WILL WAIT FOR YOU
C.L. Nemeth
Sparky lay under the Oak Brush looking down the long hill toward the highway. The Border Collie had been there since early morning, as he had been doing now, for almost two years.
On the day Jimmy Dickerson reached twenty-one he and Sparky had driven the 45 miles to Pecos. Sparky had waited patiently in the pickup cab while Jimmy enlisted in the Marines.
Several weeks later Jimmy began the four mile walk to the highway, sparky, as usual, following along. When they reached the top of Yucca Hill and started down the last mile to the highway, Jimmy stopped, pointed and said, Sparky, stay. Sparky sat but after Jimmy had gone aways, began to follow. Jimmy pointed, and gave the command again. Sparky went back to where he had been and watched as Jimmy reached the road. Then watched, with ears erect, as the bus took in his master and drove away. Sparky stayed until the next evening when thirst, and hunger, drove him back to the ranch. Jimmys mother had fretted over him. But the next day he was gone again. Now, almost two years in sun, wind, snow, rain, Sparky would lie under the Oak Brush, waiting. When a vehicle came down the road he would jump up, ears erect, only to lie back down as the vehicle passed on.
One evening, during a rare downpour of rain, Jimmy's mother heard a scratching at the door, Two A.M. She found Sparky standing there soaking wet shivering. She quickly found some old flour sacks and rubbed him down, then put a blanket behind the cook stove, and Sparky, after eating ravenously, slept until mid-morning when he asked to go out. He was gone again for two days.
Sparky became the news in the county. He was in the weekly paper; the Pecos TV station came out and pictured him lying in his spot. People driving by would look for him and honk. Jimmys Dad, hoping to discourage him, tied him in the yard. Sparky howled and tugged and fought until he was released before he could hurt himself. As soon as the leash was off, he took off for the highway. Jimmys mother wanted to take food and water to him but the father said she should leave him as he is. He always came home before he was to exhausted.
They had written to Jimmy about Sparky, they sent the newspaper clippings, and photos. But Jimmy was far, far away, in Afghanistan.
The vigil began to show on the dog. He lost a lot of weight, they would watch him coming back, at times. His gait was slow and he stopped to rest. But nothing could stop him from his watch for Jimmy[image: ]
It was a cold day in early February. The sun shown, but with little warmth, the wind was cutting. Sparky, by now, had dug his lair so that, as he lay there, only his head was in view. He was dozing, remembering how he and Jimmy used to play and romp.
[image: ]His reverie was broken by the sound of' an engine slowing. Sparky, for the thousandth time, stood and looked clown at the highway. It was a Trailways Bus and it was stopping. He gave his tail a short wag. A tall man, in green, stepped down, turned and pulled a duffel bag and heaved it onto his left shoulder. The bus began to leave.
Sparky wagged several times. This did not look like Jimmy. This man was heavier. He began to walk up the hill toward the ranch road.
Who could this be? Sparky took several steps toward the man, then stopped and returned to his lair. Jimmy had told him to stay. He keened while he watched the man slowly coming. Who could it be? He didn't walk like Jimmy; this man had a measured step. Sparky couldn't help it, he barked.
The man stopped, took the duffel from his shoulder and put it down. He shielded his eyes and peered up the hill.
Sparky barked again, and his tail thumped.
"Sparky. Is that you?
The dog leaped and began to run furiously down the hill, yelping and almost crying. When he was just a short distance from the man, he threw himself into the air and Jimmy caught him full on his chest.
Jimmy sat on the duffel.
"Sparky, Sparky. It's me, it's me."
The dog whined, quivered until he reached Jimmys face then covered him with kisses, drool running down. Jimmy was laughing all the while. He put the dog down, who ran around howling, then would leap into jimmy's arms again. They were there the better part of an hour. By now Jimmy's uniform was in shambles. He didn't care. They started for home.
For a long time, Sparky insisted on being with Jimmy at all times. He even waited patiently outside the shower. They would sit for hours on the hill by Sparky's lair, just sitting. Jimmy would talk to the dog, who wagged and wagged. Jimmy was home.
THE END
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