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| GznaDessart
WATCHER QF THE DARK

He stood ]ust outsxde the door of the cabin and hxs fingers stumb-
ling with cold, lit-a cigarette from the burnedidown butt of the last‘
one. Then he turned up the collar of the ]acket some man—he didn’t

- knowswhich: one; maybe a deputy or one of the. forest rangers—had L

- lent him. The jacket was.warm and heivy, and he was grateful for it
__n the ‘cutting wind. But when he noticed -that it held the shape -

" of another man’s body; that there was a-smell of another man on, 1t .

he twitched with distaste. .
- But Christ, he-added immediately. Whata Chlldlsh 1dlotlc reactxon!
“Coffee, Mr: Snyder?”

She startled him, this: woman appearing out of nowhere with the’

" mug in her hand: Steam rose up from the mug, as gray asa dream in - -

the thin light of -dusk, Now he remembered that voices had floated
out of the cabin when the door was opened, although he: hadn’t been- -

~aware of the sounds at the time.
“Thank you very much ‘he mumbled, takmg the mug from the
. woman.
“I'm: sorry, * she sa1d “We've run out of cream and sugar. So many |
people.” :
l‘Yes ”

He rmght have added that he didn’t mind, he hked his coffee black.
But the words were heavy, the effort to.form them seemed too great.

Perhaps they wouldn’t have come out right, anyhow; perhaps he'd ‘

- have said the coffee was good, the smiell of it was good because 1t filled
the hollows of time. ‘He wasn’t sure what he might have'said. -

“Why don’t you come inside, Mr.. Snyder? Come inside: where its -

;” she urged with the soft insistence he had heard all afternoon,

o How many times had he heard the question this afternoon? Dozens, :
“hundreds of -times: Why don’t you come inside, wart inside, why s

stand out there in the cold?
“NO!” . ° .

. He shoolc his head “not -as further emphasis, but to brush away’ o
 the warm temptation of comfort. And then saw, or thought he 2w, o
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. canyon to find ¢ t what was go
- Any news, any ngws?” And she, the ‘only woma

| for Ius son, hlcé tbe fatbers of }the other boy
. hmd at the cabm, smokmg hxs endkss mgarett

" hifps//digitaliepositary uniedu/mgvol3s/issal23 < s



/

essart: 'Wa,tch'ef of the Dark "

| YES'I'ERDAY MORNING ages ago f;nf vthe warm Anzona sunshme,h;}f;

thm ﬁom many WaShmgS He fussed when hls mother msmted that
he takea sweaterthh him.

“Aw gee, Mom. I'm not a bahy I don t want to look hke a SlSSY .,

“It wﬂl befico‘l“d u ftfhere tomgh ,;}hxs mother sa:d sternly “It’sfff'

shrillness. ]ust ﬁrmﬂ as befitted the daughter ofa Socceceful 'New Yok
attorney. -~

'. ‘But she was no Ionger Mar;one Beme, she was' Mar;one Snyder 1‘ k
- now, wife of that poor Mr. Snyder who stood beside the cabin while -

the fatbers of' ";e‘f 'other boys-—even the fathers of the four boys who*ff

me:‘sqortr of ‘vine mtmtron, foreseen thlS hours before;' &
‘ eg; to sputter oht 1ts futlle, too-late warmngs? e

flhe EI that had ohce been hls home W'hen{ :

o R SRR

“,‘ut:'not 'before wondenng whether
: ad foreseen the cuttmg cold front i

sausage and g:heese, of plckles and pastrarm'







GINA DESSART‘ 1

'fastof nothmg more unpresswe than mght courses at Cxty

% 1le another dream ﬁlled hlS‘ hfe, the attamable dream of"

sron can hlmd :themmd to the poxnt where moonbeams take;ﬂle place -
of the moon. Why reach beyond the rapture of the moment? - -

dream his -.long sensrtlve ﬁngers had spelled out for him. T

“Here, Mr. Snyder. Come‘slt over here,” the woman who was not. o

Mar]one said, gmdmg him

‘into the heat of the cabin. It was crowded

in: the little room. And smoky beyond belief. A thlck blend of wood. -
smioke and tobacco smoke, of acrid steam from the coffeepot, of
 greasy steam from the soup kettle sitting beside the coffee pot on the.
stove, and rancid steam from the bodies of men who had given inat
last to bone—wxltmg weariness. Men who had spent their final ounce of
energy in telling themselves that tomorrow the search would go on. -

The search for two boys lost in the blackness of some hidden can-

yon, lost on a narrow rocky ledge, or under the drifts of the treacher--
_ous, unseasonable snow. Why hadn’t they stayed together, all sxx of o

them? Why had two wandered off by themselves?

- Two boys, two. He tried to remember that there were two of them,;‘ -
~ out there in the bleak night, but his mind refused tohold the picture .

of an unknown youngster. All he could see; in rel

‘ essly sharp focus,.

was the i image of Ronnie, his iboy, his and Marjorie’s. A boy with =~
Marlones ‘brown hair and warm; ,vulnerable mouth, with his grey
eyes, lns small framework of bones But not hlS hands, thank God g

H1s throat: closed agamst the gaggmg smell of beans and hambone |
He shook hlS head : |
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