
YOGI WRITINGS: Levi Jessen
I believe I might be Brenda’s youngest 
student ever. I began my yoga expe-
rience at two months old.  You might 
argue I began at conception since my 
mother came to private yoga classes 
the whole time she was pregnant with 
me.  

At first I slept a lot.  From very early 
on I was interested in the fans.  As 
soon as I arrived I pointed at them 
and wanted Brenda to lift me up so 
I could turn them on and off.  Light 
switches were also fascinating. I’m 
sure there is a relationship with yoga 
- how things work.

Brenda introduced me to Myrtle as 
soon as I could pay attention.  I 
could point to my sternum before I 
could walk or talk.  

At first I loved when it was time to 
say Namaste because that meant I 
could go back to my mother.  Now I 
screw up my face and protest when 
it is time for Namaste because that 
means it is time to leave.  

I know where all the OM signs are.  
Brenda showed them to me when I 
was still too small to walk. The sound 
I make is more mmmmm. 

I love the singing bowl and the bells.  
And I love to stack purple blocks 
and push them over. Often, I pull all 
the white straps off.  And sometimes 
Brenda plays games with me using 
the white straps. Yoga toys are cool. 

Cleaning the studio is fun, with my 
marble vacuum cleaner. But most of 
all I like running around the big open 
space, preferably with Brenda. 

Oh, and I like the big anatomy book, 
mostly because it is big.  

I can do downward facing dog and I 
am starting to get interested in some 
of the other poses but my attention 
span is still a bit short.   

Namaste 


