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Legend of the Mountain Ash

By Ruth Sims

There are places in this world where magic and miracles meet, and when they do a legend is born. This is the story of one such legend, and how it came to be.

In the hills of Appalachia, in a cove that no living man will ever find, is a Mountain Ash unlike any other in the world. It is not one tree but two, twined around each other in the same way that vines twine around a host. It stands as it has for nearly three generations, untouched by wind, rain, frost, or fire, always bearing thick clusters of white flowers and blood red berries. Its flowers and fruit never fall. It will not grow. It will not wither.

The legend of this mountain ash is, as many legends are, a story of love and loss, sacrifice and redemption.

* * *

1921

Ethan Drumm sighed with satisfaction and reached out to tousle Davy’s dark hair, flinching a little as he did so, from the pain that would never go away, pain that was courtesy of a German bayonet thrust into his shoulder in Belleau Wood, five years before. The luckiest bayonet wound of the war, he thought. If he hadn’t been wounded he would not have been evacuated by the Friends Ambulance Unit, would not have ended up in a British military hospital, and he would not have seen Davy.

His beautiful English Davy. Slim, gentle, with the courage of a lion, silently bearing the constant abuse heaped on him. “Slacker,” “coward,” and “conchie” were the kindest names Davy and the other C.O.s were called by the men they helped care for. Ethan fell head over heels in love for the first time in his life. He was surprised to learn that Davy was not religious, but was against killing as a matter of conscience. When the war was over he convinced Davy to join him in America, in the Appalachians where he had been born and raised. Davy’s family had turned their backs on him because he refused to fight, and Ethan’s family were all dead. They had only themselves to please, and so Davy joined him.

Davy first saw the mountains in the spring, when the dogwood was in bloom, and the redbuds seemed to throw a pale purple mist over the slopes. A little later came crimson azalea and pink laurel and rhododendrons splashing vast areas with dense color. There were more shades of green than he had ever imagined, even though he had grown up in a green country. Davy fell in love with Ethan’s hills.
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