A Farewell to Wood Stoves
Warmth, like caressing water, drenches me
with radiant, massaging pleasure   
deeply into my muscles and bones.
Freshened blood flows through opened arteries,
as my body’s warmed core relaxes
humming hymns to Vulcan’s ardor.
With gratitude, mixed with sorrow,
I know that I must abandon
this Promethean gift to man,
for we have broken basic precepts 
by grabbing far more than we need,
thereby doing enormous harm.
I remember coming home
on frigid, white winter days,
greeted by curls of chimney smoke,
beautiful in an azure sky,
portending hot cups of chocolate.
These days, soot chokes the graying air,
as forests burn and coal fires blacken
EVERYTHING!
I must not add to this pollution,
though my heart will yearn for hearth fire.
I sit and stare at the space heater.
It’s an Amish style electric.
The fan-blown warm air flows a short span.
Although pleasant, it lacks gravitas --
a one dimensional flat version --
a mere facsimile of real warmth.
I watch, through its wide plate glass window,
the illusion of flame and embers,
a neat electronic sleight of hand,
Which seems surprisingly genuine,
yet remains a masterpiece of sham.
So with heavy heart, I say farewell
to my well-meaning, marvelous,
irreplaceable, comforting friend,
The old, reliable wood stove.
However, this rolled iron icon
Will not be removed from its honored place,
to be awakened in times of need,
when we can sit and dream of yesterdays.
