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    Home and Hearth 

Logs to Burn 

Logs to Burn is a poem attributed to Honor Goodhart that was printed in Punch 
in 27 October 1920. 

Logs to burn; logs to burn; 
Logs to save the coal a turn. 

Here's a word to make you wise 
when you hear the woodman's cries; 
Never heed his usual tale 
That he's splendid logs for sale 
But read these lines and really learn 
The proper kind of logs to burn. 

Oak logs will warm you well, 
If they're old and dry. 
Larch logs of pinewoods smell 
But the sparks will fly. 

Beech logs for Christmas time; 
Yew logs heat well; 
‘Scotch’ logs it is a crime 
For anyone to sell. 

Birch logs will burn too fast; 
Chestnut scarce at all; 
Hawthorn logs are good to last 
If cut in the fall. 

Holly logs will burn like wax, 
You should burn them green; 
Elm logs like smouldering flax, 
No flame to be seen. 
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Pear logs and apple logs, 
They will scent your room; 
Cherry logs across the dogs 
Smell like flowers in bloom, 

But ash logs all smooth and grey 
Burn them green or old, 
Buy up all that come your way 
They're worth their weight in gold. 
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Logs to Burn 

Logs to burn, logs to burn, 
Logs to save the coal a turn. 
Here's a word to make you wise 
When you hear the woodman's cry. 

Beech wood fires burn bright and clear, 
Hornbeam blazes too, 
If the logs are kept a year 
To season through and through. 

Logs to burn, logs to burn, 
Logs to save the coal a turn. 
Here's a word to make you wise 
When you hear the woodman's cry. 

Oaken logs will warm you well 
If they're old and dry. 
Larch logs and pinewoods smell 
But the sparks will fly. 

Logs to burn, logs to burn, 
Logs to save the coal a turn. 
Here's a word to make you wise 
When you hear the woodman's cry. 

Pine is good and so is yew 
For warmth through wintry days. 
The poplar and the willow too, 
They take too long to blaze. 

Logs to burn, logs to burn, 
Logs to save the coal a turn. 
Here's a word to make you wise 
When you hear the woodman's cry. 

Birch logs will burn too fast, 
Page  of 3 12



Alder scarce at all. 
Chestnut logs is good to last, 
Cuten them in the fall. 

Logs to burn, logs to burn, 
Logs to save the coal a turn. 
Here's a word to make you wise 
When you hear the woodman's cry. 

Holly logs will burn like wax, 
burn them when they’re  green. 
Elm logs like smouldering flax, 
No flames with them are seen. 

Logs to burn, logs to burn, 
Logs to save the coal a turn. 
Here's a word to make you wise 
When you hear the woodman's cry. 

Pear logs and apple logs, 
They will scent your room. 
Cherry logs across the dogs 
They smell like flowers in bloom. 

Logs to burn, logs to burn, 
Logs to save the coal a turn. 
Here's a word to make you wise 
When you hear the woodman's cry. 

Ash logs so smooth and grey 
Burn them green or old. 
Buy up all that come your way 
They're worth their weight in gold. 

Logs to burn, logs to burn, 
Logs to save the coal a turn. 
Here's a word to make you wise 
When you hear the woodman's cry. 

Logs to burn, logs to burn, 
Logs to save the coal a turn. 
Here's a word to make you wise 
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When you hear the woodman's cry. 

Need Fires: the last Celtic tradition 

Not that long ago – until only 150 years or so – if your cattle came down with 
murrain or foot and mouth, there was a solution. The ‘need fire’. 
Each household extinguished their hearth fire, then a new, communal fire was 
lit using  friction, either with flints or by rubbing sticks together. Damp wood 
was added to the fire to create a lot of smoke, then the village’s cattle and 
swine1  were driven through the smoke in order of age. The householders then 
lit a brand in the communal fire, and re-lit their domestic hearth. 
The cattle-curing aspect may be the last surviving memory of something much 
more significant. Today, we might wonder if the smoke or the heat had some 
affect on the micro-organisms that were causing the illness, and hence if there 
was some logical, albeit hit-and-miss, basis for believing this might work. And 
perhaps this is true, but, of course, knowledge of bacteria is recent, and this 
tradition is not. Two hundred – and two thousand –  years ago, people feared the 
cause was otherworldly. 
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The Firewood Poem 

The firewood poem was written by Celia Congreve, is believed to be first 
published in THE TIMES newspaper on March 2nd 1930. 

Beechwood fires are bright and clear 
If the logs are kept a year, 
Chestnut's only good they say, 
If for logs 'tis laid away. 
Make a fire of Elder tree, 
Death within your house will be; 
But ash new or ash old, 
Is fit for a queen with crown of gold. 

Birch and fir logs burn too fast 
Blaze up bright and do not last, 
it is by the Irish said 
Hawthorn bakes the sweetest bread. 
Elm wood burns like churchyard mould, 
E'en the very flames are cold 
But ash green or ash brown 
Is fit for a queen with golden crown. 

Poplar gives a bitter smoke, 
Fills your eyes and makes you choke, 
Apple wood will scent your room 
Pear wood smells like flowers in bloom 
Oaken logs, if dry and old 
keep away the winter's cold 
But ash wet or ash dry 
a king shall warm his slippers by. 
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Over the Rainbow 

Somewhere over the rainbow, way up high 
In the land that I heard of once, once in a lullaby 
Somewhere over the rainbow, skies are blue 
And the dreams that you dare to dream 
Really do come true 

Someday I'll wish upon a star 
And wake up where the clouds are far behind me 
Where troubles melt like lemon drops 
Away above the chimney tops, that's where you'll find me 

Someday I'll wish upon a star 
And wake up where the clouds are far behind me 
Where troubles melt like lemon drops 
Oh, way above the chimney tops, that's where you'll find me 

Somewhere over the rainbow 
Skies are blue 
And the dreams that you dare to dream 
Really do come true 
If happy little bluebirds fly above the rainbow, oh 
Oh, why can't I? 
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Hearth and Fire 

 
   Hearth and fire be ours tonight 
   And all the dark outside, 
   Fair the night, and kind on you 
   Wherever you may bide. 

   And I'll be the sun upon your head, 
   The wind about your face; 
   My love upon the path you tread 
   And upon your wanderings, peace. 

   Wine and song be ours tonight, 
   And all the cold outside; 
   Peace and warmth be yours tonight 
   Wherever you may bide. 
  
   And I'll be the sun upon your head, 
   The wind about your face; 
   My love upon the path you tread 
   And upon your wanderings, peace. 

   Hearth and fire be ours tonight 
   And the wind in the birches bare; 
   Oh, that the wind we hear tonight, 
   Would find you well and fair. 

   And I'll be the sun upon your head, 
   The wind about your face; 
   My love upon the path you tread 
   And upon your wanderings, peace. 
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Keep The Home Fires Burning 
 
Ivor Novello & John McCormack. 

They were summoned from the hillside 
They were called in from the glen, 
And the country found them ready 
At the stirring call for men. 

Let no tears add to their hardships 
As the soldiers pass along, 
And although your heart is breaking 
Make it sing this cheery song 

Keep the Home Fires Burning,  
While your hearts are yearning, 
Though your lads are far away 
They dream of home. 
There's a silver lining 
Through the dark clouds shining, 
Turn the dark cloud inside out 
'Til the boys come home. 

Keep the Home Fires Burning,  
While your hearts are yearning, 
Though your lads are far away 
They dream of home. 
There's a silver lining 
Through the dark clouds shining, 
Turn the dark cloud inside out 
'Til the boys come home. 

Turn the dark cloud inside out 
'Til the boys come home. 
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Tree Superstitions from the British Isles 

Apple 

If the sun shines through an apple tree on Christmas morning (or in some areas, 
Easter morning), it is a sign of a good crop to come and a prosperous year for 
the tree’s owner. 
Apples must be blessed by rain on St. Peter’s Day or St. Swithun’s Day. It is 
said that the fruit is unfit to eat until this has happened. (St. Peter’s Day is June 
29th and St. Swithun’s Day is July 15th). 
It is unlucky to strip a tree of all apples. An apple or two should be left for the 
birds. Another version of this tale is that a few apples should be left for fairies 
or other nature spirits. 

Ash 

The ash tree’s leaves and wood protect all who keep them in the house or wear 
them from witchcraft and evil. In some parts of Scotland, ash wood was 
preferred by herdsman because it protected the cattle from witchcraft. 
An old Devonshire legend says that the Infant Jesus was given his first bath by 
a fire of ash wood. For this reason, a newborn in this area was first washed by 
ash wood whenever possible. 
An ash leaf is lucky – especially a leaf with an equal number of divisions on 
each side. It’s a sign of good fortune to find one, especially if the finder carries 
it in his or her pocket. 

Aspen 

Aspen leaves “tremble” easily, even in light breezes. Because of this, aspens 
were credited with the power to cure fevers. An old magical tradition held that 
ailments could be treated by something that resembled their effects. Since 
fevers can cause the patient to tremble, he was likely to be healed by the tree. 

Bay 

Standing under a bay tree during a storm is a safe spot because it is claimed 
that these trees never get struck by lightning. 
When growing near a house, these trees protect residents from illness. 
Bay leaves placed under a pillow at night can produce pleasant dreams. 
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Birch 

An old Herefordshire custom was to decorate a birch tree with red and white 
streamers and set it against a stable door on May Day. This tree then protected 
the horses from disease and misfortune, as long as the tree was left there all 
year. 

Hawthorn 

In Somerset, it is unlucky to cut down a hawthorn tree unless a prayer is said 
first. In Ireland, permission from the fairies must be asked beforehand. 
It is unlucky to bring may flower, the flower of a hawthorn, inside the house. 
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Take Me Home, Country Roads 

John Denver 

Almost heaven, West Virginia, 
Blue Ridge Mountains, Shenandoah River, 
Life is old there, older than the trees, 
Younger than the mountains, growin' like a breeze. 

Country roads, take me home, 
To the place I belong, 
West Virginia, mountain mama, 
Take me home, country roads. 

All my memories gather 'round her, 
Miner's lady, stranger to blue water, 
Dark and dusty, painted on the sky, 
Misty taste of moonshine, teardrop in my eye. 

Country roads, take me home, 
To the place I belong, 
West Virginia, mountain mama, 
Take me home, country roads. 

I hear her voice in the mornin' hour, she calls me, 
The radio reminds me of my home far away, 
Drivin' down the road, I get a feelin,' 
That I should've been home yesterday, yesterday. 

Country roads, take me home, 
To the place I belong, 
West Virginia, mountain mama. 

Take me home, country roads, 
Country roads, take me home, 
To the place I belong, 
West Virginia, mountain mama 

Take me home, country roads, 
Take me home, down country roads, 
Take me home, down country roads.
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