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T HE hamlets and havens of the Mormon West
seem to lend themselves to a unique
dichotomy. The land is harsh and

drinking, with a passion and swagger to its brawling
vastness. The Church is a spinster--orderly, prim, self-
sufficient--with a skill for the meticulous handiwork
displayed in embroidered fields, tightly-knit families,
and well-woven formulas for happiness. The binding
thread is unraveled from the tapestry of western life and
winds through green foothills and prudent villages,
stretching midway between a town’s tavern and its
temple, eventually becoming an intangible tightrope
from which hangs many a tale.

Frank Terrie Sr., former Mormon bishop and present
Mormon patriarch, spoke philosophically to a group of
longtime friends gathered one summer afternoon in a
sunlit corner of Terrie’s wide veranda, a vantage point
from which he had viewed the spiritual holdings--field,
furrow, and fencepost--of himself and his neighbors for
over forty years. "Before you judge a man you should
consider his roots," Frank noted to his listeners. "This is
a coarse land; it produces coarse people. Spirituality
refines, and there’s the rub."

Terrie’s remarks surprised no one. The men nodded
collective agreement. As bishop and now as patriarch,
Frank Terrie had both the duty and the inclination to
make such observations. And now, after finally relin-
quishing the running of his ranch to his sons, or at least
to one of them, he also had the time. There were those of
his friends present, however, who privately believed
that the real reason Frank Terrie Sr. was recently given
to such speculations about taverns and temples was that,
in spite of everything, Frank Terrie Jr. looked very good
indeed in a black hat.

"When God said ’Be ye in the world but not of the
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world’ He wasn’t thinking of Wyoming," Frank
continued with his tongue only half way inhischeek. "A

fellow here’s got grit under his nails and a gleam in his
eye, and he gets them both from Wyoming, this land,
this place. Sometimes when I give a young man a
blessing, a patriarchal blessing, I lay my hands on his
head and I feel Wyoming in him. So much of what has
been, what he is, and what he will become, relates to it."

The brethern nodded and thought of Frank Jr.
"I’m a patriarch. I have deep convictions, but I’ve felt it.

Coffee--hot, black, steaming in a tin cup. The chill of the
range out here on a gray morning was made for that."

And the men thought again of Frankie, so much a part
of a cold clear dawn that his high cheek bones seemed
naturally windburned under his shadowy stubble.

"And then there’s the music of the land," Terrie
continued, getting still closer to home. "Somehow I hear
it in a steel guitar rather than a harp."

The men smiled at the obvious.
"Sweet painful steel. I remember as a boy it used to

make me ache inside, like a moaning wind or a woman
crying. Faded Love, Whispering Pines. Where are all those old
songs? They used to have dances down at the lake every
summer. You remember, George? They’d play those
songs. You have to go to the Teewinott to hear them
n ow. ’"

The men were silent, knowing that Frank Jr. could
slide steel as smooth as silk and make a new generation
of young men ache as they listened red-eyed from the
Teewinott bar stools.

Frank gestured at the wide expanse of meadows and
mountains in front of him and muttered, "This land
makes you want to curse and cry in the same breath." He
laughed suddenly, quietly. "But one is a sin and the other
don’t do no good."

Again his companions smiled. They felt more
comfortable. But the change in tone also seemed to
signal the end to the conversation, and the men, after
exchanging a few lighter words, began to casually
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disperse. Terrie shook their hands, waved ~ast tomorrow before he comes? And don’t let
watched them go, knew their thoughts. Lee Chantey there
¯ . . got a boy Frankie’s age who’s been on a mission and married and
is busy providing Lee with a passel of grandchildren for his old age.
He feels sorry for me because of Frankie. And Bill Dolan there getting
into the pickup. He lost his boy len years ago in the war. The kid was
eighteen, and everytime Bill gets to the pulpit he swears the boy’s
belier off not having to face the "temptations of the world today.’

Terrie rubbed his eyes, wearily resigned to the
recurring twinge of guilt he always felt at knowing, at
admitting to himself, that he would take a "tainted" son
over a dead one any day. Tainted? Frankie? That was the
irony here in this country which demanded so much of
what Frank Jr. had in excess. "Besides," Terrie called
defensively to the back dust of Bill Dolan’s departing
truck, "there’s Jason." He finished the sentence lamely,
feeling a gentle touch on his shoulder. Margaret, his
wife, slipped her hand through his arm and smiled at his
glance.

"What about Jason?" she said softly.
He pressed her hand against his sleeve and looked up

at her intently. "I was just thinking how much he favors
you," he said, touching her cheek. "Smooth, fine-
featured .... "

Margaret met his gaze. "In this country," she observed
quietly, "it’s better for a boy to ’favor’ his father rather
than his mother . . . supper’s ready." She waited as he
pushed himself up from his chair and then kept her arm
in his while they moved across the porch. "How are the
men?" she asked. "Lee? George? Did I hear Virgil
Tuckman out here, too?"

"Yeah, Virg stopped by. He’s been put in as bishop
over at Ashton. Did you know?"

"Oh, I hadn’t heard." Margaret still held his arm.
"It’ll be good for Virg... good for Ashton, too." Frank

shut the screen door behind them as Margaret moved
away from him into the kitchen. "Frankie comin’ for
dinner?" he asked, taking his place at the table.

"I doubt it. It’s Saturday. He’ll come about eight to
shower and shave, but I’m sure he’ll want to eat uptown
as usual." There was no rancor in her voice, he noted,
no wistfulness. He often wondered if she were as
resigned about Frankie as she appeared to be.

She sat down beside him as he blessed the food. When
he had finished she said, "I’m so pleased about Virg.
Donna must be so proud. Of course, Virg always was a
good man." She smoothed the napkin neatly across her
lap.

"Yes, he was always a good man," said Frank, picking
up his fork, "but now that he’s stopped neglecting the
spiritual side of his life, he’ll be an even better one."

Margaret nodded. "By the way, Clark Ripplinger
called to make an appointment for a blessing tomorrow
afternoon. I told him two o’clock."

"Clark Ripplinger?" Frank was still preoccupied.
"Jim and Stella’s youngest boy. I think he just

graduated from high school this spring."
"Oh, yes, Clark. Sure I know him. Did you tell him to

me forget, either. I’ll need the preparation."
"Did you see Jason’s letter?" Margaret gestured with

her napkin. "It’s on the piano. Seems he’s going to need a
little more preparation too.., for graduate school. He’s
afraid he may have to take another German class to
brush up."

"German?" Frank did not look up from his plate. "I
thought he was in English. English literature."

"He has to have a foreign language too."
"So what’s he looking at then, another semester?"
"At least a heavier load, more hours."Margaret began

clearing the dishes. "He says Penny’s had a little morning
sickness but feels pretty good now."

Frank pushed away from the table. He picked up
Jason’s letter from the piano, took a pair of glasses from
his shirt pocket, and began skimming the neatly written,
errorless sentences.

"... I’ve been doing some preparatory work for my
seminar in Milton this summer.., maybe you remember
Paradise Lost . . . marvelous, lofty poetry. Dad will
probably laugh at my enthusiasm for such things, as
always. But tell him it’s a little like the spiritual reverie
he feels when he’s giving someone a patriarchal blessing.
It allows us to touch a higher level . . . uplifting, even
holy. Dad will understand that."

Frank let the letter fall and moved away almost
involuntarily toward the large picture window which
opened the room to the west. He looked across the fields
to the craggy mountains that symbolized his earth. He’d
derived his own spiritual energy from them rather than
from books. Perhaps he was resentful because Jason had
not done that, because he had gone elsewhere, to some
well-manicured college campus to get what he could
have gotten here. Frankie had let the land take hold of
him. Jason never had and he’d never become comfortable
with it. "Dad will understand,’" Jason had written. The
words pinched, for they reminded him of his own to
Frankie not more than a month before.

"I can’t understand for the life of me what Jason is
going to do with himself," he had said. They were out on
the range together, he and Frankie, in the cool Wyoming
spring. "English literature. What on earth does a fellow
do with a degree in English literature?"

Frankie had answered around the steam of his coffee
cup. "I dunno, but Jason never cared much for buckin’
bales, I’ll tell ya that."

Frank sat in his favorite chair now, in front of the
picture window, and tried to relive that conversation. He
cherished his evenings on the range with Frankie. He
liked watching the young man take charge, punch, pull,
and drive, and then relax with his day’s work painted in
dust and sweat on his clothes. He had looked at his son
that night through the orange glow of the camp fire and
felt proud and comfortable and happy.

"Penny’s pregnant again, you know. Jason will have
two children to support and three years to go in school
and no prospects when he graduates."
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Frankie had watched the flames snap\~-~w~ile ~e~"considered this. "His mission put him behind a couple of
years," he observed, trying not to sound sarcastic in
front of his father. Terrie let the comment slide,
reluctant to sacrifice Frankie’s warm manner to a
sermon.

"Your mother and I have been thinking of having
Jason drop out of school for awhile . . . come back here
and work on the ranch just until he gets his feet on the
ground again."

Frankie rested his coffee cup on his knee and blew at
the steam. "Naw, he’d just get hay fever," he said
quietly. "Jason’s no hand with stock. He hates horses.
He’d walk around all thumbs and be miserable as hell.
Just let him be. He’ll get by. We’ll get a good price for the
beef this year. His cut oughta get him through."

Frank felt his heart swell.
"Hell," said Frankie, "with what I make at the Teewin-

ott, I don’t need any more money. Jason’s got a wife to
think about."

"You need to think about that, too," Frank suggested
carefully.

Frankie laughed as he always did when the subject was
mentioned. "Dad, you know I’m having too much fun to
get married. I ain’t gonna settle for one ’til I’ve seen ’em
all."

"Frank . . . Frank, are you asleep7" It was Margaret
from behind him in the doorway.

He turned. "No, just thinking. Did Frankie come in?"
"He’s changing clothes. He’ll be down in a minute."

She crossed the room to him, an envelope in her hand.
"I’ve written to Jason. Do you want to add anything
before I seal it?"

He took the letter, adjusted his glasses, and read
Margaret’s warm, newsy sentences, directed more, it
seemed to Penny than to Jason, and, after some ponder-
ing, finally scrawled on the bottom of the last page,
"Good luck with Milton and Paradise Lost, Love Dad."
He folded the letter, replaced it in the envelope, and
sealed it, wondering vaguely why he felt somewhat
drained at so slight a task.

"Got about two hundred foot of fence busted out
down on the creek road," Frankie’s clear voice floated
into the room ahead of him as he appeared in the
doorway, resplendent and clean in the glitter of a white
shirt interwoven with silver threads and tapered to
accent his broad shoulders and trim, flat waist. "I figure
about six, seven head tore it out and got lost up west of
there in the draw. I only found four."

"I’ll ride up there with you in the morning," said Frank.
"We’ll take a look."

"Just so you’re back by two," Margaret reminded him.
She was looking at Frankie, smoothing his collar,
admiring him.

"Well, Ma, you think this old cowpoke looks good
enough for town?"

"You look just fine, doesn’t he, Frank? One of these
nights you’ll have to take me to the Teewinott with you.

I’d love to hear you play. Really, I would. It’s been a long
time. Your dad could come. We could dance .... "

Frankie laughed and hugged her. "The Teewinott is no
place for a lady, Mother," he smiled, "and certainly not a
patriarch."

Then it’s no place for you either, Frank wanted to say, but he
bit his tongue. "Ladies maybe, patriarchs never," he
remarked with humor in his voice if not in his heart.

Frankie’s arm was still around his mother’s waist as
she walked with him toward the door. "I’ll lug the steel
home one of these days, Ma, and give you a private
concert all your own."

Frank listened to the music in their voices as he
followed them out and pressed close to Margaret’s side
while she waved Frankie out of the yard and down the
road into the twilight. "He’s a happy young man," she
said, still following Frankie’s pickup with her eyes. Frank
was somewhat surprised by the comment. Frankie was
not living right, not "honoring his .priesthood," not
attending to things spiritual. He couldn’t really be
happy, not really. Yet there was a finality in Margaret’s
voice, as if she actually believed what she said. Frank felt
obliged to argue, but the best he could do was question.
"I wonder how long it will last."

Margaret, still smiling, shrugged and turned toward
the front door. "I really would like to go and see him play
sometime," she said, going in.

Frank lingere~ On the veranda for several minutes,
leaning against the rail, kneeling to straighten a step
board that had been jarred out of place, even settling
momentarily into the porch swing. Finally he went into
the house and reached for his jacket in the entry closet.
Margaret looked up questioningly from her mending in
the rocker. "I think I’ll take a drive into town," he
explained, putting on the jacket.

"This late?"
"Just for a drive. Would you like to come along?"
"No, I don’t think so." She hesitated. ’But why don’t

you take Jason’s letter and mail it? It’s on the piano."
Frank picked up the envelope and stuffed it inside his

coat, and as Margaret returned to her sewing he said, "I
won’t be gone long."

He drove. He bounced aimlessly for awhile and then
found the rutted road to the top of the bluff which
overlooked his home, his village, his valley. He stopped
there, got out of th~(~ car, stepped to the edge of the hill,
and surveyed it all, taking in everything he could with
his eyes, his lungs, his heart, and soul. He had always
liked this spot. From here he felt a man could touch both
earth and sky. The thought came to him now that a man
was always doing just that. Feet on the ground,
shoulders in the sky. A man standing on the ground
alone was always part of both, but always between,
always in the middle, a horizon unto himself. He
thought of his own spiritual leanings, his own bent to
the stars--his mission, his miracles, the holiness he’d felt
in the temple, in pronouncing blessings. He knew there
was something. He’d felt it. Long ago he’d determined to
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rush of emotion and fervor in religion, in what he felt to small band. Charlie Curtis poked Frank in the ribs as he
be righteous living. He could not, would not give it up.

As he drove into town the glowing sign above the
Teewinott colored his vision of the street. All night, he
knew, he had been following a pleasant urge, the need to
see Frankie, to talk to him, to be with him, even on his
own ground. Parking in front of the Teewinott, he
hesitated, progressing slowly, a man unaccustomed to
neon lights and swinging doors. Finally he reached the
well-lighted cafe side of the club, clean, respectable,
neutral ground. He lingered just inside for several
moments looking at the darkened doorway of the
tavern. He read the sign above the door: No Minors
Allowed. He heard the music, fine, wailing, country
music. Frankie’s music. Finally, resolutely, he walked
toward it through the door.

The Teewinott was an old establishment. Even Frank
could remember shooting pool in the afternoons there as
a youngster. But the sight that greeted him now bore no
resemblance to his memories of the rickety walls and
uneven hardwood floor of the early days. The place
reminded him of a luxurious living room, carpeted
except for a small dance floor, plush with red cushions
and rich mahogany decor, centerpieced by a large
fireplace (cold now for summer), fine music, tinkling
glasses, tinkling voices. Moreover, as his eyes became
accustomed to the dimness, he discovered a friendly sea
of familiar faces. "Howdy, Bishop," called Charlie Curtis
from a nearby table. "Hey, Bishop, pull up a chair," said
someone else near him. Jim Corning came over to shake
his hand. Dorothy Gibbons, a widow friend of
Margaret’s, accidently bumped him as her date pushed
her through the crowd to the dance floor. "Why hello,"
she said, with twinkling surprise. He nodded in a self-
conscious way to all of them and quickly found a chair.
All he wanted was to catch sight of Frankie up front with
the band.

A flouncy barmaid, her bulging breasts reeking with
strong perfume, suddenly appeared in his line of vision.
"What’ll it be?" she asked. He ordered a Seven-Up.
"Straight seven’ll be the same price as a regular shot,"
she reminded him, "a buck fifty." Frank frowned. "This
ain’t no soda shop," the girl smiled. Frank nodded and the
girl disappeared, and suddenly, in her place, was the
broad-shouldered white silk shirt with the silver
threads.

Frankie stuck out his hand. "Hi Dad. I saw you come
in." Frank clasped the hand warmly. It felt good. "Could
we play something for you?" Frankie asked. "Anything
special?"

"You choose something," answered Frank, drawing a
blank and stuttering.

"Okay. Hey, I’ve got to get back, but maybe we can talk
later, huh?"

"Sure, Son, I’d like that," Frank replied.
Frankie left and when the barmaid returned she said

the Seven-Up was paid for. "Don’t he play good,

passed. "That kid of yours sure brings the pain out of the
steel," he said.

Frank became uncomfortable as he waited. The crowd
grew loud and began showing its liquor. Smoke hung
stale around the table. Frank coughed. He grew
impatient. The music, no longer soft and pleasant, began
to drum on his temples. The band had taken some breaks
between numbers, but Frankie had not come back. Frank
grew restless. The smoke burned his eyes. He tried to
catch his son’s attention and once he thought he’d
succeeded, for the young man seemed to nod in return.
Still, he did not approach the table again, even during
intermission.

Finally, Frank stood, pushed through the people
behind him, and headed for the door. Perhaps, he
thought, Frankie would see him leave as he had seen him
come, and follow him out. He was unspeakably glad to
get back into the cafe, back into the light. The place was
nearly deserted. Two young waitresses giggled together
at a booth in the corner, having few customers to serve.
There was, in fact, only one, and Frank was still standing
under the ’No Minors Allowed’ sign above the tavern
door when he met the plaintive stare of Clark Ripplinger
sitting in one of the cafe’s back booths eating a
hamburger. The boy’s face was expressionless,
unaccusing, but Frank felt his eyes following him all the
way to the parking lot.

The air outside was cool and crisp. A light rain had
begun to fall, refreshing him, and he was reluctant to get
into the car. He longed for Frankie to come. They could
talk out here, here in the fresh rain. He waited until the
storm worsened finally, forcing him inside the car. Even
there he waited, watching the Teewinott neon drip like
water colors across his windshield. He only momentarily
considered returning to the tavern. The fresh air made
that prospect doubly revolting. Finally he turned the key
and decided to head home, defeated, a hollow, empty
place in the pit of his stomach. He tried to shift his
thoughts, clear his mind. He sighed and straightened his
shoulders resolutely against the seat as he drove. There
were other things ....

He had reached the end of Main Street, past the post
office, before he remembered the letter, Jason’s letter,
stuffed in his jacket. He turned and drove back, moving
tentatively up beside the street deposit box in front of
the old rock building. He took the letter out and looked at
it before reaching toward the mailbox outside his
window. "There’s still Jason," he thought aloud with a
slight sense of relief. But the iron flap on the mailbox
was stuck, and Frank finally had to get out and force it
open in the drenching rain before he could slip Jason’s
letter inside at last.
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