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Antelope, CA

The Demon of Despair

By

Bart Brevik

It was a strange place – downright weird, even.

In all of my travels, I’d never stumbled upon a place like this. And that’s basically what I’d done – stumbled upon it.

The long road trip to Colorado from my former home in So Cal was boring; just me alone with my thoughts and my I-Pod.  I was just looking for a place to stop in for a decent meal. Afterwards, I planned to power through into the evening until I arrived in Vail.

The winter resort job fair was tomorrow, and I hoped to get hired for the long ski season. If not Vail, there was always Copper Mountain, Telluride, and others I could try. Anywhere but California.

My recent problems with a certain young lady made an out-of-state gig seem highly desirable. Not that I was burning the bridge to Cali behind me, but I needed a break – a break from her, from home ... and I needed to catch a good break in my life in general. I was ripe for a change.

The little township was on my Auto Club map, just a tiny circle with the name Despair, Colorado in small letters next to it. I took an obscure exit off the Interstate Seventy, and followed the cracked blacktop two-lane country road toward the stark hills. I was getting hungry since I hadn’t made a pit stop in a few hours, and there wasn’t a major town coming up on the interstate for quite awhile. Even small towns have  restaurants or diners of some sort, so I decided to take a chance.

Turning left off the exit, I saw a small green sign on the roadside that said Despair – 4mi.

The  late  afternoon  sun  rays  of  November

assaulted my face through the windshield, making it hard to see as I drove up the moldering asphalt. The road condition seemed to get worse the further I went. No other cars shared the road with me going toward Despair, nor did any pass me going the other direction.

The only living things to be seen were the aspen trees with their yellowed and rust-orange turning leaves, and the ponderosa pines. The earth was otherwise barren and still.

I began to wonder. I sure hope this isn’t an abandoned ghost town, I thought.  The map didn’t show that it was. There wasn’t even a gas station at the interstate exit.

I looked at my cell phone. Great – no service.

Coming around a bend in the road, I looked up and saw what appeared to be a small, sad-looking old town built on the side of the foothills. Off to the right of the road were the remains and tailings of some kind of mining activity; probably an old worked-out silver  mine.  This  tired  old  town,  aptly  named Despair,  was  undoubtedly the last  remnant  of that mine.

Broken down, rusting equipment, abandoned trucks with the windows broken out, and a few old corrugated metal shacks dotted the austere field on the right side of the road. Not a tree, nor even a single blade of grass grew on that foreboding lot.

Despair - good name for the town, I thought to myself.

I slowed down, and guided my aging Honda Accord up the twisting road into town. I passed a number of dilapidated, fifties-era single-story houses along the uphill serpentine path, but saw not a soul. Nobody was around; at least, none that I could see.

Strangely, I felt a queer sensation as if wary eyes were watching me pass by from behind the windows of those darkened bungalows. I couldn’t see any people, but I sensed their presence. The whole place had  the  feel  of  an  abandoned  ghost  town,  but  it wasn’t quite dead – not yet.

What kind of people live in a place like this? I wondered. What do they do, and why would they stay here?

At the top of the hill, the road flattened out and became a business district of sorts, which consisted of  a  drug  store,  a  gas  station,  a  couple  specialty shops, and a diner.

Hallelujah! – Food.

By now, it was getting near twilight time, and there were a few people walking swiftly about on the street, as if they were late for something. I parked on a side street and got out, and headed to the drug store to get a few items for my trip.

The few people I passed on the street did not greet me – instead they regarded me with distaste as if I were a leper. I stopped to inspect my reflection in the glass of a storefront to see if I had a hanging booger, or maybe food stuck in my teeth.

Nope – all good. What the heck are they staring at?

I went into the drug store and bought toothpaste, a snicker’s bar, and a Red Bull. The store clerk kept looking at his watch in a way that prompted me to check out sooner than I would have liked.

“Are you closing soon, or what?”  I asked the middle-aged bald proprietor.

“Yep,” he replied, looking out the window at the dusky sky. “You’re the last customer.”

Geez – only in a small town like this, I marveled. It wasn’t even six in the evening yet.

I stepped out onto the sidewalk, and saw people rushing around, glowering at the darkening sky. In a matter of moments, everyone had dispersed, and I was alone on the street. I heard a few cars driving away, then everything went silent as if I were the only man in town.

The store proprietor and the clerk must have left through their back door to the alley, because when I looked back into the store, the lights were off and they were gone.

Weird, I said to myself.

I walked over to the diner, which was in the next block. As
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