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thing sinister, mysterious, not just
something standing in ancient
abandon and disuse, but standing
with old and solemn purpose,
guarding some inhabitant secret.

He did not get the water. He did
not make himself breakfast. He was
more disturbed than afraid. There
was some logical explanation, he
was sure. And he was going to find
out just what it was. He went di-
rectly to his jeep, leaving his water
pail in the middle of the street.

It was more than an hour’s drive
to New Cabin Creek. Driving out
of the ghost town, he encountered
several miles of rugged, unpaved
road. Once he reached the highway
however, he was able to make good
time.

New Cabin Creck had been built
on the crest of a hill. It was not a
large town, but it was modern,
with some small industry. Alan fol-
lowed the highway’s endless streak
of white line into town and pulled
into a parking area.

Yesterday, he had made the ac-
quaintance here of a rather old man
who had been sitting on a bench
across the street from New Cabin
Creek’s gas station. The old man—
his name was Bill Dodge—had
evinced some interest when Alan
told of planning to live in Cabin
Creek for a year. But then their con-
versation had drifted away from the
ghost town into other channels.
Now Alan would seek out the old
man and ask him some questions.

Crossing the street, he saw the

FOOTPRINTS IN A GHOST TOWN

old man. And Bill Dodge was quite
an old man, close to eighty, small
and stooped, with an unkempt
thatch of white hair. The old man
wore a string-tie and a vest over his
white shirt. He saw Alan crossing
toward him and waved a friendly
hand.

“Hello,” Dodge said as Alan
stepped onto the curb.

“I'm glad 1 caught you,” Alan
said. “I'd like to talk to you.”

The old man gave him a look of
shrewd appraisal, his blue eyes, al-
most hidden bencath thick white
eyebrows, kmdlmgr a lively interest.

“Can we sit somewhere?” Alan
asked.

They went to the bench. The old
man, although no longer spry, had
nevertheless retained a sharp, tough
mind.

“Want to talk about Cabin Creek,
do you?” he said.

“How did you know?” Alan
asked, smiling.

“You've got a look about you. As
if there’s something you don’t un-
derstand. A ghost town can give a
man that look, if he’s sensitive
cnough.”

“Did you cver live in Cabin
Creek ?”

“Of course. I was a young man
during its tail-end years. It only had
about a six-year boom, though that’s
a lot longer than most of them. I
came down from Wyoming.I missed
out in the silver strike, but I stayed
on. The town didn’t die that quick.
After the strike it was a nice place.
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Wiex Rex Doolittle first came to
me with his screwy play that he'd


















































































































