bt since everyone else in gray is a dog, too, it doesn’t seem to

|

g bﬁlff:ﬁk-Navy man with a huge red beard and a large
| Rohsh jokes. He saw me for about five minutes every
~ "Are you staying out of the bars, Red?” he’d ask when
out of Polish jokes. I'd say yeah, and that would be th
it until next week.

- Music on the radio. When I went in, the big bands we

L T L L

skinny women with their nippl
' mething lik

ing out at their shirts—a woman wearmgdS;)nd thengha&
when I went in would have gotten arrestj o pai
ity hearing—women of every shape anll ; t-ime e
going around with a semi-hard almost 2 the ?
ing a dirty old man. 2N

o AN 4 was another thing.

Going to the bathroom, that ;
had to go (and the urge always came on me at twgflty
the houf), I had to fight the almost overwhelming

check it with my boss. Knowing that was something
just go and do in this too-bright outside world was on
adjusting my inner self to that knowledge aftexz all th v
of checking it with the nearest screwhead or facing two dz
solitary for the oversight . . . that was something else.
My boss didn’t like me. He was a young guy, twenty-six
_seven, and I could see that I sort of disgusted him, the
a cringing, ¥GAE old éog' that crawls up to you on it ¢
to be petted will disgust a man. Christ, I disgusted n
But . . . I couldn’t make myself stop. I wanted to te
That’s what a whole life in prison does for you, young man.
everyone in a position of authority into a master, and you in
master’s dog. Maybe you know you've become a dog, even in

reading BABY HERE,

much. Qutside, it does. But I couldn’t tell a young guy like
He would never understand. Neither would my PO, |

g?t’ti;ng up a good head of steam. Now every song sounds

it’s -@i‘?@ﬁ fucking. So many cars. At first I fele like I

my hfefimp my hands every time | crossed the stre::as
5 Therg Was more—everything was strange and frigh;



. : anythj
| where it was quiet and you knew C‘Vejr nything, tq getback in "

Ything ¢

\ come up in the course :
' If I had ‘never known Andy,.I
. that. But I'kept thinking of hj
| chipping patiently away at the ¢
" so he could be free. I thought of

il‘l to

Probably would haye done
m, spending all those years
ement with his rock-hammer

that and it made me ashamed W

and I'd drop the idea again. Oh, you can say he had more rea-
| son to be free than I did—he had a new identity and a lot of 4
. money. But that’s not really true, you know. Because he didn’t '

know for sure that the new identity was still there, and with-
- out the new identity, the money would always be out of reach.
- No, what he needed was just to be free, and if I kicked away
~ what I had, it would be like spitting in the face of everything
he had worked so hard to win back.

" So what I started to do on my time off was to hitchhike
fdes down to the little town of Buxton. This was in the eacly

r air just beginning to be warm, the baseball teams ’corning
north to start 2 new season playing the only game I'm sure
“‘d approves of. When I went on these trips, I carried a Silva
compass in my pocket.

* There’s a big hayfield in Buxton, A
nd of that hayfield theres a rock wa
em, And somewhere along the base of that wa
 business in @ Maine hayfield. ¢ 1ds ate there in
| rural town like Buxton? Fifty: . higher than that,

m personal experience, I'd put it at ev. : e been
add in the lfjields now cultivated W}.uCh n;lfll:et :liagvht one,
grass when Andy went in. And if I did fin

ndy had said, and at the north

I, right out of @ Robert Erost
Il is a rock that has no

':‘-'Pfil of 1977, the snow just starting to melt off the fields, °

!
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might overlook that blac
likely, Andy put it i

ow it. Becaus€ |

I might never kn
lass, of, much mote€

piece of volcanic 8

his pocket and took it with him. e
S}; I'd agree with you. A fool’s errand, 0O doubt abou

Worse, a dangerous one for a man 0fl parole, beca.use go ;
of those fields were clearly marked with no trespassing sigp;
And, as I've said, they're mofe than happy to slam your

back inside if you get out of line. A fool’s errand .. . but s
chipping at a blank concrete wall for twenty‘-seven years. Anc
when you’re no longer the man who can get it for you and
. an old bag-boy, it’s nice to have a hobby to take your mi

your new life. My hobby was looking for Andy’s rock. 1)

So I'd hitchhike to Buxton and walk thhﬁ \ER%%SQ I'd list

. ! ; S .
to the birds, to the spring runoff in the culverts, examine

bottles the retreating SNOWS had revealed—all useless ne
sorry to say; the world seems to have go
ent into the slam—and loo

returnables; I am
awfully spendthrift since I w

hayﬁelds. !
Most of them could be eliminated right off. No rock w

Others had rock walls, but my compass told me they were
ing the wrong direction. I walked these wrong ones anyws
It was a comfortable thing to be doing, and on those outin
really felt free, at peace. An old dog walked with me one s
“urday. And one day I saw a winter-skinny deer. i

Then came April 23rd, a day I'll nof forget even if I
another fifty-eight years. It was a b\gﬂ(r;y Saturday aftern
and I was walking up what a little boy fishing from a bridg
told me was called The Old Smith Road. I had taken a lun
in a brown FoodWay bag, and had eaten it sitting on a roc
the road. When I was done I carefully buried my leavings
my dad taught me before he died, when I was a sprat no old
than the fisherman who had named the road for me i

Around two o’clock I came to a big field on my .left ]
was a stone wall at the far end of it, running roughly’ no

west. I walked back to it, squelching over the wet grout



earthly business in a Maine hg

' Jooked at it, feeling that I mighi'{i:;d-foFOr a long time | just
squirrel hadfellosiid e Was, .r whateve‘r feason. The
 heart was beating madly. | fing away. My
. WhenI fe!t I l}ad myself under contrg
squatted beside it—the joints in my k
d,Ql}l.?l:P:F?e.&l,.lfmdks.hmo.mggn‘-lﬁ“and let my hand touch it. It was
_ ree.Ll. I ldn t'P.1CI3 1t up.because I'thought there would be any-
a . : y had no plans to take it
- away with me, because I didn’t feel it was mine to take—I had
. afeeling that taking that rock from the field would have been
 the worst ki{_,lﬁl of theft. No, I only picked it up to feel it better,
- to get the heft of the thing, and, I suppose, to prove its reality -
by feeling its satiny texture against my skin.

- I had to look at what was underneath for a long time. My
eyes saw it, but it took awhile for my mind to catch up. It was
g an envelope, carefully wrapped in a plastic bag to keep 126
the damp. My name was written across the front in Andy’s
"clear script. | -
I took the envelope and left the rock where Andy had left ic,
' and Andy’s friend before him.

1 e L@t{u

I, T went to the rock,
nees went off like 4

o A i

- Dear Red,
If you're reading this, th
~ another, you're out. And if you’ve’ N i o
. you might be willing to come & lictle ,furt i 1 L
" remember the name of the towi; inﬂ t you!
" good man to help me get my project
 Meantime, have a drink on (ne"aﬂ
1 will be keeping an eye out foryou:

en you're out. One way or
followed along chis far,

d do think it over.



STEPHEN KING

hope is a good thing,.
no good thing ever dies.

finds you, and finds you well. Nt PR ‘

~ Peter Stevens

he field. A kind of terto
y from there before 1 was
I was in terr

1 didn’t read that letter in €
come over me, a need to get awa
To make what may be an appropriate pun,

being apprehended. tuat Mt
I went back to my room an

old men’s dinners drifting up th
" Rice-a-Roni, Noodle Roni. You can bet that whatever t
folks of America, the ones on fixed incomes, ate €ating

it almost certainly ends in ronz.
I opened the envelope and read the letter and then

head in my arms and cried. With the letter there were '
- pew fifty-dollar bills. ﬁ (’O :

" And here I am in the Brewster Hotel, technically a f
from justice again—parole violation is my crime. N
going to throw up any roadblocks to catch a criminal;jﬁ
on that charge, I guess—wondering what 1 should do

I have this manuscript. I have a small piece of
about the size of a doctor’s bag that holds everything I
have nineteen fifties, four tens, a five, three ones, and as

- change. I broke one of the fifties to buy this tablet of paper

a deck of smokes. N\

Wondering what I should do. j

But there’s really no question. It always comes down t

two 'choic:es. Get busy living or get busy dying. é
ThI;rSIE HII r;oi%:guzﬁ tt,zcﬂlt .this manuscript back in my

and check out of this fle li g gra? - c.oat, godowhy

- to a bar and put that ﬁa\gg. Ther.l UEQInS
vé-dollar bill down in front of

d read it there, with the :
e stairwell to me—Beefa
5




| ks I've taken as a free
man since 1938. Then I am going to tip the bartender a dollar

and thank him kindly. I will leave the bar and walk up Spring

Street to the Greyhound terminal there and buy a bus ticket to
El Paso by way of New York City. When I get to El Paso, I'm
going to buy a ticket to McNary. And when I get to McNary,
I guess I'll have a chance to find out if an old crook like me can
find a way to float across the border and into Mexico.

Sure I remember the name. Zihuatanejo. A name like that
iS just too pretty to forget. .

I find I am excited, so excited I can hardly hold the pencil
in'my trembling hand. I think it is the excite@ent that only
a free man can feel, a free man starting a long journey whose

conclusion is uncertain.

I hope Andy is down there.

Ihope I can make it across the bord'er. )
I'hope to see my friend and shake his hand.

: aAms.
I'hope the Pacific is as blue as 1t has been in my dream
I o fj?rcc




