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The man stood in the silence of the woods and came to the particular tree for which he was searching. It stood tall and magnificent among the others that were gently swaying in the breeze. The others were perfection in the world of trees. Their bark had not been marred or broken. The grain would be tight and flawless, but he wasn’t interested in the perfect trees in the woods. He yearned to get his hands on the one with the huge deformity. The one that stood broken by a huge tumor. He ran his fingers across the rough scarred bark. “Magnificent!” he yelled in the quietness of the morning. 

He set to work bring the large tree down with his chain saw. Sweat and tears streaked his worn old face. This tree could have been his twin if the tree could turn human. “Old friend, others may not see your beauty as you stand there, but I do.” He muttered.

He contemplated the scars on his body from years of living his life. Many of the scars were from childish escapades. They were the stuff of skinned knees and the like. He frowned when he saw the ones on his knuckles that he had obtained through drunken bar fights. There were other scars hidden deep in his soul that people who didn’t know his history knew nothing about. 

The tree fell crashing to the spongy ground and he made quick work of removing the small limbs with his sharp ax. He wrapped his chain around the trunk and secured it the “come-along” he had rigged on the back of his fifteen foot flat-bed trailer. The tree skidded across the ground up to the trailer. He carefully cut above and below the large tumor and shoved the pieces onto the trailer. He had his prize.

Many hours passed through the weeks he spent working on the flawed wood. “Let the others do their work with clear pine. I love wood with character.” He declared as he finished the final coat of varnish on the beautiful treasure he had made.  He had to take it to his daughter today because it was her birthday.

“Dad, I am so glad you are here! Are you coming to church with us this morning?” She asked.
“What would God want with an old reprobate like me?” He smirked as he presented her with a paper grocery sack. “Happy Birthday, Sugar.”
She lifted the beautiful creation out of the paper sack and placed it on the kitchen table. Tears rolled down her cheeks as she grabbed hold of her father. “It is beautiful. I have never seen anything like it.”
“It is one-of-a-kind. It is burl wood. See that crazy looking figuring on there. That is scaring. It came from a tumor on a tree. Who knew that something so ugly in nature could contain such beauty with a bit of work from a wood-worker like me?” He said with a bit of pride in his work.
“This wood reminds me of my Dad. The imperfection gives it its beauty.”
He sat silently as his daughter spoke.
“I know you have scars and hurts that are readily seen. I also know that you have ‘ugliness’ that people who don’t know you have no way of appreciating. Daddy, if you will just let Jesus take you and sand down and do the work on your wounded live, He will make something of great beauty. After He applies the stain of His precious blood to your soul, your life will be a testimony of His goodness and forgiveness. It will give God great joy to give you back to your family and the world.”
One tear slipped down his weathered cheek. He said, “I guess you are going to have to help me do this, daughter.”
“I will.” She said. “Just tell Jesus that you are sorry for your sins. Tell Him everything that you know about yourself. Then tell Him that you choose to be molded and made new. You are leaving your old way of living behind and trading it with a life devoted to loving God.”
As he left the girl’s house tears splashed unashamedly down his face. He felt brand new. He felt like he had turned into a vessel as beautiful as the burl jewelry box that he had given to his daughter. His flaws were made beautiful by the hands of the Master Carpenter.



