The Charcoal Burner’s Story

There is nothing I like better than to sit quietly in the forest after a hard day’s work. My father was a charcoal burner and his father before him. Things were small scale then. Most people just made enough for themselves. Nowadays it’s different, with all these big companies bringing iron-ore from England.

Only charcoal pits can provide the right amount of heat needed to smelt the ore. We make it by burning wood in special pits. The wood is covered by turfs to make sure that there is little air in the mound. This means that the wood burns very slowly – it can take a day and a night. We have to watch carefully all the time. When the smoke turns from grey to blue we know that it is just right. Only then do we open up the mound and rake out the charcoal. When it is cool, all the family helps to shovel it into sacks. We use ponies to take the sacks of charcoal to the furnace, which is over 3 miles away.

Most trees in the forest can be used to make charcoal, but oak is best. Sometimes the boss wants to make gunpowder and we use alder and juniper, instead of oak, because they produce a fine powder. We have to look after the woodland to make sure that we always have the right wood.

Some people say that the Company is destroying the forest, but I don’t think that this true. My boss makes sure that the woods are fenced to keep out grazing animals. Our woods are healthy and have lots of wildlife. I think that the biggest threat to the forests is the deer and the sheep that eat the young trees.







