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Wishes 
 
When I was in my mid-twenties, I was part of a women’s group that met once a month in 
the evenings to discuss readings about politics, the environment, religion, women’s 
health, and our emotional lives. It was not the first women’s group I was ever in, nor was 
it the last, but it was very special because of its diversity—women from twenty-one to 
sixty-one, from different backgrounds, regions, religions, races, and classes. 
 
I was one of the younger women, and I admired and appreciated the wisdom of the ones 
who had had long marriages, and children, and loss, and skills for living. Among them 
was a woman I’ll call Betsy.  
 
Betsy’s birthday was coming, and for reasons I can’t quite remember now, I didn’t have 
time to get her a present, so I wrote her a card and mailed it. 
 
A couple weeks went by, and the next meeting was at Betsy’s house. 
 
After we had gathered our cups of tea and glasses of wine and plates of snacks, we sat in 
a circle in Betsy’s lovely living room, surrounded by art and pictures of her lawyer 
husband and beautiful children. I was feeling young, and poor, and underemployed. And 
then Betsy suddenly jumped up and said, “Wait! Before we begin, I want to read you 
Cassie’s poem!” 
  
What, I thought to myself, is she talking about? What poem? 
 
And she proceeded to take the birthday card I had sent her off the mantel and read it out 
loud. 
 
What she read were the words that became the poem “Wishes.” 
 
Wishes 
the wind across your porch 
the rose and its cycles 
your husband’s patience 
your children’s laughter 
how flowers prosper 
sunlight 
a turtle in your yard 
lizards on white wood 
African dance 
letters from friends 
books you get lost in 
how leaves come and go 
the opposite of pain 
wind from the North in summer 
wind from the South in winter 
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wind from the West most days 
wind from the East when we need rain 
butterflies in daylight 
moths at moon 
dragonfly 
hawk 
philosophy 
dreams  
hunger 
food 
 
I had not meant it as a poem. 
 
But lovely Betsy saw it as a poem. 
 
And so it became one: Later that evening, I copied the words from the card onto a scrap 
of paper so I could take them home and type them up and make them a poem. 
 
This is how we co-create. 
 
We allow people to see in us what we cannot yet see. 
 
And we rise to their vision. 
 
Sometimes it is not only people, but nature, who teach us to see. 
 
Once I was leading an Earth Joy Writing workshop in which I asked people to walk 
through the woods to find symbols that reflected who they were, who they were 
becoming, and what they needed to know for their becoming. 
 
We were walking along, and suddenly in front of us was the gorgeous trunk of a tree, 
almost silver in its glowing smoothness. I reached out to touch it, and it was strong, hard, 
more solid than the sometimes spongy trunks of pines and other trees in the south. 
 
“What is this?” I asked the group. 
 
“An American holly,” one woman said. “They have a fantastic history. They used to 
grow all up and down the eastern seaboard, but now they’re mainly trimmed and used as 
bushes in yards.” 
  
Later, I did some research and discovered that this prickly house ornament was originally 
a tree that can live for a hundred years or more, growing up to fifty feet tall with a spread 
of up to forty feet in diameter. Mature American hollies can have a trunk up to eighteen 
inches, I learned later, and the one in front of me in the woods that day was at least a foot 
across.  
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In my research I also discovered that Native Americans had boiled the twigs with the 
pine tops to make a tea for coughs. Then, when the Pilgrims landed just before Christmas 
on Plymouth Rock, they saw the American holly, and it reminded them of their English 
holly, and they took it as a sign from God. 
 
It’s a dioecious plant, which means it needs both male and female for fruit production. 
It’s also the females that make the beautiful red berries we have come to love. These 
berries are a major food source for winter-migrating flocks of birds all along the eastern 
seaboard, such as the cedar waxwing and the American goldfinch.  
 
So this is how we begin to co-create: by paying attention to the landscapes and living 
beings around us; knowing their histories, habitats, and habits; and supporting their 
survival and their lives. 
 
More than a year has gone by since the day I found that holly tree, and now I find myself 
living in a new place. And in my new backyard, right now as I write, are two beautiful 
holly trees, each over fifty feet tall. What I had found in the woods, did not know and had 
to “research,” has now become a companion to me, sharing my home. 
  
This is my wish for you, too: that nature will no longer be “out there” for you, that it will 
become part of your life, your intimate companion and teacher and guide. 
May this book continue to inspire your Earth Joy Writing for many years. I feel blessed 
to have been on this journey with you in this way. I wish you joy and creativity and a life 
of balance with yourself, others, and our wonderful earth. 
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