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| could SEE then,

as I stepped with my red rubber
“uglies” onto the frozen ice of a
Michigan river. [ could hear the
click-clack of the hockey sticks
against the ice, a game being played
zealously by my brother and his
friends down the river. But, I was in
my own space. My own world. 1
was a ballerina on ice. | could twirl.
I could dip. I lifted my hands and
arms toward the heavens as if to
embrace the great blue of the sky. |
danced and awkwardly tiptoed. My
coat flared like the layers of a netted
tutu as I began to swirl to music
audible only to me. An engaging
dizziness descended, but it did not
stop me.

~ My right boot slid along the
ice for yet one morc arabesque.
Quickly I lifted my left leg to finish
the pose. The anticipated pose, a
striking pose of grace and beauty,
began to melt into the ice as it soft-
ened beneath my weight and began
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breath of light. But a breath was
t offered to me. There were no
h or fauna upon which I could
I dropped my ny gaze. The beauty of the sum-
attempt to balance. It ver was gone in its wintered
The frigid waters beg: Everything was a fluid gray,
the woolen layers of mercury my uncle used to
rubber uglies were an ima on my palm. The sky jig-
mented red under a layel noved, as if still dancing
The ice became th ic. The clouds became
as I sank eye-level to its beds upon which to
White, cold, mystical ice. . 1 felt oddly warm.
tens flailed, desperate to g i
But each breaking chunk of
merciless ice only caused me o
descend further. . _

Underneath, I could see.

It was like looking through
my grandfather’s prescription glasqeé,
The dark waters were lit by a small

indent of fractured sunlight, a
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How did |

lose my inner sight?

Perhaps it was after the loss
of a love that was so crucial to my
heart. To this day, I can remember
his face, mannerisms, and silly
jokes. I can recall the art gallery we
visited in Toronto, the ice hockey
teams we cheered on together, and

the rain dancing off the windshield

of the car as we sat talking for

hours. I can still feel the cold air
freezing the hairs inside my nose as
we stepped outside his heated
apartment, and I can still smell the
ham hock and sauerkraut we boiled
for New Year’s Day.

Or, maybe [ lost it during my
early adulthood. I entered the
workforce at a dizzying pace, mov-
ing as fast as I could to ger as far as
I dared. My briefcase swung wildly,
to and fro, to and fro, like a pen-
dulum whipping through time.

Somewhere [ lost my sight.
And now [ have finally rediscov-
ered it.

As 1 balance in virabbadra-
sana, | realize that yoga has been

the catalyst for renewal of my origi-

nal self. I used to notice only the
lifting of my head from my pillow
and then dropping it. Now I notice
life. My favorite garden rose
dropped its petals yesterday. My
father called to discuss his health
problem, and I felt the fear in my
breath as I realized the intensity of
my love for him. My teenage
daughter’s face has morphed into
the face of a beautiful woman. My
computer dances to the rhythm of
my fingers. And a tiny heart shadow
is cast upon my desk by my grand-
mother’s locket hanging in my win-
dow.

Because of the yoga teaching
of mindfulness, I have relearned
that it is in the little moments that
we see the most. These moments
are my teachers. | used to believe
that I found myself during the
active pursuit of myself. I now
know I discover myself in the
moments when I notice, when I see.

Like the strength of my
brother’s hand as he pulled me from

the water, yoga has saved me.

A former fundraiser for non-profits,
Nancy Shobe has recently returned to her
life’s passions—yoga and writing.
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