When you love someone

all your saved-up wishes

start coming out.

--Elizabeth Bowen

You are the star all skies wish for.

It seems to me we can never give up longing and wishing while we are thoroughly alive. There are certain things we feel to be beautiful and good and we must hunger after them.

--George Eliot

For we only wish to unfold,

to continue the miracle

of having been born.

We long to greet each day

as the world does,

Fresh, new and ripe for living.

To lean towards the sun

like flowers - eager to blossom

To move wild, like waves under 

a silver moon - drawn on the tide

of our native longing.

We wish to belong to the world, yes.

But first and foremost,

we wish to belong to ourselves.

