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As I was driving south a few months ago from Jackson toward Cora beneath the Wind River Range in western Wyoming, I noticed a herd of antelope grazing in a pasture, separated by a barbed-wire fence from the blacktop that stretched in a diminishing V toward the distant mountains like an image on an eye chart. Since I had never been to Wyoming before and had no idea how untamed it still was, I assumed I had come upon a zoo or the private herd of an eccentric rancher. It didn't occur to me that in Wyoming the buffalo still roam, the deer and the antelope play and the skies are not cloudy all day. 

''Those antelope with the little pointed horns,'' I asked my friend Tim Boyd later that day at the kitchen table in the ranch house where he cooks some of the best barbecue I've ever eaten, ''who owns them?'' 

''Nobody owns them -- they're wild,'' said Tim, a former Marine Corps helicopter crew chief in Vietnam and a husky part-time cowboy, full-time ranch manager and brilliant cook. ''Like those,'' he added, nodding toward two bull moose a hundred feet or so away drinking from the far side of the Green River that curves past the ranch house. A beaver, its nose barely breaking the surface, paddled upstream, and an eagle circled lazily under a sky as blue as Robert Redford's eye. 

''Doctor Dolittle,'' I thought, and in the next moment despaired of my etiolated vision that made it impossible for me to see these creatures as living things in a real landscape and not images from books and films and popular songs, as if a pop artist and not nature had created them. I had had this problem from the time I arrived in Jackson earlier that week. Nothing looked real -- not the lordly Tetons, not the buffalo herds, not the vast Yellowstone sky with its silvery clouds reflected in mountain lakes, not even Old Faithful with its frieze of tourists taking snapshots. My eye, having learned to see these images in John Ford movies, cigarette ads and Ansel Adams photographs, was deformed beyond repair, like the bound feet of Chinese women. 

I first noticed this phenomenon years ago when I visited Van Gogh's hospital room in Saint-Remy and saw not the perfectly aligned walls, ceiling and floor of a simple chamber with its narrow bed but the skewed perspective that Van Gogh had taught me to see. The same thing happened later as we passed the ranks of iris swords ranged alongside the road to Arles. Tourists who visit New York must have a similar problem, seeing the city not as the familiar background to everyday life but as a picture postcard or TV drama, as if the city for them were a film -- a performance -- rather than a place. 

''You gotta like being by yourself'' to live out here, Tim told me as the shy moose disappeared into the willows on the far side of the river. From Thanksgiving to April, snow covers the six-foot-high fence posts, the temperature falls to minus 30 or sometimes 40, the cattle have been moved to their winter pasture and the ranches are mostly deserted except for their caretakers. When Tim and his wife, Diane, travel the two miles to the plowed highway for their biweekly trips to Jackson for supplies, they race their snowmobile at 60 miles per hour to keep from sinking into the soft snow. In midwinter, they visit their families in California, Kansas and Massachusetts. The rest of the time they like being by themselves. 

Tim taught himself to cook when he was 15 and his mother went away to college, leaving him and his father to fend for themselves. After serving in Vietnam, he and a partner owned some fast-food franchises in the Midwest. Later he managed Bubba's Bar-B-Que in Jackson, cooked at a dude ranch and finally came to rest in his present job, where for half a year or more he and Diana can be by themselves. The family they work for is in residence only during July and August. Fortunately, the Boyds enjoy the long, lonely winters. 

Tim is a powerful cook with a delicate touch. His flavors are strong and subtle. If he didn't value his privacy, he could run the best restaurant in Jackson, maybe in all of Wyoming. It is Tim more than Diane who prefers being alone. Diane is quick to smile. Tim is taciturn at first and, even when he warms up, seems uncomfortable with visitors in his kitchen. I prefer company when I cook, but I understood Tim's feelings and kept my distance. The recipes that follow are Tim's. Since I wasn't in the kitchen when he prepared them, I can't be sure the technique is also his, but the results are much the same. 

For Tim's barbecued brisket, I smoked the meat for six hours over a very low flame on top of the stove in a Camerons smoker. The Camerons is designed for hot-smoking, but if you are willing to check the temperature periodically and drain the drip pan, it will work perfectly as a cold-smoker. For those who would rather not spend the afternoon fussing with a cold-smoker, Tim has supplied an alternative technique. 

Six pounds of brisket were more than enough for our two guests and their two children. Leftovers the next day made elegant sandwiches. The ribs, falling off the bone, were gone at once. Tim's sauces are magical. Serve them with the cole slaw of your choice. Mine was simply cabbage that was shredded and then cut against the grain into a moderate dice, carrots diced small, bell peppers and sweet onions chopped medium fine, salt and celery seed. I boiled some white vinegar and sugar together with a little peanut oil and poured it over the cabbage mixture. When the dressing had cooled, I added two cups or so of Hellmann's mayonnaise and let the cole slaw drain in the refrigerator for a few hours. 

Winter came early to the Wind River Range. Diane wrote in mid-September that it had already snowed -- ''ugh'' -- in the mountains while she and Tim were loading hay. But ''the moose are GREAT. We've had three bulls and a cow roaming around the yard. One huge bull is not intimidated at all. Annie [their dog] ran him out of the garden and over the fence, and then our three horses ran him into the willows. He was back the next day.'' 

Tim Boyd's Barbecued Brisket 

For the dry rub: 
2 1/2 tablespoons chili powder 
2 tablespoons garlic powder 
2 tablespoons coarse ground black pepper 
1 tablespoon salt 
1 tablespoon sugar 
1 tablespoon dry mustard 
1 tablespoon onion powder 
13- to 4-pound brisket, top cut, fat trimmed 

For the brisket sauce: 
1 cup tomato sauce 
1 cup ketchup 
1/2 cup strong brewed coffee 
1/2 cup molasses 
1/2 cup apple-cider vinegar 
1/2 cup Worcestershire sauce 
1 tablespoon hot sauce 
1 teaspoon salt 
1 teaspoon garlic powder 
1 teaspoon chili powder 
1 teaspoon ground black pepper 
1 teaspoon liquid smoke (optional) 
1/2 teaspoon onion powder. 

1. Place powdered hickory in a Camerons smoker according to the manufacturer's directions. Tuck into the pan a cooking thermometer that has a low enough register to read 160 degrees. 

2. To make the dry rub, combine the ingredients in a medium bowl and mix well, pressing with the back of a spoon to remove any lumps. 

3. Rub the brisket with the dry rub. Place the brisket into the smoker and slide the cover almost completely closed. Place over low heat until wisps of smoke appear, close the cover tightly and smoke for 6 hours, making sure the temperature never exceeds 160 degrees. (Check the thermometer every half-hour.) Drain off liquid from the drip pan after the first, third and fifth hours. 

4. Preheat oven to 275 degrees. Remove brisket from the smoker and wrap in a double thickness of heavy-duty foil, sealing it tightly. Place the packet fat side down on a baking sheet and bake until fork tender, 3 to 4 hours, turning packet over halfway through cooking. 

5. Make the barbecue sauce by combining the ingredients in a pan and mixing well. Heat to boiling, reduce heat and simmer for 30 minutes. 

6. To serve, remove brisket from the foil and place on a cutting board. Cut across the grain into thin slices. Liberally baste with sauce and serve with extra sauce. 

Yield: 4 to 6 servings. 

Note: If you do not have access to a smoker, preheat oven to 350 degrees. Rub brisket with dry rub and place in a roasting pan or casserole just large enough to hold it. Bake, uncovered, 1 hour. Add 2 cups beef stock. Reduce oven to 300 degrees. Cover pan tightly with foil and cook brisket until fork tender, 3 to 4 hours, depending on size. Remove and let stand, covered, 20 minutes. Slice and serve with sauce. 

Tim Boyd's Barbecued Spareribs 

For the dry rub: 
2 cups sugar 
3 tablespoons paprika 
2 tablespoons granulated garlic 
1 tablespoon chili powder 
1 tablespoon onion powder 
8 pounds pork spareribs 

For the sparerib sauce: 
1 32-ounce bottle of ketchup 
2 cups dark brown sugar 
1/2 cup strong brewed coffee 
1/2 cup Worcestershire sauce 
1/4 cup frozen orange juice concentrate, undiluted 
2 tablespoons coarse ground black pepper 
1 tablespoon granulated garlic 
1 tablespoon celery salt. 

1. To make the dry rub, combine the ingredients in a medium bowl and mix well, pressing with the back of a spoon to remove any lumps. 

2. Line a large roasting pan with heavy-duty foil. Rinse the ribs with cold water, pat dry and place in the pan. Rub ribs on all sides and under the flaps on the back with the dry rub. Let stand at room temperature 30 minutes. 

3. Prepare an outdoor grill or preheat the broiler, placing rack in center of oven. Barbecue ribs over medium coals or broil until browned and heated through, about 30 minutes, turning every 6 to 8 minutes and keeping close watch so they don't burn. 

4. Preheat oven to 300 degrees. Return barbecued ribs to the foil-lined pan and wrap tightly with foil or tightly cover broiled ribs in pan. Bake until tender, 1 1/2 to 2 hours. 

5. Meanwhile, make the sparerib sauce by combining the ingredients and mixing well. Heat to boiling, reduce heat and simmer for 30 minutes. 

6. Uncover ribs and baste with sauce. Place ribs, basted side down, on barbecue grill or uncover, baste and place under broiler. Cook until browned and sizzling, baste and turn, keeping a close watch. Cook until browned on second side. 

7. To serve: Cut ribs between bones. Liberally baste with sauce and serve with extra sauce. 

Yield: 8 servings. 

