


photographer’s
stall caught
my attention,
and one print
in particular
interested me:
the photo of
a long, empty
}_‘a”Way with uneven floorboards and
light pouring in from doors on either
side. There were others, too: of rooms
with peeling paint, and a table with
broken leg sinking into the floor. These
eerie images reminded me of houses
long abandoned and left to rot. Like a
typical journalist (I’d graduated with
a journalism degree the year before),
I wanted to know their stories The
photographer, Cora, a woman in her
505, told me that she’d taken the
photos at Bannack—2 ghost town in

Montana.
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anyone 1 was atone, because a girl alone
1s never safe. I took all of this advice and

tried to follow it. I set up my tent, and
when I couldn’t get my fire started I gave
up, instead of asking the guys next door
if they could help me out.

While I was hiking a five-mile mountain
trail, a man started talking to me, and

I found myself telling him that my
boyfriend was waiting at the car, because
he didn’t want to hike. I mentioned my
boyfriend frequently, but we also talked
about the landscape as it morphed from
swamp to old growth forest, to ta_ll dea.d
trees. He told me about other trails he’d
hiked, and I listened, happy for company,
but still wary of a stranger; focused on

his every move.
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We drove north for 3 couple of hour
and left the Camper at the Bannack i
State Park camping area before checkin
out the town. Cora, eyeing my pathf:ticg
point-and-shoot camera, offered me
her ba;kup: big, professional, and with
the ability to take amazing photos. I
wrapped the cord around the back of
my neck and made my way carefully
through the ghost town, terrified I'd
break the borrowed device.

The town itself was flat. A dirt road

ran down the center, with old houses
on either side. Wide hills rolled up and
away from town. The sky was Montana-
big: blue and cloudless. I was new to
the west, and so much space left me
feeling exposed. I missed my gray-
soaked skyline.

In the first house we visited, a closet
door swung slowly open and closed,
although there was no breeze and the
room didn’t feel angled. We spent

hours walking around, going into and
out of the dilapidated structures and
taking photographs, making up stories
about who had lived here and what they

had been like.

Later, ] would see ghosts everywhere in
the purple spots in my photos: above the
20-foot-long stove in Hotel Meade, in
front of a creaking shed door, nextto a

iant bush of sagebrush, and hovering in
the dark of that first house’s closet. There
were orbs of light in the pictures I took
of a run-down house whose walls were
bleeding yellow gunk and old newspapers.
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There were no orbs in the pictures I
took of a junk-filled shack on the hill,
where the girls put their faces in a
window framed by a frayed half-curtain
and yellow newspaper, or in a photo of
Angela staring at me through the bars
of a jail cell. | 8ot a picture of Shawng
in her copper hair and all-black outfie
with her head angled down, glaring

Up at me; she’s standing in a doorway,
and the walls behind her are peeling
lwallpaper that looks Jike paint. Whep

I said, “Shawna looks really demonic
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These potential ghost sightings were
thrilling and frightening. (Later,

my boyfriend would scoff at my
excitement about the orbs, calling
them a mere trick of light—typical
solar flares.) And hanging out with
Angela and Shawna was fun; they
could have been
and Cora 3 distant aunt.
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