BRINGING IT INSIDE
From mid
-May to mid-October the thermometer rarely reads below 90 degrees
.  The Sonoran desert has been home for over 30 years. With each passing year my tolerance for the desert’s prolonged summer has decreased, and my longing for the richness of four distinct seasons has increased. This particular year the calendar was edging towards November, and the sun was still not ready to give up its reign. The bland sameness of “sunny and hot” was drying up my spirit more completely than the heat of endless summer had dried up my struggling garden. I was becoming as one-dimensional as a southern Arizona weather forecast. It was osmosis at its worst.    

Home may be where the heart is, and my emotional heart was here in the desert with my husband and family, but my soul’s heart was aching to be someplace else. My internal dots weren’t connecting. The synapses just weren’t firing. I was feeling deadened and more than a bit trapped; edgy, and not at peace in my own home. Growing up with the wham of Canada’s four distinct seasons, I missed the rhythm and the complexity of the wheel of the year. My DNA was coded for seasonal change.
My
 emotional burnout was heading into depression; even I couldn’t stand myself. A short trip was in order. I needed time in the mountains. Dipping temperatures should be coaxing the leaves’ colored pigments to center stage for one last hurrah. The uninhibited bright golds, rusts, and reds of autumn have never failed to energize me, and my all-time-low batteries were desperately in need of a recharge.  

As the car edged above the 7000-foot elevation, the first glimmer of color appeared. The golden yellow of the aspens and the crimson leaves of the maples were in full glory. A wildfire of color blazed up the mountainside. I stopped to collect leaves to press and threw piles over my head, laughing like a child. I spread my arms and spun under a kaleidoscope of oranges, yellows, reds, and greens. Suddenly, what I needed to do to revive my internal rhythms was clear. I had to bring it inside, all of it: the color, the feeling, the energy, the joy, the unabashed splendor. Fall was my muse.

And so the process began. The blandness of white walls soon gave way to a backdrop of gentle, bark-browns, pale greens, and creams. Within weeks, the joyous collage of the mountain’s colors repeated itself throughout my home. As I borrowed colors and textures from the seasons, I fell back in step with the rhythm of the year, and something internal unlocked. Depression evaporated. My heart started beating again, and the beat was stronger than ever. 

It’s November again and 92 degrees outside. Stepping inside from outdoors, cool green walls welcome me. Silk chrysanthemums spill from rustic baskets in brilliant mixes of orange and yellow. Resplendent birches, captured in their fall glory, adorn the dining room walls. The master bedroom decor mimics spring while staying within autumn’s palette. A richly textured brocade bedspread, in muted burgundy, greens, and gold, complements the large tri-panel of gold-toned tulips hanging on the opposite wall. In the hall, a saucy red and yellow parrot and the cheekiest of Scarlet Tanagers peek out from their respective frames. My own photographs, displayed in wide, hardwood frames--tree stumps, mushrooms, butterflies--stand single file above the windows. A canvas painted by my grandmother, who was almost Druidic in her love of trees, hangs in remembrance in the living room. Looking over my computer screen, I am staring into the eyes of three baby owls, captured forever in their seven-day-old wonder at the world.  
I expected my trek up the mountain to dislodge my blocked chi, but the ensuing personal transformation has come as a surprise My perspective, as well as my home, has been renewed. My appreciation of the desert's unique beauty has been restored. By surrounding myself with what I need to find balance in an unbalanced world, I inadvertently chose to be happy. Choosing happiness freed my inner voice and bestowed me with the confidence to share that voice with the world though my writing. The simple act of recognizing what speaks to my heart gave my heart the courage to call myself a writer, out loud, for the first time. By bringing it all inside, the biggest transformation has not been my home, but me.
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�Hyphenate before a capitalized word (CMOS 7.89 section 4)


�For consistency with second-to-last paragraph. Could also use the degree symbol in both places. 


�Burnout can't get depressed. Another option:  "Emotional burnout was heading me into depression; …"





