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Foreword


A man, an ex-husband, a father, a son, and a naked mystic. These are a few of the things I learned of a man sitting on a bench at the yoga studio one day. This man was David Matthew Brown and he was clearly in a place of being open to a journey and wanted to share his experiences along the way. We initially discussed the idea of completing 30 straight days of hot yoga. He explained that he planned to document and blog each day going forward. What may have started as a comfortable way of merging into a new life experience became a collection of honest feelings, raw emotions, pivotal breakthroughs and human moments. David’s desire to share each day through his blog, the naked mystic, initially had us all a bit concerned as we explained to David that he could not take the hot yoga classes in the nude.


Fortunately, David arrived on his mat day after day after day fully clothed. I have seen many people gift themselves the idea of a consistent practice and life simply gets in the way. Work, school, relationships, the unknown emergency, insecurity, vulnerability, change, and other life events are all things that can shift our energy and focus from our practice. While these things were all present in David’s journey you are about to learn how dedication and a deep willingness to understand our bodies and breath can take us further than our minds could ever imagine. Breath by breath David’s practice develops into a true inspiring account of life and reality, becoming a testament to the evolution of a human being one breath, one movement, and one day at a time. On the mat, David explores many concepts and practices with an open and honest mind gaining insight and perspective along the way.


The writings, stories, and honest first-hand accounts of sweat and courage shared by David became a powerful tool, part of the greater process that is breath and the evolution and transformation of a human being. At one point I recall asking David where the reflection takes place to create the writings. I challenged him to allow the practice to be guided by the breath and to be present in the moment of sensation, as if we are fully consumed in practice with the intent to create something we may in fact be limiting ourselves of the possibilities to open, release, and receive. I challenged David to allow the experiences to set naturally and the documentation of the experiences or reflection process to take place elsewhere. In sharing, I learned in many cases that David would reflect during his walks to and from the studio. From the tears running down his face to encounters and signs from others, real life stuff interpreted in a positive light is what we are gaining in perspective here. It has been an incredible experience in getting to know David inside and outside of the hot room and look forward to the seeing what comes next from the naked mystic.


Joe Komar


Modo Yoga LA Instructor










The Jump


November 26th, 2010, and I had recently been separated from my wife and received a call from my Uncle Paul. “Hey, David, it’s your uncle, congratulations you won a prize, give me a call, okay, bye.”


My uncle has a wonderful sense of humor, so I called him back, and he explained that he, my aunt, and cousins were going skydiving the day after Thanksgiving and they would like me to go, though my aunt was having second thoughts.


I had never thought in my wildest dreams that first I would be going through a divorce, and second jumping out of an airplane, so I said, “Yes.” What else could happen? So my almost three-year-old daughter and I drove down to a small airport by San Diego. As we arrived my daughter saw all the little planes, and asked what we were doing there, and I responded, “Well, Harper, your dad is going to jump out of plane?”


“Who’s going to watch me?” she asked.


I smiled. “My aunt will watch you.”


My uncle and aunt arrived, I was chosen to go first, and my heart was pounding, and my mind was dancing in fear. What am I doing? This is nuts. I would be jumping tandem. The man I was jumping with must have reassured me one hundred times, “David, I have made thousands of jumps, and this will be fun.”


They strapped me up, and I came out and saw my daughter. We hugged tight, and she said, “Dad, I love you.”


The man came out of the office in his gear. “David, lets go.” I remember thinking they move fast, probably, and telling myself, so you don’t chicken out. My aunt explained that Harper and the family would meet me at the final landing place. My daughter hugged me again and I watched them walk away.


Turning I went to talk to the man I would be jumping with. He again explained how many times he had jumped and then took out his video recorder and pointed it at me. “David, how are you feeling about jumping?”


I responded quickly, “Good, I feel good,” and stuck my tongue out to the camera.


The plane was tiny. On board would be a pilot, myself, the man I would be strapped to, and another man and jumper; five of us traveling in a tuna can, puttering up two miles high. The higher we flew, the more my mind started to race, and finally we arrived, hovering above the Pacific Ocean.


It was beautiful up there and I watched the other jumper sit on the edge of the plane, and then go. And after they jumped I heard, “Okay, David, we have to jump now, let’s go.” So we moved to the edge of plane, and I sat with my feet dangling over the edge. I heard directions being spoken to me, my mind screaming now, and like that, we jumped. All was quiet in me as we moved through the air, and I opened my eyes and looked out over the vast sky and down at the wonderful greens and browns of the fall season below me.


I signaled thumbs up to the camera that was on me, and said, “Wow,” about fifty times. No words can describe the feeling of being up there.


The parachute shot open and we glided over Southern California, and as we were coming to land, I saw running beneath me my beautiful daughter Harper, yelling, “My dad can fly, my dad can fly.”


As I landed, she came and jumped into my arms, and explained to me how she could see me flying in the air. The man asked if I would do it again, and I said, “Yes!”


We all decided to go for Mexican food. Harper and I jumped into my car and followed behind my uncle. Out of the blue, our car just gave up. Smoke billowed from the hood. My daughter asked me, “Dad, why is the car on fire?”


I said, “I have no idea.” So we pulled off onto the shoulder.


Pulling up too, my uncle walked over, poked his head in, and said, “I’ll tow it, and you guys can get in my car.”


We hopped in my uncle’s car. As we drove back to their house I remember thinking about my separation, moving out of the house, jumping out of plane, and then the thought came, Now this.


At that moment, it felt as if life kept giving me lemons. Over the next few months I would be mugged, become a caregiver, and endure family members that couldn’t keep themselves out of the mediation between my wife and me. My Facebook became a posting ground of nonsense, from people who had no idea or sensitivity to divorce.


When two people decide to move on, it is quite difficult for both of them, whether they acknowledge it or not. A divorce is really a death. So many people are affected by it, not just the two people divorcing. In our case we had our daughter, who had grandparents, and then there were friends and family. Everyone believes they know what went on because they hear from one side, and so the process becomes bigger, personal, and in some cases ridiculous.


The divorce felt like the wind being knocked out of me, it really hurt, was painful, and I began to turn away from the world. I wanted to stay inside. I worked many jobs, and did the best I could to keep a positive outlook at work. It was difficult.


In particular, with divorce you feel raw inside. In fact so raw that you feel touchy, and so in front of my daughter, I kept up a strong sense of pride, trying to keep it together. And when she went to sleep, I had moments of where I just wept thinking about her living with two parents separately, and how hard that would be for her.


Early on in this period, I worked as a caregiver. I remember at the end of one long day at work, before I left, I had to change someone’s diapers. The experience was very humbling. I came home to a Facebook message on my wall, from a family member, “David can’t feed his daughter,” which was not true. I remember reading that and crying. I was over the nonsense, over my thinking, over divorce, over people getting involved, over this life, and frankly just over it!


During the next three years, life offered me many ups and downs. As they came I dealt with them. But I had this overwhelming sense of shame, resentment, and guilt about my situation. How quickly my mind fed me stories of what happened, and every time the stories came, a part of me would bite like a fish, and in a flash my good day would become bad. I would re-live the situations in my mind.


After many meetings, therapy sessions, energy sessions, massages, and seeing my life from all different vantage points, I came across Radical Forgiveness by Colin Tipping. It was here that I started to feel a sense of relief. After I did his worksheet I noticed a weight being lifted. Finally after three years of resentment, there was actual movement happening. Actual forgiveness.


As I look back on that moment, I really feel as though the reason this actually started to work was I was ready, sincerely ready, to forgive. So I forgave it all. And as I forgave it, I began to have revelations and wisdom about why my life was unfolding the way it was and indeed had.


It felt great to have the burden off me.


I remember getting in my car to run errands around Los Angeles, and I felt as though I was renewed. I thought what could I do to mark this new beginning. As the thought appeared, I looked to my right and saw the sign, “Moksha Yoga,” which was hot yoga. I thought to myself, now that’s interesting, I haven’t done yoga for three years. So I sat with the idea, but the idea didn’t want to sit, it wanted to move, take action. As I had just started writing a blog, I thought it would be fun to do thirty straight days of hot yoga and blog on my experience every day. I would blog about my insights, struggles, and inspiration on the mat and how it was affecting me off the mat. I contacted Emily at the studio to let her know what I was doing; she loved the idea. So when I received her email that everything was good, I went and bought my unlimited month of yoga and started the next day.


After I went through forgiveness, there was, and still is, a tremendous sense of vulnerability. I used to believe vulnerability was weakness, but not anymore. Vulnerability is strength. By writing every day about my journey on the mat, I stayed open – stayed in the state of vulnerability – because what I learned on this 90 days of hot yoga is that life is not about holding on to anything, it flows no matter what. We are here to accept it, and then take action from the place of acceptance. I spent most of my life on this planet resisting, then proving others wrong, and then searching for approval: an unhealthy approach that worked for many years, but finally failed.


I invite you now into the 90-day journey, which originally started as 30 straight days and then moved to 90 straight days of hot yoga. Take your time with it. Use my journey to contemplate yours. We, meaning each of us, are in this together. Some days I offer little reminders, tools, on what I did to remain present. But each day offers one simple reminder – breath. Simple, but we take our breath for granted. Enjoy the journey. The journey I took over 90 days to arrive to where I have always been, but resisted.


I started this book explaining my skydiving experience, looking back that experience taught me that yes, I had fear in my mind, I was scared to jump, but I did. So you may be in a place right now where everything is going in the opposite direction to where you would like it to go. Take breath, and accept it. Accept where you are now. Accept the feelings, thoughts, and sensations that are happing inside you and be one with them. They are your real teachers. Witness them. Because if they are happening inside you, own it, they are your feelings. You matter, so your feelings matter.


Take your time with this journey. Remember you are already here, so be here fully, breathe, and enjoy! 










90 Days Begin 
Struggles, Inspiration, and Breathing



Day 1


Moksha and I


Today as I walked down to Moksha Yoga, there was an overcast sky, a nice breeze, and my thoughts. As I continued to walk to my first class, I felt I should set an intention: I would focus on my breath, and no matter what happened, I would rest in the breath.


I had found yoga in 1999 after I went to the doctor. The doctor explained I had high blood pressure and a couple of other things as well. He wanted to put me on drugs. I understood his intention, but there was no way was I going to take drugs. I thought there had to be another way. But I didn’t have another way, so I let the doctor know that I would be back in six months, and if when I came back nothing changed, I would consider drugs.


A week later I decided to enter a yoga studio, change my diet, and I added to them Runyon Canyon for hiking. After two months of unlimited yoga, diet change, and hiking, I noticed a vast difference in my health and most importantly my mind. I went to the doctor, and guess what? Everything was normal. The doctor was shocked, he asked what I had done, I said I had cut out all red meat and fast food, added more fruit and vegetables, hiked, and incorporated yoga and meditation as well. From then on my diet changed to a vegetarian diet, hiking, yoga, meditation, and prayer work.


During my divorce, my diet changed, my body was craving meat again. I removed yoga because it seemed my body craved more physical work such as running and hiking, though I still meditated.


A couple of months later I did some forgiveness work, all the cravings stopped. No more running, some hiking, but what was amazing was this sense of now. Living and breathing. It was here that I started hearing my breath, contemplating my breath, allowing the breath, and no longer identifying with my mind. And when I did get caught up in my mind I would go to the breath, and so now my life is about “hearing the breath.” When I hear my breath – really hear it – it reminds me of the ocean tide, it is beautiful.


I bring this up because in my first day of class today at Moksha, Joe our teacher brought up the importance of community and breathing; to me community is to commune with. In my practice today I spent time communing with my breath. Now don’t misunderstand me, my practice was wobbly, tight, with only a couple of moments of fully expressing through my heart. But the breath was carrying me through each pose, no matter what. How I respond on my mat is how I respond in my life.


During my practice today a phrase kept creeping in, “God is closer than your breath,” and what occurred to me was that the breath is who I am, or “breath I am.” A couple of times I caught my self-reflecting from the vantage point of the breath; breath means spiritus in Latin, it is where we get the word inspiration, or in breath. As we breathe in life, and let it go, the inhale is “let” and the exhale is “go.” The breath naturally moves with the flow of life without holding on. So by contemplating my breath in the practice, I was able to live in the body, and allow.


Joe our teacher mentioned freedom several times and our choice in it. I like that. I like that I have a choice in freedom, and that I can wrestle with myself on my mat in safety. Well on to day two…



Day 2


Getting My Sweat On!


It is day two of my 30 straight days at Moksha, and today’s practice was filled with music. I continued to play with my breath, allowing the breath to guide me in the poses. Moksha is hot yoga, so you bring a towel, your mat, and water. The temperature of the room can rise to 102 degrees. At one point in the practice we were working on hips, my mind very active, and I suddenly became aware that I was gripping my towel like a baby holding a blanket. I smiled. The power of the breath is wonderful it really helps me to calm the mind when it starts to grip. I thought I might be a little tight from yesterday’s practice but I actually felt good.


Everyday offers me new challenges, and today the challenge on my mat was breathing through my comfort zone and going into those places that were screaming. My comfort zone stops where the loud noises are. Meaning I prefer not go deeper. As I continued to breathe into and with and through those places I had a wonderful insight, “You’re safe, nothing is going to hurt you here. You’re on your mat,” and I allowed myself to go inside, go inside to the sticky parts of me. Why not? We only live once so I might as well enjoy the opportunities as they arise.


I read a blog by a wonderful teacher and mystic Matthew Fox who said that in a capitalist land we are taught to be misers. To horde, to save up until we die then give it away. Then he suggested that love is a celebration that is always giving. Our job as lovers of love is to always be giving. I bring this up in regards to my practice: the more I give to it, the better I am. So when my thoughts are screaming, “YOU ARE NOT SAFE PULL BACK! AHHHHH!” I listen and keep breathing with it, and the noise subsides.


This is a wonderful acknowledgment for me. Most of the time I would run from these places, and now I am welcoming them in. Now you might not see the accomplishment, but I see it; and the more I continue to see me and hear me, the more I will stop demanding it from others and the world. Namaste…



Day 3


“No Breath, No Yoga”


Day three of my 30 straight days of hot yoga at Moksha in Los Angeles, California on La Brea and today I started on my mat with wonderful strength, and inner power formed and maintained with my breath. The breath works to ignite, enliven, and move the body. I love that we are encouraged to breathe and let the breath take us deeper. Our teacher today, Joe, played some cool tunes and mentioned, “No breath, no yoga.” That really helped to inform me again of the power of the breath in my practice.


The breath for me is the connector between heaven and earth. It is about the whole being, incorporating the whole being into your practice. Sometimes yoga is looked at as just about the body, and the heaven aspect is left out. We need both heaven and earth in our practice to balance ourselves, especially in our lives filled with so many earthly things. Without heaven we become unbalanced in the world. Our breath, as Joe the teacher mentioned, is the “equalizer in our practice” and the bridge.


I am beginning to understand in my practice that by letting the breath into the parts of the body that may be tight, and resisting, I am letting in love. My breath accepts all life as it is. So for me the breath accepts the parts in me that are scared, hurt, shameful, or even guilty, and allows me to feel those places and release them. Especially in my hips, to breathe deep into them and allow the energy to move, it also seems to shake up lots of cellular memories too.


I have been noticing, too, that some old memories and feelings emerge. When I meditate on this, I receive guidance that it is just that, old memories that are looking to find their way out of the body.


In hot yoga I am recovering quickly each day and the body feels great and alive. Oh, thank you for the emails from both men and women who wanted to do naked yoga with me; sorry for the misunderstanding, I am doing hot yoga, with clothes on. Very flattered and it put a smile on my face. Well off to play with my daughter and see you tomorrow.



Day 4


Discover the Pose


Today I continued on to day four of 30 straight days of hot yoga. Before practice started, I lay down on my mat and closed my eyes. The room was quiet and I focused my attention on my breath coming into my nostrils and out. As I did this, an idea floated into my mind, “Discover the pose today.” Then I thought, “Discover life.”


How many times am I planning ahead? How many times am I dwelling on yesterday? How many times do I find myself in my head? Yet when do I give myself permission to discover life, or for that matter discover the pose, I feel more present.


Every pose in my practice is a discovery, with the breath guiding me to discover and accept each one as it is today. Christians have this same practice but they use the Our Father to practice with, reminding them that life is happening here and it is to be discovered as it is.


So today I used this idea to discover the intimate nature of the pose – allowing the breath to fully engage them. How quickly pride gets in and knocks you over. I found pride coming in and then I was knocked down. When the breath is fully engaged, I feel humbled in the pose, and the pose is discovered as it is.


This is important for me to discover how many times I expect people and situations to be different, and wanting them to change. It is up to me to accept life as it is, and I notice when I do that, my action steps are simple. But if I meet life and resist it, well life becomes a struggle. This happened in my practice today, on a back bend, the body was resisting and so I used my breath to allow the resistance to happen, why fight it. Funny, I noticed my shoulders blades come together and chest come out, and it felt like everything came from the inside out. Resisting is giving us an opportunity to rest. Resting in resisting is how we stretch ourselves.


Yoga offers us the invitation to discover the pose, and life offers us the same invitation – to discover life without war, defense, without the past. Life invites us to discover it as it is – staying open to discover the possibility that this is enough and so are you. If the pose is challenging me, rather than fighting and arguing with it, I discover it, meet it, and allow it to teach me: this seems to bring compassion to myself. Do I still fight it? Oh yes, but now I know when I am fighting, to stop, and breathe into the fight.



Day 5


“Stillness is Law”


As I went into day five of 30 straight days of hot yoga, I walked into my practice with a busy plate. I arrived early to collect myself, and in the process talked to some wonderful people who were waiting to take the class as well. I placed down my mat and then I lay on it and closed my eyes. I followed the flow of my breath and was amazed by the ordinariness of it, which led me to honor my mat more. Lying there before class, the reason occurred to me of why I love my mat so much. Once I get on it, I lose all identity to the world. On my mat I can just be. I am not a speaker, writer, author, blogger, single dad, student, or teacher; all of that drops away and I can just be ordinary.


Everything in my practice is calling me inward on my mat, every pose is inviting me to just be ordinary and release the need to be extraordinary. In a world where everyone is thriving to be extraordinary all the time, for an hour I can be ordinary. Yes there are moments in life and in the practice where we are called to be extraordinary, but those moments are few and far between. How exhausting to be extraordinary all the time. Constantly in a state of doing, needing approval, and proving to people all day long, that they are enough. I have discovered my moments come when I have the opportunity to speak in front of a group, but when I am done speaking, well, I go back to the ordinary. There is a famous Zen line, “Do laundry, carry wood, after enlightenment do laundry, carry wood.” Ordinariness is an invitation to be okay now. We all would like to be just okay.


As the practice started the teacher asked us to breathe in the stillness, and at one point stated, “Stillness is law.” I wish stillness were law. So I used the practice today to discover the stillness within it. I found many moments of stillness; I also found stillness towards the end of my practice. I had a chance to push through and decided to rest in the stillness of the breath and the sweat, and allow this to be as it is. I uncovered such gentleness with myself. I discovered an appreciation for who I am. I appreciated that I chose to stop and listen to myself, and not push, not will, not drive, which is a wonderful way to say, “I love you” to myself.


I am finding many lessons in my life lately, and the old ways I used to go about being in life are falling away. I am being called to spread my wings and leave the past at last where it belongs in the rear view mirror. I honor all that happened, and I am learning that forgiveness doesn’t happen overnight, and that it is a process, and life gives you ample time to heal and then it invites you back into the fray. As I move into day six, I am honoring this journey of 30 days straight of hot yoga and admiring that no matter what happens I am showing up, and showing up fully. I honor you that read this.



Day 6


“Savor Now”


Approaching day six of 30 straight days of hot yoga at Moksha LA, I entered a long class. The teacher was wonderful. She set the intention early on to take it slow, to give ourselves these 90 minutes and “savor now.” We started and really focused our attention on the pose, diving into it slowly, and with detail – savoring right now. At one point she announced, as we held a pose, “If you fall over, who cares.” That made me chuckle. My mind raced quickly to all the times I have fallen over, and frankly nobody cares but us. My mind raced to the end of my marriage, which I felt was a huge fall, to starting over, to life not moving as I would like it, and wondering when it would actually move, to wondering if I would meet someone, blah blah, right? Because all these thoughts have a little bit of fact or truth that don’t stand up to “now.”


Every day for six days I have shown up on my mat, and have met the same 40 poses over and over, and in my meeting them, I have realized that each day brings new opportunities to rest a little deeper, relax into the chaos a little longer, and breathe. But most importantly allow my breath to move my practice.


Within my practice I am invited to leave my stories behind, leave yesterday, not to worry about tomorrow, and rest here. When that happens, it happens from sincerity. Faith is the only thing I know that defeats fear, and faith is found here in the breath. Beliefs are mind trappings, and faith is found outside the mind. Faith is not concerned with rationale, stories, or who did what; it is solely a place of devoting the heart to the gift of the present, then allowing the present to unwrap itself as it is, thus honoring unfolds. Faith knows nothing of proving (approval); it is simply is deep trust in the Divine now. This Divine is acknowledged in me honoring you, but I can’t honor you fully unless I honor and accept my gift, which lies here. The gift of who I am is discovered moment-to-moment, breath-by-breath, and pose-by-pose.


We are not insignificant, lacking and limited, we are here, and that is enough. On my mat today I realized that I stand naked in my pose (not literally), using only what I have to give here. Each pose invites me to give more of myself, and it does not do it in a pushy, arrogant, holier than thou way, but it encourages me with grace, love, and gentleness. Today I fell and didn’t care, and even laughed, because I can.


Andrew Harvey in his blog on Walking the Christ Path through Life and Death Experience, asks us to ponder these questions, and I leave you with them, “What did you do while the world was burning?” and “What did you love enough to really give your whole life for?”


Get your sweat on!



Day 7


“BEEP!”


Day seven of my 30 straight days of hot yoga at Moksha Los Angeles, and today before class I met the teacher Emily who suggested water; she handed me a bottle and talked to me about the importance of drinking water in the practice and the effects of dehydration. Thank goodness. Angels appear in all shapes and sizes and at the right times. What a blessing! I walked into class, lay down on my mat, and closed my eyes for about ten minutes. By the time class actually started I was a geyser of sweat; so thank goodness for the recommendation.


Today we focused on allowing the breath to fill the space in our bodies, directing the breath, and feeling it fill us up. I decided to add a challenge to my practice and really become a Jedi, yes a Star Wars reference. During some of the practice I closed my eyes, and found something very interesting: I seemed to trust my eyes, ears, and touch, more than my breath. Once I closed my eyes, I was wobbling, a little off, and had to sense alignment. Normally I can see it, or am guided to see it, go to it, but with my eyes closed, well everything changed. First, any story I was telling myself went out the window, because when you close your eyes you have no time to trust the mind; it is useless, and you realize how much of your mind relies on the senses for its information. So now my eyes were closed and it felt as if there was no body, with this vast undiscovered place, I felt like a tight ropewalker. I began to give way to the space Emily was talking about and sensed the greatness of the inner world. Wow! How much do I rely on my sight, sound, touch, taste, and smell to give me information that is only partially true.
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