SHORT STORY - .~

THE PATH

HE first few days he'd been
| getting used to the routine.
~ And now he had learned it

He knew exactly what would hap-
pen. Each day. it was the same
from the time the first bell woke
him ?n the motning, or when he found
himsélf awake in the cold blue shadows
of early dawn. Lying on the stiff canvas
sheet, feeling the hard small sticks of
straw pressing into the mould of his

body. on the hammock, he could see the _

whitewashed ceiling and upper walls be-
coming faintly visible around the deep-
set “afrd 'barred cell window. He could-
image exactly the things he.weuld: 4o
in the: coming . day—the. ghting - dressed .
in the - white moleskin tfousérs;,  the
drabiitchy grey flannel shirt, and the.
tweed coat, grey-green with age. .. . ...

Then the unlécki'tigtof- the heavy dull

red iron door asfthe tin bowls of por-
ridge and fried: hash ; ware passed in.
The first meal egtén plone'in the cold
whitewsshed: cube.Fhen the folding, of
the sulphury - blahfkets - for "the morning
inspection.  And-at-last-the release-from.
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“O.K., Tony,” he said, “Only if you
do do it, save me a coupla ralls from
yours, will ya? A week without a drag
iy a long time. Will ya?”

“Sure.”” Tony was always sure like
that. Specially when it came to horses
and pakapoo banks.

the -cell into “the nhw: noisy wings: and g

corridof¥ of - the Fptitorr” for the -day’s
work. Twenty-seven cells to clean, Beitig *
s - Hotitemaid " hecguseé twenty-seven -
crimes were being ffunished—no twenty-
eight! Twenty-severi* sets:'of tin bowls .
to collect, twenty-seven knives and forks
and engihiél” § and ;enamel plates to
wash in a bucket offhot. water with’'a
little %loth wrapped on"the ‘end of ja
stick. * Twenty’seven tables. to wipe.
Twenty-sever dusty stohe walls to sweep, -
and ‘tvrenty.séven’ dropped butts to pick ’
up. - “Twéntysievin ‘-,:ﬁgéryt.lﬁng. Eveti
twenty-sevin-atiffkind -bed-pans- to. elean -
and wipe, “Fhe de¥ls’ work., Ha - knew
exactly what-the  day’s wml'ks was. .
x % * - .
BUT, to-day. was .Saturday—the first
‘week-end in prison. The routine was
different. Less work to do—they clean
their own stinking damp ' pans to-day.
The c¢leaners got out into the big yard
as soon as the cells were swept and the
dishes washed. The big yard! That was
the life! Room to walk, plenty of sumny
places to sit and talk, plenty of sky
and ¢louds, blue and white over the grey’
stories and slate roof. To-day the big
yard! He had seen’it through the gates
in the horth wing as he - carriéd the -
bucket of hot water along that way for
his* work in the north 'extension. And
now he was lined up with the others in
a restless group as the screw checked
them off before opening that big barred
gate into- the 'yard. Tony, the cleaner
working on the row of cells above his,
was” beside’ him. He had done a month
alrendy ‘and” knew his way' atound. “You
stick ‘with me and you'll get that fig al-
right—this horse will come in sure.”
Tony liked a 'bet, éven if it was with
someone else’s tobacco-ration. He'd sit
all Saturday under the loudspeaker that
filled the big yard with music and race-
results from the local radio station.
Tobacco was the currency. You could
use’ it to get extra: butter, cheese, syrup,:
or milk. Or you could use it on' the:
horses.
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i oh' to’the steps. And down into the big
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“Ten grey stones in tha
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crazy

going the Nazi way? There he is walking
over there—he always walks fast like
that. Jeez, I'd hate to be him, eh?”

* * *

']'HE lifers, the bash-artists, the can-

openers, the sexos, the con-men, the
burglars, the drunken drivers, deserting
seamen, and petty thieves—thg whole
fot. All around him in the big yard——
all looking much alike in the white
trousers and grey coats. All this side
of the law, some bad, some better, all
in the big yard, walking, talking, sitting
and smoking. Looking at the lifers you
couldn’t tell them apart from the others
unless you were told. Yet murder was a
kelluva lot different from ratting a shop
in Newmarket. But it didn’t show in
their faces, No, they all looked just like
prisoners—men prisoners. But how did

path. What‘n crazy idea . ...

The screw grunted the moving ordet.
The hob-nail boots scraped and clashed
along- the stone floor. The big gates
swung, open and they passed through

yard," *:
S * * %

[T was square in shape, between the

North and East wings, with high
walls, on the two outer sides. Most of it
was an octagonal asphalt area, from
which paths led out like spokes into the
grass corners. Seats, just like park
benches, were spaced evenly around the
hard octagon.

A .water tap, growing abruptly out
of the asphalt, dripped on to a wet patch
near the centre. At the far corner where
the outer walls joined, the dull shine
of the guard’s rifle marked his position
in the sha’dowy stone cage that over-
looked the'yard. About ten feet in and
running parallel to both the outside
walls was the high barbed wire erected
after the “Kelly gang” successfully blew
a hole with smuggled gelignite® through
the eastern wall. The new stones and
concrate-work marked the place in the
monotonous pattern of the wall.

It was far too early for the race re-
sults. So Tony pointed out some of the
more interesting characters to him.

“See that young bloke over on the
steps rolling a smoke? Well, he’s a lifer
—did a woman in down south—and that
one next to him? He's doing four years
for that Post-office blow-out last year.
You remember that guy who got his for
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they feel about those years to come?
Fifteen, twenty, twenty-five — Jesus!
Twenty-five years doing the same thing
day after day—walking the same short
walks from that same small cell, seeing
the same stones, the same gate, the same
steel bars, hearing that ceaseless jang-
ling of keys—all the same thing day
after day after day!

(continued on next page)

A SPLIT SECOND
IN ETERNITY
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The Ancients Called 1t
COSMIC CONSCIOUSNESS
Must man die to release his inner
consciousness? Can we experience
momentary flights of the soul-—that
is, become one with the universe and
receive an influx of great under-
standing ?

The shackles of the body-—its
earthly limitations—can be thrown
off and man’s mind can be astuned
to the Infinite Wisdom for a flash of
a second. During this brief interval
intuitive knowledge, great inipira-
tion, and a new vision of our life’s
mission are had. Some call this geeat
experience A psychic phenomenon.
But the ancients knew it and taught
it as Cosmic Consciousmess~~the
merging of man’s mind with ¢he
Universal Intelligence.

Let? This Free Book Explain

This is not a teligious docttine, bue the
application of simple, natural laws, which
give man ac insight into the great Cosmic
plan. They make possible a source of
great joy, stren%rh, and & regencration of
man's personal powers. Write ro the '
Rosicrucians, an sge-old brothech.
understanding, for 2 grce copy of baok
“The Mastery of Life.”” It will tell you
how, in the J:nvaqr of your own home

T_ou may indulge In these m ies
ife known to the ancients. Address:
Scribe H.E.A.

Ihe Rosicrucians
SAN JOSE (AMORC)  CAUR, U.!.A.,-

Mothers used it 100 years
ago, Mothers use it today!

What better recommendation could you have than millions
of contented babies! A little Dinncford’s added to a feed
prevents food fermenting in the little stomach. It relieves
painful wind and btings contented sleep. See that ywwr-

baby has Dinneford’s.

Dinneford’s Magnesia is obtainable from
all chemists and stores.

Proprietors: Dinneford & Co. Ltd,
Gt. West Road, London. ’

Agenis: Harold ¥, Ritchie (N.Z.) Ltd.,
104-108 Dixon St., Wellington.,

NZ.iga
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