Page Four) "Second Game 
>] fence, Wager, Ouellette, Snow, I". N. B.-—-Goal, McLelland; de- 

fence, Wagar, Calquhoun, Snow, 
Oulette; forwards, B. Bliss, T. 

£m i : | Bliss, Lorimer, Kennedy, Kenny, 
Capitals Goal, Roberts; de.) oi 00 wieon, Thompson, Donkin. 

Saint John—Goa!, Allen; de- 
fence, MacDonald, Plumber, Lynch; 
forwards, B. Cooke, D. Cooke, Col- 

O'Toole, Butler, 

Bliss, Kennedy, Kenny, Keith, 

Menzies, 

Referees—Smith and Bishop. 

First Perfod—1, Capitals, Pike] Tetoroess mi 
Referees—Smith apd Bishop. 

Period—1, Saint John, 

Second Period—No scoring. Pen- Second Period—3, Saint John, 

Garey (Butler) 459; 4 U.N. B, T. 

Bliss (B. Bliss, Lormier) 8.28; 6, 
Saint John, B. Cooke (D. Cooke 

Third Period—4, Capitals, Ben-| 1443 Penalties, ec. sel 
Third Period—6, U. N. B,, B. 

MacIntyre) | Bliss (Ouelette, Lormier) 5.09; 7. Sewell, 

: (Kenny, | 13.28; 8, Saint John, Larabie (Mac- 
Penalties, Kenny, | Donald, B. Cooke) 15.38; 9, Plumb- 

er (Butler) 1904. Penalties, T. 

his breath. The lusty insane|BMss, MacDonald, D. Cooke, B. 

laughter in his head grew louder. ' Cooke, Donkin, Snow. 

parallel now aud he kept falling’ 

He looked down. There was noth- 

ing there! There was nothing any- 

where! He stopped giggling and 

tried to scream but nothing came 

out. Why didn’t he stop falling? 

He wasn't big or top heavy any 

more. He wag like himself again 

flailing wildly about. Why didn’t 

he stop falling? Why didn't he 

stop falling? 

The sound of his own voice ask- 

ing him this insane question grat- 

ea in his ears. He tried to open 

his eyes. His right one refused 

but a blurred image began to fill 

the left one. He was flat on his 

back throwing his arms and legs 

about madly. A white ceiling 

quickly fell together like pieces of 
a jigsaw puzzle behind the vague 

shape that hovered over him. He 

saw that low right hook coming 

at him. He started to move when 

the blur sharpened into the coarse 

club manager. “You stopped fall- 

ing at 2.07 in the second round, Mc- 

Kenney. Youre through in this 

club.” He knew it had been said 

in a tired listless monotone but he 

heard it as the quick hysterical 

jabberings of an idiot. His heart 

beat faster and he had to fight for 

ARROW’S NEW 

SOLID COLOR 

SHIRTS! 

Well-dressed msn every- 

where are really going for 

these Arrow solid color 

shirts! 

You should see our selec- 

tion, in pastel and deep 

shades, with several famous, 

perfect-fitting Arrow collar 

styles to choose from. 

See 'em todey. And while 

you're at it, stock up on 

matching Arrow ties too. 

ARROW SHIRTS | . » ————————— ——————
—— 

IE 

Cl eit, Peabody & Co. of Canada Limited. 

) 

but still falling with arms and legs |° 

ugly features of Silverman, the' 

B. M. 0, C. Wears | 

W.S. & O.C. 

Yes, Sir. This parade you see above is a facsimile of the 

well-dressed man that ALLOWS Walker's to provide 

him with wardrobe. 

Suits from 52.50 

Overcoats from 45.00 

Let us Tailor your next Suit. 

Shiffer - Hillman — Hyde Park — Lonsdale — 

Warren K. Cook 

THE HOME OF “ARROW” SHIRTS 

WALKER’S R58 SHOP 

Around the corner on York 

tL 

The man who smokes a pipe 

rates high with the Campus 

Queens . . . especially when 

he smokes PICOBAC. 

You'll find the fragrance of 

PICOBAC is as pleasing to others 

as it is mild and cool for you. 

icobac 
ALSO GOOD FOR ROLLING YOUR OWN 


