


S T EMPFION
He would have dragged some chyn
naybe he heard others falling down
ing back and forth, clinking off that S
by then that he was going to come
pe totally surprised? I don’t know.
prison blueprints by then or he mj
can be damned sure he found a way
after.

All at once he must hfive realized that, instead of just play-
ing a game, hﬁ.f was playing for high stakes . . . in terms of his
own life and his own future, the highest. Even then he couldn’t
have kno.wn for sure, but he must have had a pretty good idea
because 1t was right around then that he talked to me about
Zihuatanejo for the first time. All of a sudden, instead of just
- being a toy, that stupid hole in the wall became his master—if
- he knew about the sewer-pipe at the bottom, and that it led
; under the outer wall, it did, anyway.

; He’d had the key under the rock in Buxton to worry about
for years. Now he had to worry that some eager-beaver new
:guard would look behind his poster and expose the whole
thing, or that he would get another cellmate, or that he
uld, after all those years, suddenly be transferred. He had -
Bl chose things on his mind for the next eight years. All I can
s that he must have been one of the coolest men who ever
. I would have gone completely nuts after awhile, living
‘«fall that uncertainty. But Andy just went on playing the

l.<s of concrete back, but
INto that shaft, bounc-
tandpipe. Did he know
upon that shaft, or was
He might have seen the
ght not have, If not, you
to look at them not long

MM_L&}(,N( (’ :
e had to carry the possi ility of discovery for another eight
gl L ecaly :
| c.p%z\albifit of it, you might say, because no matter
| in his favor, as an inmate
efully he stacked the cards in his favor,

prison, he just didn’t have that many to stack . . .
»ds had been kind to him for a very long time; some
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" pletely cle

_for him ¢ wriggle through .

ctually released, he 1s trans.ferred into the
light security wing to undergo a complete thsmal anc.i 4l l‘,)at:.
i onal tests. While he’s there, his old cell is com..
il V(’Ul“d out. Instead of getting his parole, Andy would
i . downstairs in solitary, followed by
.. but in a different cell. e
675 how come he dj i

before the parolee is a

have gotten a long turn

some more time upstairs . i
If he broke into the shaft ind9

escape until 19752 /il
I don’t know for sure—but I can advance some pretty good

guesses. : Mi

First, he would have become more careful than ever. He was
too smart to just push ahead at flank speed and try to get oue |
in eight months, or even in eighteen. He must have gone on

widening the opening on the crawlspace a little at a time,
hole as big as a teacup by the time he took his New Year’s Ev

drink that year. A hole as big as a dinner-plate by the time h
took his birthday drink in 1968. As big as a serving-tray b
the time the 1969 baseball season opened. Lot

For a time I thought it should have gone much faster than

it apparently did—after he broke through, I mean. It seemed
to me that, instead of having to pulverize the crap and take it |
out of his cell in the cheater gadgets I have described, he could
simply let it drop down the shaft. The length of time he took
makes me believe that he didp’ dare do that. He might have
.decided that the noise would arouse someone’s suspicions. Or,
if he knew about the Sewer-pipe, as I believe he must have, he
zvould' have been afraid that a falling chunk of concrete would
reak it before he was ready, screwing up the cellblock sewage‘

) ; : it
y tiielm and leading to ap nvestigation. And an investi
nee 1688 10 say, would lead tq ruin.

Andy was 3 smal] guy.
Why didn’t he 20 then?
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i here mYy educate.d EUESSES run out, folks; from this
¢ chey hecome progressively wilder. One possibility is that
space itself was clogged with crap and he had o clear it
But chat wouldn't account for all the time. So what was it?
[ thin '
['yve told you as well as I cawwl

a b
L ANNAE first you can't stand those four walls, then you get so

fughsta
jou can \abl\de tf‘nem, then you get so you accept them Loisand

‘hen, as your body and your mind and your spirit adjust to live
| on an HO scale, you get to love them. You are told when to

Q,,J-CifﬂWls through five hundred
~ darkness, and comes up agains

cat, when you can write letters, when you can smoke. If you're
2t work in the laundry or the plate-shop, you’re assigned five
minutes of each hour when you can go to the bathroom. For
thirty-five years, my time was twenty-five minutes after the
hour, and after thirty-five years, that's the only time I ever
felt the need to take a piss or have a crap; twenty-five minutes
past the hour. And if for some reason I couldn’t go, the need
would pass at thirty after, and come back at twenty-five past

L chat maybe Andy got scared. D,

€

the next hour. ] WM

I think Andy may have been crestling with that siger
that institutional-syndrome—and also with the bulking fears

that all of it might have been for nothing.

How many nights must he have lain awake under his poster,
thinking about that sewert line, knowing that the one chaqce
ght have told him

was all he’d ever gea?h'I;heﬁbluePfints mi 't cell him
j 3 N ortm’ 5 ntte

: ¢t a blueprint coul
how big the pipe’s bore was, but a ep . he would be able

what it would be like inside that pipe— big enough and
to breathe without choking, if the rats V?’eré. 1g and a blue-

mean enough to fight instead

. ) 5 ha[ he,d ﬁn i
B couldniiibaa s hﬂ;:e:z, Here’s 2 joke evenl fannier than

pipe, when and if he got ¢ aks into the SEWEE line,

: b
the parole would have been: 1?72?3175 or; cho(l%ﬂga shi‘t-smellmg

¢t a heavy

 the end of it. Ha, ha, very funny.
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en on his mind. And if the long shqy
i . y et out WOUld he be a‘b ?‘
' actually came in and he was able to g f, 7. M'w(qéle

clothes and get away from the vicinityiof

> civilian
:l(zeglitriz(())r:;dctcctcd? Last of all, suppose hle got out of" thas
pipe, got away from Sl_mwshanlf before the a ar;nfwas raised,
got to Buxton, overturned the right r.ock 44w afd qund not'hf“
ly something so dramatic as arriy.

ing beneath? Not necessari ' |
overing that a highrise apartmene

ing at the right field and disc ;
building had been erected on the spot, or that it had beeﬁ

curned into a supermarket parking lot. It could have been tha
some little kid who liked rocks noticed that piece of volcanj
. glass, turned it over, saw the deposit-box key, and took both i
" and the rock back to his room as souvenirs. Maybe a November
hunter kicked the rock, left the key exposed, and a squirrel o
a crow with a liking for bright shiny things had taken it away.
Maybe there had been spring floods one year, breeching the

wall, washing the key away. Maybe anything. ‘
So I think—wild guess or not—that Andy just froze in place

for awhile. After all, you can’t lose if you don’t bet. What did
he have to lose, you ask? His library, for one thing. The poisn
peace of institutional life, for another. Any future chance to
grab his safe identity. | i
But he finally did it, just as I have told you. He tried . .
and, my! Didn’t he succeed in spectacular fashion? You tell
s |

|

That would have be

G i e S
L e T BT

me!

But Jid he get away, you ask? What happened after? What
happened when he got to that meadow dnd turned over that
rock . . . always assuming the rock was still there? b

I can’t describe that scene for you, because this institutional
man is still in this institution, and expects to be for years o
come. | |
But I'll tell you this. Very late in the summer of 1975, on

September 15th, to be exact, I got a postcard which had been

mailed from the tiny town of McNary, Texas. That town is on




yas]k ;
: 0ing to die someday. NOW that we
g McNary was where he crossed. MCNary, iy

rake T© wnt.e i .a L dowiyOnbE many pages it would take. |
started writing just after I got that postcard, and here | am fin-
jshing up % Janyay 14th’@l’v‘3 used three pencils right | 5
Jown to knuckle-stubs, and a whole tablet of paper. I've kept 7 &
the pages carefully hidden . . . not that many could read my
hen-tracks, anyway.

[¢ stirred up more memories than I ever would have believed.
Writing about yourself seems to be a lot like sticking a branch  $u .
into clear river-water and roiling up the muddy bottom.-

Well, you weren’t writing about yourfe{f, I hear someone in the
peanut-gallery saying. You were wrz.tzng about Andy Il)auftresr(z)el.1
You're nothing but a minor character in your own s;ofry. ez Wyord
know, that’s just not sO. It’s #l] about me, every a{_r_r}%:l___ e
of it ,A"nél"‘y‘“'wa;sjt;_ﬁ;é‘jﬁgrt of mp they_could never Jock URLEX )

ill rejoi ates finally open for
part of me that will drgg;_g_g_when the gates nn s

++ with wenty dollars .
i . h suit with my twehLy 2 8o
l C - ,,e-»ia»E—-ﬂ‘““""‘

me and 1 walk out 1n My ¢

i1l rejoice O
; That pact of me Witk £ “
-money 1n my Pocket- isy 1 guess
A niacrl ;;; olyd and broken and Sy :St (;f: an used 16/\E
l.m,at. i ¢ that Andy had more€ cf thar ipars Al Hvs
it’s jus

better. o
There are others here like me€,

’ s gone, but a . ”
Welee slan all, Thetr feathels === ¢ when '
meant  to. e cagesdy ERAERIH
their songs too sweet and

ou open the cage to ) ong to im
};\nd tl;le part of you that knows tlitlfviile ]
in the first place rejo1Ces; but st1%% .

fo
that much more Sl‘g_a_l_) and emptY

By chat's Iy LR Jack. I never believed hoy 1ong it would




That's the story and I'm glad I cold it, even if it is ;
e of the memories the p

inconclusive and even though som ]
branch poking up the river-mud)

rodded up (like that
1r;e feel a little sad and even older than I am. Thank yo
f you're really down there, as I beli

listening. And Andy, i .
you are, look at the stars for me just after sunset, and touch ¢l
sand, and wade in the water, and feel free. - |

/‘Isnmlever expected to take up chis narrative again, but her
with the dog-eared, folded pages open on the desk in front

me. Here I am adding another three or four pages, writin

brand-new tablet. A tablet I bought in a store—I just we
into a store on Portland’s Congress Street and bought it

I thought I had put finish to my story ina Shawshank pris
cell on a bleak January day in 1976. Now it’s May of 1977 :
I am sitting in a small, cheap room of the Brewster Hote

- Portland, adding to it.

The window is open, and the sound of the traffic flo
in seems huge, exciting, and intimidating. I have to look
stantly over at the window and reassure myself that the
no bars on it. I sleep poorly at night because the bed in ¢
room, as cheap as the room is, seems much too big and
rious. I snap awake every morning promptly at six-thirty, fe
ing disoriented and frightened. My dreams are bad. I
crazy feeling of free fall. The sensation is as terr-i?yﬁing
exhilarating. Op! @i w «l i

~ What has happened in my life? Can’t you guess?
paroled. After thirty-eight years of routine hearings anc

\Y

i

lawyers died on me), my parole was granted. I suppose
decided that, at the age of fifty-eight, I was finally t ‘
enough to be deemed safe.

I came very close to burning the document you have
rgad. Tbey search outgoing parolees almost as carefully 2
search incoming “new fish.” And beyond containing enot
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amite to assure me £ :
. gynamit O a quick tumaround
and

. oreight years inside, my “memyeir . G .
L the name of che 10D Where | gy e omething o
. Mexican police gladly cooperate with l?d Dufresne ¢, Be,
P nd I didn’t want my freedom—_ e Merican police,
| yp the story I'd worked so long lingness ¢ give
Andy his. O Write—to cost
Then I remembered how And | Ao
dred dollars back in 1948, andylhijoin:;%ht AN five e,
che same way. Just to be on t Lo

he safe side, I car
: : ; efull
each page Wth.h mentioned Zihuatanejo. If the pzpzerzvfte
been found during my “outside search,” as i Tadhe

Shank, I would have gone back in on turnaround ... but the

cops would have been looking for Andy in a Peruvian sea-coast
town named Las Intrudres.

I'my unwi]
and harq ¢

The Parole Committee got me a job as a “stock-room assis-
tant” at the big FoodWay Market at the Spruce Mall in South
Portland—which means I became just one more ageing bag-
boy. There’s only two kinds of bag-boys, you know; the .old

ones and the young ones. No one ever looks at either kind.
If you shop at the Spruce Mall FoodWay, I may have e(\lren
taken your groceries out to your CArUl. but.you d k;vebhiauiz
have shopped there betweer;l March and April of 1977, be
that’s as long as I worked there. . ;

At first I%iidn’t think I was going t© be able toa‘:‘:k;;e(gi

the outside at all. I've described pnsonI S}(,)Cclle:; s |
down model of your outside world, but :;d people move at:
fast things moved on the outside; the 74 5P

They even talk faster. And louder. ’ ad to make, and I

It was the toughest adjustment I
haven’t finished making it yet - n
for instance. After hardly knowing
human race for forty years:
filled with them. Old womef q

1 i ointing ey (vur¥
shirts with arrows P |
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