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"
MCKAY sat on the balcony of the little inn that squatted

like a brown gnome among the pines on the eastern shore
of the lake.

It was a small and lonely lake high up in the Vosges; and
yet, lonely is not just the word with which to tag its spirit;
rather was it aloof, withdrawn. The mountains came down
on every side, making a great tree-lined bowl that seemed,
when McKay first saw it, to be filled with the still wine of
peace.

McKay had worn the wings in the world war with honor,
flying first with the French and later with his own country's
forces. And as a bird loves the trees, so did McKay love
them. To him they were not merely trunks and roots,
branches and leaves; to him they were personalities. He was
acutely aware of differences in character even among the
same species—that pine was benevolent and jolly; that one
austere and monkish; there stood a swaggering bravo, and
there dwelt a sage wrapped in green meditation; that birch
was a wanton—the birch near her was virginal, still a dream.

The war had sapped him, nerve and brain and soul.
Through all the years that had passed since then the wound
had kept open. But now, as he slid his car down the vast
green bowl, he felt its spirit reach out to him; reach out to
him and caress and quiet him, promising him healing. He
seemed to drift like a falling leaf through the clustered
woods; to be cradled by gentle hands of the trees.

He had stopped at the little gnome of an inn, and there
he had lingered, day after day, week after week.

The trees had nursed him; soft whisperings of leaves,
slow chant of the needled pines, had first deadened, then


