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I cried during yoga today. 

It was late afternoon, and I could hear a rooster right outside the window. The air was stifling. 
Humidity so high that even thinking about wearing anything but a sports bra made me sweat. Nude 
yoga would be perfect, but even here in Bali that would come off as a little strange. The dark 
wooden floor, my fellow yoga class attendees, and the big buddha in the front, were all out of sight 
now that my eyes were closed. I had just entered the finishing savasana position after 90 minutes of 
hard core physical yoga - which I by the way had no chance of keeping up with. Plank. Side plank. 
No feet on the ground. Arm up. Head twisted towards the ceiling. Toes touching my nose. Now, up 
on your little finger. Stay there for ten minutes while preferably doing pushups. Then, quickly into 
child’s pose and repeat. From what I can remember, the class went something like that. Let’s just 
say I was exhausted. 

Finally, gratefully laying flat on the ground with my palms up, feet apart, eyes closed. Breathing in, 
breathing out. Counting every inhale and exhale. Listening to the sounds around me. Letting go of 
every thought. Silence. 

And then she started talking. 

“Please, remember that there are people who put you first. Who love you so much that they do that. 
They have chosen to see beyond your ego. They see who you truly are. Which is pure love. These 
people deserve your humble gratitude and kindness…”

And that was when they found their way through the tiny cracks of my closed eyes. Slowly rolling 
down the side of my face and into my ear. 

No doubt I was covered in sweat, but that wasn't it. I felt my chest getting heavier, and my nose 
stuffing up. And then, two warm unfamiliar hands on my shoulders, gently pushing me further 
towards the ground. More tears.

I started thinking about my mom. How I can tell that she truly loves me, knows me, and 
consistently puts me first. How even if I did something completely unforgivable, she would have 
my back, try her best to calm me down and help me make sense of it all. And how I would do the 
exact same thing for her, without a single doubt. And how lucky I am to have several people like 
that in my life. My dad, my sisters, my very best friends even. But most importantly, 

myself. 

4


