Rita Hayworth and the Shawshank Redemption
There's a guy like me in every state and federal prisé&mierica, | guess--I'm
the guy who can get it for you. Tailor made cigarettdmaof reefer if you're
partial to that, a bottle of brandy to celebrate ysnm or daughter's high
school graduation, or anything else within reason,ighalt wasn't always that way.

| came to Shawshank when | was just twenty, and | @enod the few people in

our happy little family willing to own up to what he ditlcommitted murder. |

put a large insurance policy on my wife -- who was tlyese's older than | was --
and then | fixed the brakes on the Chevrolet coupealieerf had given us as a
wedding present. It worked out exactly as | had plannextept | hadn't planned
on her stopping to pick up the neighbor woman and the neigidoman’s infant son
on their way down Castle Hill and into town. TheKaslet go and the car
crashed through the bushes at the edge of the town cqrgatbiering speed.
Bystanders said it must have been doing fifty or betten it hit the base of

the Civil War statue and burst into flames.

| also hadn't planned on getting caught, but caught | wget & season's pass
into this place. Maine has no death-penalty, but tik&i€t Attorney saw to it

that | was tried for all three deaths and given thfeeséntences, to run one

after the other. That fixed up any chance of paralght have for a long,

long time. The judge called what | had done "a hideouspbeicrime,” and it

was, but it is also in the past now. You can look it uphia yellowing files

of theCastle Rock Call, where the big headlines announcing my conviction look
sort of funny and antique next to the news of Hitlet Btussolini and FDR's
alphabet soup agencies.

Have | rehabilitated myself, you ask? | don't even kmdhat that word means, at
least as far as prisons and corrections go. | tHg politician's word. It

may have some other meaning, and it may be that havie a chance to find

out, but that is the future - something cons teach thigasnot to think

about. | was young, good-looking, and from the poor sidewaf. | knocked up a
pretty, sulky, headstrong girl who lived in one of the frld houses on

Carbine Street. Her father was agreeable to theagaif | would take a job

in the optical company he owned and "work my way upduhtl out that what he
really had in mind was keeping me in his house and undénunsb, like a
disagreeable pet that has not quite been housebroken atdmey bite. Enough
hate eventually piled up to cause me to do what | did. nGiveecond chance, |
would not do it again, but I'm not sure that means | emabilitated.

Anyway, it's not me | want to tell you about; | waattell you about a guy

named Andy Dufresne. But before | can tell you about Ahtigve to explain a
few other things about myself. It won't take long.

As | said, I've been the guy who can get it for you la¢r@hawshank for damn
near forty years. And that doesn't just mean contichitams like extra
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cigarettes or booze, although those items always ®fisthBut I've gotten
thousands of other items for men doing time here, sirtieem perfectly legal

yet hard to come by in a place where you've supposediyldseaght to be
punished. There was one fellow who was in for rapifiglegirl and exposing
himself to dozens of others; | got him three piecgsrdé Vermont marble and

he did three lovely sculptures out of them - a baby,yeolbabout twelve, and a
bearded young man. He called them The Three Ages of daglthose pieces of
sculpture are now in the parlor of a man who used to Bergor of this state.

Or here's a name you may remember if you grew up nbiNfassachusetts-Robert
Alan Cote. In 1951 he tried to rob the First Mercar#enk of Mechanic Falls,
and the holdup turned into a bloodbath - six dead in thetendyf them members
of the gang, three of them hostages, one of them ayy&tate cop who put his
head up at the wrong time and got a bullet in the eyee kad a penny
collection. Naturally they weren't going to let hiawvi it in here, but with a

little help from his mother and a middleman who used ieedr laundry truck, |
was able to get it for him. | told him, Bobby, you mhs crazy, wanting to

have a coin collection in a stone hotel full of leie. He looked at me and
smiled and said, | know where to keep them. They'lbfee snough. Don't you
worry. And he was right. Bobby Cote died of a bramar in 1967, but that coin
collection has never turned up.

I've gotten men chocolates on Valentine's Day; Ithage of those green
milkshakes they serve at McDonald's around St. Paddy'soDaycrazy Irishman
named O'Malley; | even arranged for a midnight showinDesp Throat and The
Devil in Miss Jones for a party of twenty men who had pooled their resautce
rent the films . . . although | ended up doing a week itespffor that

little escapade. It's the risk you run when you're thewguy can get it.

I've gotten reference books and fuck-books, joke novdike$iand-buzzers and
itching powder, and on more than one occasion I've the¢ra long-timer has
gotten a pair of panties from his wife or his girlfiden. . and | guess

you'll know what guys in here do with such items duringldhg nights when
time draws out like a blade. | don't get all those thgrgsis, and for some
items the price comes high. But | don't do it just fer tnoney; what good is
money to me? I'm never going to own a Cadillac cdlyarff to Jamaica for two
weeks in February. | do it for the same reason tlgatoal butcher will only

sell you fresh meat: | got a reputation and | want tgkieeThe only two

things | refuse to handle are guns and heavy drugs. | ap'tanyone Kill
himself or anyone else. | have enough killing on mydhto last me a lifetime.
Yeah, I'm a regulaNeiman-Marcus. And so when Andy Dufresne came to me in 1949
and asked if | could smuggle Rita Hayworth into the prisorim, | said it
would be no problem at all. And it wasn't.



When Andy came to Shawshank in 1948, he was thirty yd@rsHe was a short,
neat little man with sandy hair and small, cleverdsanHe wore gold-rimmed
spectacles. His fingernails were always clipped, angwieee always clean.
That's a funny thing to remember about a man, | supposé&, seems to sum
Andy up for me. He always looked as if he should hava bearing a tie. On the
outside he had been a vice-president in the trust deparoinearge Portland
bank. Good work for a man as young as he was, especialy you consider how
conservative most banks are . . . and you have topfigutiat conservatism by

ten when you get up into New England, where folks don'tdkeust a man with
their money unless he's bald, limping, and constanthkpigat his pants to

get his truss around straight. Andy was in for murderisgvife and her lover.

As | believe | have said, everyone in prison is @o@ent man. Oh, they read
that scripture the way those holy rollers on TV rdaBook of Revelation.
They were the victims of judges with hearts of stamet [zalls to match, or
incompetent lawyers, or police frame-ups, or bad luckeyThad the scripture,
but you can see a different scripture in their facesstMons are a low sort,
no good to themselves or anyone else, and their Wmistvas that their
mothers carried them to term.

In all my years at Shawshank, there have beenHasstén men whom | believed
when they told me they were innocent. Andy Dufresas ane of them, although |
only became convinced of his innocence over a pefigdars. If | had been on
the jury that heard his case in Portland Superior Couatt €ix stormy weeks in
1947-48, | would have voted to convict, too.

It was one hell of a case, all right; one of thaseyjones with all the right
elements. There was a beautiful girl with societyneations (dead), a local
sports figure (also dead), and a prominent young businessii@ndock. There
was this, plus all the scandal the newspapers couldthirfthee prosecution had
an open-and-shut case. The trial only lasted as longl@sbecause the DA

was planning to run for the U.S. House of Representasind he wanted John Q.
Public to get a good long look at his resume. It wasiekerjack legal circus,
with spectators getting in line at four in the mornidgspite the subzero
temperatures, to assure themselves of a seat.

The facts of the prosecution's case that Andy nevaested were these: that

he had a wife, Linda Collins Dufresne; that in Jun&9#7 she had expressed an
interest in learning the game of golf at the Falmoutls Bountry Club; that

she did indeed take lessons for four months; that heuater was the

Falmouth Hills golf pro, Glenn Quentin; that in late Auigos1947 Andy learned
that Quentin and his wife had become lovers; that AamdlyLinda Dufresne argued
bitterly on the afternoon of September 10th, 1947. treastibject of their



argument was her infidelity.

He testified that Linda professed to be glad he knewsrikaking around, she
said, was distressing. She told Andy that she plannebt&inca Reno divorce.
Andy told her he would see her in hell before he wouddhe in Reno. She went
off to spend the night with Quentin in Quentin's rentedgalow not far from

the golf course. The next morning his cleaning womanddboth of them dead in
bed. Each had been shot four times.

It was that last fact that militated more against Atithn any of the others.

The DA with the political aspirations made a great déélin his opening
statement and his closing summation. Andrew Dufresnsaide was not a wronged
husband seeking a hot-blooded revenge against his che#anghat, the DA

said, could be understood, if not condoned. But this reveagiéeen of a much
colder type. Consider! the DA thundered at the jury. Fadrfaur! Not six

shots, but eight! He had fired the gun empty . . . andstepped to reload so

he could shoot each of them again! FOUR FOR HIM ANDJROFOR HER, the
Portland Sun blared. The Boston Register dubbed him ten“Eteven Killer.”

A clerk from the Wise Pawnshop in Lewiston testifiedtthe had sold a six-shot
.38 Police Special to Andrew Dufresne just two days bdfwelouble murder. A
bartender from the country club bar testified that Anag come in around seven
o'clock on the evening of September 10th, had tossetre# straight whiskeys
in a twenty-minute period-when he got up from the bapidte told the
bartender that he was going up to Glenn Quentin's hodskearthe bartender,
could "read about the rest of it in the papers.” Anotlexk, this one from

the Handy-Pik store a mile or so from Quentin's hotede the court that
Dufresne had come in around quarter to nine on that same He purchased
cigarettes, three quarts of beer, and some dishtowsdscdunty medical
examiner testified that Quentin and the Dufresne wamaanbeen killed between
11:00 P.M. and 2:00 A.M. on the night of September 10th- 11# d€tective
from the Attorney General's office who had beerhiarge of the case testified
that there was a turnout less than seventy yardstfierbungalow, and that on
the afternoon of September 11th, three pieces of evadsamt been removed from
that turnout: first item, two empty quart bottles of Mgansett Beer (with the
defendant's fingerprints on them); second item, twagyarette ends (all

Kools, the defendant's brand); third item, a plaster aas set of tire

tracks (exactly matching the tread-and-wear patterheofites on the
defendant's 1947 Plymouth).

In the living room of Quentin's bungalow, four dishtowsdsl been found lying

on the sofa. There were bullet-holes through them andl@eburns on them. The
detective theorized (over the agonized objections affyAriawyer) that the
murderer had wrapped the towels around the muzzle of the rwedg@on to muffle
the sound of the gunshots.



Andy Dufresne took the stand in his own defense and t®lstdry calmly,

coolly, and dispassionately. He said he had begun tadigtegssing rumors
about his wife and Glenn Quentin as early as thevask in July. In late

August he had become distressed enough to investigateOmtan evening when
Linda was supposed to have gone shopping in Portland aftgofiéesson, Andy
had followed her and Quentin to Quentin's two-storyagouse (inevitably
dubbed "the love-nest" by the papers). He had parked tutheut until

Quentin drove her back to the country club where hewearparked, about three
hours later.

"Do you mean to tell this court that you followed youfewn your brand-new
Plymouth sedan?" the DA asked him on cross examination.

"l swapped cars for the evening with a friend," Andy sam] this cool
admission of how well-planned his investigation had lzbéim no good at all
in the eyes of the jury.

After returning the friend's car and picking up his ownh&e gone home. Linda
had been in bed, reading a book. He asked her how héo fiprtland had been.
She replied that it had been fun, but she hadn't seémramghe liked well
enough to buy. "That's when | knew for sure,” Andy to&lltheathless
spectators. He spoke in the same calm, remote vowhkialm he delivered almost
all of his testimony.

"What was your frame of mind in the seventeen daysd®t then and the night
your wife was murdered?" Andy's lawyer asked him.

"I was in great distress," Andy said calmly, coldly. L&enan reciting a
shopping list he said that he had considered suicide, arelvbadjone so far
as to purchase a gun in Lewiston on September 8th.

His lawyer then invited him to tell the jury what Haabpened after his wife
left to meet Glenn Quentin on the night of the murdansly told them . . . and
the impression he made was the worst possible.

| knew him for close to thirty years, and | can yelli he was the most
self-possessed man I've ever known. What was righthwitrhe'd only give you a
little at a time. What was wrong with him he kept temttup inside. If he ever
had a dark night of the soul, as some writer or otheichled it, you would
never know. He was the type of man who, if he had dé¢oleommit suicide,
would do it without leaving a note but not until his adiad been put neatly

in order. If he had cried on the witness stand, osif’bice had thickened

and grown hesitant, even if he had started yellingat\WWashington-bound
District Attorney, | don't believe he would have gottke life sentence he



wound up with. Even if he had've, he would have been opaorie by 1954. But
he told his story like a recording machine, seemin@ya@ the jury: This is
it. Take it or leave it. They left it.

He said he was drunk that night, that he'd been moessdrunk since August
24th, and that he was a man who didn't handle his ligugrnwell. Of course
that by itself would have been hard for any jury tollma They just couldn't
see this coldly self-possessed young man in the neatedbrdasted three-piece
woolen suit ever getting falling-down drunk over his widésazy little affair

with some small-town golf pro. | believed it becausad a chance to watch
Andy that those six men and six women didn't have.

Andy Dufresne took just four drinks a year all the tink@éw him. He would

meet me in the exercise yard every year about a wefekebhis birthday and

then again about two weeks before Christmas. On eadsion he would arrange
for a bottle of Jack Daniel's. He bought it the waythuwns arrange to buy

their stuff-the slave's wages they pay in here, plitdeadf his own. Up

until 1965 what you got for your time was a dime an hou63rthey raised it

all the way up to a quarter. My commission on liquor ed is ten per cent,

and when you add on that surcharge to the price of sifipe’ whiskey like

the Black Jack, you get an idea of how many hours of Andgesne's sweat in
the prison laundry was going to buy his four drinks a year.

On the morning of his birthday, September 20th, he woane himself a big
knock, and then he'd have another that night after {glitsThe following day
he'd give the rest of the bottle back to me, and | wsldde it around. As for
the other bottle, he dealt himself one drink Christmghkt and another on New
Year's Eve. Then that bottle would also come to ntle mstructions to pass it
on. Four drinks a year-and that is the behavior of @wi@ has been bitten
hard by the bottle. Hard enough to draw blood.

He told the jury that on the night of the tenth he b@ein so drunk he could

only remember what had happened in little isolated beatdHe had gotten drunk
that afternoon-"I took on a double helping of Dutch coura&gbhow he put
it-before taking on Linda.

After she left to meet Quentin, he remembered decidir@phfront them. On the
way to Quentin's bungalow, he swung into the countryfolub couple of quick
ones. He could not, he said, remember telling the t@detehe could "read about
the rest of it in the papers,"” or saying anything to &i all. He remembered
buying beer in the Handy-Pik, but not the dishtowels. yWhbuld | want
dishtowels?" he asked, and one of the papers reportetihtbatof the lady
jurors shuddered.

Later, much later, he speculated to me about the cleokhad testified on the



subject of those dishtowels, and I think it's worthiggt down what he said.
"Suppose that, during their canvass for witnesses," Aaidyasme day in the
exercise yard, "they stumble on this fellow who so&lthe beer that night. By
then three days have gone by. The facts of the @ageleen broadsided in all
the papers. Maybe they ganged up on the guy, five or six ptyssthe dick
from the Attorney General's office, plus the DA'sstast. Memory is a pretty
subjective thing, Red. They could have started out vttt it possible that

he purchased four or five dishtowels?' and worked theirupayom there. If
enough people want you to remember something, that campieity powerful
persuader."

| agreed that it could.

"But there's one even more powerful,” Andy went orhat inusing way of his. "
think it's at least possible that he convinced him#telfas the limelight.
Reporters asking him questions, his picture in the paperall.topped, of
course, by his star turn in court. I'm not saying tieateliberately falsified

his story, or perjured himself. | think it's possiblatthe could have passed

a lie detector test with flying colors, or sworn as imother's sacred name

that | bought those dishtowels. But still . . . memersuch a goddam
subjective thing.

"I know this much: even though my own lawyer thoughtd t@be lying about
half my story, he never bought that business aboudisiowels. It's crazy on
the face of it. | was pig-drunk, too drunk to have bearkihg about muffling
the gunshots. If I'd done it, | just would have let thgm r

He went up to the turnout and parked there. He drank beeanaoiked cigarettes.
He watched the lights downstairs in Quentin's place goHeutvatched a single
light go on upstairs . . . and fifteen minutes later hécived that one go out.

He said he could guess the rest.

"Mr. Dufresne, did you then go up to Glenn Quentin's hoodekd the two of
them?" his lawyer thundered.

"No, | did not,"” Andy answered. By midnight, he said, fes\wobering up. He was
also feeling the first signs of a bad hangover. He dddinlgo home and sleep

it off and think about the whole thing in a more adushfan the next day. "At

that time, as | drove home, | was beginning to thirskt the wisest course

would be to simply let her go to Reno and get her divbrce.

"Thank you, Mr. Dufresne."

The DA popped up.



"You divorced her in the quickest way you could think of, digou? You
divorced her with a .38 revolver wrapped in dishtowels, tyani?"

"No sir, | did not," Andy said calmly.

"And then you shot her lover."

"No, sir."

"You mean you shot Quentin first?"

"I mean | didn't shoot either one of them. | drank tyuarts of beer and smoked
however many cigarettes the police found at the turfidhgn | drove home and

went to bed."

"You told the jury that between August twenty-fourth angt8eber tenth you
were feeling suicidal.”

"Yes, sir."
"Suicidal enough to buy a revolver."
"Yes."

"Would it bother you overmuch, Mr. Dufresne, if | tolduthat you do not seem
to me to be the suicidal type?"

"No," Andy said, "but you don't impress me as being tigrebnsitive, and |
doubt very much that, if | were feeling suicidal, | woldét¢ my problem to
you."

There was a slight tense titter in the courtroonhiat but it won him no
points with the jury.

"Did you take your thirty-eight with you on the night efember tenth?"
"No; as I've already testified-"

"Oh, yes!" The DA smiled sarcastically. "You threvinito the river, didn't
you? The Royal River. On the afternoon of Septemiog n"

"Yes, sir."

"One day before the murders."



"Yes, sir."
"That's convenient, isn't it?"
"It's neither convenient nor inconvenient. Only theh."

"l believe you heard Lieutenant Mincher's testimornyiticher had been in charge
of the party which had dragged the stretch of the R@al Rond Road Bridge,
from which Andy had testified he had thrown the gun. pbiee had not found

it.

"Yes, sir. You know | heard it."

"Then you heard him tell the court that they found no githpugh they dragged
for three days. That was rather convenient, tooniva3"

"Convenience aside, it's a fact that they didn't fimeldun,” Andy responded
calmly. "But | should like to point out to both you and jiney that the Pond
Road Bridge is very close to where the Royal River @sjito the Bay of
Yarmouth. The current is strong. The gun may have baeied out into the bay
itself."

"And so no comparison can be made between the riingse bullets taken from
the bloodstained corpses of your wife and Mr. Glenn Quanid the riflings on
the barrel of your gun. That's correct, isn't it, Mufresne?"

"Yes. "
"That's also rather convenient, isn't it?"

At that, according to the papers, Andy displayed one ofethieslight emotional
reactions he allowed himself during the entire six-wagathod of the trial. A
slight, bitter smile crossed his face.

"Since | am innocent of this crime, sir, and sinean telling the truth about
throwing my gun into the river the day before the criogk place, then it
seems to me decidedly inconvenient that the gun was foaved."

The DA hammered at him for two days. He re-read thedi##ik clerk's testimony
about the dishtowels to Andy. Andy repeated that he caildetall buying
them, but admitted that he also couldn't remember nondptiyem.

Was it true that Andy and Linda Dufresne had taken ounaifsurance policy
in early 1947 ? Yes, that was true. And if acquitted, widniie that Andy
stood to gain fifty thousand dollars in benefits? Trued Avasn't it true that



he had gone up to Glenn Quentin's house with murder irehi$, and wasn't it
also true that he had indeed committed murder twice dNer® was not true.
Then what did he think had happened, since there had besgns of robbery?

"l have no way of knowing that, sir,” Andy said quietly.

The case went to the jury at 1:00 P.M. on a snowy Weldyesternoon. The
twelve jurymen and -women came back in at 3:30. Thdflsald they would have
been back earlier, but they had held off in order toyeajnice chicken dinner
from Bentley's Restaurant at the county's expenssy. fbad him guilty, and
brother, if Maine had the death-penalty, he would have dibe air dance before
that spring's crocuses poked their heads out of the snow.

The DA had asked him what he thought had happened, and Appubdsthe
guestion-but he did have an idea, and | got it out of Hiendae evening in
1955. It had taken those seven years for us to progressérdding
acquaintances to fairly close friends- but | neverrésily close to Andy

until 1960 or so, and | believe | was the only one wler eld get really close
to him. Both being long-timers, we were in the saeiblock from beginning to
end, although | was halfway down the corridor from him.

"What do | think?" He laughed-but there was no humorenstiund. "I think
there was a lot of bad luck floating around that nightrétban could ever get
together in the same short span of time again. | thimkist have been some
stranger, just passing through. Maybe someone who hatlteelon that road
after | went home. Maybe a burglar. Maybe a psychop#tlkilled them, that's
all. And I'm here."
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As simple as that. And he was condemned to spend theffastlife in
Shawshank - or the part of it that mattered. Fives/der he began to have
parole hearings, and he was turned down just as regullarc&s/ork in spite of
being a model prisoner. Getting a pass out of Shawshask ydu've got murder
stamped on your admittance-slip is slow work, as sloarager eroding a rock.
Seven men sit on the board, two more than at mat ptisons, and every one
of those seven has an ass as hard as the water ajpavom a mineral-spring
well. You can't buy those guys, you can't sweet-talk flyem can't cry for
them. As far as the board in here is concerned, mooeYy talk, and nobody
walks. There were other reasons in Andy's case as wdbut that belongs a
little further along in my story.

There was a trusty, name of Kendricks, who was intdomsome pretty heavy
money back in the fifties, and it was four years betog got it all paid off.

Most of the interest he paid me was information-inling of work, you're dead
if you can't find ways of keeping your ear to the grounds Klendricks, for
instance, had access to records | was never goin@ taseing a stamper down
in the goddam plate-shop.

Kendricks told me that the parole board vote was 7-0 d@gantyy Dufresne
through 1957, 6-1 in '58, 7-0 again in '59, and 5-2 in '60. Afted tthaib't

know, but | do know that sixteen years later he wédsrsCell 14 of

Cellblock 5. By then — 1975 - he was fifty-seven. They pbbbwould have gotten
big-hearted and let him out around 1983. They give you lifé tlaat's what

they take-all of it that counts, anyway. Maybe thetyy®u loose someday, but .

Well, listen: | knew this guy, Sherwood Bolton, his mawas, and he had

this pigeon in his cell. From 1945 until 1953, when theyilatdut, he had
that pigeon. He wasn't any Birdman of Alcatraz; he lpagt this pigeon. Jake,
he called him. He set Jake free a day before he, $berwhat is, was to walk,
and Jake flew away just as pretty as you could want. Buttabweek after
Sherwood Bolton left our happy little family, a frienfinsine called me over to
the west corner of the exercise yard, where Sherwsed to hang out. A bird
was lying there like a very small pile of dirty bed-iindt looked starved. My
friend said: "Isn't that Jake, Red?" It was. That pigeas just as dead as a
turd.

| remember the first time Andy Dufresne got in toucthvme for something; |
remember like it was yesterday. That wasn't the hienvanted Rita Hayworth,
though. That came later. In that summer of 1948 he camom@ifor something
else.

Most of my deals are done right there in the exex@sd, and that's where
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this one went down. Our yard is big, much bigger than migst perfect
square, ninety yards on a side. The north side is tlez oaatl, with a
guard-tower at either end. The guards up there are armetimoitulars and
riot guns. The main gate is in that north side. Thektloading-bays are on
the south side of the yard. There are five of therawShank is a busy place
during the work week-deliveries in, deliveries out. We Hhaeelicense-plate
factory, and a big industrial laundry that does all thegoriwet-wash, plus that
of Kittery Receiving Hospital and the Eliot Nursing Hariidere's also a big
automotive garage where mechanic inmates fix prisatg,sand municipal
vehicles-not to mention the private cars of thewesrehe administration officers . . .
and, on more than one occasion, those of the pavalelb

The east side is a thick stone wall full of tiny glihdows. Cellblock 5 is on

the other side of that wall. The west side is Admiatghn and the infirmary.
Shawshank has never been as overcrowded as most pardrzack in '48 it was
only filled to something like two-thirds capacity, butagy given time there

might be eighty to a hundred and twenty cons on the ydagling toss with a
football or a baseball, shooting craps, jawing at edbbr, making deals. On
Sunday the place was even more crowded; on Sunday thengathave looked
like a country holiday . . . if there had been any wome

It was on a Sunday that Andy first came to me. | hafipished talking to

Elmore Armitage, a fellow who often came in handyri®, about a radio when Andy
walked up. | knew who he was, of course; he had a repufatid®ing a snob

and a cold fish. People were saying he was marked foble@lready. One of

the people saying so was Bogs Diamond, a bad man toohay@ur case. Andy had
no cellmate, and I'd heard that was just the way heedat) although people

were already saying he thought his shit smelled swé®arthe ordinary. But |
don't have to listen to rumors about a man when jugige him for myself.

"Hello," he said. "I'm Andy Dufresne." He offered hanld and | shook it. He
wasn't a man to waste time being social; he got tgkthe point. "I

understand that you're a man who knows how to get thihgs .

| agreed that | was able to locate certain items fiora to time.
"How do you do that?" Andy asked.

"Sometimes," | said, "things just seem to come intchanyd. | can't explain it.
Unless it's because I'm Irish.”

He smiled a little at that. "I wonder if you could get ameock hammer. "
"What would that be, and why would you want it?"

Andy looked surprised. "Do you make motivations a part af ymsiness?" With
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words like those | could understand how he had gotten a tieputar being the
snobby sort, the kind of guy who likes to put on airs-lserised a tiny thread
of humor in his question.

"I'll tell you," | said. "If you wanted a toothbrushwbuldn't ask questions.

I'd just quote you a price. Because a toothbrush, youssaeyan-lethal sort
of an object.”

"You have strong feelings about lethal objects?"
"l do."

An old friction-taped baseball flew toward us and he tdycat-quick, and
picked it out of the air. It was a move Frank Malzonellddave been proud of.
Andy flicked the ball back to where it had come from-pusfuick and
easy-looking flick of the wrist, but that throw had someastard on it, just the
same. | could see a lot of people were watching us withege as they went
about their business. Probably the guards in the tows watching, too. |
won't gild the lily; there are cons that swing weighany prison, maybe four

or five in a small one, maybe two or three dozem loig one. At Shawshank |
was one of those with some weight, and what | thoubAndy Dufresne would
have a lot to do with how his time went. He probdolgw it, too, but he wasn't
kowtowing or sucking up to me, and | respected him for that.

"Fair enough. I'll tell you what it is and why | wahtA rock hammer looks
like a miniature pickaxe-about so long." He held his hahdsit a foot apart,
and that was when | first noticed how neatly kept hilsnwere. "It's got a
small sharp pick on one end and a flat, blunt hammerhedaecother. | want it
because | like rocks."

"Rocks, " | said.
"Squat down here a minute," he said.

| humored him. We hunkered down on our haunches like Indians.

Andy took a handful of exercise yard dirt and began tat $ittween his neat
hands, so it emerged in a fine cloud. Small pebbles leftr@ver, one or two
sparkly, the rest dull and plain. One of the dull onesquastz, but it was
only dull until you'd rubbed it clean. Then it had a nig&yrglow. Andy did
the cleaning and then tossed it to me. | caught it ameadat.

"Quartz, sure,” he said. "And look. Mica. Shale. Silteahde. Here's a place

of graded limestone, from when they cut this place otite@tide of the hill."
He tossed them away and dusted his hands. "I'm a rockhaulegst . . . | was
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a rockhound. In my old life. I'd like to be one againadimited scale."

"Sunday expeditions in the exercise yard?" | asked, siguoghnit was a silly
idea, and yet . . . seeing that little piece of quartzdgneen my heart a
funny tweak. | don't know exactly why; just an assoaratvith the outside
world, | suppose. You didn't think of such things in termthefyard. Quartz
was something you picked out of a small, quick-running stream.

"Better to have Sunday expeditions here than no Sungegons at all," he
said.

"You could plant an item like that rock-hammer in sometsoskull,” | remarked.
"I have no enemies here," he said quietly.

"No?" | smiled. "Wait awhile."

"If there's trouble, | can handle it without using akrbemmer. "

"Maybe you want to try an escape? Going under the Balfause if you do-"
He laughed politely. When | saw the rock-hammer threske/dater, | understood
why.

"You know," | said, "if anyone sees you with it, thiegke it away. If they

saw you with a spoon, they'd take it away. What areggong to do, just sit
down here in the yard and start bangin' away?"

"Oh, | believe | can do a lot better than that."

| nodded. That part of it really wasn't my businessyaryy A man engages my
services to get him something. Whether he can keemtoafter | get it is

his business.

"How much would an item like that go for?" | asked. | Wwaginning to enjoy his
quiet, low-key style. When you've spent ten years inasil had then, you

can get awfully tired of the bellowers and the braggamtsthe loud-mouths.

Yes, | think it would be fair to say | liked Andy frometffirst.

"Eight dollars in any rock-and-gem shop," he said, "beglize that in a
business like yours you work on a cost-plus basis-"

"Cost plus ten per cent is my going rate, but | have tapgsome on a dangerous

item. For something like the gadget you're talking abotdkis a little more
goose-grease to get the wheel turning. Let's say tearsloll
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"Tenitis."
| looked at him, smiling a little. "Have you got ten dodi?"
"I do," he said quietly.

A long time after, | discovered that he had better thv@hundred. He had
brought it in with him. When they check you at thiséhodne of the bellhops
is obliged to bend you over ant take a look up your works$Haue are a lot of
works, and, not to put too fine a point on it, a man wgheally determined
can get; fairly large item quite a ways up them-far endade out o sight,
unless the bellhop you happen to draw is in the mood t@puw@lrubber glove
and go prospecting.

"That's fine, " | said. "You ought to know what | exp#giou get caught with
what | get you."

"l suppose | should,” he said, and | could tell by the stipainge in his gray
eyes that he knew exactly what | was going to saya# a slight lightening, a
gleam of his special ironic humor

"If you get caught, you'll say you found it. That's aboetldng and short of

it. They'll put you in solitary for three or you weeks. .plus, of course,

you'll lose your toy and you'll get black mark on your relcdf you give them
my name, you and will never do business again. Notdengch as a pair of
shoelace or a bag of Bugler. And I'll send some fellaresind to lump you up. |
don't like violence, but you'll understand my positiorah'@llow it to get
around that | can't handle myself. That would sure fimsti'

"Yes. | suppose it would. | understand, and you don't nee@itoyw
"I never worry," | said. "In a place like this therets percentage in it."

He nodded and walked away. Three days later he walked dgbesiin the

exercise yard during the laundry's morning break He didrékspeeven look my

way, but pressed a picture of the Honorable Alexanderiltéanmto my hand

as neatly as a good magician does a card-trick. He was avho adapted fast.

| got him his rock-hammer. | had it in my cell for omght, and it was just as he described
it. It was no tool for escape (it would have taken a paat about six hundred years to
tunnel under the wall using that rock-hammer, | figured) | Istitl felt some misgivings. If
you planted that pickaxe end in a man's head, he would sienedy

listen to Fibber McGee and Molly on the radio againd Andy had already begun having
trouble with the sisters. | hoped it wasn't them he wanting the rock-

hammer for.
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In the end, | trusted my judgment. Early the next morrtingnty minutes before

the wake-up horn went off, | slipped the rock-hammer goalckage of Camels to
Ernie, the old trusty who swept the Cellblock 5 corridamsl he was let free

in 1956. He slipped it into his tunic without a word, and | didee the

rock hammer again for nineteen years, and by theastdamned near worn away to
nothing.

The following Sunday Andy walked over to me in the exergiard again. He was
nothing to look at that day, | can tell you. His lovperwas swelled up so big

it looked like a summer sausage, his right eye was swadiérshut, and there
was an ugly washboard scrape across one cheek. He wirag Ima troubles with
the sisters, all right, but he never mentioned thdrahks for the tool,” he

said, and walked away.

| watched him curiously. He walked a few steps, saw dangein the dirt, bent
over, and picked it up. It was a small rock. Prison fatigersept for those

worn by mechanics when they're on the job, havpaukets. But there are ways
to get around that. The little pebble disappeared up Anégsgesbnd didn't
come down. | admired that . . . and | admired him. Irespithe problems he
was having, he was going on with his life. There hoeisands who don't or
won't or can't, and plenty of them aren't in prisatihee. And | noticed that,
although his face looked as if a twister had happenedh® ihands were

still neat and clean, the nails well-kept.

| didn't see much of him over the next six months; Asypignt a lot of that time
in solitary.
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A few words about the sisters.

In a lot of pens they are known as bull queers or jagdbsusies-just lately
the term in fashion is "killer queens." But in Shawshidoey were always the
sisters. | don't know why, but other than the name gtigere was no
difference.

It comes as no surprise to most these days thatslzel@ of buggery going

on inside the walls-except to some of the new fishyba, who have the
misfortune to be young, slim, good-looking, and unwary-butdsexuality, like
straight sex, comes in a hundred different shapes and.fdimre are men who
can't stand to be without sex of some kind and turn athan man to keep from
going crazy. Usually what follows is an arrangementvbet two fundamentally
heterosexual men, although I've sometimes wondereeéyifate quite as
heterosexual as they thought they were going to be thlegrget back to their
wives or their girlfriends.

There are also men who get "turned" in prison. In thieeoit parlance they "go
gay," or "come out of the closet. " Mostly (but nat@ys) they play the
female, and their favors are competed for fiercely.

And then there are the sisters.

They are to prison society what the rapist is tosthaety outside the walls.
They're usually long-timers, doing hard bullets for bratmhes. Their prey is
the young, the weak, and the inexperienced . . . on, thg icase of Andy
Dufresne, the weak-looking. Their hunting grounds are tbe/eais, the cramped,
tunnel-like areaway behind the industrial washers iratedry, sometimes the
infirmary. On more than one occasion rape has oadumrthe closet-sized
projection booth behind the auditorium. Most often wthatsisters take by
force they could have had for free, if they wantedtiat tvay; those who have
been turned always seem to have "crushes" on oneaisteother, like teenage
girls with their Sinatras, Presleys, or Redfords. Butte sisters, the joy

has always been in taking it by force . . . and | giuesways will be.

Because of his small size and fair good looks (and malgbebecause of that
very quality of self-possession | had admired), thersistere after Andy from
the day he walked in. If this was some kind of fairygtéd tell you that
Andy fought the good fight until they left him alone. sWil could say that,
but | can't. Prison is no fairy-tale world.

The first time for him was in the shower less tlfanee days after he joined

our happy Shawshank family. Just a lot of slap and titidetime, |
understand. They like to size you up before they makeréeimove, like
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jackals finding out if the prey is as weak and hamstrungl@sks.

Andy punched back and bloodied the lip of a big, hulking siered Bogs
Diamond-gone these many years since to who knows whegeard broke it up
before it could go any further, but Bogs promised to getdmchBogs did.

The second time was behind the washers in the lauAdoy.has gone on in that
long, dusty, and narrow space over the years; the guardsdbmaut it and just
let it be. It's dim and littered with bags of washing &keaching compound,
drums of Hexlite catalyst, as harmless as salt if y@unds are dry, murderous
as battery acid if they're wet. The guards don't likgadack there. There's

no room to maneuver, and one of the first things tbagh them when they come
to work in a place like this is to never let the cgasyou in a place where

you can't back up.

Bogs wasn't there that day, but Henley Backus, who hexal\washroom foreman
down there since 1922, told me that four of his friendewéndy held them at

bay for awhile with a scoop of burning Hexlite, thezang to throw it in their eyes if
they came any closer, but he tripped trying to back aronedf the big Washex
fourpockets. That was all it took. They were on him.

| guess the phrase gang-rape is one that doesn't changéromane generation
to the next. That's what they did to him, those fagtess. They bent him over

a gear-box and one of them held a Phillips screwdrevéist temple while they
gave him the business. It rips you up some, but not badspeaking from
personal experience, you ask?-I only wish | weren' Bleed for awhile. If

you don't want some clown asking you if you just started period, you wad up
a bunch of toilet paper and keep it down the back of yourramade until it

stops. The bleeding really is like a menstrual flowgieps up for two, maybe
three days, a slow trickle. Then it stops. No harm donless they've done
something even more unnatural to you. No physical hama bat rape is rape,
and eventually you have to look at your face in thean@again and decide what
to make of yourself.

Andy went through that alone, the way he went throughygiving alone in those
days. He must have come to the conclusion that obieéose him had come to,
namely, that then are only two ways to deal withdiseers: fight them and get
taken or just get taken.

He decided to fight. When Bogs and two of his buddies ctenlaim a week or so
after the laundry incident ("l heard ya go broke in," Bsaisl, according to

Ernie, who was around at the time), Andy slugged it out thiem. He broke the
nose of fellow named Rooster MacBride, a heavy-guttedeiawho was is for
beating his stepdaughter to death. Rooster died in harbappy to add.

They took him, all three of them. When it was doneo&er and the other egg-it
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might have been Pete Verness, but I'm no completedyfeuced Andy down to his
knees. Bogs Diamond stepped in front of him. He had a-paadled razor in
those day with the words Diamond Pearl engraved ondidls of the grip He
opened it and said, "I'm gonna open my fly now, mistar am you're going to
swallow what | give you to swallow. And when you don@kywed mine, you're
gonna swallow Rooster's. | guess you done broke hisamusethink he ought to
have something to pay for it."

Andy said, "Anything of yours that you stick in my mouthuye going to lose
it."

Bogs looked at Andy like he was crazy, Ernie said.

"No," he told Andy, talking to him slowly, like Andy wasupid kid. "You didn't
understand what | said. You do anything like that and I'lgigight inches
of this steel into your ear. Get it?"

"l understood what you said. | don't think you understood'megoing to bite
whatever you stick into my mouth. You can put that raator my brain, | guess,
but you should know that sudden serious brain injury causesdtim to
simultaneously urinate, defecate . . . and bite down."

He looked up at Bogs, smiling that little smile of hilsl Brnie said, as if

the three of them had been discussing stocks and bordkimiinstead of
throwing it to him just as hard as they could. Just bs Wivas wearing one of
his three-piece bankers' suits instead of kneeling oryaldoom-closet floor
with his pants around his ankles and blood trickling dowenrkides of his
thighs.

"In fact,"” he went on, "l understand that the bitderels sometimes so strong
that the victim's jaws have to be pried open withcavbar or a jackhandle."
Bogs didn't put anything in Andy's mouth that night in Beébruary of 1948,
and neither did Rooster MacBride, and so far as | knovane else ever did,
either. What the three of them did was to beat Andlgimvan inch of his life,
and all four of them ended up doing a jolt in solitary. Aadyg Rooster
MacBride went by way of the infirmary.

How many times did that particular crew have at him@r't know. | think
Rooster lost his taste fairly early on -- being as@splints for a month can do
that to a fellow -- and Bogs Diamond left off that suenpall at once.

That was a strange thing. Bogs was found in his cellylimeaten, one morning
in early June, when he didn't show up in the breakfast-count. He wouldn't
say who had done it, or how they had gotten to himbéung in my business, |
know that a screw can be bribed to do almost anythiogpt get a gun for an
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inmate. They didn't make big salaries then, and they dow. And in those
days there was no electronic locking system, no clesedit TV, no
master-switches which controlled whole areas oftison. Back in 1948, each
cellblock had its own turnkey. A guard could have been thnibal easy to let
someone-maybe two or three someones-into the dmck,yes, even into
Diamond's cell.

Of course a job like that would have cost a lot of ipoht by outside
standards, no. Prison economics are on a smalle:. $%aken you've been in here
awhile, a dollar bill in your hand looks like a twenty diutside. My guess is
that, if Bogs was done, it cost someone a serious piedeange-fifteen bucks,
we'll say, for the turnkey, and two or three apiecestzh of the lump-up

guys.

I'm not saying it was Andy Dufresne, but | do know thablought in five
hundred dollars when he came, and he was a bankerstraight world-a man
who understands better than the rest of us the waykialm money can become
power.

And | know this: after the beating-the three brokes,rihe hemorrhaged eye,
the sprained back, and the dislocated hip-Bogs Diamondridit alone. In fact,
after that he left everyone pretty much alone. Hetgdie like a high wind in
the summertime, all bluster and no bite. You could sefaat, that he turned
into a "weak sister."

That was the end of Bogs Diamond, a man who might eatyhave killed Andy if
Andy hadn't taken steps to prevent it (if it was him wiok the steps). But it
wasn't the end of Andy's trouble with the sisters.r&heas a little hiatus,

and then it began again, although not so hard or so. dtkekals like easy

prey, and there were easier pickings around than Andy Defres

He always fought them, that's what | remember. He khguess, that if you let
them have at you even once without fighting, it got thath easier to let them
have their way without fighting next time. So Andy wotudn up with bruises on
his face every once in awhile, and there was théemat the two broken

fingers six or eight months after Diamond's beatingy&hand sometime in late
1949, the man landed in the infirmary with a broken cheabbat was probably
the result of someone swinging a nice chunk of pipe \wiéhbtisiness-end
wrapped in flannel. He always fought back, and as a résudid his time in
solitary. But | don't think solitary was the hardship Amdy that it was for

some men. He got along with himself.

The sisters was something he adjusted himself to-ang ith&950, it stopped
almost completely. That is a part of my story tHagét to in due time.
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In the fall of 1948, Andy met me one morning in the eigergard and asked me
if I could get him half a dozen rock-blankets.

"What the hell are those?" | asked.

He told me that was just what rockhounds called them;wieee polishing cloths
about the size of dishtowels. They were heavily paddéld,axsmooth side and a
rough side-the smooth side like fine-grained sandpaperotigdiside almost as
abrasive as industrial steel wool (Andy also kept adfdkat in his cell,

although he didn't get it from me-I imagine he kited itrirthe prison

laundry).

| told him I thought we could do business on those, amdié@ up getting them
from the very same rock-and-gem shop where I'd arrangget tine rock-hammer.
This time | charged Andy my usual ten per cent and nohayp®ore. | didn't

see anything lethal or even dangerous in a dozen 7" quéteas of padded

cloth. Rock-blankets, indeed.

It was about five months later that Andy asked if | dagét him Rita Hayworth.
That conversation took place in the auditorium, during giershow. Nowadays we
get the movie-shows once or twice a week, but backttieeshows were a monthly
event. Usually the movies we got had a morally upliftmgssage to them, and

this one, The Lost Weekend, was no different. The hweaa that it's dangerous

to drink. It was a moral we could take some comfort in.

Andy maneuvered to get next to me, and about halfwaugirthe show he leaned
a little closer and asked if | could get him Rita HaywoHl tell you the

truth, it kind of tickled me. He was usually cool, calmg @ollected, but that

night he was jumpy as hell, almost embarrassed, asafs asking me to get

him a load of Trojans or one of those sheepskin-linelggi= that are supposed

to "enhance your solitary pleasure," as the magazinet plé seemed
overcharged, a man on the verge of blowing his radiator.

"l can get her," | said. "No sweat, calm down. You wéetbig one or the
little one?" At that time Rita was my best girl énfyears before it had been
Betty Grable) and she came in two sizes. For a buclcgald get the little
Rita. For two-fifty you could have the big Rita, fouefdigh and all woman.
"The big one," he said, not looking at me. | tell yoeiwas a hot sketch that
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night. He was blushing just like a kid trying to get inteko@tch show with his
big brother's draft-card. "Can you do it?"

"Take it easy, sure | can. Does a bear shit in theds®' The audience was
applauding and catcalling as the bugs came out of the wajist tRay Milland,
who was having a bad case of the DT's

"How soon?"
"A week. Maybe less."

"Okay. " But he sounded disappointed, as if he had been hiogihgne stuffed
down my pants right then. "How much?"

| quoted him the wholesale price. | could afford to give this one at cost;

he'd been a good customer, what with his rock-hammehiamdck-blankets.
Furthermore, he'd been a good boy-o more than onewlgt he was having his
problems with Bogs Rooster, and the rest, | wonderedidiogvit would be before
h used the rock-hammer to crack someone's head open.

Posters are a big part of my business, just behindabeeban, cigarettes,
usually half a step ahead of the reefer. In the sigiedusiness exploded in
every direction, with a lot of people wanting funky hang-likesJimi Hendrix,
Bob Dylan, that Easy Rider poster. But mostly it'ssgiohe pin-up queen after
another.

A few days after Andy spoke to me, a laundry driver | didiass with back
then brought in better than sixty posters, most ahtRia Hayworths. You may
even remember the picture; sure do. Rita is dresseafsiora bathing suit,

one hand behind her head, her eyes half-closed, thihssufky red lips

parted. They called it Rita Hayworth, but they mightvad have called it
Woman in Heat.

The prison administration knows about the black marketase you were
wondering. Sure they do. They probably know almost muohtafy business as |
do myself. They live with it because they know thatiaon is like a big
pressure-cooker, and there has to be vents somewHhetetbsteam. They make
the occasion; bust, and I've done time in solitaigna br three over the year

but when it's something like posters, they wink. Livd & live And when a

big Rita Hayworth went up in some fishie's cell, tesuamption was that it came
in the mail from a friend or a relative. Of coursktla¢ care-packages from
friends and relatives are opened and the contents amiesht but who goes back
and rechecks the inventory sheets for something addss as a Rita Hayworth
or Ava Gardner pin-up? When you're in a pressure cookelegoni to live and let
live or somebody will carve you a brand-new mouth jbstva the Adam's apple.
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You learn to make allowances.

It was Ernie again who took the poster up to Andy's téll,from my own, 6.
And it was Ernie who brought back the note, writteAmaly's careful hand, just
one word: "Thanks."

A little while later, as they filed us out for morniogow, | glanced into his

cell and saw Rita over his bunk in all her swimsuitedyglone hand behind her
head, her eyes half-closed, those soft, satiny ligegait was over his bunk
where he could look at her nights, after lights-outheglow of the arc
sodium lights in the exercise yard.

But in the bright morning sunlight, there were dark slasttgoss her face-the
shadow of the bars on his single slit window.
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VI

Now I'm going to tell you what happened in mid-May of 195@ tinally ended
Andy's three-year series of skirmishes with the igsté was also the

incident which eventually got him out of the laundry artd the library, where
he filled out his work-time until he left our happy littemily earlier this

year.

You may have noticed how much of what I've told youaalyels hearsay-someone
saw something and told me and I told you. Well, in soase<€ I've simplified it
even more than it really was, and have repeated (liepeat) fourth- or

fifth-hand information. That's the way it is herdnelgrapevine is very real,

and you have to use it if you're going to stay ahead., Akoourse, you have

to know how to pick out the grains of truth from the €béties, rumors, and
wish-it-had-beens.

You may also have gotten the idea that I'm describingesoe who's more legend
than man, and | would have to agree that there's sontietd that. To us
long-timers who knew Andy over a space of years, thexean element of fantasy
to him, a sense, almost, of myth-magic, if you gettvimaean. That story |

passed on about Andy refusing to give Bogs Diamond a heaslyaiot of that
myth, and how he kept on fighting the sisters is patt ahd how he got the
library job is part of it, too . . . but with one inmpant difference: | was

there and | saw what happened, and | swear on my n®otiane that it's all

true. The oath of a convicted murderer may not be watcith, but believe this:

| don't lie.

Andy and | were on fair speaking terms by then. The gagirfated me. Looking
back to the poster episode, | see there's one thirgjdated to tell you, and
maybe | should. Five weeks after he hung Rita up (I'd feegatll about it by
then, and had gone on to other deals), Ernie passedlavbiteabox through
the bars of my cell.

"From Dufresne," he said, low, and never missed a staatkehis push-broom.
"Thanks, Ernie," | said, and slipped him half a pack of €am

Now what the hell was this, | was wondering as | slipfie cover from the box.
There was a lot of white cotton inside, and below tha

| looked for a long time. For a few minutes it was lildddn't even dare touch
them, they were so pretty. There's a crying shortageetty things in the
slam, and the real pity of it is that a lot of men'tlemen seem to miss them.

There were two pieces of quartz in that box, botthefrt carefully polished.
They had been chipped into driftwood shapes. There wheeslparkles of iron
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pyrites in them like flecks of gold. If they hadn't beenheavy, they would
have served as a fine pair of men's cufflinks-they wiaieclose to being a
matched set.

How much work went into creating those two pieces? Handshours after
lights-out, | knew that. First the chipping and shaping,thad the almost
endless polishing and finishing with those rock-blanketsking at them, |

felt the warmth that any man or woman feels whenrhghe is looking at
something pretty, something that has been worked and thatiethe thing that
really separates us from the animals, | think-and Istainething else, too. A
sense of awe for the man's brute persistence. Buer k@ew just how
persistent Andy Dufresne could be until much later.

In May of 1950, the powers that be decided that the rotifeolicense-plate
factory ought to be re-surfaced with roofing tar. Theynted it done before it

got too hot up there, and they asked for volunteers éowtirk, which was
planned to take about a week. More than seventy men sipokecause it was
outside work and May is one damn fine month for outsidekwdine or ten names
were drawn out of a hat, and two of them happened tandg's\and my own.

For the next week we'd be marched out to the exerarseafter breakfast, with
two guards up front and two more behind . . . plus all thedgua the towers
keeping a weather eye on the proceedings through thdugfetses for good
measure.

Four of us would be carrying a big extension ladder orethasning marches - |
always got a kick out of the way Dickie Betts, who waglat job, called that
sort of ladder an extensible - and we'd put it up agaiessitie of that low,

flat building. Then we'd start bucket-brigading hot bucketsotip to the
roof. Spill that shit on you and you'd jitterbug all theyo the infirmary.
There were six guards on the project, all of them pickethe basis of
seniority. It was almost as good as a week's vacdierguse instead of
sweating it out in the laundry or the plate-shop or standver a bunch of
cons cutting pulp or brush somewhere out in the fieldy, weee having a
regular May holiday in the sun, just sitting there witgit backs up against
the low parapet, shooting the bull back and forth.

They didn't even have to keep more than half an eyespbecause the south
wall sentry post was close enough so that the fellgphere could have spit
their chews on us, if they'd wanted to. If anyonel@nrbof-sealing party had
made one funny move, it would take four seconds to cusimack in two with
.45-caliber machine-gun bullets. So those screws jusheed and took their
ease. All they needed was a couple of six-packs buriedighed ice, and they
would have been the lords of all creation.

One of them was a fellow named Byron Hadley, andah year of 1950, he'd been
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at Shawshank longer than | had. Longer than the lastMavdens put together,
as a matter of fact. The fellow running the show in 28886 a prissy-looking
down-east Yankee named George Dunahy. He had a degrealiagemistration.
No one liked him, as far as | could tell, except the peayblo had gotten him his
appointment. | heard that he was only interested eettiings: compiling
statistics for a book (which was later published bgnalsNew England outfit
called Light Side Press, where he probably had to phge it done), which
team won the intramural baseball championship eaclte®®&et, and getting a
death-penalty law passed in Maine. A regular bear fod¢lag¢h penalty was
George Dunahy. He was fired from the job in 1953, whearnte out he was
running a discount auto-repair service down in the prisoagg and splitting

the profits with Byron Hadley and Greg Stammas. Hadhey%tammas came out of
that one okay-they were old hands at keeping their assesed-but Dunahy took
a walk. No one was sorry to see him go, but nobodyewastly pleased to see
Greg Stammas step into his shoes, either. He wasrarsn with a tight, hard
gut and the coldest brown eyes you ever saw. He alvealya painful, pursed

little grin on his face, as if he had to go to thenb@adm and couldn't quite
manage it. During Stammas's tenure as warden there lntasfdbrutality at
Shawshank, and although | have no proof, | believe there maybe half a dozen
moonlight burials in the stand of scrub forest that diast of the prison.

Dunahy was bad, but Greg Stammas was a cruel, wretatldehaarted man.

He and Byron Hadley were good friends. As warden, Geotglily was nothing but
a posturing figurehead; it was Stammas, and through himeijadho actually
administered the prison.

Hadley was a tall, shambling man with thinning red.ide& sunburned easily
and he talked loud and if you didn't move fast enough to sujthe'd clout you
with his stick. On that day, our third on the roofwes talking to another
guard named Mert Entwhistle.

Hadley had gotten some amazingly good news, so he wasggaipout it. That was
his style-he was a thankless man with not a good wardrfyone, a man who was
convinced that the whole world was against him. Thdduwad cheated him out of
the best years of his life, and the world would be ntba& happy to cheat him

out of the rest. | have seen some screws that | thougte almost saintly, and

| think 1 know why that happens -- they are able toteedlifference between

their own lives, poor and struggling as they might be,thadives of the men

they are paid by the State to watch over. These guezdshke to formulate a
comparison concerning pain. Others can't, or won't.

For Byron Hadley there was no basis of comparisoncdted sit there, cool and
at his ease under the warm May sun, and find the gadbtan his own good luck
while less than ten feet away a bunch of men wemking and sweating and
burning their hands on great big buckets filled with bulgkiar, men who had
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to work so hard in their ordinary round of days that lthaked like a respite.

You may remember the old question, the one that's supposiedine your
outlook on life when you answer it. For Byron Hadleg #mswer would always be
half empty, the glass is half empty. Forever and eragn. If you gave him a

cool drink of apple cider, he'd think about vinegar. If yold him his wife

had always been faithful to him, he'd tell you it wasduse she was so damn

ugly.

So there he sat, talking to Mert Entwhistle loud enooglalf of us to hear,

his broad white forehead already starting to reddentisitsun. He had one

hand thrown back over the low parapet surrounding the Tdefother was on the
butt of his .38.

We all got the story along with Mert. It seemed thatlldy's older brother had
gone off to Texas some fourteen years ago and thefrdst family hadn't

heard from the son of a bitch since. They had allrasg he was dead, and good
riddance. Then, a week and a half ago, a lawyer hadl ¢aééen long-distance
from Austin. It seemed that Hadley's brother had died feumths ago, and a
rich man at that ("It's frigging incredible how lucky seassholes can get,"

this paragon of gratitude on the plate-shop roof said).ndm@ey had come as a
result of oil and oil-leases, and there was closertiillian dollars.

No, Hadley wasn't a millionaire-that might have madenenim happy, at least
for awhile-but the brother had left a pretty damned ddoequest of

thirty-five thousand dollars to each surviving membehisflamily back in

Maine, if they could be found. Not bad. Like getting luckg annning a
sweepstakes.

But to Byron Hadley the glass was always half emptysptnt most of the
morning bitching to Mert about the bite that the goddasegument was going to
take out of his windfall. "They'll leave me about enotmbuy a new car with,"
he allowed, "and then what happens? You have to pay the t@dxes on the car,
and the repairs and maintenance, you got your goddam Kidsimggtau to take
‘em for a ride with the top down-"

"And to drive it, if they're old enough," Mert said. OleeN Entwhistle knew
which side his bread was buttered on, and he didn't sayminst have been as
obvious to him as to the rest of us: If that monexgsrying you so bad, Byron
old kid old sock, I'll just take it off your hands. Aftel, athat are friends

for?

"That's right, wanting to drive it, wanting to learndave on it, for

Chrissake," Byron said with a shudder. "Then what hapgietiee end of the
year? If you figured the tax wrong and you don't have entafigbver to pay
the overdraft, you got to pay out of your own pocket, oybeaven borrow it
from one of those kikey loan agencies. And they auditaypwvay, you know. It
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don't matter. And when the government audits you, thvegyal take more. Who can
fight Uncle Sam? He puts his hand inside your shirt andezgseyour tit until
it's purple, and you end up getting the short end. Christ."

He lapsed into a morose silence, thinking of whatlilerbad luck he'd had to
inherit that thirty-five thousand dollars. Andy Dufredraal been spreading tar
with a big brush less than fifteen feet away and newolssed it into his

pail and walked over to where Mert and Hadley were gittin

We all tightened up, and | saw one of the other scréins,Youngblood, drag his
hand down to where his pistol was holstered. One dlloavs in the sentry
tower struck his partner on the arm and they both tutoeed,For one moment |
thought Andy was going to get shot, or clubbed, or both.

Then he said, very softly, to Hadley: "Do you trust yaife?"

Hadley just stared at him. He was starting to get rélderiace, and | knew
that was a bad sign. In about three seconds he wastgagmd) his billy club
and give Andy the butt end of it right in the solar plexusere that big bundle
of nerves is. A hard enough hit there can kill you, haytalways go for it. If

it doesn't kill you it will paralyze you long enough todet whatever cute
move it was that you had planned.

"Boy," Hadley said, "I'll give you just one chance tokpip that brush. And
then you're goin' off this roof on your head."

Andy just looked at him, very calm and still. His eye=revlike ice. It was as

if he hadn't heard. And | found myself wanting to tethliow it was, to give

him the crash course. The crash course is you neven knat you hear the
guards talking, you never try to horn in on their corsos unless you're
asked (and then you always tell them just what they veahéar and shut up
again). Black man, white man, red man, yellow mapyison it doesn't matter
because we've got our own brand of equality. In prisoryean's a low life, and
you have to get used to the idea if you intend to surves like Hadley and
Greg Stammas, who really would Kill you just as soomwak at you. When you're
in stir you belong to the State and if you forget itev®you. I've known men
who've lost eyes, men who've lost toes and fingdasel one man who lost the
tip of his penis and counted himself lucky that was albke | wanted to

tell Andy that it was already too late. He could go baa#t pick up his brush
and there would still be some big lug waiting for himhia showers that night,
ready to charley-horse both of his legs and leaveamithing on the cement.
You could buy a lug like that for a pack of cigarettes cedlBaby Ruths. Most
of all, I wanted to tell him not to make it any wotban it already was.

What | did was to keep on running tar out onto the rodfrasthing at all was
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happening. Like everyone else, | look after my own iests f have to. It's
cracked already, and in Shawshank there have alwaydaeeys willing to
finish the job of breaking it.

Andy said, "Maybe | put it wrong. Whether you trust henot is immaterial.
The problem is whether or not you believe she would geebehind your back,
try to hamstring you."

Hadley got Up. Mert got up. Tim Youngblood got up. Hadley's fe&e as red as
the side of a brick house. "Your only problem," he s@sdgoing to be how many
bones you still got unbroken. You can count them inrtfigniary. Come on,
Mert. We're throwing this sucker over the side."

Tim Youngblood drew his gun. The rest of us kept tarringriileel. The sun beat
down. They were going to do it; Hadley and Mert were girgping to pitch him
over the side. Terrible accident. Dufresne, prisoner 81488KS was taking a
couple of empties down and slipped on the ladder. Too bad.

They laid hold of him, Mert on the right arm, Hadleytba left. Andy didn't
resist. His eyes never left Hadley's red face.

"If you've got your thumb on her, Mr. Hadley," he saidhat same calm,
composed voice, "there's not a reason why you shotlalet every cent of that
money. Final score, Mr. Byron Hadley thirty-five tlgand, Uncle Sam zip."
Mert started to drag him toward the edge.

Hadley just stood there. For a moment Andy was likepa tetween them in a tug-of-war
game. Then Hadley said, "Hold on one second, Mert. \ihgou mean, boy?"

"I mean, if you've got your thumb on your wife, you caregt to her,” Andy
said.

"You better start making sense, boy, or you're going.bver

"The IRS allows you a one-time-only gift to your spoligendy said. "It's good
up to sixty thousand dollars."

Hadley was now looking at Andy as if he had been poleaxed.
"Naw, that ain't right,” he said. "Tax free?"
"Tax free," Andy said. "IRS can't touch cent one."

"How would you know a thing like that?"
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Tim Youngblood said: "He used to be a banker, Byron. kg'fi@ might-"
"Shut ya head, Trout," Hadley said without looking at him.

Tim Youngblood flushed and shut up. Some of the guards caffedrbut because of
his thick lips and buggy eyes. Hadley kept looking at Andpu'hé the smart

banker who shot his wife. Why should | believe a srhartkker like you? So | can
wind up in here breaking rocks right alongside you? You'd liag tvouldn't

you?"

Andy said quietly: "If you went to jail for tax evasioygu'd go to a federal
penitentiary, not Shawshank. But you won't. The ta®-g# to the spouse is a
perfectly legal loophole. I've done dozens . . . no, ledwlof them. It's

meant primarily for people with small businesses to pas®r for people who
come into one-time-only windfalls. Like yourself."

"l think you're lying," Hadley said, but he didn't-you coude ie didn't.

There was an emotion dawning on his face, somethatgatas grotesque overlying
that long, ugly countenance and that receding, sunburned BAroalmost obscene
emotion when seen on the features of Byron Hadleya# hope.

"No, I'm not lying. There's no reason why you shoule tany word for it,
either. Engage a lawyer-"

"Ambulance-chasing highway-robbing sob’s!" Hadley cried.

Andy shrugged. "Then go to the IRS. They'l tell you thees thing for free.
Actually, you don't need me to tell you at all. You wouddidn investigated the
matter for yourself."

"You're right. | don't need any smart wife-kiling bankershow me where the
bears go in the woods."

"You'll need a tax lawyer or a banker to set up thefgifiyou and that will
cost you something," Andy said. "Or . . . if you werteliasted, I'd be glad to
set it up for you nearly free of charge. The price woeldhoee beers apiece
for my co-workers-"

"Co-workers," Mert said, and let out a rusty guffaw. Hgged his knee. A real
knee-slapper was old Mert, and | hope he died of intestamader in a part of
the world where morphine is as of yet undiscovered. WQd<ers, ain't that
cute? Co-workers! You ain't got any-"

"Shut your friggin trap,” Hadley growled, and Mert shut. Haddeked at Andy
again. "What was you saying
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"l was saying that I'd only ask three beers apiecenfocoworkers, if that
seems fair,” Andy said. "I think a man feels more ék@an when he's working
out of doors in the springtime if he can have a baftleuds. That's only my
opinion. It would go down smooth, and I'm sure you'd hage gratitude."

| have talked to some of the other men who were u ittt day - Rennie Martin,
Logan St. Pierre, and Paul Bonsaint were three of theemd we all saw the same
thing then . . . felt the same thing. Suddenly it wadyAnho had the upper

hand. It was Hadley who had the gun on his hip and tlgarbltis hand, Hadley
who had his friend Greg Stammas behind him and the vghisien administration
behind Stammas, the whole power of the State behatdlibt all at once in

that golden sunshine it didn't matter, and | felt my tleap up in my chest

as it never had since the truck drove me and four otheyagh the gate back

in 1938 and | stepped out into the exercise yard.

Andy was looking at Hadley with those cold, clear, cajms, and it wasn't just
the thirty-five thousand then, we all agreed on that. played it over and

over in my mind and | know. It was man against man,Ardyy simply forced
him, the way a strong man can force a weaker maiss torthe table in a game
of Indian rasseling. There was no reason, you seeHablley couldn't've given
Mert the nod at that very minute, pitched Andy oversia® tis head, and still
taken Andy's advice. No reason. But he didn't.

"l could get you all a couple of beers if | wanted to,'tles said. "A beer
does taste good while you're working The colossal bastas managed to sound
magnanimous.

"I'd just give you one piece of advice the IRS wouldn‘hbotvith," Andy said.
His eyes were Axed unwinkingly on Hadley's. "Make thetgifyour wife if
you're sure. If you think there's even a chance shet magible-cross you or
backshoot you, we could work out something else -- "

"Double-cross me?" Hadley asked harshly. "Double-cresz Mr. Hotshot Banker,
if she ate her way through a boxcar of Ex-Lax, shalevtt dare fart unless |
gave her the nod."

Mert, Youngblood, and the other screws yucked it up dutifaldy never
cracked a smile.

"I'll write down the forms you need," he said. "You ¢gat them at the post
office, and I'll fill them out for your signature.”

That sounded suitably important, and Hadley's chest slvdlleen he glared
around at the rest of us and hollered, "What are youigmatarin at? Move
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your asses, goddammit!" He looked back at Andy. "You coree leere with me,
hotshot. And listen to me well: if you're messin’ smnehow, you're gonna find
yourself chasing your own head around Shower C beforer¢bg&’'s out.”

"Yes, | understand that,"” Andy said softly.

And he did understand it. The way it turned out, he understdoidmore than |
did - more than any of us did.

That's how, on the second-to-last day of the jobgctmeict crew that tarred
the plate-factory roof in 1950 ended up sitting in a roveataclock on a
spring morning, drinking Black Label beer supplied by the Isirsi@ew that
ever walked a turn at Shawshank State Prison. Thawaeewarm, but it

was still the best | ever had in my life. We sat drahk it and felt the sun

on our shoulders, and not even the expression of halement, half-contempt
on Hadley's face-as if he were watching apes drinkibserad of men-could
spoil it. It lasted twenty minutes, that beer-breakl, fam those twenty

minutes we felt like free men. We could have been drinkeer and tarring the
roof of one of our own houses.

Only Andy didn't drink. | already told you about his drinkirabhs. He sat

hunkered down in the shade, hands dangling between his wateking us and

smiling a little. I1t's amazing how many men remeniber that way, and amazing

how many men were on that work-crew when Andy Dufrésoed down Byron Hadley.
| thought there were nine or ten of us, but by 1955 theist hrave been two

hundred of us, maybe more . . . if you believed what ywaunch

So, yeah-if you asked me to give you a flat-out answéndauestion of
whether I'm trying to tell you about a man or a legdrad got made up around
the man, like a pearl around a little piece of grit-1'dento say that the

answer lies somewhere in between. All | know for ssitbat Andy Dufresne
wasn't much like me or anyone else | ever knew simegne inside. He brought
in five hundred dollars jammed up his back porch, but somehatgraymeat son
of a bitch managed to bring in something else as welense of his own worth,
maybe, or a feeling that he would be the winner irettié. . . or maybe it was
only a sense of freedom, even inside these goddamnedglisylt was a kind
of inner light he carried around with him. | only kneimho lose that light
once, and that is also a part of this story.

VII
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By World Series time of 1950-this was the year the Béifzhia Whiz Kids
dropped four straight, you will remember-Andy was havingnooe trouble from
the sisters. Stammas and Hadley had passed the womtyfRufresne came to
either of them, or any of the other screws thanf a part of their coterie,
and showed so much as a single drop of blood in his undsyaety sister in
Shawshank would go to bed that night with a headache. ditiey fight it. As |
have pointed out, there was always an eighteen-yeaaokthief or a firebug

or some guy who'd gotten his kicks handling little childisiter the day on

the plate-shop roof, Andy went his way and the sisterst theirs.

He was working in the library then, under a tough old mamed Brooks Hatlen.
Hatlen had gotten the job back in the late twentiealse he had a college
education. Brooksie's degree was in animal husbandryemaggh, but college
educations in institutes of lower learning like The &hare so rare that it's

a case of beggars not being able to be choosers.

In 1952 Brooksie, who had killed his wife and daughter aftesiag streak at
poker back when Coolidge was President, was paroled. As tisai&8tate in all
its wisdom had let him go long after any chance he nhigiae had to become a
useful part of society was gone. He was sixty-eight athtiic when he

tottered out of the main gate in his Polish suit andFresich shoes, his

parole papers in one hand and a Greyhound bus ticket atltée He was crying
when he left. Shawshank was his world. What lay béytsnwalls was as terrible
to Brooks as the Western Seas had been to superstitieeisth-century

sailors. In prison, Brooksie had been a person of soymartance. He was the
librarian, an educated man. If he went to the Kittinary and asked for a

job, they wouldn't even give him a library card. | liklae died in a home for
indigent old folks up Freeport way in 1953, and at that hedaabout six
months longer than | thought he would. Yeah, | guesstdite §ot its own back
on Brooksie, all right. They trained him to like itiohs the shithouse and

then they threw him out.

Andy succeeded to Brooksie's job, and he was librariatwenty-three years.
He used the same force of will I'd seen him use onrBi#adley to get what he
wanted for the library, and | saw him gradually turn small room (which still
smelled of turpentine because it had been a paint ecloge1922 and had
never been properly aired) lined with Reader's Digest@ased Books and
National Geographies into the best prison library @wNEngland.

He did it a step at a time. He put a suggestion box bgdbe and patiently
weeded out such attempts at humor as More Fuk-Boox PledZexaape in 10 EZ
Lesions. He got hold of the things the prisoners sea@gaus about. He wrote

to the major book clubs in New York and got two of th&ime Literary Guild and
The Book-of-the-Month Club, to send editions of alittineajor selections to us

33



at a special cheap rate. He discovered a hunger fomatmm on such small
hobbies as soap-carving, woodworking, sleight of handcaraisolitaire. He
got all the books he could on such subjects. And thosgeiliouse staples,
Erie Stanley Gardner and Louis L'Amour. Cons never geeget enough of the
courtroom or the open range. And yes, he did keep a baxlgfspicy
paperbacks under the checkout desk, loaning them out caesfdlmaking sure
they always got back. Even so, each new acquisitidimadftype was quickly
read to tatters.

He began to write to the State Senate in Augusta in 19&n&as was warden by
then, and he used to pretend Andy was some sort of mabeetas always in the
library, shooting the bull with Andy, and sometimesliles/en throw a paternal
arm around Andy's shoulders or give him a goose. He dun'ahybody. Andy
Dufresne was no one's mascot.

He told Andy that maybe he'd been a banker on the optsiti¢hat part of his
life was receding rapidly into his past and he had bgtea hold on the

facts of prison life. As far as that bunch of jumped-upu®écan Rotarians in
Augusta was concerned, there were only three viablenditpees of the
taxpayers' money in the field of prisons and correstilumber one was more
walls, number two was more bars, and number threensas guards. As far as the
State Senate was concerned, Stammas explained, kbenfdlhomastan and
Shawshank and Pittsfield and South Portland were the sttiva earth. They
were there to do hard time, and by God and Sonny Jesues hard time they
were going to do. And if there were a few weevils @ Ibhead, wasn't that just
too fucking bad?

Andy smiled his small, composed smile and asked Stamnatswauld happen to a
block of concrete if a drop of water fell on it oncely year for a million

years. Stammas laughed and clapped Andy on the back. "Y @ guaition years,
old horse, but if you did, | bleeve you'd do it with thete little grin on

your face. You go on and write your letters. I'll eveailitihem for you if you

pay for the stamps."

Which Andy did. And he had the last laugh, although StanamddHadley weren't
around to see it. Andy's requests for library funds wewénely turned down

until 1960, when he received a check for two hundred doler$senate probably
appropriated it in hopes that he would shut up and go away.hdge. Andy felt
that he had finally gotten one foot in the door angditmply redoubled his

efforts; two letters a week instead of one. In 1962 hdayothundred dollars,
and for the rest of the decade the library receivedrsbundred dollars a year
like clockwork. By 1971 that had risen to an even thousantiniich stacked up
against what your average small-town library receivgsiess, but a thousand
bucks can buy a lot of recycled Perry Mason storieslakd Logan Westerns. By
the time Andy left, you could go into the library (expashd®m its original
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paint-locker to three rooms), and find just about angtgou'd want. And if
you couldn't find it, chances were good that Andy couldtdet you.

Now you're asking yourself if all this came about justaose Andy told Byron
Hadley how to save the taxes on his windfall inhadéa The answer is yes.
And no. You can probably figure out what happened for ydursel

Word got around that Shawshank was housing its very owimpatial wizard. In
the late spring and the summer of 1950, Andy set up two tmds ffor guards
who wanted to assure a college education for their kelagkised a couple of
others who wanted to take small fliers in commonlis{aad they did pretty damn
well, as things turned out; one of them did so well he alade to take an early
retirement two years later), and I'll be damned iflide't advise the warden
himself, old Lemon Lips George Dunahy, on how to go abetting up a
tax-shelter for himself. That was just before Dungbi/the bum's rush, and |
believe he must have been dreaming about all the msilliss book was going to
make him. By April of 1951, Andy was doing the tax returmdhfalf the screws
at Shawshank, and by 1952, he was doing almost all of tHemias paid in what
may be a prison's most valuable coin: simple good will.

Later on, after Greg Stammas took over the wardeifice pAndy became even
more important-but if I tried to tell you the specifafgust how, I'd be
guessing. There are some things | know about and otbarsdnly guess at. |
know that there were some prisoners who receiveoa of special
considerations-radios in their cells, extraordinasjtmyg privileges, things

like that-and there were people on the outside who wetegofor them to have
those privileges. Such people are known as "angels" yrigeners. All at

once some fellow would be excused from working in theegd&ibop on Saturday
forenoons, and you'd know that fellow had an angel oué thbo'd coughed up a
chunk of dough to make sure it happened. The way it usualksvi®that the
angel will pay the bribe to some middle-level screvd #e screw will spread
the grease both up and down the administrative ladder.

Then there was the discount auto-repair service tisetMarden Dunahy low. It
went underground for awhile and then emerged stronger Yiearinethe late

fitties. And some of the contractors that worked atphson from time to time
were paying kickbacks to the top administration officitis,pretty sure, and

the same was almost certainly true of the comparteseequipment was bought
and installed in the laundry and the license-plate shdphenstamping-mill

that was built in 1963.

By the late sixties there was also a booming tragllgy and the same
administrative crowd was involved in turning a buck on.tAd of it added up
to a pretty good-sized river of illicit income. Not likee pile of clandestine
bucks that must fly around a really big prison like AtticeSan Quentin, but
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not peanuts, either. And money itself becomes a proatemawhile. You can't
just stuff it into your wallet and then shell out a buo€lerumpled twenties
and dog-eared tens when you want a pool built in your backor an addition
put on your house. Once you get past a certain point, yautbaexplain where
that money came from . . . and if your explanatioes'aiconvincing enough,
you're apt to wind up wearing a number yourself.

So there was a need for Andy's services. They toolobinof the laundry and
installed him in the library, but if you wanted to loakit another way, they
never took him out of the laundry at all. They justiset to work washing
dirty money instead of dirty sheets He funneled it staxks, bonds, tax-free
municipals, you name it.

He told me once about ten years after that day opléte-shop roof that his
feelings about what he was doing were pretty clear, laatdhis conscience was
relatively untroubled. The rackets would have gone on fithor without him.

He had not asked to be sent to Shawshank, he wen¢ avga$han innocent man who
had been victimized by colossal bad luck, not a missjomiaa do-gooder.

"Besides, Red," he told me with that same half-grifydi'm doing in here
isn't all that different from what | was doing outsitléhand you a pretty
cynical axiom: the amount of expert financial helpgratividual or company
needs rises in direct proportion to how many peoplepigon or business is
screwing.

"The people who run this place are stupid, brutal monkiethe most part.

The people who run the straight world are brutal and mounst but they happen
not to be quite as stupid, because the standard of competenthere is a

little higher. Not much, but a little. "

"But the pills,"” I said. "I don't want to tell you youudiness, but they make
me nervous. Reds, uppers, downers, Nembutals- now tlget'tbese things they
call Phase Fours. | won't get anything like that. Néae."

"No," Andy said. "I don't like the pills, either. Neveaive. But I'm not much
of a one for cigarettes or booze, either. But | doundh the pills. | don't
bring them in, and | don't sell them once they ardlinstly it's the screws
who do that."

"But-"
"Yeah, | know. There's a fine line there. What ilnes down to, Red, is some
people refuse to get their hands dirty at all. Thatleatahinthood, and the

pigeons land on your shoulders and crap all over your 3lhiet.other extreme
is to take a bath in the dirt and deal any goddamned theatgnill turn a
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dollar-guns, switchblades big H. what the hell. You éaare a con come up to
you and offer you a contract?"

| nodded. It's happened a lot of times over the years.are, after all, the
man who can get it. And they figure if you can get thatteoies for their
transistor radios or cartons of Luckies or lids ofeeefou can put them in
touch with a guy who'll use a knife. "Sure you have," Aagseed. "But you
don't do it. Because guys like us, Red, we know therelsdactioice. An
alternative to staying simon-pure or bathing in tha @ind the slime. It's

the alternative that grown-ups all over the world pickuYalance off your
walk through the hog-wallow against what it gains you. ¥boose the lesser of
two evils and try to keep your good intentions in frolwyau. And | guess you
judge how well you're doing by how well you sleep at nightand what your
dreams are like. "

"Good intentions," | said, and laughed. "l know all abdvat tAndy. A fellow
can toddle right off to hell on that road."

"Don't you believe it," he said, growing somber. "Tikikell right here. Right
here in The Shank. They sell pills and | tell themtwbado with the money.

But I've also got the library, and | know of over twazdn guys who have used
the books in there to help them pass their high samaVvalency tests. Maybe
when they get out of here they'll be able to crawtled shit heap. When we
needed that second room back in 1957, | got it. Becausevdrgyto keep me
happy. | work cheap. That's the trade-off."

"And you've got your own private quarters."
"Sure. That's the way | like it."

The prison population had risen slowly all through the$éf and it damn near
exploded in the sixties, what with every college-agerkimerica wanting to
try dope and the perfectly ridiculous penalties for theafiselittle reefer.

But in all that time Andy never had a cellmate, exdept big, silent Indian
named Normaden (like all Indians in The Shank, he wieddahief), and
Normaden didn't last long. A lot of the other long-timdrought Andy was
crazy, but Andy just smiled. He lived alone and he likedat way . . . and

as he'd said, they liked to keep him happy. He worked cheap.

Prison time is slow time, sometimes you'd sweastidp-time, but it passes. It passes.
George Dunahy departed the scene in a welter of newspaga@imes shouting
SCANDAL and NEST-FEATHERING. Stammas succeeded hih,f@anthe next six
years Shawshank was a kind of living hell. During thgrreif Greg Stammas the beds in
the infirmary and the cells in the Solitary Wing weieays full.
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One day in 1958 | looked at myself in a small shaving mirk@pt in my cell

and saw a forty-year-old man looking back at me. A kiddwade in back in 1938,
a kid with a big mop of carroty red hair, half-crazyhwiemorse, thinking

about suicide. That kid was gone. The red hair was goingagigtarting to
recede. There were crow's tracks around the eyes.aDddi | could see an old
man inside, waiting his time to come out. It scared Muhody wants to grow old
in stir.

Stammas went early in 1959. There had been severdligates reporters

sniffing around, and one of them even did four months umd@ssumed name, for

a crime made up out of whole cloth. They were gettingyéa drag out

SCANDAL and NEST-FEATHERING again, but before they dolling the hammer
down on him, Stammas ran. | can understand that; laoyl ever. If he had been tried
and convicted, he could have ended up right in here. Hesmight have lasted all

of five hours. Byron Hadley had gone two years earliee sucker had a heart
attack and took an early retirement.

Andy never got touched by the Stammas affair. In 859 a new warden was
appointed, and a new assistant warden, and a new clgefafs. For the next
eight months or so, Andy was just another con agawastduring that period
that Normaden, the big half-breed Passamaquoddy, sharet Aatiiyvith him.
Then everything just started up again. Normaden was maxedrmd Andy was
living in solitary splendor again. The names at thecltgnge, but the rackets
never do.

| talked to Normaden once about Andy. "Nice Della," Naden said. It was hard
to make out anything he said because he had a harelipcieft @alate; his

words all came out in a slush. "I liked it there. Hearewnade fun. But he

didn't want me there. | could tell.” Big shrug. "l was dgladjo, me. Bad draft

in that cell. All the time cold. He don't let noboayith his things. That's

okay. Nice man, never made fun. But big draft."

VI
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Rita Hayworth hung in Andy's cell until 1955, if | remembght. Then it was
Marilyn Monroe, that picture from The Seven-Year Itdhere she's standing over
a subway grating and the warm air is flipping her skirt ugrilyh lasted until

1960, and she was considerably tattered about the edge®nihereplaced her
with Jayne Mansfield. Jayne was, you should pardon theegsion, a bust. After
only a year or so she was replaced with an Englisksssimight have been Hazel
Court, but I'm not sure. In 1966 that one came down and Reéépleh went up for
a record breaking six-year engagement in Andy's cellla3tgoster to hang
there was a pretty country-rock singer whose name s IRonstadt.

| asked him once what the posters meant to him, agaéveme a peculiar,
surprised sort of look. "Why, they mean the same tlonge as they do to most
cons, | guess," he said. "Freedom. You look at thoseypretinen and you feel
like you could almost . . . not quite but almost . . pstght through and be
beside them. Be free. | guess that's why | always Ragluel Welch the best.

It wasn't just her; it was that beach she was stgralin Looked like she was
down in Mexico somewhere. Someplace quiet, where avoaid be able to hear
himself think. Didn't you ever feel that way about ayre, Red? That you

could almost step right through it?"

| said I'd never really thought of it that way.

"Maybe someday you'll see what | mean," he said, amdalseright. Years later |
saw exactly what he meant . . . and when | did, teething | thought of was
Normaden, and about how he'd said it was always colady'é cell.

A terrible thing happened to Andy in late March or eayyil of 1963. | have
told you that he had something that most of the othsomers, myself
included, seemed to lack. Call it a sense of equanimitg,feeling of inner
peace, maybe even a constant and unwavering faitedhaday the long
nightmare would end.

Whatever you want to call it, Andy Dufresne alwayssee to have his act
together. There was none of that sullen desperatiout &lto that seems to
afflict most lifers after awhile; you could never shiielpelessness on him.

Until that late winter of '63.

We had another warden by then, a man named SamueliNdHe Mathers, Cotton
and Increase, would have felt right at home with Samadyio So far as | know,

no one had ever seen him so much as crack a smileadHa thirty-year pin from
the Baptist Advent Church of Eliot. His major innoweatias the head of our

happy family was to make sure that each incoming pridoaxgia New Testament.
He had a small plague on his desk, gold letters inlaichkweod, which said
CHRIST IS MY SAVIOR. A sampler on the wall, made hy Wife, read:
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HIS JUDGMENT COMETH AND THAT RIGHT EARLY.
This latter sentiment cut zero ice with most of us.

We felt that the judgment had already occurred, and we vibewilling to
testify with the best of them that the rock would hiole us nor the dead tree
give us shelter. He had a Bible quote for every occadidrivir. Sam Norton,
and whenever you meet a man like that, my best advigeut would be to grin
big and cover up your balls with both hands.

There were less infirmary cases than in the dagrefjy Stammas, and so far as

| know the moonlight burials ceased altogether, butismst to say that

Norton was not a believer in punishment. Solitary alasys well populated. Men
lost their teeth not from beatings but from bread aatendiets. It began to

be called grain and drain, as in "I'm on the Sam Nogtain and drain train,
boys."

The man was the foulest hypocrite that | ever saavhigh position. The

rackets | told you about earlier continued to flourish, ®amn Norton added his
own new wrinkles. Andy knew about them all, and becawesbad gotten to be
pretty good friends by that time, he let me in on sofrtbem. When Andy talked
about them, an expression of amused, disgusted wonder waonddaseer his face,
as if he were telling me about some ugly, predatory spe€ieug that was, by

its very ugliness and greed, somehow more comic thahlé¢er

It was Warden Norton who instituted the "Inside-Out" papgryou may have read
about some sixteen or seventeen years back; it vegisventten up in Newsweek.
In the press it sounded like a real advance in practicegctions and
rehabilitation. There were prisoners out cutting pulpw@odpners repairing
bridges and causeways, prisoners constructing potatoscéliarton called it
"Inside-Out" and was invited to explain it to damn nearg Rotary and Kiwanis
club in New England, especially after he got his pictnfdewsweek. The
prisoners called it "road-ganging,” but so far as | knamenof them were ever
invited to express their views to the Kiwanians @& ltloyal Order of Moose.

Norton was right in there on every operation, thygar churchpin and all;

from cutting pulp to digging storm-drains to laying new culvenider state
highways, there was Norton, skimming off the top. Theeee a hundred ways to
do it-men, materials, you name it. But he had it coraimgther way, as well.

The construction businesses in the area were deéthiy af Norton's

Inside-Out program, because prison labor is slave lalnoryou can't compete
with that. So Sam Norton, he of the Testaments laadhirty-year church-pin,
was passed a good many thick envelopes under the table kigrsigteen-year
tenure as Shawshank's warden. And when an envelope ssesiphe would either
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overbid the project, not bid at all, or claim thatredl Inside-Outers were
committed elsewhere. It has always been somethiagrafnder to me that Norton
was never found in the trunk of a Thunderbird parked offjlaviay somewhere
down in Massachusetts with his hands tied behind his dvaat half a dozen

bullets in his head.

Anyway, as the old barrelhouse song says, My God, hewnbney rolled in.
Norton must have subscribed to the old Puritan notianttie best way to
figure out which folks God favors is by checking theirkbbancounts.

Andy Dufresne was his right hand in all of this, hisrgipartner. The prison
library was Andy's hostage to fortune. Norton knewarid Norton used it. Andy
told me that one of Norton's favorite aphorisms was @and washes the other.
So Andy gave good advice and made useful suggestions. |laafor sure that

he handtooled Norton's Inside-Out program, but I'm damnednsuprocessed the
money for the Jesus-shouting son of a whore. He gawe @hace, made useful
suggestions, the money got spread around, and . . . sdntoi'alhe library
would get a new set of automotive repair manuals, a fetsbf Grolier
Encyclopedias, books on how to prepare for the Scholastiievement Tests.
And, of course, more Erle Stanley Gardners and moreslLldAmours.

And I'm convinced that what happened happened because Ngstalidn't want to
lose his good right hand. I'll go further: it happened beede was scared of
what might happen-what Andy might say against him-if Aedgr got clear of
Shawshank State Prison.

| got the story a chunk here and a chunk there over & sff@even years, some
of it from Andy-but not all. He never wanted to talloabthat part of his

life, and I don't blame him. | got parts of it from rhayhalf a dozen different
sources. I've said once that prisoners are nothinddugss but they have

that slave habit of looking dumb and keeping their ears.dpgot it backwards
and forwards and in the middle, but I'll give it to younfrpoint A to point Z.

and maybe you'll understand why the man spent about tethsno a bleak,
depressed daze. See, | don't think he knew the truth until ife&&) years

after he came into this sweet little hellhole. Un& met Tommy Williams, |

don't think he knew how bad it could get.

Tommy Williams joined our happy little Shawshank farmiyNovember of 1962.
Tommy thought of himself as a native of Massachusktitshe wasn't proud; in
his twenty-seven years he'd done time all over Negldfd. He was a
professional thief, and as you may have guessed, myaesimg was that he
should have picked another profession.

He was a married man, and his wife came to visit @adhevery week. She had an
idea that things might go better with Tommy- and consetyuleetter with their
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three-year-old son and herself- if he got his high sttlegree. She talked him
into it, and so Tommy Williams started visiting therdiry on a regular basis.

For Andy, this was an old routine by then. He saw Tlmahmy got a series of
high school equivalency tests. Tommy would brush up osubgcts he had
passed in high school-there weren't many-and then hekieest. Andy also saw
that he was enrolled in a number of correspondenceeoaovering the subjects
he had failed in school or just missed by dropping out.

He probably wasn't the best student Andy ever took tixejumps, and | don't
know if he ever did get his high school diploma, but tbats no part of my
story. The important thing was that he came to likdyADufresne very much, as
most people did after awhile.

On a couple of occasions he asked Andy "what a smartkguydu is doing in
the joint"-a question which is the rough equivalent at ttne that goes

"What's a nice girl like you doing in a place like thig2it Andy wasn't the

type to tell him; he would only smile and turn the casaéion into some other
channel. Quite normally, Tommy asked someone elsewhad he finally got the
story, | guess he also got the shock of his young life.

The person he asked was his partner on the laundry's stager and folder.

The inmates call this device the mangler, becauss #redctly what it will do

to you if you aren't paying attention and get your badcseight in it. His

partner was Charlie Lathrop, who had been in for aheelive years on a murder
charge. He was more than glad to reheat the detdhe dufresne murder trial
for Tommy; it broke the monotony of pulling freshly ped bedsheets out of the
machine and tucking them into the basket. He was jushgétt the jury

waiting until after lunch to bring in their guilty verdiathen the trouble

whistle went off and the mangle grated to a stop. Thelydeen feeding in
freshly washed sheets from the Eliot Nursing Homéaeafdr end; these were
spat out dry and neatly pressed at Tommy's and Charleé:'stéhe rate of one
every five seconds. Their job was to grab them, fodaht, and slap them into

the cart, which had already been lined with clean brpaper.

But Tommy Williams was just standing there, staring lar@ie Lathrop, his
mouth unhinged all the way to his chest. He was stamdiaglrift of sheets

that had come through clean and which were now soppind tine alet muck on
the floor-and in a laundry wetwash, there's plenty a¢kn

So the head bull that day, Homer Jessup, comes rushingbeltewing his head
off and on the prod for trouble. Tommy took no noticéiof. He spoke to
Charlie as if old Homer, who had busted more headsh&aould probably count,
hadn't been there.
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"What did you say that golf pro's name was?"

"Quentin," Charlie answered back, all confused and upset\Wwy He later said
that the kid was as white as a truce flag. "Glenn Quehthink. Something
like that, anyway-"

"Here now, here now," Homer Jessup roared, his neckdags a roosters comb.
"Get them sheets in cold water! Get quick! Get quick,dsud, you-"

"Glenn Quentin, oh my God," Tommy Wiliams said, andttivas all he got to say
because Homer Jessup, that least peaceable of men, tinuigilly down behind
his ear. Tommy hit the floor so hard he broke ofé&of his front teeth. When

he woke up he was in solitary, and confined to sama Week, riding a boxcar
on Sam Norton's famous grain and drain train. Plusck lofeark on his report
card.

That was in early February of 1963, and Tommy Wiliamatvaeound to six or
seven other long-timers after he got out of solitag got pretty much the

same story. | know; | was one of them. But when | d$km why he wanted it, he
just clammed up.

Then one day he went to the library and spilled onavsbig budget of
information to Andy Dufresne. And for the first andtlamse, at least since he
had approached me about the Rita Hayworth poster likelaukidg his first
pack of Trojans, Andy lost his cool . . . only thimei he blew it entirely.

| saw him later that day, and he looked like a man vasstepped on the
business end of a rake and given himself a good one, vefhapdn the eyes. His
hands were trembling, and when | spoke to him, he dids\wer. Before that
afternoon was out he had caught up with Billy Hanlon, wias the head screw,
and set up an appointment with Warden Norton for theviaiiig day. He told me
later that he didn't sleep a wink all that night; he ljggtned to a cold

winter wind howling outside, watched the searchlightsrgoirzd and around,
putting long, moving shadows on the cement walls of ige die had called home
since Harry Truman was President, and tried to thiak dgut. He said it was

as if Tommy had produced a key which fit a cage in th& babis mind, a cage
like his own cell. Only instead of holding a man, tbage held a tiger, and

that tiger's name was Hope. Williams had produced thehegynlocked the cage
and the tiger was out, willy-nilly, to roam his brain.

Four years before, Tommy Williams had been arrest&hode Island, driving a
stolen car that was full of stolen merchandise. Torunyed in his accomplice,

the DA played ball, and he got a lighter sentencdwo .to four, with time

served. Eleven months after beginning his term, kicelmate got a ticket

out and Tommy got a new one, a man named Elwood BBtatch had been busted

43



for burglary with a weapon and was serving six to twelve

"I never seen such a high-strung guy,” Tommy told me. & fike that should
never want to be a burglar, specially not with a gure Jlightest little

noise, he'd go three feet into the air . . . and cdowen shooting, more likely
than not. One night he almost strangled me becausegon@own the hall was
whopping on his cell bars with a tin cup.

"l did seven months with him, until they let me walkdr | got time served and
time off, you understand. | can't say we talked becauseligm't, you know,
exactly hold a conversation with El Blatch. He helcbaversation with you. He
talked all the time. Never shut up. If you tried to getaadnin, he'd shake

his fist at you and roll his eyes. It gave me the cbitls whenever he done
that. Big tall guy he was, mostly bald, with these gregss set way down deep
in the sockets. Jeez, | hope | never see him again.

"It was like a talkin jag every night. Where he grew ing, ¢rphanages he run
away from, the jobs he done, the women he fucked,rdpegames he cleaned out.
| just let him run on. My face ain't much, but | didnam it, you know,

rearranged for me.

"According to him, he'd burgled over two hundred jointsvds hard for me to
believe, a guy like him who went off like a firecraclkesery time someone cut a
loud fart, but he swore it was true. Now . . . listemte, Red. | know guys
sometimes make things up after they know a thing, but leefeme | knew about
this golf pro guy, Quentin, | remember thinking that ilBtch ever burgled

my house, and | found out about it later, I'd have to cowself just about

the luckiest motherfucker going still to be alive. Can yoagine him in some
lady's bedroom, sifting through her jool'ry box, and @heghs in her sleep or
turns over quick? It gives me the cold chills just toklehsomething like

that, | swear on my mother's name it does.

"He said he'd killed people, too. People that gave himAhleast that's

what he said. And | believed him. He sure looked like a that could do some
kiling. He was just so fucking highstrung! Like a pistol watlsawed-off

firing pin. 1 knew a guy who had a Smith and Wesson P&jmecial with a
sawed-off firing pin. It wasn't no good for nothing, gxceaybe for something
to jaw about. The pull on that gun was so light thatotld fire if this guy,
Johnny Callahan, his name was, if he turned his deplayer on full volume and
put it on top of one of the speakers. That's how EkBlatas. | can't explain

it any better. | just never doubted that he had greased people.

"So one night, just for something to say, | go: 'Whad kill?" Like a joke,

you know. So he laughs and says: 'There's one guy doingipiivaine for these
two people | killed. It was this guy and the wife of tl@bsvho's doing the
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time. | was creeping their place and the guy started ®orgessome shit.'

"l can't remember if he ever told me the woman'senammot,” Tommy went on.
"Maybe he did. But in New England, Dufresne's like Smitdanes in the rest of

the country, because there's so many Frogs up here sBeifleavesque,

Ouelette, Poulin, who can remember Frog names? Buatidhene the guy's name. He
said the guy was Glenn Quentin and he was a prick, achigrck, a golf pro.

El said he thought the guy might have cash in the howsgearas much as five
thousand dollars. That was a lot of money back thesay®to me. So | go:

'When was that?' And he goes: 'After the war. Just #ie war.'

"So he went in and he did the joint and they woke up amduly gave him some
trouble. That's what El said. Maybe the guy just staxeshore, that's what |
say. Anyway, El said Quentin was in the sack with sbatishot lawyer's wife and
they sent the lawyer up to Shawshank State Prisom Adnéaughs this big

laugh. Holy Christ, | was never so glad of anything wa$ when | got my
walking papers from that place."
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| guess you can see why Andy went a little wonky whemrfg told him that story,
and why he wanted to see the warden right away. ElwdetdiBhad been serving a
six-to-twelve rap when Tommy knew him four years befd@y the time Andy heard
all of this, in 1963, he might be on the verge of gettuag.o . or already

out. So those were the two prongs of the spit Andy wasting on-the idea that
Blatch might still be in on one hand, and the very peasibility that he

might be gone like the wind on the other.

There were inconsistencies in Tommy's story, but'atieere always in real

life? Blatch told Tommy the man who got sent up waetahot lawyer, and Andy
was a banker, but those are two professions that petplaren't very educated
could easily get mixed up. And don't forget that twelve y&ad gone by
between the time Blatch was reading the clippings albeutrial and the time

he told the tale to Tommy Wiliams. He also told Toyrime got better than a
thousand dollars from a footlocker Quentin had in hisetlobut the police

said at Andy's trial that there had been no sign of argl have a few ideas
about that. First, if you take the cash and the mbelanged to is dead, how

are you going to know anything was stolen, unless songsaean tell you it
was there to start with? Second, who's to say Blasdn't lying about that

part of it? Maybe he didn't want to admit killing two peofadr nothing. Third,
maybe there were signs of burglary and the cops eittelooked them-cops can
be pretty dumb-or deliberately covered them up so theydmthdcrew the DA's
case. The guy was running for public office, remembaet,lenneeded a
conviction to run on. An unsolved burglary-murder would hédaee him no good at
all.

But of the three, | like the middle one best. I've kn@araw Elwood Blatches

in my time at Shawshank-the trigger-pullers with thegeyes. Such fellows

want you to think they got away with the equivalenthaf Hope Diamond on every
caper, even if they got caught with a two-dollar Timee aine bucks on the one
they're doing time for.

And there was one thing in Tommy's story that coradn&ndy beyond a shadow of
a doubt. Blatch hadn't hit Quentin at random. He haddgluentin "a big rich
prick," and he had known Quentin was a golf pro. Well, Aaaly his wife had
been going out to that country club for drinks and dinneeanr twice a week

for a couple of years, and Andy had done a consideraldardrof drinking there
once he found out about his wife's affair. There wamana with the country
club, and for awhile in 1947 there had been a part-timesgraad-gas jockey
working there who matched Tommy's description of ElwotaddB. A big tall man,
mostly bald, with deep-set green eyes. A man who hacthpleasant way of
looking at you, as though he was sizing you up. He wagmn# tng, Andy said.
Either he quit or Briggs, the fellow in charge of theiing fired him. But he
wasn't a man you forgot. He was too striking for that.
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So Andy went to see Warden Norton on a rainy, windyvd#y big gray clouds
scudding across the sky above the gray walls, a day Wwhdast of the snow
was starting to melt away and show lifeless patchéssbiear's grass in the
fields beyond the prison.

The warden has a good-sized office in the Administrafiimg, and behind the
warden's desk there's a door which connects with gigtast warden's office..
The assistant warden was out that day, but a trustyhees. He was a

half-lame fellow whose real name | have forgottditha inmates, me included,
called him Chester, after Marshal Dillon's sidekicke§lbr was supposed to be
watering the plants and waxing the floor. My guess istti@plants went

thirsty that day and the only waxing that was done haggpbacause of Chester's
dirty ear polishing the keyhole plate of that connectiogr.

He heard the warden's main door open and close and threonNaying: "Good
morning, Dufresne, how can | help you?"

"Warden," Andy began, and old Chester told us that he ¢t@utily recognize
Andy's voice it was so changed. "Warden. . . ther@®#ung . . . something's
happened to me that's . . . that's so . . . so hardly know where to

begin."

"Well, why don't you just begin at the beginning?" thedea said, probably in

his sweetest let's-all-turn-to- the-Twenty-third- IRsand-read-in-unison

voice. "That usually works the best."

And so Andy did. He began by refreshing Norton on theildetithe crime he

had been imprisoned for. Then he told the warden exabdy Tommy Williams had
told him. He also gave out Tommy's hame, which you thiak wasn't so wise in
light of later developments, but I'd just ask you what leéseould have done,

if his story was to have any credibility at all.

When he had finished, Norton was completely silenséomne time. | can just see
him, probably tipped back in his office chair under théupe of Governor Reed
hanging on the wall, his fingers steepled, his livergipssed, his brow

wrinkled into ladder rungs halfway to the crown of hiadhehis thirty-year pin
gleaming mellowly.

"Yes," he said finally. "That's the damnedest stagydr heard. But I'll tell
you what surprises me most about it, Dufresne."”

"What's that, sir?"

"That you were taken in by it."
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"Sir? | don't understand what you mean." And ChestertBatdAndy Dufresne,
who had faced down Byron Hadley on the plate-shop rawéém years before, was
almost floundering for words.

"Well, now," Norton said. "It's pretty obvious to met this young fellow Wiliams is
impressed with you. Quite taken with you, as a mattéadf He hears your tale of woe,
and it's quite natural of him to want to . . . chear yp, let's say. Quite natural. He's a
young man, not terribly bright. Not surprising he didrélize what a state it would put
you into. Now what | suggest is-"

"Don't you think | thought of that?" Andy asked. "But I'dve@etold Tommy about
the man working down at the marina. | never told anybaeit never even crossed my
mind! But Tommy's description of his cellmate and thabm. . they're identical'

"Well, now, you may be indulging in a little selectivergeption there," Norton

said with a chuckle. Phrases like that, selective paosefre required learning for people
in the penology and corrections business, and they asedlthey can.

"That's not it at all. Sir."

"That's your slant on it," Norton said, "but mine d#feAnd let's remember that | have
only your word that there was such a man working afgh@mouth Hills Country Club
back then."

"No, sir,” Andy broke in again. "No, that isn't trueedause-"

"Anyway," Norton overrode him, expansive and loud, Slgtst look at it from the other
end of the telescope, shall we? Suppose- just supposehabtirre really was a fellow
named Elwood Blotch. "

"Blatch," Andy said tightly.

"Blatch, by all means. And let's say he was Thomdig@wv's cellmate in Rhode Island.
The chances are excellent that he has been relepseav. Excellent. Why, we don't even
know how much time he might have done there beforeatieceup with Williams, do we?
Only that he was doing a six-to-twelve."

"No. We don't know how much time he'd done. But Tommy Baiwas a bad actor, a
cut-up. | think there's a fair chance that he maytsiin. Even if he's been released, the
prison will have a record of his last known addressntraes of his relatives-"

"And both would almost certainly be dead ends."

Andy was silent for a moment, and then he burst outll;Ws a chance, isn't it?"
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"Yes, of course it is. So just for a moment, Dufresetts assume that Blatch exists and
that he is still safely ensconced in the Rhode Is@tade Penitentiary. Now what is he
going to say if we bring this kettle of fish to himarbucket? Is he going to fall down on
his knees, roll his eyes, and say: 'l did it! | did 4 &l means add a life term onto my
charge!"?"

"How can you be so obtuse?" Andy said, so low that t€hesuld barely hear. But he
heard the warden just fine.

"What? What did you call me?"
"Obtuse.™ Andy cried. "Is it deliberate?"

"Dufresne, you've taken five minutes of my time-nogseand | have a very busy
schedule today. So | believe we'll just declare this kiheeting closed and-"

"The country club will have all the old time-cards, dgou realize that?" Andy shouted.
"They'll have tax-forms and W-twos and unemploymentmemsation forms, all with his
name on them! There will be employees there nowwieaé there then, maybe Briggs
himself! It's been fifteen years, not forever! Yheemember him! They will remember
Blatch.' If I've got Tommy to testify to what Blatébld him, and Briggs to testify that
Blatch was there, actually working at the country clutan get a new trial! I can-"

"Guard! Guard.' Take this man away!"

"What's the matter with you?" Andy said, and Chestleritee he was very nearly
screaming by then. "It's my life, my chance to get dan't you see that? And you won't
make a single long-distance call to at least verify myi® story? Listen, I'll pay for the
call! I'll pay for-"

Then there was a sound of thrashing as the guards grabbaddstarted to drag him
out.

"Solitary," Warden Norton said dryly. He was probabtgéring his thirty-year pin as he
said it. "Bread and water."

And so they dragged Andy away, totally out of control nstill, screaming at the warden;
Chester said you could hear him even after the doosks "it's my life! It's my life,
don't you understand it's my life? "

Twenty days on the grain and drain train for Andy doverehn solitary. It was his
second jolt in solitary, and his dust-up with Norton Wiadirst real black mark since he
had joined our happy little family.

I'll tell you a little bit about Shawshank's solitaviile we're on the subject. It's something
of a throwback to those hardy pioneer days of the éanyid-1700s in Maine. In those
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days no one wasted much time with such things as "peridogyrehabilitation” and
"selective perception.” In those days, you were taken@iin terms of absolute black
and white. You were either guilty or innocent. If yoare/ guilty, you were either hung or
put in jail. And if you were sentenced to jail, you did gotto an institution. No, you dug
your own jail with a spade provided by the Province oindaYou dug it as wide and as
deep as you could during the period between sunup and sundowrthé&hgave you a
couple of skins and a bucket, and down you went. Once dbengazer would bar the
top of your hole, throw down some grain or maybe a péceaggoty meat once or twice
a week, and maybe there would be a dipperful of barley@o@unday night. You
pissed in the bucket, and you held up the same bucket for wia¢a the gazer came
around at six in the morning. When it rained, you usedbtioket to bail out your jail-cell
.. . unless, that is, you wanted to drown like a rat riain barrel.

No one spent a long time "in the hole," as it wakdathirty months was an unusually
long term, and so far as I've been able to telljahgest term ever spent from which an
inmate actually emerged alive was served by the sedcdllurham Boy," a fourteen-year-
old psychopath who castrated a schoolmate with a pfetesty metal. He did seven
years, but of course he went in young and strong.

You have to remember that for a crime that was reerius than petty theft or
blasphemy or forgetting to put a snot rag in your pockenwatg of doors on the
Sabbath, you were hung. For low crimes such as thasm@rgioned and for others like
them, you'd do your three or six or nine months inhible and come out fishbelly white,
cringing from the wide-open spaces, your eyes half bjiodr teeth more than likely
rocking and rolling in their sockets from the scurvy, ytaat crawling with fungus. Jolly
old Province of Maine. Yo-ho-ho and a bottle of rum.

Shawshank's Solitary Wing was nowhere as bad as thatguess. Things come in three
major degrees in the human experience, | think. Thgoed, bad, and terrible. And as
you go down into progressive darkness toward terrible st lyggrder and harder to make
subdivisions.

To get to Solitary Wing you were led down twenty-thresps to a basement level where
the only sound was the drip of water. The only light e@splied by a series of dangling
sixty-watt bulbs. The cells were keg-shaped, like thoslesafes rich people sometimes
hide behind a picture. Like a safe, the round doorways weged, and solid instead of
barred. You got ventilation from above, but no lighteptdor your own sixty-watt bulb,
which was turned off from a master-switch promptly 8082.M., an hour before lights-
out in the rest of the prison. The light bulb wasné inire mesh cage or anything like
that. The feeling was that if you wanted to exist dokere in the dark, you were
welcome to it. Not many did . . . but after eight, oficse, you had no choice. You had a
bunk bolted to the wall and a can with no toilet s¥au had three ways to spend your
time: sitting, shitting, or sleeping. Big choice.

Twenty days could get to seem like a year. Thirty dayddceeem like two, and forty
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days like ten. Sometimes you could hear rats in thelatm system. In a situation like
that, subdivisions of terrible tend to get lost.

If anything at all can be said in favor of solitatig just that you get time to think. Andy
had twenty days in which to think while he enjoyedgnain and drain, and when he got
out he requested another meeting with the warden. Requestl.d8uch a meeting, the
warden told him, would be "counter-productive." That's l@obf those phrases you have
to master before you can go to work in the prisons angctions held.

Patiently, Andy renewed his request. And renewed it. Anéwed it. He had changed,
had Andy Dufresne. Suddenly, as that spring of 1963 bloomeddts,ithere were lines
in his face and sprigs of gray showing in his hair. B lost that little trace of a smile that
always seemed to linger around his mouth. His eyesistarteinto space more often, and
you get to know that when a man stares that way, ¢t®uisting up the years served, the
months, the weeks, the days.
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He renewed his request and renewed it. He was patiettadHaothing but time. It got to
be summer. In Washington, President Kennedy was pranasiresh assault on poverty
and on civil rights inequalities, not knowing he had dnalif a year to live. In Liverpool, a
musical group called The Beatles was emerging as a fotoe teckoned with in British
music, but | guess that no one Stateside had yet hetitdof The Boston Red Sox, still
four years away from what New England folks call Theadle of '67, were languishing in
the cellar of the American League. All of those thingse going on out in a larger world
where people walked free.

Norton saw him near the end of June, and this comi@ndaheard about from Andy
himself some seven years later.

"If it's the squeeze, you don't have to worry,” Andgtlbrton in a low voice. "Do you
think I'd talk that up? I'd be cutting my own throat. I'dus# as indictable as -- "

"That's enough,” Norton interrupted. His face was ag & cold as a slate gravestone.

He leaned back in his office chair until the back sfiiead almost touched the sampler
reading HIS JUDGMENT COMETH AND THAT RIGHT EARLY.

"But-"

"Don't you ever mention money to me again,” Nortad.s&lot in this office, not
anywhere. Not unless you want to see that libraryetitvack into a storage room and
paint-locker again. Do you understand?"

"l was trying to set your mind at ease, that's all.”

"Well, now, when | need a sorry son of a bitch likeiyo set my mind at ease, I'll retire. |
agreed to this appointment because | got tired of beingneestDufresne. | want it to
stop. If you want to buy this particular Brooklyn Bridgeatts your affair. Don't make it
mine. | could hear crazy stories like yours twice aknekewanted to lay myself open to
them. Every sinner in this place would be using me fotymg towel. | had more respect
for you. But this is the end. The end. Have we got anrstateding?"

"Yes," Andy said. "But I'll be hiring a lawyer, you kndw.

"What in God's name for?"

"l think we can put it together,” Andy said. "With Tomiiliams and with my
testimony and corroborative testimony from records @mployees at the country club, |
think we can put it together. "

"Tommy Williams is no longer an inmate of this fagil'

"What?"
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"He's been transferred."”
"Transferred where?"
"Cashman. "

At that, Andy fell silent. He was an intelligent méuit it would have taken an
extraordinarily stupid man not to smell deal all ovattl€ashman was a minimum-
security prison far up north in Aroostook County. Theates pick a lot of potatoes, and
that's hard work, but they are paid a decent wage farl#eir and they can attend
classes at CVI, a pretty decent vocational-techimsétute, if they so desire. More
important to a fellow like Tommy, a fellow with a yagiwife and a child, Cashman had a
furlough program . . . which meant a chance to livedikermal man, at least on the
weekends. A chance to build a model plane with his kide kax with his wife, maybe go
on a picnic.

Norton had almost surely dangled all of that under Tomnoge with only one
string attached: not one more word about Elwood Blatchnow, not ever. Or
you'll end up doing hard time in Thomaston down there enis&oute 1 with the
real hard guys, and instead of having sex with your watéllybe having it

with some old bull queer.

"But why?" Andy said. "Why would-"

"As a favor to you," Norton said calmly, "I checkedwithode Island. They did
have an inmate named Elwood Blatch. He was given thiegtcall a PP-provisional
parole, another one of these crazy liberal programsit@riminals out on the
streets. He's since disappeared. "

Andy said: "The warden down there . . . is he a friehgbars?"

Sam Norton gave Andy a smile as cold as a deacon't wiaémn. "We are
acquainted,"” he said.

"Why?" Andy repeated. "Can't you tell me why you did ittu¥knew | wasn't going
to talk about . . . about anything you might have had g&og. knew that. So
why?"

"Because people like you make me sick," Norton said delddgral like you

right where you are, Mr. Dufresne, and as long as | anden here at Shawshank,
you are going to be right here. You see, you used to thatkybu were better
than anyone else. | have gotten pretty good at seaah@itha man's face. |
marked it on yours the first time | walked into thedity. It might as well

have been written on your forehead in capital letfEnat look is gone now,
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and | like that just fine. It is not just that you aresaful vessel, never

think that. It is simply that men like you need to leaomility. Why, you used
to walk around that exercise yard as if it was a livimgm and you were at one
of those cocktail parties where the hellbound walk ar@maveting each others'
wives and husbands and getting swinishly drunk. But you daitktavound that
way anymore. And I'll be watching to see if you shotddtdo walk that way
again. Over a period of years, I'll be watching youhwiteat pleasure. Now
get the hell out of here."

"Okay. But all the extracurricular activities stop ndwgrton The investment
counseling, the scams, the free tax advice. It glisstGet H and R Block to
tell you how to declare your income.

Warden Norton's face first went brick-red . . . andhtalkethe color fell out

of it. "You're going back into solitary for that. Thirtlays. Bread and water.
Another black mark. And while you're in think about tlfistnything that's
been going on should stop, the library goes. | will makeyipersonal business
to see that it got back to what it was before you daene. And | will make you
life . . . very hard. Very difficult. You'll do the harstetime it possible to

do. You'll lose that one-bunk Hilton down in Cellblocké;ifor starters, and
you'll lose those rocks on the windowsill, an youidaany protection the
guards have given you against the sodomites. You wilbse. everything.

Clear?"

| guess it was clear enough.

Xl
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Time continued to pass-the oldest trick in the worldnagbe the only one that
really is magic. But Andy Dufresne ha changed. He had gt@asater. That's the
only way | can think ( to put it. He went on doing Wardiarton's dirty work
and F held onto the library, so outwardly things we@alhe same. H
continued to have his birthday drinks and his year-enddyodlrinks; he
continued to share out the rest of each bottle. | gdtdsh rock polishing
cloths from time to time, and in 1967 | g him a new roakamer-the one I'd
gotten him nineteen yea ago had, as | told you, plumb aatrrNineteen years.'
When you say it sudden like that, those three syllanlasd like the thud and
double locking of a tomb door. The rock-hammer, whichlieela ten dollar item
back then, went for twenty-two by '67. He and had aigéddrin over that.
Andy continued to shape and polish the rocks he found iexdeise yard, but
the yard was smaller by then; half of what he b&enretin 1950 had been
asphalted over in 1962. Nonetheless he found enough to keegdupied, |
guess. When he hi finished with each rock he would puairéfally on his winds
ledge, which faced east. He told me he liked to lookentim the sun, the
pieces of the planet he had taken up from the dirt and ¢h8phists,

guartzes, granites. Funny little mica-sculptures that Wwelgtogether with
airplane glue. Various sedimentary conglomerates tha paished and cut in
such a way that you could see why Andy called them 'millen sandwiches"-the
layers of different material that had built up over aqukof decades and
centuries.

Andy would give his stones and his rock-sculptures away firmmto time in

order to make room for new ones. He gave me the gteateber, |
think-counting the stones that looked like matched cufflihksd five. There

was one of the mica sculptures | told you about, careftdifted to look like a
man throwing a javelin, and two of the sedimentarygtmmerates, all the levels
showing in smoothly polished cross-section. I've gtitl them, and | take them
down every so often and think about what a man carf de,has time enough and
the will to use it, a drop at a time.

So, on the outside, at least, things were about the.déorton had wanted
to break Andy as badly as he had said, he would have hadk®elow the
surface to see the change. But if he had seen howedifféndy had become, |
think Norton would have been well-satisfied with tharfgears following his
clash with Andy.

He had told Andy that Andy walked around the exercise yaitdhe were at a
cocktail party. That isn't the way | would have put it bknow what he

meant. It goes back to what | said about Andy wearinffégsiom like an
invisible coat, about how he never really developedsapmentality. His eyes
never got that dull look. He never developed the walkrtigat get when the day
is over and they are going back to their cells for la@moéndless night-that
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flat-footed, hump-shouldered walk. Andy walked with his shasldgquared, and
his step was always light, as if he were heading honaegood home-cooked meal
and a good woman instead of to a tasteless mess of gegetables, lumpy
mashed potato, and a slice or two of that fatty, gritiff most of the cons

called mystery meat . . . that, and a picture of RaqutMbn the wall.

But for those four years, although he never becamelgXke the Others he
did become silent, introspective, and brooding. Who codalthdo him? So maybe it
was Warden Norton who was pleased . . . at leashwaile.

His dark mood broke around the time of the 1967 World Sdrfes. was the dream
year, the year the Red Sox won the pennant instegldaihg ninth, as the Las
Vegas bookies had predicted. When it happened-when thejhedmerican League
pennant -a kind of ebullience engulfed the whole prisoer&tvas a goofy sort

of feeling that if the Dead Sox could come to life ntineaybe anybody could do

it. I can't explain that feeling now, any more tharea-Beatlemaniac could

explain that madness, | suppose. But it was real. Eaelig n the place was

tuned to the games as the Red Sox pounded down the stifeéch.was gloom when
the Sox dropped a pair in Cleveland near the end, andlg neeus joy when

Rico Petrocelli put away the pop fly that clinched ihdAhen there was the

gloom that came when Lonborg was beaten in the degambe of the Series to end
the dream just sort of complete fruition. It probablyagkd Norton to no end,

the son of a bitch. He liked his prison wearing sackdwoid ashes.

But for Andy, there was no tumble back down into gloom.wasn't much of a
baseball fan anyway, and maybe that was why. Nesleds, he seemed to have
caught the current of good feeling, and for him it didn'epeut again after

the last game of the Series. He had taken that ilevisiat out of the closet

and put it on again.

| remember one bright-gold fall day in very late Octglaecouple of weeks
after the World Series had ended. It must have beendaumecause the
exercise yard was full of men "walking off the week"sing a Frisbee or two,
passing around a football, bartering what they had tietbathers would be at
the long table in the Visitors' Hall, under the waitlefyes of the screws,
talking with their relatives, smoking cigarettes, tgllgincere lies,

receiving their picked-over care-packages.

Andy was squatting Indian fashion against the wall, chgntiro small rocks
together in his hands, his face turned up into the sunligivas surprisingly
warm, that sun, for a day so late in the year.

"Hello, Red," he called. "Come on and sit a spell.”

| did.
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"You want this?" he asked, and handed me one of thedvedudly polished
"millennium sandwiches" | just told you about

"l sure do," | said. "It's very pretty. Thank you."

He shrugged and changed the subject. "Big anniversary commiftg you next
year."

| nodded. Next year would make me a thirty-year many $t cent of my life
spent in Shawshank State Prison.

"Think you'll ever get out?"

"Sure. When | have a long white beard and just about theemarbles left
rolling around upstairs."

He smiled a little and then turned his face up into timeagain, his eyes
closed. "Feels good."

"I think it always does when you know the damn wintairisost right on top of
you."

He nodded, and we were silent for awhile.

"When | get out of here,"” Andy said finally, "I'm goindnere it's warm all the
time." He spoke with such calm assurance you would hawett he had only a
month or so left to serve. "You know where I'm goiedR'

"Nope. "

"Zihuatanejo," he said, rolling the word softly frons hongue like music.

"Down in Mexico. It's a little place maybe twentylesifrom Playa Azul and
Mexico Highway Thirty-seven. It's a hundred miles naetkt of Acapulco on the
Pacific Ocean. You know what the Mexicans say abauPtrcific?"

| told him | didn't.

"They say it has no memory. And that's where | warfinish out my life, Red.
In a warm place that has no memory."

He had picked up a handful of pebbles as he spoke; now leel tthesn, one by
one, and watched them bounce and roll across the tiatabwnd's dirt

infield, which would be under a foot of snow before long.

"Zihuatanejo. I'm going to have a little hotel downréheéSix cabanas along the
beach, and six more set further back, for the highvweadet 111 have a guy
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who'll take my guests out charter fishing. There'll beophy for the guy who
catches the biggest marlin of the season, and I'llipygit¢ture up in the
lobby. 1t won't be a family place. It'll be a place people on their
honeymoons first or second varieties."

"And where are you going to get the money to buy thisléals place?" | asked
"Your stock account?"

He looked at me and smiled. "That's not so far wrong Said. "Sometimes you
startle me, Red."

"What are you talking about?"

"There are really only two types of men in the wavlaen it comes to bad
trouble,” Andy said, cupping a match between his handdghiohg a cigarette.

"Suppose there was a house full of rare paintings and saspdnd fine old
antiques, Red? And suppose the guy who owned the house leddttetk was a
monster of a hurricane headed right at it? One of thwseinds of men just
hopes for the best. The hurricane will change courssaiss to himself. No
right-thinking hurricane would ever dare wipe out all tHeeenbrandts, my two
Degas horses, my Grant Woods, and my Bentons. Further@od wouldn't allow
it. And if worse comes to worst, they're insured. Bhahe sort of man. The
other sort just assumes that hurricane is going taiggarthrough the middle

of his house. If the weather bureau says the hurrjgahehanged course, this
guy assumes it'll change back in order to put his housecumdizero again.
This second type of guy knows there's no harm in hopinthéobest as long as
you're prepared for the worst."

| lit a cigarette of my own. "Are you saying you prepdiadtthe eventuality? "

"Yes. | prepared for the hurricane. | knew how bad ikéxb | didn't have much

time, but in the time | had, | operated. | had a friargt-gbout the only

person who stood by me-who worked for an investmenpeosnin Portland. He died
about six years ago. "

"Sorry. "

“Yeah.” Andy tossed his butt away. "Linda and | had alfoutteen thousand
dollars. Not a big bundle, but hell, we were young. Wedwadvhole lives ahead
of us." He grimaced a little, then laughed. "When thelshthe fan, |

started lugging my Rembrandts out of the path of the hagidasold my stocks
and paid the capital gains tax just like a good little IB®clared everything.
Didn't cut any corners."
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"Didn't they freeze your estate?"

"l was charged with murder, Red, not dead! You can't frdezassets of an
innocent man-thank God. And it was awhile before theyn got brave enough to
charge me with the crime. Jim-my friend-and |, we hadestime. | got hit

pretty good, just dumping everything like that. Got my nés®ed. But at the
time | had worse things to worry about than a smatirskg on the stock
market."

"Yeah, I'd say you did."

"But when | came to Shawshank it was all safe. fitlssafe. Outside these
walls, Red, there's a man that no living soul has s&en face to face. He has
a Social Security card and a Maine driver's licensés ¢t a birth

certificate. Name of Peter Stevens. Nice, anonymauge, huh?"

"Who is he?" | asked. | thought | knew what he was gangayy, but | couldn't
believe it.

"Me. "

"You're not going to tell me that you had time to set tgise identity while
the bulls were sweating you," | said, "or that you fied the job while you
were on trial for-"

"No, I'm not going to tell you that. My friend Jim wee one who set up the
false identity. He started after my appeal was turned damshthe major pieces
of identification were in his hands by the spring of 1950."

"He must have been a pretty close friend," | said.4 m@t sure how much of
this | believed a little, a lot, or none. But the aegs warm and the sun was
out, and it was one hell of a good story. "All of thathe hundred per cent
illegal, setting up a false ID like that. "

"He was a close friend,"” Andy said. "We were in the tegether. France,
Germany, the occupation. He was a good friend.

He knew it was illegal, but he also knew that setting tglsa identity in

this country is very easy and very safe. He took mgeyiany money with all the
taxes on it paid so the IRS wouldn't get too intereshetlvavested it for

Peter Stevens. He did that in 1950 and 1951. Today it amouttiseeohundred
and seventy thousand dollars, plus change."

| guess my jaw made a thump when it dropped against my tleestise he smiled.
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"Think of all the things people wish they'd investedimts 1950 or so, and
two or three of them will be things Peter Stevens into. If | hadn't ended up
in here, I'd probably be worth seven or eight milllucks by now. I'd have a
Rolls . . . and probably an ulcer as big as a portallie '

His hands went to the dirt and began sifting out morelpgbbhey moved
gracefully, restlessly.

"It was hoping for the best and expecting the worstingtbut that. The false
name was. just to keep what little capital | had untdintewas lugging the
paintings out of the path of the hurricane. But | haddea that the hurricane
... that it could go on as long as it has."

| didn't say anything for awhile. | guess | was tryingabsorb the idea that

this small, spare man in prison gray next to me coulddi¢h more money than
Warden Norton would make in the rest of his miseraleledven with the scams
thrown in.

"When you said you could get a lawyer, you sure weren't Igddirsaid at

last. "For that kind of dough you could have hired Claré&e@ow, or whoever's
passing for him these days. Why didn't you, Andy? Chyistl could have been
out of here like a rocket."

He smiled. It was the same smile that had been dadeswhen he'd told me he
and his wife had had their whole lives ahead of them™Ne said.

"A good lawyer would have sprung the Williams kid from Cashrwhether he wanted
to go or not," | said. | was getting carried away noviou could have gotten

your new trial, hired private detectives to look forttgay Blatch, and blown

Norton out of the water to boot. Why not, Andy?"

"Because | outsmarted myself. If | ever try to put mydsaon Peter Stevens's
money from inside here, I'll lose every cent oMy friend Jim could have

arranged it, but Jim's dead. You see the problem? "

| saw it. For all the good that money could do Andy,ighhas well have

really belonged to another person. In a way, it did. iktite stuff it was
invested in suddenly turned bad, all Andy could do would beataiwthe plunge,
to trace it day after day on the stocks and-bonds paiipe ¢fress-Herald. It's

a tough life if you don't weaken, | guess.

"Il tell you how it is, Red. There's a big hayfiefdthe town of Buxton. You
know where Buxton is at, don't you?"

| said | did. It lies right next door to Scarborough.

60



"That's right. And at the north end of this particulayfleld there's a rock
wall, right out of a Robert Frost poem. And somewhéagthe base of that
wall is a rock that has no business in a Maine Hdyfies a piece of

volcanic glass, and until 1947 it was a paperweight on ngeadesk. My friend
Jim put it in that wall. There's a key underneath ie Kay opens a safe
deposit box in the Portland branch of the Casco Bank."

"l guess you're in a peck of trouble," | said. "When yoentl Jim died, the
IRS must have opened all of his safe deposit boxesgAdathh the executor of
his will, of course."”

Andy smiled and tapped the side of my head. "Not bad. Bhaa'e up there than
marshmallows, | guess. But we took care of the posgithiat Jim might die

while | was in the slam. The box is in the PeteavBhs name, and once a year
the firm of lawyers that served as Jim's executardssa check to the Casco to
cover the rental of the Stevens box.

"Peter Stevens is inside that box, just waiting toogett His birth

certificate, his Social Security card, and his driver&nse. The license is
six years out of date because Jim died six years ago purug's still
perfectly renewable for a five-dollar fee. His stoektificates are there, the
tax-free municipals, and about eighteen bearer bontig iarhount of ten
thousand dollars each."

| whistled.

"Peter Stevens is locked in a safe deposit box at dsedCBank in Portland and
Andy Dufresne is locked in a safe deposit box at Shawshhe said. "Tit for
tat. And the key that unlocks the box and the moneyladéw life is under a
hunk of black glass in a Buxton hayfield. Told you this mschl'll tell you
something else, Red-for the last twenty years, giiake, | have been
watching the papers with a more than usual interesteias of any construction
projects in Buxton. | keep thinking that someday soorgbing to read that
they're putting a highway through there, or erecting ac@wmunity hospital,
or building a shopping center. Burying my new life underféen of concrete,

or spitting it into a swamp somewhere with a big loadllof

| blurted, "Jesus Christ, Andy, if all of this is trimw do you keep from

going crazy?"
He smiled. "So far, all quiet on the Western front."
"But it could be years-"

"It will be. But maybe not as many as the State amddéh Norton think it's
going to be. | just can't afford to wait that long. | xekinking about
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Zihuatanejo and that small hotel. That's all | waobf my life now, Red, and |
don't think that's too much to want. | didn't kill GleQuentin and | didn't

kil my wife, and that hotel . . . it's not too muahwant. To swim and get a
tan and sleep in a room with open windows and spacthat's not too much to
want."

He slung the stones away.

"You know, Red," he said in an offhand voice, " a pldaethat . . . I'd have
to have a man who knows how to get things."

| thought about it for a long time. And the biggest drawbaany mind wasn't
even that we were talking pipedreams in a shitty [ttison exercise yard

with armed guards looking down at us from their sentry ptisteuldn't do

it," | said. "l couldn't get along on the outside. I'm wtieey call an

institutional man now. In here I'm the man who canitgfer you, yeah. But out
there, anyone can get it for you. Out there, if youtvpasters or rock hammers
or one particular record or a boat-in-a-bottle modehkiti can use the

fucking Yellow Pages. In here, I'm the fucking Yellow Pagegouldn't know how
to begin. Or where."

"You underestimate yourself," he said. "You're a self-egacanan, a self-made
man. A rather remarkable man, | think."

"Hell, I don't even have a high school diploma."

"I know that," he said. "But it isn't just a piece of papgat makes a man.
And it isn't just prison that breaks one, either."

"l couldn't hack it outside, Andy. | know that."

He got up. "You think it over," he said casually, justhesinside whistle

blew. And he strolled off, as if he were a free mdnowad just made another
free man a proposition. And for awhile just that wasugyh to make melees free.
Andy could do that. He could make me forget for a time weatvere both lifers,
at the mercy of a hard-ass parole board and a psalmgmarden who liked
Andy Dufresne right where he was. After all, Andy wdamdog who could do
tax-returns. What a wonderful animal! But by that nighty cell | felt like a
prisoner again. The whole idea seemed absurd, and thtlmeamge of blue
water and white beaches seemed more cruel than fatadishigged at my brain
like a fishhook. | just couldn't wear that invisible tttze way Andy did. |

fell asleep that night and dreamed of a great glassy sladk in the middle

of a hayfield; a stone shaped like a giant blacksmitivé. & was trying to

rock the stone up so | could get the key that was underreatbuldn't budge;
it was just too damned big. And in the background, but gettosgr, | could
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hear the baying of bloodhounds.

Xl

Which leads us, | guess, to the subject of jailbreaks, $ey happen from
time to time in our happy little family. You don't go otke wall, though, not
at Shawshank, not if you're smart. The searchlighinbego all night, probing
long white fingers across the open fields that surrouagbtison on three
sides and the stinking marshland on the fourth. Cons dweothe wall from
time to time, and the searchlights almost alwayshcttem. If not, they get
picked up trying to thumb a ride on Highway 6 or Highway 9¢hé¥ try to cut
across country, some farmer sees them and just pHan&cation in to the
prison. Cons who go over the wall are stupid cons. Steavksis no Canon City,
but in a rural area a man humping his ass across canrmryray pajama suit
sticks out like a cockroach on a wedding cake.

Over the years, the guys who have done the best-noalgthg maybe not so
oddly-are the guys who did it on the spur of the momennheSaf them have gone
out in the middle of a cartful of sheets; a convicidsaoh on white, you could
say. There was a lot of that when | first camedrehbut over the years they
have more or less closed that loophole.

Warden Norton's famous "Inside-Out" program produced ite dfagscapees, too.
They were the guys who decided they liked what lay taigi of the hyphen
better than what lay to the left. And again, in nezstes it was a very casual

kind of thing. Drop your blueberry rake and stroll into biushes while one of

the screws is having a glass of water at the truckh@nva couple o~ them get
too involved in arguing over yards passing or rushing oolthdoston

Patriots.

In 1969, the Inside-Outers were picking potatoes in Sabldatuas the third
of November and the work was almost done. There vgasuad named Henry
Pugh - and he is no longer a member o our happy littltyfdmelieve me —
sitting on the back bumper of one of the potato truckshamthg his lunch with
his carbine across his knees when a beautiful (drwgas told to me, but
sometimes these things get exaggerated) ten-point budkdwat of the cold
early afternoon mist. Pugh went after it with visi@figust how that trophy
would look mounted in his rec room, and while he was dibjrigree of his
charges just walked away. Two were recaptured in a Lishts pinball parlor.
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The third has not beer found to this day.

| suppose the most famous case of all was that of SiedNe This goes back to
1958, and | guess it will never be topped. Sid was out liniadpai field for

a Saturday intramural baseball game when the threxk'riside whistle blew,
signaling the shift change for the guards. The parking lpist beyond the
exercise yard, on the other side of the electricadlyrated main gate. At

three the gate opens and the guards coming on duty andgtiingeoff mingle.
There's a lot of back-slapping and bullyragging, compariséegague bowling
scores and the usual number of tired old ethnic jokes.

Sid just trundled his lining machine right out through the gleaving a
three-inch baseline all the way from home platd@exercise yard to the

ditch on the far side of Route 6, where they found thehina overturned in a
pile of lime. Don't ask me how he did it. He was dregsds prison uniform,

he stood six-feet-two, and he was billowing cloudsroéfdust behind him All |
can figure is that, it being Friday afternoon and b#, guards going off were

so happy to be going off, and the guards coming on werevgohagarted to be
coming on, that the members of the former group neviethgor heads out of the
clouds and those in the latter never got their noddabeif shoe tops . . .

and old Sid Nedeau just sort of slipped out between the two.

So far as | know, Sid is still at large. Over the ge&ndy Dufresne and | had

a good many laughs over Sid Nedeau's great escape, and eheand about that
airline hijacking for ransom, the one where the guygarged from the back

door of the airplane, Andy swore up and down that D. Bap@éds real name was
Sid Nedeau.

"And he probably had a pocketful of baseline lime inplaisket for good luck,"
Andy said. "That lucky son of a bitch."

But you should understand that a case like Sid Nedeau, talldve who got
away clean from the Sabbatus potato-field crew, guyshiieare winning the
prison version of the Irish Sweepstakes. Purely aabsig different kinds of
luck somehow jelling together all at the same momer#tifAlike Andy could
wait ninety years and not get a similar break.

Maybe you remember, a ways back, | mentioned a guy neieeldy Backus, the
washroom foreman in the laundry. He came to Shawsh&a#??2 and died in the
prison infirmary thirty-one years later. Escapes asuhpe attempts were a
hobby of his, maybe because he never quite dared tahtakdunge himself. He
could tell you a hundred different schemes, all of theamkgot, and all of

them had been tried in The Shank at one time or andthefavorite was the

tale of Beaver Morrison, a b&e convict who triedotald a glider from scratch

in the plate-factory basement. The plans he was wgpfkim were in a
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circa-1900 book called The Modern Boy's Guide to Fan and AdreerBeaver got
it built without being discovered, or so the story gaedy to discover there

was no door from the basement big enough to get the datimng out. When
Henley told that story, you could bust a gut laughing, arkhbe a dozen-no,
two dozen-almost as funny.

When it came to detailing Shawshank bust-outs, Henlgytltlown chapter and
verse. He told me once that during his time there had better than four

hundred escape attempts that he knew of. Really think aatufor a moment
before you just nod your head and read on Four hundred estaippta! That
comes out to 12.9 escape attempts for every year HeatsuB was in Shawshank
and keeping track of them. The Escape-Attempt-of-the-MGhib. Of course most
of them were pretty slipshod affairs, the sort ofghimat ends up with a

guard grabbing some poor, sidling slob's arm and growlinget@tio you think
you're going, you happy asshole?"

Henley said he'd class maybe sixty of them as maieuseattempts, and he
included the "prison break" of 1937, the year before | edrat The Shank. The
new Administration Wing was under construction then auodtéen cons got out,
using construction equipment in a poorly locked shed. Thdevdisouthern

Maine got into a panic over those fourteen "hardenedirals,” most of whom
were scared to death and had no more idea of whershbeld go than a
jackrabbit does when it's headlight-pinned to the highmitty a big truck

bearing down on it. Not one of those fourteen got aWwas of them were shot
dead-by civilians, not police officers or prison pershbut none got away.

How many had gotten away between 1938, when | camedrete¢hat day in October
when Andy first mentioned Zihuatanejo to me? Puttingnformation and Henley's
together, I'd say ten. Ten that got away clean. Arfebagh it isn't the kind

of thing you can know for sure, I'd guess that at ledsbhthose ten are

doing time in other institutions of lower learning likBe Shank. Because you

do get institutionalized. When you take away a man'sifn@eand teach him to

live in a cell, he seems to lose his ability tankhin dimensions He's like

that jackrabbit | mentioned, frozen in the oncomigytk of the truck that is
bound to kill it. More often than not a con who's jogt will pull some dumb

job that hasn't a chance in hell of succeeding nd vehy? Because it'll get

him back inside. Back where he understands how things work.

Andy wasn't that way, but | was. The idea of seeindPafic sounded good,
but | was afraid that actually being there would Scaréadeath-the bigness
of it.

Anyhow, the day of that conversation about Mexical about Mr. Peter Stevens .
. . that was the day | began to believe that Andy batesdea of doing a
disappearing act. | hoped to God he would be careful if hedalstill, |

wouldn't have bet money on his chances of succeedingleV&lorton, you see,
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was watching Andy with a special close eye. Andy waissttanother deadhead
with a number to Norton; they had a working relatiopsiou might say. Also,
Andy had brains and he had heart. Norton was deternanesketthe one and crush
the other.

As there are honest politicians on the outside-on@sstdy bought-there are
honest prison guards, and if you are a good judge of chaeaxtef you have
some loot to spread around, | suppose it's possible thatoudd buy enough
look-the-other-way to make a break. I'm not the mateltoyou such a thing has
never been done, but Andy Dufresne wasn't the man atnd do it. Because, as
I've said, Norton was watching. Andy knew it, and threws knew it, too.

Nobody was going to nominate Andy for the Inside-Out pnograot as long as
Warden Norton was evaluating the nominations. And Andy mot the kind of man
to try a casual Sid Nedeau type of escape.

If I had been him, the thought of that key would havenemted me endlessly. |
would have been lucky to get two hours' worth of hornast-eye a night. Buxton
was less than thirty miles from Shawshank. So ne@iyat so far.

| still thought his best chance was to engage a laany@rtry for the retrial.
Anything to get out from under Norton's thumb. Maybe Tgrwifilliams could be
shut up by nothing more than a cushy furlough program, bashentirely
sure. Maybe a good old Mississippi hard-ass lawyer couddk ¢rien . . . and
maybe that lawyer wouldn't even have to work that Hafitiams had honestly
liked Andy. Every now and then I'd bring these points uprtdy, who would only
smile, his eyes far away, and say he was thinking about

Apparently he'd been thinking about a lot of other thiagsyell.

In 1975, Andy Dufresne escaped from Shawshank. He hasn'tdxesptured, and |
don't think he ever will be. In fact, | don't think AnByfresne even exists
anymore. But I think there's a man down in Zihuatardjxico, named Peter
Stevens. Probably running a very new small hotdligwytear of our Lord 1976.

I'll tell you what | know and what I think; that's abalitl can do, isn't it?

On March 12th, 1975, the cell doors in Cellblock 5 opened3& A:M., as they
do every morning around here except Sunday. And as theyedp day except
Sunday, the inmates of those cells stepped forwardhetodrridor and formed
two lines as the cell doors slammed shut behind théey Walked up to the main
cellblock gate, where they were counted off by two gubedisre being sent on
down to the cafeteria for a breakfast of oatmeagrabted eggs, and fatty
bacon.
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All of this went according to routine until the counttla¢ cellblock gate.
There should have been twenty-seven. Instead, thesetwenty-six. After a
call to the Captain of the Guards, Cellblock 5 was aldto go to breakfast.

The Captain of the Guards, a not half-bad fellow nameldaiRd Gonyar, and his
assistant, a jolly prick named Dave Burkes, came dov@etiblock 5 right away.
Gonyar re-opened the cell doors and he and Burkes went tthevaorridor
together, dragging their sticks over the bars, their guhdioa case like

that what you usually have is someone who has been sattein the night, so
sick he can't even step out of his cell in the morriihgre rarely, someone has
died . . . or committed suicide.

But this time, they found a mystery instead of a sick oyraa dead man. They
found no man at all. There were fourteen cells inbedk 5, seven to a side,
all fairly neat-restriction of visiting privileges ke penalty for a sloppy

cell at Shawshank-and all very empty.

Gonyar's first assumption was that there had bees@umt or a practical
joke. So instead of going off to work after breakfast,ittmates of Cellblock
5 were sent back to their cells, joking and happy. Anglone the routine was
always welcome.

Cell doors opened; prisoners stepped in; cell doors cl&ede clown shouting,
"I want my lawyer, | want my lawyer, you guys run tpiace just like a

frigging prison." Burkes: "Shut up in there, or I'll rank yotihe clown: "I
ranked your wife, Burkie." Gonyar: "Shut up, all of youyou'll spend the day
in there."

He and Burkes went up the line again, counting noses. ditiey have to go
far.

"Who belongs in this cell?" Gonyar asked the rightsighatrguard.

"Andrew Dufresne," the rightside answered, and that Wad@ok. Everything
stopped being routine right then. The balloon went up.

In all the prison movies I've seen, this wailing hgoes off when there's been

a break. That never happens at Shawshank. The fmgt @onyar did was to get
in touch with the warden. The second thing was to getach of the prison
going. The third was to alert the state police in Smanbgh to the possibility

of a breakout.

That was the routine. It didn't call for them to skafie suspected escapee's
cell, and so no one did. Not then. Why would they? & waase of what you see
is what you get. It was a small square room, bars®mwihdow and bars on the
sliding door. Rocks on the windowsill .
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And the poster, of course. It was Linda Ronstadt by.thka poster was right
over his bunk. There had been a poster there, in xhat same place, for
twenty-six years. And when someone, who was WardetoNdimself, as it turned
out, poetic justice if there ever was anybody lookednakit they got one

hell of a shock.

But that didn't happen until six-thirty that night, almbselve hours after
Andy had been reported missing, probably twenty hours ladét@ad actually made
his escape.

Norton hit the roof.

| have it on good authority. Chester, the trusty, wlas waxing the hall floor

in the Admin Wing that day. He didn't have to polish keyplates with his ear
that day; he said you could hear the warden clear dowectords & Files as he
chewed on Rich Gonyar's ass.

"What do you mean, you're 'satisfied he's not on tls®pmgrounds'? What does
that mean? It means you didn't find him! You better fimd! You better!
Because | want him! Do you hear me? want him!" Gosgaat something.
"Didn't happen on your shift? That's what you say. $add can tell, no one
knows when it happened. Or how. Or if it really did. Nowant him in my
office by three o'clock this afternoon, or some headsgoing to roll. | can
promise you that, and | always keep my promises."

Something else from Gonyar, something that seemedt@mke Norton to even
greater rage.

"No? Then look at this! Look at this." You recogniZeliast night's tally for
Cellblock Five. Every prisoner accounted for! Dufreges locked up last night
at nine and it is impossible for him to be gone ndts impossible! Now you
And him!"

But at three that afternoon Andy was still among tiesimg. Norton himself
stormed down to Cellblock 5 a few hours later, where¢beof us had been
locked up all of that day. Had we been questioned? We hatirapshof that
long day being questioned by harried screws who weradettle breath of the
dragon on the backs of their necks. We all said the sainge we had seen
nothing, heard nothing. And so far as | know, we wdrelihg the truth. |
know that | was. All we could say was that Andy had iddesen in his cell at
the time of the lock-in, and at lights-out an hour later

One wit suggested that Andy had poured himself out througkegi®le. The
suggestion earned the guy four days in solitary They wenghtip§o Norton came down.
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He stalked down glaring at us with blue eyes nearly Immtugh to strike sparks from the
tempered steel bar of our cages. He looked at us abdiibged we were all in on it
Probably he did believe it.

He went into Andy's cell and looked around. It was jusirady had left it, the
sheets on his bunk turned back but without looking slefRaicks on the
windowsill . . . but not all of them. The ones hedikgest he took with him.

"Rocks," Norton hissed, and swept them off the windalgdewith a clatter.
Gonyar, who was now on overtime, winced but said ngthi

Norton's eyes fell on the Linda Ronstadt poster. Liwda looking back over her
shoulder, her hands tucked into the back pockets of aigatypiair of
fawn-colored slacks. She was wearing a halter andaha kdeep California tan.
It must have offended the hell out of Norton's Bap#gsistilities, that

poster.

Watching him glare at it, | remembered what Andy hadce@asd about feeling he
could almost step through the picture and be with the girl.

In a very real way, that was exactly what he didNagon was only seconds
from discovering.

"Wretched thing!" he grunted, and ripped the poster fromvedewith a single
swipe of his hand. And revealed the gaping, crumbled hakeiconcrete behind
it .

Gonyar wouldn't go in.

Norton ordered him. God, they must have heard NortorriagiRich Gonyar to go
in there all over the prison, and Gonyar just refused point blank.

"Il have your job for this!" Norton screamed. Hesaas hysterical as a woman
having a hot-flash. He had utterly blown his cool. k#ek had turned a rich,
dark red, and two veins stood out, throbbing, on his &aéh"You can count on
it, you . . . you Frenchman! I'll have your job anldsée to it that you

never get another one in any prison system in Newagdg

Gonyar silently held out his service pistol to Nortbaitt first. He'd had enough. He was
then two hours overtime, going on three, and he'd jubehaugh. It was as if Andy's
defection from our happy little family had driven Nortaght over the edge of some
private irrationality that had been there for a loinget . .

| don't know what that private irrationality might haveen, of course. But |
do know that there were twenty-six cons listening totbin s little dust-up
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with Rich Gonyar that evening as the last of thet igbed from a dull
late-winter sky, all of us hard-timers and long-line red@ho had seen the
administrators come and go, the hard-asses and the assely-alike, and we all
knew that Warden Samuel Norton had just passed what giveeers like to call
"the breaking strain.”

And by God, it almost seemed to me that somewheraltl¢ear Andy Dufresne
laughing.

Norton finally got a skinny drink of water on the nighift to go into the

hole that had been behind Andy's poster of Linda Ronstaeétskinny guard's
name was Rory Tremont, and he was not exactly ab#le in the brains
department. Maybe he thought he was going to win a BrStereor something. As
it turned out, it was fortunate that Norton got somemingndy's approximate
height and build to go in there; if they had sent a bagédellow, as most

prison guards seem to be, the guy would have stuck in thetg@as God made
green grass . . . and he might be there still.

Tremont went in with a nylon filament rope, whichmmmone had found in the trunk
of his car, tied around his waist and a big six-batflashlight in one hand.

By then Gonyar, who had changed his mind about quittingwwoedseemed to be the
only one there still able to think clearly, had dug osetof blueprints.

| knew well enough what they showed him, a wall whastkled, in cross-section,
like a sandwich. The entire wall was ten feet thidke Thner and outer

sections were each about four feet thick. In the cevhs two feet of
pipe-space, and you want to believe that was the mehé ohing . . . in more
ways than one.

Tremont's voice came out of the hole, sounding holloevdead. "Something
smells awful in here, Warden."

"Never mind that! Keep going."

Tremont's lower legs disappeared into the hole. A motagzt his feet were
gone, too. His light flashed dimly back and forth.

"Warden, it smells pretty damn bad."

"Never mind, | said!" Norton cried.

Dolorously, Tremont's voice floated back: "Smells Bk&. Oh God, that's what
it is, it's shit, oh my God lemme outta here I'm gobloav my groceries oh shit

it's shit oh my Gawwwwwd!" And then came the unmistékabund of Rory Tremont
losing his last couple of meals.
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Well, that was it for me. | couldn't help myself. TWkole day, hell no, the
last thirty years, all came up on me at once andiestdaughing fit to

split, a laugh such as I'd never had since | was a faee tine kind of laugh |
never expected to have inside these gray walls. And ah@ed didn't it feel
good!

"Get that man out of here!" Warden Norton was scregyand | was laughing so
hard I didn't know if he meant me or Tremont. | just tin@mlaughing and

kicking my feet and holding onto my belly. | couldn't hatepped if Norton had
threatened to shoot me dead-bang on the spot. "Get Wift'O

Well, friends and neighbors, | was the one who wetmgaigt down to solitary,
and there | stayed for fifteen days. A long shot. Betrgwow and then I'd

think about poor old not-too-bright Rory Tremont bellogvbh shit it's shit,

and then I'd think about Andy Dufresne heading south iovaiscar, dressed in
a nice suit, and I'd just have to laugh. | did that fiftdays in solitary

practically standing on my head. Maybe because halkoivas with Andy
Dufresne, Andy Dufresne who had waded in shit and cameleart on the other
side, Andy Dufresne, headed for the Pacific.

| heard the rest of what went on that night from hatozen sources. There
wasn't all that much, anyway. | guess that Rory Trerdenided he didn't have
much left to lose after he'd lost his lunch and dinbecause he did go on.
There was no danger of falling down the pipe-shaft betwlee inner and outer
segments of the cellblock wall; it was so narrow ffr@mont actually had to
wedge himself down. He said later that he could only kalfebreaths and that
he knew what it would be like to be buried alive.

What he found at the bottom of the shaft was a masteer-pipe which served
the fourteen toilets in Cellblock 5, a porcelain pipd tial been laid
thirty-three years before. It had been broken inesi@e the jagged hole in

the pipe, Tremont found Andy's rock-hammer.

Andy had gotten free, but it hadn't been easy.

The pipe was even narrower than the shaft Tremonjusadescended. Rory
Tremont didn't go in, and so far as | know, no oneditseeither. It must

have been damn near unspeakable. A rat jumped out of thaspiremont was
examining the hole and the rock-hammer, and he swiaethkat it was nearly as
big as a cocker spaniel pup. He went back up the crawlspaaeli/'s cell like

a monkey on a stick.

Andy had gone into that pipe. Maybe he knew that it echni® a stream five
hundred yards beyond the prison on the marshy western siilak he did. The
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prison blueprints were around, and Andy would have found aaevimpk at them.

He was a methodical cuss. He would have known or founthatithe sewer-pipe
running out of Cellblock 5 was the last one in Shawsimakhooked into the new
waste-treatment plant, and he would have known it waskgjomid- 197 5 or do

it never, because in August they were going to switchvasto the new waste treatment
plant, too. Five hundred yards. The length of five folbfiedds. Just shy of half a mile. He
crawled that distance, maybe with one of those gmalllights in his hand, maybe with
nothing but a couple of books of matches. He crawledigirdoulness that | either can't
imagine or don't want to imagine. Maybe the rats soaditin front of him, or maybe they
went for him the way such animals sometimes will wtieey've had a chance to grow
bold in the dark. He must have had just enough cleararthe ahoulders to keep
moving, and he probably had to shove himself througipldees where the lengths of
pipe were joined. If it had been me, the claustrophobialdvhave driven me mad a dozen
times over. But he did it.

At the far end of the pipe they found a set of muddy foottpieading out of
the sluggish, polluted creek the pipe fed into. Two milesfiloere a search
party found his prison uniform. That was a day later.

Three months after that memorable day, Warden Nagsigned. He was a broken
man, it gives me great pleasure to report. The springyae from his step. On

his last day he shuffled act with his head down likeldrcon shuffling down

to the infirmary for his codeine pills. It was Gonyeno took over, and to

Norton that must have seemed like the unkindest cut.¢fallall | knee, Sam
Norton is down there in Eliot now, attending serviaethe Baptist church

every Sunday, and wondering how the hell Andy Dufresne@udd have gotten
the better of him.

| could have told him; the answer to the question iplgiity itself. Some
have got it, Sam. And some don't, and never will.
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Xl

That's what | know; now I'm going to tell you what inthl may have it wrong
on some of the specifics, but I'd be willing to let watch and chain that I've

got the general outline down pretty well. Because, witbdy2being the sort of
man that he was, there's only one or two waysitleatuld have been. And every
now ad then, when | think it out, | think of Normaddmtthalf-crazy Indian.
"Nice Della," Normaden had said after celling with Arfidiy eight months. "I was
glad to go, me. Bad draft in that cell. All the timeccdiie don't let nobody
touch his things. That's okay. Nice man, never madeBunbig draft.”

Poor crazy Normaden. be knew more than all the fast,cand he knew it sooner. And
it was eight long months before Andy could get him ouhefe and have the

cell to himself again. If it hadn't been for the eigiinths Normaden had spent

with him after Warden Norton first came in. | do beé that Andy would have

been free before Nixon resigned.

| believe now that it began in 1949, way back then -witht the rock-hammer, but
with the Rita Hayworth poster. | told you how nervbiesseemed when he asked
for that, nervous and filled with suppressed excitem@nthe time | thought

it was just embarrassment, that Andy was the sagtipfvho'd never want
someone else to know that he had feet of clay andedantvoman . . .

especially if it was a fantasy-woman. But | think nthat | was wrong. | think
now that Andy's excitement came from something dlsgether.

What was responsible for the hole that Warden Nogt@mtually found behind the

poster of a girl that hadn't even been born whenghato of Rita Hayworth was
taken? Andy Dufresne's perseverance and hard work, yehint take any of that
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away from him. But there were two other elementhi@equation: a lot of luck,
and WPA concrete.

You don't need me to explain the luck, | guess. The WPAreta | checked out
for myself. | invested some time and a couple of staampswrote first to the
University of Maine History Department and then tiellow whose address they
were able to give me. This fellow had been foremam@®WPA project that built
the Shawshank Max Security Wing.

The wing, which contains Cellblocks 3, 4, and 5, was buthe years 1934-37.
Now, most people don't think of cement and concret¢éeairiological
developments,"” the way we think of cars and oil furnacesrocket-ships, but
they really are. There was no modern cement until 1830 ,0and no modern
concrete until after the turn of the century. Mixinghciete is as delicate a
business as making bread. You can get it too waterytoxvaiery enough. You
can get the sand-mix too thick or too thin, and theesiartrue of the
gravel-mix. And back in 1934, the science of mixing thef stat a lot less
sophisticated than it is today.

The walls of Cellblock 5 were solid enough, but they wigrexactly dry and
toasty. As a matter or fact, they were and are pdzttgned dank. After a long
wet spell they would sweat and sometimes even drip. Crecks way of
appearing, some an inch deep. They were routinely mdrtaser.

Now here comes Andy Dufresne into Cellblock 5. He'saa wmho graduated from the
University of Maine's school of business, but hess al man who took two or

three geology courses along the E way. Geology hadgtindacome his chief

hobby. | imagine it appealed to his patient, meticulotigreaA

ten-thousand-year ice age here. A million years of naubuilding there.

Plates of bedrock grinding against each other deep undeatties skin over

the millennia. Pressure. Andy told me once that ajjenflogy is the study of
pressure.

And time, of course. He had time to study those w#llenty of time. When the cell door
slams and the lights go out, there's nothing else todb.o

First-timers usually have a hard time adjusting to th€im®ment of prison

life. They get screw-fever. Sometimes they haveetdiduled down to the
infirmary and sedated a couple of times before they ig¢h® beam. It's not
unusual to hear some new member of our happy littleyfdraimging on the bars
of his cell and screaming to be let out . . . and leetioe cries have gone on

for long, the chant starts up along the cellblock: "Ffesh, hey little

fishie, fresh fish, fresh fish, got fresh fish today!

Andy didn't flip out like that when he came to The Shankd48, but that's not
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to say that he didn't feel many of the same thingangig have come close to
madness; some do, and some go sailing right over the @ttgkde blown away
in the wink of an eye, indeterminate nightmare stietcbut ahead, a long
season in hell.

So what did he do, | ask you? He searched almost despdoatsbmething to
divert his restless mind. Oh, there are all sortsafs to divert yourself,

even in prison; it seems like the human mind is fullrinfinite number of
possibilities when it comes to diversion. | told yowatthe sculptor and his
Three Ages of Jesus. There were coin collectors wdre aiways losing their
collections to thieves, stamp collectors, one feNelo had postcards from
thirty-five different countries-and let me tell you, Wweuld have turned out
your lights if he'd caught you diddling with his postcards.

Andy got interested in rocks. And the walls of his cell.

| think that his initial intention might have beendo no more than to carve
his initials into the wall where the poster of Ritayworth would soon be
hanging. His initials, or maybe a few lines from sqgoem. Instead, what he
found was that interestingly weak concrete. Maybe dest to carve his
initials and a big chunk of the wall just fell out. | csge him, lying there

on his bunk, looking at that broken chunk of concretejrigmtover in his
hands. Never mind the wreck of your whole life, neverdnthat you got
railroaded into this place by a whole trainload of haok.| Let's forget all
that and look at this piece of concrete.

Some months further along he might have decided it wouldrb® see how much
of that wall he could take out. But you can't just staggidig into your wall

and then, when the weekly inspection (or one of therserinspections that

are always turning up interesting caches of booze, drugys pditures, and
weapons) comes around, say to the guard: "This? Justatixcpa little hole in

my cell wall. Not to worry, my good man."

No, he couldn't have that. So he came to me and askedufd get him a Rita
Hayworth poster. Not a little one but a big one.

And, of course, he had the rock-hammer. | remembekitigirwhen | got him that
gadget back in '48 that it would take a man six hundred yedmsrtow through

the wall with it. True enough. But Andy only had to goothgh half the wall-and
even with the soft concrete, it took him two rock-hnans and twenty-seven years
to do it.

Of course he lost most of one of those years to lddem, and he could only work

at night, preferably late at night, when almost evedyhis asleep-including
the guards who work the night shift. But | suspect thegthihich slowed him
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down the most was getting rid of the wall as he toakiit He could muffle the
sound of his work by wrapping the head of his hammerak-pwmlishing cloths,
but what to do with the pulverized concrete and the amtalschunks that came
out whole?

| think he must have broken up the chunks into pebbles.and .

| remembered the Sunday after | had gotten him the raukiea. | remember
watching him walk across the exercise yard, his facky froin his latest

go-round with the sisters. | saw him stoop, pick up a pebhland it

disappeared up his sleeve. That inside sleeve-pocket Id prison trick. Up

your sleeve or just inside the cuff of your pants. Andvehanother memory,

very strong but unfocused, maybe something | saw moneattige. This memory is
of Andy Dufresne walking across the exercise yard oot &lmmmer day when the
air was utterly still. Still, yeah . . . except ftwetlittle breeze that

seemed to be blowing sand around Andy Dufresne's feehaSioe he had a couple
of cheaters in his pants below the knees. You loadechéeters up with fill

and then just strolled around, your hands in your pockedsywaan you felt

safe and unobserved, you gave the pockets a little tWitehpockets, of

course, are attached by string or strong thread toheters. The fill goes
cascading out of your pants legs as you walk. The WorldIviR®Ws who were
trying to tunnel out used the dodge.

The years went past and Andy brought his wall out texeecise yard cupful by
cupful. He played the game with administrator after adtmatisr, and they
thought it was because he wanted to keep the library ggowhave no doubt
that was part of it, but the main thing Andy wanted teakeep Cell 14 in
Cellblock 5 a single occupancy.

| doubt if he had any real plans or hopes of breakingadugast not at

first. He probably assumed the wall was ten feet lid soncrete, and that if

he succeeded in boring all the way through it, he'd carhéhaty feet over

the exercise yard. But like | say, | don't think he wasried overmuch about
breaking through. His assumption could have run this wayohly making a foot
of progress every seven years or so; therefore,utdiake me seventy years
to break through; that would make me one hundred and oregldar

Here's a second assumption | would have made, had | Imelsn that eventually |
would be caught and get a lot of solitary time, not totioe a very large

black mark on my record. After all, there was the reguksekly inspection and
a surprise toss-which usually came at night-every sesee#f or so. He must
have decided that things couldn't go on for long. soonkxt@r, some screw
was going to peek behind Rita Hayworth just to make sudy Ain't have a
sharpened spoon-handle or some marijuana reefers Saptihio the wall.
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And his response to that second assumption must havd beweall with it. Maybe
he even made a game out of it. How far in can | getrbehey find out? Prison
is a goddam boring place, and the chance of being surpsissdunscheduled
inspection in the middle of the night while he had histeounstuck probably
added some spice to his life during the early years.

And | do believe it would have been impossible for longét away with it just
on dumb luck. Not for twenty-seven years. Nevertheldsaye to believe that
for the first two years- until mid-May of 1950, when ledped Byron Hadley get
around the tax on his windfall inheritance-that's dyachat he did get by on.

Or maybe he had something more than dumb luck going foevem back then. He
had money, and he might have been slipping someonke adjtteeze every week
to take it easy on him. Most guards will go along witdt ththe price is

right; it's money in their pockets and the prisoner getseep his whack off
pictures or his tailor made cigarettes. Also, Andy wawdel prisoner- quiet,
well-spoken, respectful, non-violent. It's the craaed the stampeders that

get their cells turned upside-down at least once evemanths, their

mattresses unzipped, their pillows taken away and cut tdpeoutflow pipe

from their toilets carefully probed.

Then, in 1950, Andy became something more than a modehprisin 1950, he
became a valuable commodity, a murderer who did tax-iehetter than H&R
Block. He gave gratis estate-planning advice, set up tliess, filled out

loan applications (sometimes creatively). | can reberhim sitting behind his
desk in the library, patiently going over a car-loan agwent paragraph by
paragraph with a screwhead who wanted to buy a used Dd8lbng, the guy what
was good about the agreement and what was bad abouyglaingrg to him that
it was possible to shop for a loan and not get hit qqatbad, steering him
away from the finance companies, which in those daye sometimes little it
better than legal loan sharks. When he d finishedsdrewhead started to put
out his hand . . . and then drew it back to himself qui¢hé/d forgotten for

a moment, you see, that he was dealing with a masocbg man.

Andy kept up on the tax laws and the changes in the stadkets and so his
usefulness didn't end after he d been in cold storagevftleaas it might
have done. He began to get his library money, his mgnmar with the sisters
had ended, and nobody tossed his cell very hard. He g@sdanigger.

Then one day, very late in the going-perhaps around Qobodli®67-the
long-time hobby suddenly turned into something else. @fe while was in the
hole up to his waist with Raquel Welch hanging down oigass, the pick end of
his rock-hammer must have suddenly sunk into concretetmahitit.

He would have dragged some chunks of concrete back, but imayleard other
falling down into that shaft, bouncing back and fortmkahg of that
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standpipe. Did he know by then that he was going to come tinad shaft, or was
he totally surprised? | don't know. He might have seermptlson blueprints by
then or he might not have. If not, you can be damnesltsaifound a way to look
at them not long after.

All at once he must have realized that, instead ofglasting a game, he was
playing for high stakes . . . in terms of his own difed his own future, tie
highest. Even then he couldn't have known for sure, dutuss have had a
pretty good idea because it was right around then thatlkezltto me about
Zihuatanejo for the first time. All of a sudden, instexd just being a toy,

that stupid hole in the wall became his master-if henkabout the sewer-pipe
at the bottom and that it led under the outer walldt dnyway.

He'd had the key under the rock in Buxton to worry abauydars. Now he had D
worry that some eager-beaver new guard would look betsngister and expose
the whole thing, or that he would get another cellmatéhat he would, after

all those years, suddenly be transferred He had at titrsgs on his mind for

the next eight years. All Scan say is that he mugt baen one of the coolest
men who ever lived. | would have gone completely nuts afivhile, living with

al that uncertainty. But Andy just went on playing the gam

He had to carry tie possibility of discovery for aretkight years-the
probability )f it, you might say, because no matter loawefully he stacked tie
cards in his favor, as an inmate of a state prisefudt didn't have that

many to stack . . . and the gods had been kind to hianvery long time; some
nineteen years.

The most ghastly irony | can think of would have bédw ihad been offered a
parole. Can you imagine it? Three days before the mai®kctually released,
he is transferred into the light security wing to undeagmmplete physical
and a battery of vocational tests. While he's thaseold cell is completely
cleaned out. Instead of getting his parole, Andy would gaven a long turn
downstairs in solitary, followed by some more time ajpst. . . but in a
different cell.

If he broke into the shaft in 1967, how come he didnagsaintil 1975 ? |
don't know for sure-but | can advance some pretty good guesse

First, he would have become more careful than evewadtetoo smart to just
push ahead at flank speed and try to get out in eight mantbsen in
eighteen. He must have gone on widening the opening amahdspace a little
at a time. A hole as big as a teacup by the time tle b New Year's Eve
drink that year. A hole as big as a dinner-plate byithe he took his

birthday drink in 1968. As big as a serving-tray by the tinee1969 baseball
season opened.
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For a time | thought it should have gone much faster itregyparently

did-after he broke through, | mean. It seemed to meitiggad of hating to
pulverize the crap and take it out of his cell in theat®egadgets | have
described, he could simply let it drop down the shatft.|@hgth of time he

took makes me believe that he didn't dare do that. Het imigle decided that
the noise would arouse someone's suspicions. Or, ifdw &hout the
sewer-pipe, as | believe he must have, he would havedesad that a falling
chunk of concrete would break it before he was readgwsiog up the cellblock
sewage system and leading to an investigation. And astigation, needless to
say, would lead to ruin.

Still and all, I'd guess that, by the time Nixon wa®swin for his second
term, the hole would have been wide enough for him tggler through . . . and
probably sooner than that. Andy was a small guy.

Why didn't he go then?

That's where my educated guesses run out, folks; fromdmsthey become
progressively wilder. One possibility is that the cisgpyalce itself was clogged
with crap and he had to clear it out. But that wouldrebaat for all the

time. So what was it?

| think that maybe Andy got scared.

I've told you as well as | can how it is to be anitnsonal man. At first

you can't stand those four walls, then you get so yowalsigie them, then you
get so you accept them . . . and then, as your body amdnyod and your
spirit adjust to life on an HO scale, you get to lovemhYou are told when to
eat, when you can write letters, when you can smékeulre at work in the
laundry or the plate-shop, you're assigned five minutegaci hour when you
can go to the bathroom. For thirty-five years, myetiwas twenty-five minutes
after the hour, and after thirty-five years, thdtss only time | ever felt

the need to take a piss or have a crap: twenty-fivatesrmpast the hour. And
if for some reason | couldn't go, the need would padsr&y after, and come
back at twenty-five past the next hour.

| think Andy may have been wrestling with that tigeaitimstitutional
syndrome-and also with the bulking fears that all afight have been for
nothing.

How many nights must he have lain awake under his pdbkteking about that
sewer line, knowing that the one chance was all vedget? The blueprints
might have told him how big the pipe's bore was, butiegsint couldn't tell

him what it would be like inside that pipe-if he would Ideao breathe

without choking, if the rats were big enough and mean dntufight instead of
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retreating . . . and a blueprint couldn't've told him wied find at the end
of the pipe, when and if he got there. Here's a joka &wier than the
parole would have been: Andy breaks into the sewerdnasyls through five
hundred yards of choking, shit-smelling darkness, and comagaipst a
heavy-gauge mesh screen at the end of it all. Haena funny.

That would have been on his mind. And if the long sletialy came in and he
was able to get out, would he be able to get someaciglbthes and get away
from the vicinity of the prison undetected? Last gfslppose he got out of
the pipe, got away from Shawshank before the alarnraised, got to Buxton,
overturned the right rock. . . and found nothing beneatt"hiicessarily
something so dramatic as arriving at the right field diadovering that a
highrise apartment building had been erected on the spthiatot had been
turned into a supermarket parking lot.

It could have been that some little kid who liked rocksced that piece of
volcanic glass, turned it over, saw the deposit-box &eg,took both it and

the rock back to his room as souvenirs. Maybe a Nogemimter kicked the rock,
left the key exposed, and a squirrel or a crow with adior bright shiny

things had taken it away. Maybe there had been spriaddlone year, breaching
the wall, washing the key away. Maybe anything.

So | think-wild guess or not-that Andy just froze in plémeawhile. After
all, you can't lose if you don't bet. What did he havse, you ask? His
library, for one thing. The poison peace of institusidifie, for another. Any
future chance to grab his safe identity.

But he finally did it, just as | have told you. He tried. and, my! Didn't

he succeed in spectacular fashion? You tell me!

But did he get away, you ask? What happened after? What le@jppgéen he got to
that meadow and turned over that rock . . . always asguime rock was still
there? | can't describe that scene for you, becaissmstitutional man is

still in this institution, and expects to be for yersome. But I'll tell

you this. Very late in the summer of 1975, on September ibthe exact, | got

a postcard which had been mailed from the tiny tonMa¥ary, Texas. That town
is on the American side of the border, directly acfass El Porvenir. The
message side of the card was totally blank. But | kndemolv it in my heart as
surely as | know that we're all going to die someday.

McNary was where he crossed. McNary, Texas.

So that's my story, Jack. | never believed how lomgpitild take to write it
all down, or how many pages it would take. | started ngifiist after | got
that postcard, and here | am finishing up on January 14th, [¢§6ised three
pencils right down to knuckle-stubs, and a whole tablgiapger. I've kept the

80



pages carefully hidden. . . not that many could read myraeks, anyway.
It stirred up more memories than | ever would have \adieWriting about
yourself seems to be a lot like sticking a branch afear river-water and
roiling up the muddy bottom.

Well, you weren't writing about yourself | hear someorhe peanut-gallery
saying. You were writing about Andy Dufresne. You're mghiut a minor
character in your own story. But you know, that's judtso. It's all about

me, every damned word of it. Andy was the part of mg tleld never lock up,
the part of me that will rejoice when the gates lignapen for me and | walk

out in my cheap suit with my twenty dollars of mad-moineyy pocket. That part
of me will rejoice no matter how old and broken andextahe rest of me is. |
guess it's just that Andy had more of that part tharamd used it better.

There are others here like me, others who remembey.AVe're glad he's gone,
but a little sad, too. Some birds are not meant tcalged, that's all. Their
feathers are too bright, their songs too sweet amtl %@ you let them go, or
when you open the cage to feed them they somehow flgamiityou. And the part
of you that knows it was wrong to imprison them infife¢ place rejoices, but
still, the place where you live is that much more drath empty for their
departure.

That's the story and I'm glad | told it, even if iaiit inconclusive and

even though some of the memories the pencil prodded ughékéranch poking
up the river-mud) made me feel a little sad and even tiderl am. Thank you
for listening. And Andy, if you're really down there,ldselieve you are, look

at the stars for me just after sunset, and touch titk sad wade in the

water, and feel free.
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XV

| never expected to take up this narrative again, butlrarewith the
dog-eared, folded pages open on the desk in front of me.l lderedding
another three or four pages, writing in a brand-nevetall tablet | bought in
a store-I just walked into a store on Portland's Cosgbé®et and bought it.
| thought | had put finish to my story in a Shawshankoprisell on a bleak
January day in 1976. Now it's May of 1977 and | am sittingsmall, cheap
room of the Brewster Hotel in Portland, adding to it.

The window is open, and the sound of the traffic flegatiinseem huge,
exciting, and intimidating. | have to look constantiepat the window and
reassure myself that there are no bars on it. p gleerly at night because

the bed in this room, as cheap as the room is, se®cis too big and luxurious.
| snap awake every morning promptly at six-thirty, feglilisoriented and
frightened. M) dreams are bad. | have a crazy feelirigeeffall. The

sensation is as terrifying as it is exhilarating.

What has happened in my life? Can't you guess? | wassgaditer thirty-eight
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years of routine hearings and routine denials (in tlessoof those

thirty-eight years, three lawyers died on me), my gawas granted. | suppose
they decided that, at the age of fifty-eight, | wasllimased up enough to be
deemed safe.

| came very close to burning the document you have gast. rThey search
outgoing parolees almost as carefully as they searoming "new fish." And
beyond containing enough dynamite to assure me of a quitkrownd and another
six or eight years inside, my "memoirs" contained sbing else: the name of

the town where | believe Andy Dufresne to be. Mexipalice gladly cooperate
with the American police, and | didn't want my freedomsy unwillingness to

give up the story I'd worked so long and hard to write-&i émdy his.

Then | remembered how Andy had brought in his five hundodldrs back in 1948,
and | took out my story of him the same way. Just torbthe safe side, |
carefully rewrote each page which mentioned Zihuatatiejoe papers had been
found during my "outside search," as they call it at Tieng&, | would have

gone back in on turnaround . . . but the cops would havelbeking for Andy

in a Peruvian seacoast town named Las Intrudres.

The Parole Committee got me a job as a "stock-ro@mtaat” at 310 the big
FoodWay Market at the Spruce Mall in South Portland €lwhieans | became just
one more aging bag-boy. There's only two kinds of bag;bmu know; the old
ones and the young ones. No one ever looks at eitrebrikyou shop at the
Spruce Mall FoodWay, | may have even taken your grocete$o your car . . .

but you'd have had to have shopped there between Mardpahdf 1977,
because that's as long as | worked there.

At first | didn't think 1 was going to be able to makeiit the outside at all.

I've described prison society as a scaled-down modelwfgutside world, but

| had no idea of how fast things moved on the outsidetdtv speed people move
at. They even talk faster. And louder.

It was the toughest adjustment I've ever had to makd, lzangen't finished
making it yet . . . not by a long way. Women, for amgte. After hardly knowing
that they were half of the human race for forty geamwas suddenly working in

a store filled with them. Old women, pregnant womenringaee-shirts with
arrows pointing downward and a printed motto reading BABYRHEESkinny women
with their nipples poking out at their shirts-a woman rimgasomething like

that when | went in would have gotten arrested andhbdra sanity
hearing-women of every shape and size. | found myseifygamound with a
semi-hard almost all the time and cursing myself fangoa dirty old man.

Going to the bathroom, that was another thing. Whsadito go (and the urge
always came on me at twenty-five past the hour)dltbdight the almost
overwhelming need to check it with my boss. Knowing thas something | could
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just go and do in this too bright outside world was onggtradjusting my
inner self to that knowledge after all those yearshetcking it with the
nearest screwhead or facing two days in solitaryiferoversight . . . that
was something else.

My boss didn't like me. He was a young guy, twenty-siseven, and | could
see that | sort of disgusted him, the way a cringingjleerld dog that

crawls up to you on its belly to be petted will disgusteanChrist, |

disgusted myself. But . . . | couldn't make myself stopamted to tell him:
That's what a whole life in prison does for you, yourannit turns everyone in
a position of authority into a master, and you intorgweaster's dog. Maybe
you know you've become a dog, even in prison, but siresy@ve else in gray is
a dog, too, it doesn't seem to matter so much. Outsidees. But | couldn't
tell a young guy like him. He would never understand. Neitrarld my PO, a
big, bluff ex-Navy man with a huge red beard and a largekstf Polish jokes.
He saw me for about five minutes every week. "Are yayisg out of the bars,
Red?" he'd ask when he'd run out of Polish jokes. I'desaly, yand that would
be the end of it until next week.

Music on the radio. When | went in, the big bands westgetting up a good
head of steam. Now every song sounds like it's about fyc&n many cars. At
first | felt like | was taking my life into my handsey time | crossed the
street.

There was more-everything was strange and frighteningabybe you get the
idea, or can at least grasp a corner of it. | begahin& about doing

something to get back in. When you're on parole, alanoghing will serve. I'm
ashamed to say it, but | began to think about stealimg snoney or shoplifting
stuff from the FoodWay, anything, to get back in whereas quiet and you knew
everything that was going to come up in the course odidlye

If I had never known Andy, | probably would have done.tBait | kept thinking
of him, spending all those years chipping patiently awalgeacement with his
rock-hammer so he could be free. | thought of that amé&de me ashamed and
I'd drop the idea again. Oh, you can say he had moreréase free than |

did- he had a new identity and a lot of money. But tmattgeally true, you
know. Because he didn't know for sure that the new igemtis still there, and
without the new identity, the money would always beafutach. No, what he
needed was just to be free, and if | kicked away whatl| ihavould be like
spitting in the face of everything he had worked so hanlih back.

So what | started to do on my time off was to hitkbhides down to the little
town of Buxton. This was in the early April of 1977, #re@w just starting to
melt off the fields, the air just beginning to be wathg baseball teams

coming north to start a new season playing the onlyedamsure God approves

84



of. When | went on these trips, | carried a Silva pass in my pocket.
There's a big hay field in Buxton, Andy had said, anth@inbrth end of that
hayfield there's a rock wall, right oat of a Robedgtpoem. And somewhere
along the base of that wall is a rock that has nthigdyusiness in a Maine
hayfield.

A fool's errand, you say. How many hayfields are thegesmall rural town
like Buxton? Fifty? A hundred? Speaking from personal expegiel'd put it at
even higher than that, if you add in the fields now atiéd which might have
been haygrass when Andy went in. And if | did find tiglatrione, | might never
know it. Because | might overlook that black piece o€anic glass, or, much
more likely, Andy put it into his pocket and took it witimh

So I'd agree with you. A fool's errand, no doubt aboWadrse, a dangerous
one for a man on parole, because some of those \Vileldsclearly marked with
NO TRESPASSING signs. And, as I've said, they're rtitae happy to slam your
ass back inside if you get out of line. A fool's errandbut so is chipping

at a blank concrete wall for twenty-seven years. whdn you're no longer the
man who can get it for you and just an old bag-bowits to have a hobby to
take your mind off your new life. My hobby was looking faindy's rock.

So I'd hitchhike to Buxton and walk the roads. I'd ligtethe birds, to the
spring runoff in the culverts, examine the bottlesrdtesating snows had
revealed-all useless non-returnables, | am sorryytatisa world seems to have
gotten awfully spendthrift since | went into the slana-dooking for hayfields.

Most of them could be eliminated right off. No rock walDthers had rock
walls, but my compass told me they were facing the g/direction. | walked
these wrong ones anyway. It was a comfortable tlurigetdoing, and on those
outings | really felt free, at peace. An old dog walkedhwie one Saturday.
And one day | saw a winter-skinny deer.

Then came April 23rd, a day I'll not forget even if eli@nother fifty-eight

years. It was a balmy Saturday afternoon, and | wlisngaup what a little boy
fishing from a bridge told me was called The Old Smitladkd had taken a lunch
in a brown FoodWay bag, and had eaten it sitting ortlalog the road. When

| was done | carefully buried my leavings, as my dad taonghbefore he died,
when | was a sprat no older than the fisherman whaonhaned the road for me.
Around two o'clock | came to a big field on my left. Ténavas a stone wall at
the far end of it, running roughly northwest. | walkeditit, squelching

over the wet ground, and began to walk the wall. A squsoeffed me from an
oak tree.

Three-quarters of the way to the end, | saw the rookmidtake. Black glass

and as smooth as silk. A rock with no earthly busimeasMaine hayfield. For
a long time | just looked at it, feeling that | might ,cigr whatever reason.
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The squirrel had followed me, and it was still chatgeaway. My heart was
beating madly.

When | felt | had myself under control, | went to tbek, squatted beside
it-the joints in my knees went off like a double-bagdeshotgun-and let my
hand touch it. It was real. | didn't pick it up becauseutt there would be
anything under it; | could just as easily have walked awtyout finding what
was beneath. | certainly Clad no plans to take it awtyme, because | didn't
feel it was mine to take-l had a feeling that taking tbak from the field
would have been the worst kind of theft. No, | only pitkeup to feel it
better, to get the heft of the thing, and, | supposprdue its reality by

feeling its satiny texture against my skin.

| had to look at what was underneath for a long time eMgs saw it, but it
took awhile for my mind to catch up. It was an envelaaeefully wrapped in a
plastic bag to keep away the damp. My name was writt@ssithe front in
Andy's clear script.

| took the envelope and left the rock where Andy hadtledind Andy's friend
before him.

Dear Red,

If you're reading this, then you're out. One way atlagr, you're out. And f
you've followed along this far, you might be wilingdome a little further.

| think you remember the name of the town, don'tdfocould use a good man
to help me get my project on wheels. Meantime, laagenk on me-and do think
it over. | will be keeping an eye out for you. Rementhat hope is a good
thing, Red, maybe the best of things, and no good éviagdies. | will be
hoping that this letter finds you, and finds you well.

Your friend,
Peter Stevens

| didn't read that letter in the field. A kind of tertwad come over me, a
need to get away from there before | was seen. To mb&kmay be an
appropriate pun, | was in terror of being apprehended.

| went back to my room and read it there, with thellsoh@ld men's dinners
drifting up the stairwell to me-Beefaroni, RiceaRomyddleRoni. You can bet
that whatever the old folks of America, the onesixedfincomes, are eating
tonight, it almost certainly ends in “roni.”

| opened the envelope and read the letter and then | phéadyin my arms and
cried. With the letter there were twenty new fiftylldobills.
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And here | am in the Brewster Hotel, technicallygitive from justice
again-parole violation is my crime. No one's goinghi@tv up any roadblocks to
catch a criminal wanted on that charge, | guess-worglairat | should do now.
| have this manuscript. | have a small piece of luggagetahe size of a
doctor's bag that holds everything | own. | have newefdties, four tens, a

five, three ones, and assorted change. | broke oine difttes to buy this

tablet of paper and a deck of smokes.

Wondering what | should do.

But there's really no question. It always comes dowungotwo choices. Get
busy living or get busy dying.

First I'm going to put this manuscript back in my bag. Thargoing to buckle

it up, grab my coat, go downstairs, and check out ofldabdg. Then I'm

going to walk uptown to a bar and put that five-dollardolvn in front of the
bartender and ask him to bring me two straight shodaak Daniel's-one for me
and one for Andy Dufresne. Other than a beer or theyIt be the first drinks
I've taken as a free man since 1938. Then | am going tbeibartender a

dollar and thank him kindly. | will leave the bar and kvap Spring Street to

the Greyhound terminal there and buy a bus ticket tea&d Py way of New York
City. When | get to El Paso, I'm going to buy a tickeMcNary. And when | get
to McNary, | guess I'll have a chance to find out ibéthcrook like me can

find a way to float across the border and into Mexico.

Sure | remember the name. Zihuatanejo. A name likaghast too pretty to
forget.

| find | am excited, so excited | can hardly hold thegdem my trembling
hand. | think it is the excitement that only a fre@nean feel, a free man
starting a long journey whose conclusion is uncertain.

| hope Andy is down there.

| hope | can make it across the border.

| hope to see my friend and shake his hand.

| hope the Pacific is as blue as it has been in ngnase

| hope.

The End
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