First Tuesday – November 4, 2025

Cactus Inspired


“Hello, beautiful,” I whispered. The small Christmas Cactus sitting on the dresser in the guest room was in an ideal place. The window provided lots of light during the day and, with curtains drawn, a blissfully dark space when night fell. I brought this tiny plant home after finding it tucked among the free books at my local library. The shelves of freebies would vary daily, depending on how generous the donors were. Sometimes I would discover a real treasure, like the time I found an ARC of the book “The Guernsey Literary and Potato Peel Pie Society. On other occasions, I might come across a book of poetry or a memoir. The condition of the books was often questionable, but my intention was to read them, not to treasure them for all eternity.

	Not surprisingly, I might find a game or puzzle among the free shelves. Usually, it was a gamble to take a jigsaw puzzle home; there was no guarantee the pieces were all there. But free is free, so I would take the puzzle home and decide its fate after I had enjoyed putting it together. Many ended up in puzzle purgatory, destined to live out their final days as recycled cardboard in our town’s refuse center. So, needless to say, the surprises on those free shelves weren’t all that surprising until the day I found the cactus plant.

	The little plant had been left among the books, assorted magazines, and games. It was tucked in a small 6-ounce plastic picnic cup; the kind you’d used once and then tossed. It wasn’t much of a plant, just a couple of frail and uncertain spiked spines, one with a hopeful extension, though the other was clinging to its frail existence, looking rather forlorn. I took the cup into the library and asked the librarian if the plant was really free. 

“Oh, yes, if it’s on the free shelf, you can take it.”

	Did I want it? Looking at the small cup of sad thorny blades, I wondered what harm it would do to take it home. I could try and resurrect it, though my track record with plants left much to be desired. I killed everything. I’d even had a cactus once, but contrary to popular lore - can’t kill this one - I did. So, the little plant came home with me. I repotted it in fresh soil and found a perfect place to encourage it to think it was in some desert somewhere. I watered it carefully, knowing that overwatering the plant would surely kill it. Then, I waited. Since then, the Christmas Cactus has doubled in size more than once and sprouted buds, which bloomed into beautiful flowers and lived proving, I’m not so bad a gardener, after all. 

 

	 


