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PRECIOUS FIRE WOOD 

  

 The two most threatened precious items in the world, I am told, 

are water and firewood. With water overflowing our spring year round and 

more wood than we can use, it’s hard to believe. 

 We treasure different things. As Jean and I drive country roads she 

will invariably point out stacks of firewood. I tend to notice Porsches.  

 No Porsches in our camp anymore, but we do have firewood. 

 It grows on trees but does not come to us ready to burn. 

 This wood came from two dead trees on our back lot. One is fir, 

the other madrone. Grandson, Max, aided by Hannah, took the chain saw 

and cut the trees down, then sawed them into lengths. We backed the Jeep 

as close as we could (taking care not to disturb a hive of bees in the ground 

nearby!) 

 The rounds were heavy to load and carry. The fir split easier than 

the madrone. But there it is ready for Jean’s dawn fires. 

 Six or eight hours of labor. And we hardly needed to leave camp. 

 We don’t need it for cooking as do those who live in poorer 

circumstances. Yet it is still precious to us. 

 Some poet claimed that only God can make a tree. How he knew 

that, I’m not sure. Trees are not all welcome. Some don’t make good 

firewood. Some are invasive. We have to fight back holly all the time. 

 I have apologized to God, even to some trees, when I felt it 

necessary to take one down. God never complained as far as I know, but 

once a County agent of some sort asked me to ask permission before 

taking down any big trees. 

 As I meditated and pondered the wonder of that wood pile I 

realized I was feeling some tingle of something. It wasn’t like Moses and 

his burning bush. It was like looking at wood pile and seeing it for more 

than it appeared. 

  I was seeing its source from seed to tree. I was seeing its life cycle 

ended then continued. I was seeing each piece handled and placed in the 

fire ring. I felt the warmth of the flame. I saw the flicker of light in the 

morning dawn. I saw the glow against the face of Jean and others who 

would sit by the fire. I pictured marshmallow sticks and evening s’mores 

parties.  

 I remembered the times just sitting and watching the flames as 

night enfolded us. Therapeutic moments. Healing, comforting, 

enlightening, inspiring.  

 Of all the church altars I have ever seen, and I have seen some 

beauties, I can’t imagine any that touched my spirit like that wood-pile.  

— Art Morgan, Summer Solstice 2015 

 


