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t the north end of Bear Lake 
Vdey lies Be~i rgfon ,  Idaho, a quiet 
,Mormon farming community, almost 
Motten,  and steadily declining 
,h% population from the advertised 
,two-hundred inhabitants. The 
weather-cracked sign at the south 
isnd of town will soon have to be 

the small family-inherited 

beyond the Bear River and 
Sherman's Peak, then re- 
to glow from their faces. 

one went home to 
st before I mrned 

3929, still in the haven of the family 
hmestead, a grandson, David 
?&stration by Oatrid Wright's daughter, 
&awn from a photo in a family scrapbook. 

Wright, was born. Of this Benning- 
ton native son A. R. Ammons, 
editor and poet (Hudson Review, 
Poetry), was later to say: 

Aftec several years of mading Wright's 
work, it is my feeling that certain of rhe 
pieces reflect indispensable knowledge, 
talent, and accomp1lshmsnt. The work is 
in the mainstream of the American idiom 
and experience, suggesting, without 
imitating, that part of Mark Twain's 
work which is farthright, unguarded, 
innocent, yet subtle-to me, tire best of 
Twain. While his experience derives from 
the Utah area, . . . there is no Limiting 
regionalism in his work: it has national, 
and, possibly, internakional relevance. . . . 
I feel confident that his contribution m 
American letters can be lastirq. 

That was possibly why the Benning- 
ton scene had seemed so dqsively 
familiar to me. David Wright, un- 
like me, not only felt the ambigu- 
ities of the setting but was able to 
express them. Wright's sensitivity 
enabled him to preserve a part of 
our past that is rapidly slipping 
from us as condominiums replace 
barns, and chicken, coops succumb 
to asphalt. 

Wright was more than a recorder 
of history, hawwer. His stories 
strum the somewhat painful ehords 
of fading memories, recasting our 
ruralness, our culture, and our 
values, and rendering, as in the 
story we print below, characters 
struggling to understand them- 
selves and their faith. 

The quiet village of Bemington 
was to become, in the words of 
Jane Esty, GO-editor of Mutiny 
magazine, the setting for an im- 
portant, original contribution to 
the cultural heritage of the 
American experience. Wright was 
growing and maturing. He was 
pitching hay, milking cows, fishing 
in the Bear River, hiking in the 



, and observing the 

Mormon values 

water, and another 

h w  getting Idled." 
Mkr &#I schou,l graduation, Dave 
@& h e  for Utah State University 
@k8 along with his enthusiasm - &w~qmts-he attended on a track 
I@ i&d scholarship - he began 
Cn- his desire to write. A 
WR of his l i ' s  purpose as a 
wker and reacher began to solidify. 
h who shared Dave's collerge 

accounts of life in small 
apartments and food 

scraped into a communal 

that I had to have 

hwe's st~ong will and fiery spirit 
lars rdhcted in hirs comments on 

this period in his life: "I taught 
very well, got fired, and married 
one of my students- In that order. 
That summer I worked for three 
weeks in a West Yellowstone gocery 
store, I was enraged when the owner 
told me I couldn't sell beer to 
Indians. I sold it to them anyhow, 
and got fired. (I notice that the 
law has been changed now, and the 
Indians don't raise any more 
whoopee than the whites. I told 
the owner it was a stupid law. But 
he wouldn't believe me.)" 

Dave continued to gather material 
and write but recognition of his 
budding talent was slow in coming. 
He wrote, worked, rewrote, and 
reworked many of his pieces, sand- 
wiching in time after work, on 
weekends and holidays, and late 
into the night. After working and 
reworking one such piece, he con- 
mented that "It has been to 48 
magazines and has been returned 
48 times. It is a strange story. 
Nobody seems to like it much- 
not even my wife. But I do." His 
faith in himself (faltering at times), 
strong (if erratic) encouragement 
from friends, and a bumirq desire 
to create kept him alive and 
writing during this period. 

Active duty in the A t  Force in 
1953 took Dave away from Idaho. 
It was while he was in the Air 
Force that he began to be recognized 
as a writer with the play Still the 
Mountain Wind, the result of open- 
ing his memory to an early death 
of a brother. Of this brother he 
later wrote, "One of my brothers 
was very kind, and athletic. I 
wanted to be like him. He died 
July 4, 1936. His death grabbed my 
insides like steel pincers and never 
really loosened up very much until 
I jmed the thing loose in 1955. 



That year, after several previous 
years of trying, I found the right 
form and the words for Rich. Still 
the Mountain Wind was produced 
in 1956, and I saw the performances, 
and that brought a long era to a 
close. Two or three years later I 
rewrote the play into a story called 
"A Summer in the Country." 

The financial responsibilities of a 
growing family 12 Wright to con- 

I 
h u e  his career in the Air Force 
where he was fortunate enough to 
receive various assignments as a 
staff writer, teacher, and to finally 
have a "request granted" for a one- 
year master's program in creative 1, writing at the University of Iowa. 

' Here he continued to write, filling 
I voluminous journals with stories, 

I 
poems, plays, and novels, many 
of which focus on Bennington and 
its "River Saints" (title of a 
Wright poem). 

Following an Air Force tour in 
Iceland-which produced an un- 
published novel - and a tour in 
Saigon, Wright returned home to 
Montgomery, Alabama, excited 
about ideas for yet another novel 
on Vietnam. As Dave outlined and 
documented his findings and ideas 

, for this book to a long-time friend 

DAVID LANE WRIGHT 

"Dave, you're going to make The 
Ugly American look bland!" But 
Dave never finished the novel, 
dying of a heart attack a few months 
later at age thirty-eight. It's hard 
to resist wondering how high this 
light may have flamed, especially 
in view of reviews like the 
following: 

David Wright's genius may exist in the 
fact that he has found the means to 
present such complexities so syrnpathet- 
i c d y  in the prose fiction form. Sensitivity 
in the simple and purity in the sensual, 
when people are involved, are difficult 
beyond measure to capture-and few in 
our time have done it: Salinger, Capote, 
McCullers, and now Wright. 

Most of Wright's work now lies 
unpublished in the archives at Utah 
State University, awaiting an editor/ 
organizer who will "rediscover" to 
publishers the culture and people 
that David Wright tried to preserve 
and understand. 

Reprinted here, "A Summer in the 
Country" first appeared in Mutiny 
magazine in August 1960. It was 
widely accepted and applauded, 
reprinted in Best Articles and 
Stories magazine, and eventually 
recognized on the Roll of Honor of 
Best American Short Stories of 
1961. Other Wright stories appeared 
in 1960 in Arizona Quarterly, The 
Humanist, and Inland magazine. 




