



In the Center of My House









by Susa Silvermarie

There is a light coming in from above. It’s not my childhood house but it’s the one I’ve wanted, the house inside the house.The light is streaming down like in a church. The light is steaming down, like healing vapor, into the very center of the house. This is the light that follows me, that makes every place the center. The light that creates my house, wherever I am. 

Where is the light coming from, that makes this the center? A hole in the roof that lets the light in. An opening in the ceiling, which is the floor of another dimension. Particles of air are swirling visible in the column. The light slants and falls onto the tiles in the center of the room. on the side, watching. I move slowly toward the circle of light on the brilliant red floor tiles. 

When I step into the light my molecules change. The seventy trillion cells that make up my body feel like they are  becoming part of the air. I am lightening, lightening up. The surprise is that it earths me. As my density lifts away, as I stand in the center of my house, the house of my form in this lifetime that is always changing, my feet feel happy to be home. Home. Full of light, but an earthling!

I look around. I can begin to see the rest of the house. From my centered vantage point, I see the red tiles stretch out into a Writers studio. The tiles are hexagonal and the red is a rich iron red. I see my desk across the room, facing the lake. Is this a future house? Yes, facing Lake Chapala. My desk is warm wood and sits low, inviting. The chair is at the perfect height for me to work. I am drawn to the desk. 

I find as I walk towards the desk that the column of light stays with me! I sit in the chair at the desk and my feet are firm on the floor. Sheets of fresh white paper wait with my favorite pen, laptop to the side. I look out at the sacred lake and thank La Vieja Machis, the Lake Divinity known to the Coco people who lived here long ago. I see Cerro García across the waters, and it appears to me as a woman’s head thrown back in profile, her mouth wide open in song!

I hear birds now. They were singing always and I only now hear them. The music is soothing and cheery. I smell a slight smoky scent of copal in the distance. Here in my wonderful studio, there wafts a smell of flowers from another room. I look over to the other side of the room and see the entrance to a yellow kitchen. I walk to it, the light again following me. A blue Talavera countertop where I bend to smell the lily blossoms opening, five blooms from one branch. I stroke the eucalyptus stems surrounding the lily branch to bring the eucalyptus on my fingers to my nose. Is this the center of the house?

I taste lemon on the air and trace the taste to a door opening off the kitchen. Opening to the bedroom of this house that is mine. Mine somewhere, Mine sometime.  Within the white walls of the bedroom nestles a bed that says, Dream, Susa, Dream! The light has followed me. The center of the house is also here!

But the studio draws me back, and now, there are two doors thrown wide from the studio to patio gardens. I walk out into the gardens, marveling that the center of my house follows me in a shaft of light. These gardens, lush and delicate at once, the gardens of all the poetry in the world. 

Ah, now I see. Poetry, it shines its light in the center of my body, the center of my dwelling, the center of my life. This time around, it is poetry at the center of my house.
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