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The memory of my first yoga 
class just one year ago is still very 
fresh in my mind. The teachers were 
so nurturing, the other students 
seemed fairly comfortable, and 
for me it was all about pain and 
awkwardness. Just getting up off 
the mat to stand up was a laborious 
effort for me. I could have spent 
a month of classes on simply 
getting up and down!! To top it 
off, I couldn’t believe everyone 
did this on hard Pergo. The floor 
killed my knees, and lying on my 
back at the end was anything 
but relaxing. Starting a new 
physical pursuit in my “golden 
years” didn’t help either.” 

Try child’s pose when 
you get fatigued”, said our 
beginning teacher Laurie. 
After class I mentioned to her 
that child’s pose hurt a lot too. 
Her comment remained with 
me and kept me going –“if this 
hurts, you need to do it more.”

So I stuck it out and lo and behold 
Yoga, I find, is similar to childbirth. 
After awhile you no longer dwell 

anticipated that along with the 
physical benefit, I would 
also feel an emotional one. 

A year and a half ago I was 
diagnosed with breast cancer which 
was a scary time for me. Yoga, 
however, has helped to give me a 
safety net. I feel a sense of security 
from it that I am doing the very 
best for myself to keep well. Along 
with that, a quietness arises in my 
mind while trying to do the poses 

which seems to lead to a feeling 
of peacefulness afterward. This 
is such a gift for a busy mind 
made up of several committee 
members calling together a 
meeting at every given chance! 

I guess you could say Yoga is 
changing me little by little. Can 
you believe it, I just removed 
all my carpet from upstairs 
and replaced it with that nasty 

hard Pergo! Thank you all for 
being so welcoming and offering 

such warm encouragement. 
Yoga seems to bring together 
so many genuine, kind people.   

on the painful birth of it and it 
becomes a meaningful part of your 
life. What a surprise, I told Brenda 
– I can’t wait to come to class. Prior 
attempts at exercise classes have 
been more of a chore. During class, 
inside my heart I feel a smile – a 
really big happy one. I had never 


