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Dedication

For Aunt Trixie.

Who showed me the joy of a downward dog. 
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OCTOBER POSES +

Focus: flexibility and alignment

Poses: binds

Goal: bird of paradise

Mantra: I find happiness from within. I share my happiness with others.

Mudra: Jala (thumb and little finger together)

Chakra: sacral

Activity: daily thoughts (handwritten)

​

The early morning sun glints off the Bedford Basin. It bathes the Asana Yoga Studio in warmth and light. Oak floors gleam. A bronze frog in full lotus smiles. There is stillness and serenity. 

There is a hint of something else.

Kristi Yee does not sense anything but the tranquility she is about to shatter. The studio owner opens the double doors at 6:26 and steps inside. Quietly and respectfully. This is her second home (maybe even her first) and much more than a business, although it is that, too. The 35-five-year old takes a minute to breathe in peace, exhale gratitude. It is her morning ritual.

Now it is down to work. Within the next 30 minutes anywhere from five to fifteen yogis of all shapes, sizes, and commitment levels will descend on this space. They will twist, stretch, and hopefully, find a glimmer of inner calm. Kristi will help them on their journey. She does not know it now, but for Kristi and three of those participants, that journey will be unlike any they have ever been on before.

It’s October 1st. Each month Kristi posts a list to guide the poses and activities the group will do over the next four weeks. After 14 years as a certified yoga instructor, Kristi has learned it is necessary to engage and inspire participants. To push and embrace them as they move forward, and sometimes, backward.

Kristi writes on the whiteboard the props her yogis will need for today’s class: two blocks, one kneepad, one blanket. Soon she will add, at least mentally, nerves of steel. Binds are not easy. While physically they give you more leverage to get deeper into poses, they also require you to twist, contort, and reach, reach, reach.  

Kristi picks up a plastic-lined basket filled with wristbands. Each band gets two drops of ylang ylang essential oil. Next Kristi reaches for an orange aromatherapy diffuser and heads out the door to the washroom. It’s like entering an alien domain. 

The sense of something else is stronger here.

Asana Yoga is located inside a gym, Vitality+. Members join the gym and can take yoga classes at no cost. Despite the financial and physical interconnection, the two worlds rarely meet. Gym goers grunt and sweat, look at themselves in the mirrors that line three of the gym’s four walls. They pump and preen. The yoga participants, who usually walk quickly through the gym and breathe a sigh of relief when the studio doors shut gently behind them, move quietly through poses looking for balance and, ultimately, grace.

By the time Kristi is back in the studio, diffuser full of natural spring water and ten drops of rose oil, two of the group have arrived. They are reading the whiteboard. Kristi hears a quiet groan. Not everyone likes binds she tells herself but knows deep down (and really not all that deep) the groan has little to do with the monthly poses and everything to do with having to keep a journal no matter what Zen name you give it.

The three women say their good mornings and smile. By the time they all have their mats unfolded and props at the ready, three more participants have entered the studio. More groans can be heard around the whiteboard.

The final participant arrives with only a minute to spare. Shondra Aeron glides in wearing harem pants, a Mother Earth t-shirt, and a big smile. The group smiles back between warm-up stretches and breathwork. Everyone likes Shondra, but no one calls her that. To the group, she’s Woo Woo. A reflexologist, reiki practitioner, and tarot card reader, Woo Woo is warmly seen by many in the group as a little ... well, you get it.

At 7:01, Kristi welcomes everyone and begins the class with a reflection. Participants, flat on their backs, breathe in/out, in/out. They set an intention. Today the intentions are predictable: strength, balance, flexibility. 

That will change over the next several weeks.

The first bind is bound side angle, a relatively easy position until Kristi suggests they try lifting their extended foot. Several people stumble. Lexie falls. The next bind is Marichyasana A. It requires hamstring flexibility, hip mobility, and internally rotating the shoulder. It does not go over well.

Kristi moves the group to the floor, a signal life is about to get easier and the class will soon end. A few twists, then the group settles in for savasana. Kristi leads them through a yoga nidra. Scented bands are gently placed on each participant’s wrist. The Asana Yoga Studio glows with contentment.

After a few minutes, the yoga nidra ends. Kristi brings the group back to the present. “Wriggle your fingers and your toes. Stretch legs, arms overhead.”

For the last movement, the class draws their knees into their chest.

Woo Woo breathes in contentment.

Charlene breathes a sigh of relief.

Honey farts.

Something lingers.

Participants are packing up. Blocks, blankets, and kneepads are returned to their proper places. The diffuser is turned off. The bronze frog continues to smile. Lexie raises her arm. Four other arms wave back. This is the ritual that follows yoga class: coffee and sweets.

Vitality+ is located inside a 12-storey office complex. On the ground floor, in addition to the gym, is a coffee shop and bakery. Here yoga participants gather to indulge for a few minutes. Kristi thinks it is because they want to carry what they experienced on the mat into their day. Deep down she knows a cobra pose cannot compete with a cappuccino and cinnamon roll. Charlene and Woo Woo are the first out the studio door. They head over to the café to snag a table. Honey and Kristi follow a few minutes later. Lexie is the last to leave. She takes a few seconds to look around the gym. Nathan, a young man behind the main desk in the entranceway, waves. Lexie beams.

Charlene has taken over the corner section of the coffee shop with its overstuffed chairs and cushioned sofa. While the entire café is comfortable and welcoming, this is the best spot – in a quiet corner with an expansive view of the Bedford Basin. Charlene has a knack for claiming this territory. There is a look she gives that deters anyone from coming near. Lexie thinks all auditors learned this look in university: Facial Expressions 101 for Accounting Professionals.

By the time Lexie arrives with her latte and chocolate chip cookie, the group is debating the merits of doggy day care. There seems to be unanimous agreement that this activity is healthy for dogs. Then Charlene, who owns a Westie named Madoff, gives everyone a look. Discussion over.

“Tell us about this week’s podcast,” says Honey.

Lexie, a comedian for more than 20 years, started Punchlines in 2014. It’s easier than stand-up and much more lucrative. In addition to free stuff, there are advertisements. All Lexie does is chat with guests who have some connection to the world of comedy. She hopes to give listeners an inside look at the often-unfunny life of comics. Sometimes she just phones it in.

“You’ll like the show,” Lexie says to Honey. “I’m interviewing Crystal Ball.” She gets looks from everyone around the table and a few snickers. “She’s a great-niece of Lucille Ball who once spent a summer at her house in LA.”

“That’s incredible,” says Woo Woo.

Lexie knows it isn’t.

Daily Thoughts – Lexie Hill

Friday, October 1st

Sharing her thoughts – especially with herself – does not come easily or naturally to Lexie Hill. Indeed, she’s avoided doing this most of her life. But she’s taking the yoga class, perhaps as a way to plumb for new comedic material, perhaps to offset what she tells herself is increasingly high blood pressure. 

Or perhaps it’s something else altogether.

No matter what her motivation, Lexie is all in (ish). For six months, she has turned up regularly for classes. She tries to follow instructions and commit to her practice. She also tries to do the damn monthly activity. Last month it was doing stretches first thing in the morning. Lexie would place her coffee about three feet in front of her, bend, and reach. She did this three times. Every morning for 30 days. Lexie believes this was in keeping with the spirit of the assigned monthly activity.

God, she misses September.

Yo.

I won’t ask how you’re doing. I know. You’re doing okay. The podcast is going well – more than paying the bills, and CBC has invited you to do an episode of The Debaters. Life is good. Well, work is good, and you like your work. How many comedians can say that with a straight face.

The yoga practice is fun. Sorta. I’m getting better at triangle and plank. I can feel myself getting stronger and more flexible. One day I may even be able to do a malasana squat. If that never happens, I still have one helluva bit for my next act.

The group is okay. We go for coffee after class. Talk about the weather and our aches. Sometimes we talk current events. It sounds funny, but I feel like I’m getting to know them even though we don’t open a vein and bleed. My kind of people.

I’m not sure how long I’m supposed to keep this daily thought running. I’ll ask Kristi. In the meantime, I’ll go make myself another coffee and extend my reach.

LH

PS I saw him today.
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The gym reeks of sweat. It hits Kristi in the face (and her heart chakra) every time she walks through the front doors. This is early morning sweat, the worst kind. Only the truly fervent are up, dressed, and exuding moisture beads at this time of the day.

Kristi waves to her business partner, Jaxx Taylor, behind the front desk. There was a time the yoga instructor wanted more of a relationship with Jaxx. One that involved lips and other bits coming together. That time has passed. There is only so often someone can remind you what good friends you are before you take the hint.

Jaxx runs the gym, what Kristi calls the sweat shop, and handles the finances for Vitality+. Kristi operates the yoga studio and related activities. She also handles administration. They both do marketing, which amounts to little more than updating their Facebook page and leaving the rest to word of mouth. Seems to be working. Only five years old, the gym is a hit. There are more than 300 members and growing. It may be location. It may be the owners. Hell, it may even be the smell of sweat.

Once a week Kristi likes to do a deeper clean of the yoga studio. The maintenance crew mops, dusts, and sweeps every night, but there are nooks Kristi likes to scour, and she rearranges the props cupboard and the storage room in back where yoga mats and other items tend to tumble over each other as the week wears on. Organizing and cleaning is a form of meditation for Kristi. Or so she tells herself.

Kristi gets an old toothbrush from her cleaning supplies and hits the south side of the studio, farthest from the bay windows and the view of the basin. She dives in. When she’s done, the wood paneling shimmers in the early morning sunlight and a small pile of dirt, from under the wainscotting, remains to be sucked up in the hand vac. Kristi smiles.

After that, she tackles the prop closet making sure mats are carefully aligned, so as not to tip or fall. Blankets are neatly piled on top of one another within easy reach. Chairs are stacked at the back, no longer in danger of spilling onto the floor or unwary toes.

Within the next 15 minutes, five yogis arrive, dragging mats and blocks and blankets and straps onto the floor of the studio. This is the fun part of class, the coming together, hellos and high expectations. Nothing hurts at this point; there is no reminder of bodily limitations.

As the participants unfurl mats, do a few cats and cows, and find child’s pose (usually gingerly), Kristi places a foam block in front of each mat. Six more people arrive. Six more blocks. More hellos. Three more cats and cows.

Kristi leads the group in an opening meditation: temporal landmarks. Just as we use landmarks to position ourselves in space we use other landmarks – landmarks unique to us – to guide our lives. “Take a minute to see your life from 30,000 feet,” Kristi says in a voice that is calm, resonant. Bhodi will try to replicate this later in the privacy of his condo.

“Focus on what you want to achieve in this life, small or large. Imminent or long term.” Charlene starts a list. She mentally numbers it from one to five. She gets to three when Kristi says, “Think about your life goals. Slowly. Look at each goal and assess its value for you. For now.” Charlene feels she has done the exercise incorrectly and starts her list again.

“We’ll come back to temporal landmarks during savasana,” Kristi says after a few minutes. “Now, blink your eyes open. Take in the space around you.” Woo Woo glances at the ceiling, puts her hands in prayer position and moves them to her third eye. Lexie yawns.

The group moves from table to a vinyasa flow: plank, chaturanga, upward-facing dog, downward dog. This is familiar territory for everyone, albeit uncomfortable for most of them. It’s also a harbinger of aches to come. Sure enough. Up next: lizard pose, utthan pristhasana. “Try saying that three times fast,” Lexie thinks. Woo Woo silently wraps the syllables around her tongue. She giggles quietly.

Lizard pose is intended to open up the hips. A good start, Kristi says, for the binds to come later. It’s a great way to stretch hamstrings and quadriceps, she adds. It can help reduce stress, improve focus, and release emotion. Bonnie, new to the group, thinks this is true. She wants to cry.

Bind of the day is Marichyasana A, a seated forward fold with one knee raised. It’s doable, to some degree for everyone in the class. Kristi suggests taking it to the next level. “Try to touch your nose to your extended leg.” Bhodi looks around to see if anyone can get as close to their leg as he can. Bonnie wipes away a tear making its way down her left cheek.

Tree pose, balance pose of the day, is a welcome relief. Some members nestle their foot against their ankle; others bring it to the calf. Bhodi brings his to the inner thigh. Lexie thinks he’s a bit of a dick. She tries bringing her leg to her thigh. It falls down. She catches Bhodi grinning.

Kristi presciently (or perhaps just observantly) reminds everyone there is no right or wrong. “Listen to your body.” But the sage advice is lost in an uproar from outside the studio. Kristi makes her way to the closed studio doors telling participants to move to the mat and child’s pose. “Hold for a count of ten.”

Then Kristi does something she has never done before during class. She leaves the room.

Child’s pose is supposed to be a resting pose. Charlene thinks this is false advertising or whatever the yoga equivalent is. It’s a simple enough pose in its description: knees are spread as wide as the mat, the tops of your feet are on the floor with big toes touching. Forehead comes to the floor. The bum rests on the heels. Problem is bums rarely rest on heels. Charlene crams a bolster between her buttocks and feet. Woo Woo leans back and envisions her glutes sitting on her heels. Archina King, another newcomer, thinks this may be the longest 10 seconds of her life.

Kristi is back in the room. There is still some noise from outside, but it is quieter now. “Let’s move into savasana.” There is a collective sigh of relief.

Bonnie nestles under a blanket thinking, “I didn’t do all that badly.”

Lexie looks toward the studio doors in anticipation.

Honey farts.

There is a bigger crowd today for coffee – seven participants. Charlene heads out the door quickly to lay claim to the café sofa and chairs. Just as quickly she’s brought up short. A small crowd has collected around the front desk. It doesn’t seem happy. At the center of the firestorm appears to be a man with a loud voice and the self-assurance that only money and position can bring.

“What are you going to do?” he demands.

Charlene walks by as slowly as she can, not wanting to miss a word but not wanting to look like a gawker. The gym’s co-owner, Jaxx, tries to reassure the angry man everything possible will be done. Woo Woo comes up behind Charlene. She gawks. “What’s going on?”

“I haven’t got the faintest idea,” says Charlene, “but whatever it is, it’s not good.”

The group finds out over coffee what is going on. At least what they know. Between Kristi’s quick exit during class and the line of yogis leaving the studio, slowly, the group is able to piece together much of what has happened. One of the gym members (Bonnie thinks his name is Newhouse) has lost his watch. He contends it has been stolen from his locker. Apparently, it’s an expensive watch.

“It would be,” says Charlene. Her tone is even. There is no sarcasm or envy. Everyone looks at her.

“He reeks of money.”

Everyone continues to look at her. “Auditor stuff. You get to know quickly who’s going to push their weight around because they can. These guys always want to show the world what they’re made of: money. Timex won’t cut it.”

“Well, this guy could buy a lot of Timexes,” says Lexie. Her phone is in her hand. She reads from the screen. “If we have his name right, he’s founder and CEO of Bluenose Developments, a construction company in Halifax. Says here the company is worth $26 million.”

“And he’s upset about a watch?” says Archina.

“He’s upset because he got bested,” says Charlene. Everyone looks at her. She’s getting used to this. “Rich men don’t like to lose at anything. They think it’s a sign of weakness.”

“He probably has a little dick,” says Woo Woo. Everyone laughs. Except Kristi.

The coffee klatch is breaking up. Bonnie offers Archina a drive home. Honey heads to the cashier to order a sandwich for lunch later. Woo Woo walks outside and stands still. Charlene can’t figure out if she’s having a heart attack or meditating. Woo Woo walks toward the parking lot. Apparently not a heart attack.

Lexie heads back upstairs with Kristi. “Left my bag in the studio,” she says by way of explanation. Kristi nods absently. She’s clearly worried about something and that something has to be related to what’s going on in the gym.

Kristi has reason to worry. When she and Lexie walk through the doors, the first thing they see are two uniformed police officers. A young woman and a younger man trying to control the yelling, the interruptions, and the gesticulating. Kristi walks toward the group. Jaxx waves her away. She keeps on walking. Lexie looks around the room anxiously. She spies the young man from earlier standing behind the front desk partially hidden by one of the police officers and Timex, as she’s come to call the developer. Lexie breathes a sigh of relief. No longer even pretending to be uninterested, Lexie, too, walks toward the group.

The youngest cop, badge number 6841, is trying to get everyone to quiet down. Suddenly the sound of an evil clown pierces the air. Everyone turns. Lexie has her phone in her hand. “I use this sometimes on my podcast,” she says. The female cop shoots her a look. Lexie thinks it may be gratitude.

In the silence that has suddenly descended, the female cop, badge number 6211, says, “Let me see if I’ve got this right.” Timex opens his mouth to interject. 6211 holds up her hand. The hand says, “Go ahead, make my day.”

Timex clamps his jaw shut. Not a happy camper. 6211 continues. “There is a watch missing. That watch belongs to Byron Newhouse.” 6211 nods in the direction of the short, muscular man with his jaws clamped shut. He nods curtly. “The watch was last seen in Mr. Newhouse’s locker. That locker does not appear to have been tampered with, but the watch is missing.”

Newhouse nods. 6211 nods back. “Let’s go look at this locker, Mr. Newhouse.”

“I’ll start a search of the gym in case the watch got mislaid somewhere,” says Jaxx. 6211 nods approval.

Kristi follows behind Jaxx. It’s not clear whether she wants to help in the search or confront her partner. That may be because it’s unclear to Kristi herself.

Lexie heads directly for the front desk and the young man standing very still behind it. “Are you okay?” she asks. Nathan Young’s face registers surprise, perhaps at the question, at the source of the question, or at the fact he hadn’t asked himself the question before now.

“Stupid, stupid, stupid,” Lexie says to herself. Out loud she offers this up by way of explanation, “That did not look like a good situation.”

“Mr. Newhouse is pissed. Really pissed,” Nathan says. “He thinks one of us stole his watch.”

“He said that?” Lexie asks. She is both shocked and angry.

“He accused the staff. Jaxx said we would never do anything like that. Then he said it had to be one of the other members.”

This seems to sit better with Lexie. “Perhaps he’s just an ass.”

For the first time Nathan smiles. He also seems to come back into his physical space. He looks around as if aware of where he is, what he’s doing, and whom he is talking with. He draws back slightly. “I’m sure Mr. Newhouse is just upset about his watch.”

“Understandably,” says Lexie trying for safer ground. “I’m sure it was a very nice watch.”

“He said it was a paddock for Phillip or something like that.”

“I’m sure it was a very nice watch,” says Lexie. Again.

Stupid. Stupid. Stupid.

Daily Thoughts – Charlene Kurtz

Monday, October 4th

Charlene is a rule follower. It fits with her profession and her personality. It’s in her nature to take the road well travelled and adhere to the posted speed limits. There is no doubt she will complete the monthly activity assigned by Kristi. She won’t shirk from the task, make excuses for non-compliance, or try to find a loophole. She may grit her teeth.

Interesting day at the yoga studio. Charlene thinks this incomplete sentence is in keeping with the spirit and intent of the assignment – to be natural, to flow. Charlene is pleased with herself. 

Some man created a scene because he lost his watch. In fairness, it was probably an expensive watch. In reality, he is likely a dick. Auditors have their own special jargon.

It really upset Kristi. She actually left class for a few minutes. I felt her walk by me and opened my eyes. I know we’re not supposed to do this when we’re in a resting pose, but I figured it’s allowed since there is nothing restful about child’s pose. Someday my heels might say hello to my ass, but that day is a long way away.

I think Kristi is worried about Jock or Jacket or Jackass, whatever his name is. He tried to brush her off when we were going for coffee, but I don’t think she’ll be brushed away for long. I do hope everything is okay. I’m enjoying my yoga.

I’m going to continue consulting. It offers me some extra spending money and gives me something to do. I’m finding the days as a retired auditor longer than I had expected. I know I don’t garden or golf, but I had imagined fuller days and nights. Perhaps that will come. I’ve only been retired for six months. 

I might try reflexology. Woo Woo has offered us a reduced rate. Could be interesting and Woo Woo is very nice. I wonder if I go to her place? It would certainly be interesting.

So that’s three “interestings” in this daily thought. Wonder what that says about my originality? Then again, auditors don’t need to be original. Come to think of it, neither do yoga practitioners.

Sincerely,

Charlene Kurtz

PS He left me another message yesterday. 
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Byron Newhouse is pissed. If you were to ask him, he’d tell you the damn gym is irresponsible and does not have proper security. To himself, in some inner recess, he might admit some responsibility. He routinely loses his locker key. His Nike cargo pants have a deep pocket and a small flap. Sometimes he puts the key in one, sometimes the other. It doesn’t seem to matter. At least twice a week, the key goes missing. He has a second key he keeps in his car, so access to his locker has never been an issue.

Still, this is inconvenient. He is fond of his rose gold Nautilus 7010. Looks good against his tanned wrist, and it sends an important message. His father wouldn’t get the message, but when he found out the price, he’d be impressed. Or mortified. Either way, Byron doesn’t really care. This is the cost of doing business. This is the cost of being an important person in the community.

Now he’ll have to wear his Omega Goldmaster. It’s a statement watch, but it’s no Patek Philippe. Byron feels annoyance run through his veins. If it’s one thing operating a business has taught him though, it’s rolling with the tide. There will be good days and bad days. Being an entrepreneur has also taught him the lemon thing. And there are lemonade possibilities here. Surely the gym is insured. He certainly is. He can inflate the price. He might get a brand new watch to replace his six-year-old Nautilus.

He'll also have an opportunity to impress his son, to show him how a real man moves in the world, taking control and exerting influence to get things done – in your favor. It’s a message Christian seems reluctant to receive especially now with that girlfriend of his. Byron does not like her. Truth be told, he’s not sure he likes his son when he’s with that girl. It’s hard for Byron to recognize him. To find common ground. Maybe it always has been hard.

Curious, though, about the watch. Someone could have found his key, but how would they know what locker it opened? Did they try every locker? Even if someone had the patience for that, the changeroom is not empty for long. It’s a busy gym. It would have been suspicious for a guy, and almost impossible for a woman, to spend any time in the changeroom trying out a key in random locks without raising eyebrows.

That makes Byron wonder if he’s been personally targeted, and that pisses him off more. Perhaps he should call his lawyer. At least he’d be getting some value for his monthly retainer. Byron reaches for the phone. Then it occurs to him. He may not have lost his key. Someone may have taken it. If that’s the case, it’s someone close to him. Someone very close.
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Kristi barely notices the sun shimmering on the water of the Bedford Basin or the glowing oak floors. She steps over the bronze frog and moves to the window as she does every morning. Today, the movement is more perfunctory than profound. More routine than ritual. Kristi turns to face the room before she fully exhales gratitude.

By the time the first yogis arrive – Charlene and Honey – Kristi has the room set up, the aromatherapy diffuser spewing holy basil. It may be that Kristi picked this scent because of its calming properties, or it may have been the first one her hand touched when she reached absently into the carrying case. Kristi walks past the two regulars and continues out the door. Honey looks after her and tilts her head to the left. Then shrugs her shoulders. Kristi forgot to say hi.

The yoga instructor marches toward the front desk. She asks Nathan if he’s seen Jaxx. Nathan points toward the office she shares with her business partner. Kristi continues her march. She’s not sure this is a good idea. She doesn’t want to fight. She particularly doesn’t want to get into an argument in the moments before yoga class starts. But more than that, she doesn’t want to wait any longer for answers. Jaxx has been evading her questions for months, and it has been much too long since they sat down and had a business meeting. They used to do this once a month over pasta from Il Ristorante and a nice merlot from Luckett’s.

It's time. Kristi raises her shoulders then lowers them toward her spine. She tightens her jaw. She strides into the office. Her office.

Jaxx is on the phone. He waves hello.

Then he waves her away.

––––––––
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* * *

––––––––
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Ten yogis are in various stretches, twists, meditations, and yawns when Kristi walks back into the studio. She forces a smile, and the smile spreads of its own accord into her muscles, her bones, her heart. This is her sanctuary. She is at home here. The rawness she feels is still there, but it has moved to the edges now.

Today’s bind is a yogi squat. One leg is extended; the other is bent. One arm goes under the bent leg; the other goes around the back until they meet. In theory. Lexie can’t wait until this month is over, and it’s only day three. Bhodi looks around the room to see if anyone else has completed the bind. Surprisingly, Honey seems to have easily maintained the squat and the bind. Bonnie begins the countdown until she can come out of the contortion, which for her is a little squat and a hint of a bind.

Kristi takes this opportunity to explain the benefits of binds. “These poses allow muscles to release, relax, and open. You can go deeper. You can also focus on alignment and flexibility while building strength.” She breathes in.

“Dear God,” thinks Lexie, “there’s more.”

“If you make her stop,” Bonnie says to her higher spirit, “I will give you my first born.”

Kristi continues to talk, and smile. “Remember to breathe when you’re in the bind. Don’t tighten. And come out of the bind if you feel any pain. Go to your edge, but no further.”

Archina isn’t sure where her edge is, but she fears she left it behind several minutes ago. Woo Woo unbinds. She believes in the mind, body, spirit philosophy of yoga, but enough of this shit.

If it’s one thing Kristi knows, it’s how to read a room full of yogis. The edge has been reached. She tells everyone to stand up, give themselves a hug, and as a special treat, this morning there will be an extended savasana that includes a meditation. (Kristi always has a guided meditation on her phone.) The room smiles, even Bhodi. Eleven bodies move from the vertical to the horizontal. Archina grabs a blanket; Lexie puts a bolster under her knees; Kevin, the newest member of the group, reaches for his socks.

The Dalai Lama is midway through his 13-minute meditation on the disturbed mind when the studio door opens. Twelve faces turn to look at the human who belongs to the shoes that just clomped into their zen-like state. All twelve agree, zen is overrated. Standing at the entranceway to the studio is a 6’2” man with ripped muscles, ebony skin, and a three-day stubble. “He can bind with me any time he wants,” Kevin thinks.

It takes the intruder less than a second to realize he has interrupted the class at an inopportune time. “I’m so sorry,” he says. “I thought class was over.”

“We’re running a little late,” says Kristi in a voice the class has not heard before.

“Please continue,” says Ripped. “I will come back.”

“Too late now,” says Bhodi. He gets the evil eye from most of the class.

“How can we help?” says Kristi introducing herself.

Ripped steps forward, hand extended. “My name is Michael ...”

Before he can continue, Woo Woo interjects. “No, it isn’t. Your name is Lewis.”

The demi-god looks at her in surprise. He’s not alone. The whole class stares at Woo Woo.

“I’m so sorry,” Woo Woo says turning a deep magenta. “I don’t know why I said that.” But she does. Sometimes a thought, an image, a tickertape runs through Woo Woo’s mind. She knows it’s a message, and she usually tries to convey it. On this occasion, she wishes she hadn’t.

Michael turns back to Kristi, leader of the pack. “Terrell. Michael Terrell.”

“Did you want to join the class?” Bhodi asks. The snark is obvious.

“Please,” thinks Kevin. “Please join.”

Terrell smiles. “It’s on my bucket list, but today I’m here for a less pleasant reason. I’m a detective with the Halifax Police Department. I’m looking into a watch that seems to have gone missing from the gym.”

Kristi tries to control her breathing. No one else tries to control anything. Lexie’s eyes fly wide open. Charlene gasps. Bonnie recoils.

Honey farts.

It’s going to be a big group for coffee today. So much to discuss. Detective Terrell didn’t stay long – and he didn’t say much. It was what he didn’t say that has the group talking in whispers. There’s a watch missing (which everyone knew). It’s an expensive watch (which everyone surmised). The watch has been stolen (which no one knew, but one person suspected). The police are investigating (hence the ripped detective interrupting savasana). There is much more to this than your run-of-the-mill theft (which almost everyone secretly hopes).
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