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For Mum and Dad – my first gurus,
and for Teddy Edge – my three-year-old godson and guru-in-chief


I have used the real names and identities of the gurus, yoga teachers, ashrams and schools, but to protect the innocent people I met along the way I have changed some names and details. The description of a career in advertising is a melding of many experiences and not representative of any one particular agency.


~1~
‘The violet vibrations blow
my crown chakra wide open’

‘YOGA STUDENT!’ SAID the rickshaw driver, nodding emphatically in the direction of a bungalow just visible in the fading light, beyond the orange flowers of several flamboyant canna plants.

‘Two hundred rupees! You pay!’ he said, even more emphatically, stopping just short of a grumpy cow, which was occupying most of the narrow road.

This was around £2.50 – a bit steep for a journey of half a mile in India – but if it delivered me to Ortario and Magdali’s Café, reputedly the centre of Mysore yoga student life, well, it would be worth it. I’d only arrived in town an hour ago but I was desperate to start getting to know my yogic soulmates, and I was hungry.

I handed over the money and, after some delicate negotiations with a goat that was trying to make a meal of a poster on the gate, I headed up the garden path towards a long, messy row of beaten-up Birkenstocks. I added my shiny new orange Birkies to the line, took a deep breath and opened the door to yoga heaven.

There before me were twenty or more beautiful people, draped over floor cushions, daybeds and each other. A harassed waiter, the only person showing any signs of movement, shuttled backwards and forwards through shuttered kitchen doors from which the smell of garlic and fresh coriander periodically escaped.

Smiling weakly, I surveyed the scene, nervously clutching my brand new copy of The Yoga Sutras of Patanjali to my chest. I suddenly felt overwhelmed. I had imagined this moment for a long time – my first encounter with the yoga students of Mysore – but where to sit? Everyone seemed so entwined. Unable to work out an immediate way to add myself to this human spaghetti, I hovered at the edge of a small splinter group sitting straight-backed at a low-slung table decorated with empty plates, bits of Naan bread and mint tea.

‘Would you like to join us?’ asked a husky-voiced girl with golden skin and long, white-blonde hair.

‘Thank you, I’d love to,’ I said gratefully.

I attempted to copy their ‘lotus’ position – ankles perched effortlessly on their thighs – but my hips and knees resisted at the crucial 45-degree point. I was forced to abandon the attempt and sit cross-legged – feet and ankles nailed firmly to the ground. I slid my shawl over the offending posture.

‘I’m Lisa, from Sweden,’ said the blonde girl, with a perfect English accent and a warm smile.

‘I’m Lucy. I just arrived today, from London.’

‘Namaste, Lucy. Welcome to Mysore.’ Lisa raised her hands into prayer position and bowed her head. ‘This is Greg, and Shanti.’

‘Namaste,’ said Greg, pressing his palms into prayer position and bowing his head.

‘Namaste,’ said Shanti, doing the same.

‘Namaste,’ I replied, bowing in return and thus completing our round of promises that the spirit in each of us would respect the spirit in each other.

I was eager to find out more about these fellow spirits.

‘I love your outfit, Shanti,’ I said, admiring the tiger-eye browns and yellows of the salwar kameez that perfectly offset her mahogany corkscrew curls, olive skin and translucent green eyes.

‘Oh, thank you. Actually it’s very old; my yoga teacher’s wife gave it to me. Isn’t that so sweet? She’s so beautiful.’

Warming to my subject, I added, ‘And your shawl – where did you get it? It’s such a great colour on you.’

‘Oh, thank you so much, Lucy. You know what, before I came here I was in Dharamshala and this holy man read my aura – the shawl was a perfect match. The violet vibrations blow my crown chakra wide open, but it also keeps my energy field protected. The gold trim – see here,’ Shanti showed us the intricate embroidery, ‘helps my spirit guides look out for me.’

‘Your shawl is pretty too, Lucy,’ said Lisa kindly.

‘Oh, thank you. St Joseph of Brompton Cross. It was expensive, about two hundred pounds, I think, but on a cost-per-wear basis it’s actually worked out to be a bit of a bargain.’

A small gap seemed to have opened up in the conversation.

Lisa came to my rescue. ‘What brought you to India, Lucy?’

‘I think it was a Boeing seven-four-seven. It was a long journey – into Bombay and then on to Bangalore. I’m feeling pretty awful now but that might be more to do with how much I had to drink on the plane than jet lag.’

There was another gap in the conversation; it seemed a little larger than the last.

Lisa smiled indulgently. ‘What about you, Shanti?’

‘I am here to study Ashtanga with Guruji. I told you earlier, before Lucy arrived, that it was my first time in Mysore but actually I’ve been to the city before – I just don’t remember it. My mom was here in seventy-five when she was pregnant with me – she didn’t know she was pregnant so she was doing all these inversions – adho mukha vrksasana, parsva pada sarvangasana, hanumanasana in sirsasana. Pretty dangerous really – she coulda lost me – but I must have loved it. It feels like yoga is in my blood.’

‘Your mum must have been one of the Guruji’s first Western students,’ said Lisa admiringly.

Shanti smiled in acquiescence and, with a dancer’s poise, slowly unfurled her legs into an easy 180-degree stretch, keeping her back perfectly straight. She flexed her ankles and toes and came to rest with a small tinkle of the hand-carved bells on her antique ankle chains.

Greg, a pale-faced, skinny man with a thin ponytail and a goatee plaited with yellow thread, watched appreciatively. He cleared his throat. ‘My father spent some time in India back then – actually it was even earlier – sixty-eight, I think. He was on a rescue mission to bring home my chillum-soaked aunt. She’d been hanging out with the Beatles in Rishikesh at Maharishi Mahesh Yogi’s ashram. I went to stay with her when she got back home to Woodstock, I wanted her to teach me how to fly over people’s heads like the Maharishi but she said I was too young so she taught me some yoga instead. That experience really rocked my world. I was on my path. Yogaaahhh,’ he breathed, spreading his palms wide as if to embrace the world. He smiled beatifically, especially at Shanti.

Lisa bubbled enthusiastically, ‘I love that we all came to yoga at such a young age. I was given The Yoga Sutras of Patanjali when I was thirteen by my older sister. I remember reading it in our summerhouse in Gotland. It was a real turning point for me – a spiritual epiphany. They say that we choose the family that we are born into. It seems,’ she beamed, ‘that we all chose well.’

Greg and Shanti smiled in agreement. My smile was a little weaker. My favourite reading material at thirteen was Jackie magazine; when the Beatles and Greg’s aunt had discovered Maharishi Mahesh Yogi, my father had been working his arse off to buy us a colour telly; I’d worked in advertising all of my adult life, and the only spiritual epiphany I had ever experienced had been at the bottom of a bottle of Pinot Grigio. I quickly changed the subject – was Shanti a yoga teacher? I thought it likely.

Shanti’s diamond nose stud glinted in the fading light. ‘Oh yeah, of course. I’ve been a teacher for eight years. I started by helping my mom with her students. Now I teach privately all over Manhattan, and in Brooklyn, where I live. I have twenty regular students and a website – you can buy my first DVD on it. It’s a great flow, I think you’d love it. I’m not pushing it too hard – it’s kinda organic. I’m letting it grow naturally.’ She fished around in her large mirrored bag and pulled out some business cards. ‘Here, take one each – it has my website address. Let me know what y’all think of the DVD.’

We thanked her profusely, admiring the thin creamy cards on which Lakshmi, goddess of wealth and prosperity, was depicted in a pink sari and golden headdress, standing in a lotus flower, gold coins pouring forth from one of her four hands.

Greg hurried to give us his business cards, which carried a golden embossed OM, and to tell us that he was studying with Guruji, was also a yoga teacher back home and lived in Brooklyn too, just like Shanti. He described his work as a Raso Vai massage therapist with mounting excitement: ‘I walk up and down the body, using hot oil to bring energy flow and harmony to the joints. It’s an amazing spiritual experience. I invite bliss, love and higher consciousness to pour through me to you,’ he said, his gaze fixed on the clear object of his affection.

Shanti smiled and, with her legs still at 180 degrees, lazily stretched her body out so that her torso lay completely flat to the floor, her face resting comfortably in her hands.

‘Have you ever slipped?’ I asked.

He gave me a stern look. ‘I may be heavy with the weight of my spiritual duty, Lucy, but I’m pretty light on my feet, plus I use a rope to steady myself.’ He got up. ‘I’ve gotta get my beauty sleep – I’m on my mat at five tomorrow morning and I’m hoping Guruji is going to give me some help with my drop backs.’ He gave Shanti one more longing look and loped off into the night.

Shanti slowly raised herself off the floor and languidly rotated her body, bending over one of her outstretched legs so that her head touched her ankle. She raised her head just a couple of inches to tell us that she was starting tomorrow morning at six o’clock. This would be a lie-in as she normally got up at four every day, except Sundays and moon days. She wrapped her hands around her foot and slowly returned her head to her ankle.

Lisa loved getting up early, too. ‘My five a.m. practice is so right for me. It’s such a sattvic, pure, harmonious time of day – my mind is clear and my body feels amazing afterwards, so serene.’

I decided not to mention that I was hoping to be on my mat no earlier than nine in the morning but I did have to make one confession: that I wasn’t studying with Guruji.

Shanti raised her head from her ankle and stared at me. There was silence.

Sensing that this gap in the conversation was about to turn itself into a yawning chasm, I rushed to explain myself. ‘It’s just that I did a workshop with Guruji in London and he called me a “bad lady”. I had a collapsing crocodile, you know, the press-up position.’

‘Chaturanga dandasana,’ corrected Shanti.

‘Then he tried to get me into that balancing position involving standing on one leg and taking hold of the big toe of the other foot.’

‘Utthita hasta padangusthasana,’ said Shanti, helpfully.

Explaining that I’d lost my balance and nearly toppled him and had therefore thought it best to start my studies in India with someone else, I quickly moved on to describe the six-week course that I had signed up for with Mr Venkatesh. ‘He is the author of his own system of yoga – “Atma Vikasa” – it means “evolution of the soul”,’ I added proudly.

‘Ah Venkatesh – the so-called “Rubber Yogi”.’ Lisa looked down at my crossed legs (the shawl had slipped off) with a doubtful expression.

For the third time in half an hour I smiled weakly.

Somehow I’d lost my appetite.


~2~
‘Merging with the pool of
cosmic bliss that is the universe’

THE FACT THAT I was struggling to feel at home in Mysore was hardly surprising. Only one week before I had added my shiny orange Birkies to the line-up outside Ortario and Magdali’s Café, I had been striding down the ad agency corridors in high heels, on my way to a meeting about a tub of margarine. Spending more than a decade in advertising debating the meaning of such tubs hadn’t been ideal preparation for a yoga student in search of life’s deeper meaning:

‘Talk to me about polyunsaturated fat, Lucy,’ said the Creative Director as he pulled me onto his knee.

I was uncomfortable with this subtle shift in power but I couldn’t work out how to slide off without causing a scene. As my toes searched quietly but desperately for the ground, I explained the latest strategic problem facing our beleaguered margarine client:

‘Polyunsaturated fat has, until now, been seen by the consumer as good fat, but monounsaturated fat is even better – it’s the next big thing. Our client plans to launch one next month but it’s likely that Sainsbury’s and Tesco’s will follow. The client is worried because people think that a supermarket’s own brand is basically the same product as the more expensive brands and don’t want to pay the extra.’

I used the Creative Director’s momentary lapse in concentration to slide further off his knee. Aahh. Getting there slowly, one toe firmly on the floor. I continued steadily:

‘So we need to give our monounsaturated fat an emotional advantage – something that will differentiate it from own label. The client wants to use his existing advertising equity – the sunflowers – because research says they have happy and carefree values, particularly if they sing happy, carefree songs. The problem is that the sunflowers also say polyunsaturated. So the question is – do we use the sunflowers and risk consumer confusion? And if we do use them, then what the heck song are they going to sing?’

The Creative Director tightened his grip around my waist and smirked. ‘I love it when you talk dirty, Lucy.’

You can see the problem.

We worked seventy-hour weeks to answer these questions. This would have been understandable if we had been creating world peace, but deciding what sunflowers should sing shouldn’t have kept us in the office so long.

There were some odd moments of relief – wearing pink fluffy Agent Provocateur mules in imitation of a domestic goddess for a vacuum cleaner pitch, sporting a purple, crushed-velvet Pussy Galore mini-skirt and thigh-length boots to sing ‘Happy Birthday’ to my marge client, to name but two. But somehow these compensations were not enough. I was fed up with working at the centre of the periphery. Surely there was more to life?

All of this talk about marge left little time for a private life. An M&S Café Culture ready meal, especially the Aubergine Parmigiana, became an icon of domestic bliss. There was no time to go out and play, only time to stay in and recover before the next deadline came flying across my desk like a cruise missile. Guaranteed to seek, find and destroy all chance of finding a man before I hit the retirement home.

I tried to look on my almost permanent single status positively – no need to have more than one set of good underwear, no beer taking up fridge space that would be better devoted to Diet Coke, M&S chocolate peanuts and Pinot Grigio, none of the pain of intimate waxing, no fights over the remote control, no left-up loo seats – but it was clear that I would rather have a man than these advantages.

The few relationships I did have were disasters.

A vintage art director in vintage black leather coat and vintage Porsche took me to the Notting Hill restaurant 192 and said: ‘Lucy, you are very special, an extraordinary woman.’ He was clearly so overwhelmed by my extraordinariness that he couldn’t pick up the phone to arrange another date.

A very promising young copywriter kissed me in a jazz club at 3 a.m. We exchanged emails the next day:

From: Lucy Edge

To: A Very Promising Young Copywriter




Thanks for a great night. I’ve never been to Ronnie Scott’s before but now I’m going to go all the time. Your session on the sax was wonderful – I felt the room fall away, as if you were playing just for me. Can’t wait to see you again. I’d love to go out on your boat as discussed. How about Thursday next week? Think I can swing it – I can pretend I’m in Sheffield talking to ladies about marge. x

From: A Very Promising Young Copywriter

To: Lucy Edge




It was a great night – loved every minute of it. Babe, I meant everything I said then – you’re great, you really are – but today is another day and I think we should move on. Might be best to give the boat a miss just till things calm down, huh? Would you be a darling and bring me some more of those facts about sunflowers that you were telling me last night? Don’t seem to be able to recall the finer details and I know they would make for some great copy. Want to make sure I can add Yellow Pencil to the awards shelf this year. Thanks Babe. x

Not to be deterred, I went to Paris with another copywriter, a divorcing Catholic who was so terrified of his soon-to-be ex-wife finding out that he had been away for the weekend with another woman that he stuffed £300 in my jacket pocket as we picked up our baggage at Charles de Gaulle, ‘to cover expenses’.

He announced on the plane home: ‘You know, Lucy, this weekend; it’s not been a cold thing. I like you more than I thought I would but I’m not ready for any commitment at the moment. You could be Cameron Diaz and I’d feel the same way.’

Six months later he was re-married, and her name wasn’t Cameron. I should have demanded more cash.

At best, I thought, I was a Canapé Girl, a bite-sized morsel that kept a man going before he met The One. At worst I was little more than a hooker working the baggage reclaim carousel.

I tried employing the analytical skills I used as an advertising planner to work out what had gone wrong each time, but I always ended up having to convene summit meetings with my girlfriends – the ‘Cappuccino Gurus’. We would run through the options over coffee and biscotti in Café Violette or Café Seventy-Nine. Perhaps he thought I wasn’t interested? Perhaps he just wasn’t interested enough? Perhaps he was a commitment phobe? Perhaps it was me that was the commitment phobe? Was I emotionally autistic or was it him? There were many theories but in the end there was only one inescapable conclusion: in all of these messed-up relationships there was one common denominator, and that was me.

Clearly I needed to make some changes, to find a different way of seeing the world and living in it, to discover a more balanced, less isolated way of life.

What were the options? With the exception of Café Culture ready meals and the Cappuccino Gurus, the only things that had really sustained me during The Advertising Years were Joseph, Pinot Grigio, yoga and my mum. I had found some answers to life’s biggest questions in the bottom of a bottle several times but, sadly, had woken up in the morning unable to recall exactly what they were. My mum always thought she had the answer but sometimes I disagreed. And even I, after years of trying, had to concede that lasting happiness probably didn’t lie in another pretty dress.

That left yoga.
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I had always been impressed by my friend Maria’s party trick – picking up a pack of Kellogg’s Corn Flakes between her buttocks as she performed the splits. She attributed this feat to a strict regime of Iyengar yoga, which apparently involved blocks, bolsters and standing on your head for ten minutes. I wasn’t sure how this helped open your groin, and anyway I wasn’t tempted. It took the end of another relationship and a recuperative holiday in Tobago to get me to my first yoga class.

I met tiny, gorgeous Kate on that holiday in Tobago, in 1997. She was travelling alone, her only company a blue, sticky mat and yoga practice tape recorded by her London teacher. She spent the afternoons basking by the pool in a yellow bikini and baseball hat, quietly reading the three-inch-thick Paramahansa Yogananda’s Autobiography of a Yogi, and the early evenings on the hotel lawn making every single one of twenty different asana (yoga postures) look effortless, as if they had come floating down from heaven on the wings of angels. I noticed that her bendy, pretzel-like body and graceful, soft yogic actions left her looking at peace with the world and cast an unearthly spell over the male guests – they ordered endless rum punches just to remain in her vicinity, and sat mesmerized, unable to speak, or move. By the end of the holiday she had a boyfriend, and I had the name of her teacher: Simon Low.

I rang him the following week. Simon told me that he was taking a group to Huzur Vadisi in south-west Turkey in two weeks’ time. The group would be of mixed ability and it was fine that I was a complete beginner. I read the brochure over and over again. We would practise yoga under a canopy of grapes, in a valley surrounded by pine forest. Our afternoons would be spent sunbathing by the stone swimming pool or dozing in shady hammocks, listening to cicadas. In the evenings we would play chess and read ancient Urdu poetry in the wooden kosk, an overgrown tree house. We would sleep in nomadic yurts, circular domed tents with a hole in the roof, the ‘eye of heaven’, built for stargazing.

I could hardly wait. In less than a month I would have a pretzel-like body, and all of its incumbent powers.

Needless to say, things didn’t work out exactly as planned.

While the rest of the class, many of whom had been doing yoga for ten years or more, focused on lengthening their muscles and dropping into the pose – ‘relaxing into it, like warm, gloopy custard’ – I concentrated on not falling over. I wobbled my way through the week, shaking uncontrollably as my muscles released years of tension.

I was permanently out of sync with my fellow students. It reminded me of the early days of learning step aerobics in the gym – when my arms and legs stubbornly resisted any attempt to move in the same direction as everyone else. I always spoilt the beautiful symmetrical line that would otherwise have been created by twenty pink g-string leotards moving in perfect synchronicity. Just when I’d worked out what Simon was asking me to do, and attempted to do it, everyone else was onto the next thing.

I learned that asana can help us change old patterns established in the body and, when combined with regulated breathing practices, or pranayama, and some meditation, could start to unite the mind, body and breath. So much for the theory … Simon’s intonations were unusually buttery, his voice was soft and rich, like shortbread dipped in honey, but it was all in vain. When he asked me to inhale and open myself to new experiences, I exhaled. When he asked me to exhale and let go of the past, I held my breath, leaving my personal history locked firmly within.

The only time I did manage any degree of synchronicity was poolside. In the daily sunbathing line-up I found co-coordinating the laying down of my beach towel alongside those of others almost effortless.

Meanwhile, back on the yoga mat, my troubles continued. My hamstrings shouted from the rooftops, opening my hips was like trying to open a door whose hinges had been painted over twenty times in as many years and I couldn’t persuade my shoulders to end their life-long love affair with my ears. I couldn’t even stand up straight. If I held my tummy in I couldn’t breathe, if I pushed out my chest my bottom stuck out, if I pulled up my kneecaps my calf muscles tightened. Far from being able to stand on my head or my hands, by the end of class I couldn’t even stand on my own two feet.

Try as I might, I couldn’t create enough yogic fire to raise the kundalini serpent of energy from the bottom of my spine, every single one of my chakras remained resolutely closed for business, and I couldn’t count more than three breaths without thinking about what was for dinner. It seemed unlikely that I would be following Simon’s instruction to merge the energies of ha (the hot energy of the sun) and tha (the cool energy of the moon) into my sushumna (the energy channel running up the centre of the spine) at any time in the near future.

Kate had told me that The Bhagavad Gita – ‘The Lord’s Song’, the ancient scripture – says people only come to practise yoga in this life if they have already practised it in a previous life. If this was the case, my body had forgotten all about it. I could only be grateful that yoga wasn’t conducted in teams – I would never have been picked. It wasn’t just the lack of co-ordination and flexibility; there was also the complete absence of muscle definition and stamina. I had never been ‘good at games’.

I finished each class completely exhausted, shaking and not quite myself until I had sat by the pool in the afternoon sun for five hours. People tried not to look alarmed but I could tell they were exchanging worried looks and had agreed a covert mission of keeping a watchful eye on me at all times. They tried to comfort me with tales of how long it had taken them to be able to touch their toes but I could tell, even at this early stage, that my ticket to yoga heaven wasn’t stamped ‘Fast-Track’.

Simon gently explained to the few beginners in the group, as we tried to relax our aching muscles amongst the cushions in the wooden kosk, that yoga is one of six strands of Hindu darshana or ‘ways of seeing’, that it can help us ‘peel back the layers, like the layers of an onion’, enabling us to see ourselves more clearly and ‘awakening us to new possibilities, new ways of being’. Yoga would help us find deep within our core, hidden away like buried treasure, nothing less than our true Self – a changeless, stable, quiet Self, sometimes called the ‘Eternal Self’ – quite distinct from the highly flammable, ever-changing emotions, mind and body with which we misidentify ourselves.

Yoga would reveal this Eternal Self by a process known as chitta vritti nirodhah – ‘the control of the activities of the mind’. This control wouldn’t be about repression of thoughts and closing down, but about being aware, observing these activities, developing the skills to remove the roadblock of mental chatter that stands in the way of inner stillness. If we practised regularly, Simon told us, ‘our mind would remain calm, peaceful and clear-sighted, whatever the situation’, ‘enabling us to meet life and all of its challenges head-on’. Yes, even the mosquitoes that dive-bombed our mats would be met with equanimity.

It was a difficult week – as befits the peeling of an onion I shed quite a lot of tears – but miraculously, given my struggles on the mat, there were glimpses of a rare calm; my mind, breath and body seemed to be getting along and the mental whirlings – the chitta vritti – did occasionally stop for a second or two. I was so stiff I had to ask for help getting out of bed in the morning, but beneath the rigor mortis were some encouraging signs of muscle growth and every last drop of tension had been squeezed out of me, which must have been really weighing me down because I lost four pounds. I have a photograph of Simon and me at the end of the holiday – he is smiling, tanned and relaxed, strong and centred in his sarong and Prana vest; I look knackered and a bit wobbly, but I also look happy, and it wasn’t just the weight loss. Beyond the smile on my face I could feel my body beginning to smile – a big smile of relief – as it let go of all those tensions.

And there was something else – a feeling that somehow something fundamental had shifted, as Simon had said, an opening up to other possibilities. I told my yurtmate, Caroline, a ladylike reality TV producer with a swinging blonde bob, about this feeling – this awareness of something beyond my yoga mat that I couldn’t quite name – as we lay beneath the stars sharing a spliff. She thought that this glimmer of awareness might be a glimpse of samadhi, of enlightenment itself.

Caroline told me that when we eventually found the Eternal Self we would go beyond the demands of our ego, beyond what we own and what we want. Our feelings of separateness, our sense of difference from others would disappear and we would rest in the Self-Realized state of samadhi – a state of sublime peace, of enlightenment. She assured me: ‘We won’t worry about men or our appearance or our job, or even the mosquitoes, because we will be merging with the pool of cosmic bliss that is the universe. In this cosmic consciousness we will be in touch with all of existence, with a world beyond thought, a liberated world of infinite love, free from all suffering, in perfect harmony with ourselves and each other.’

I did have a spot of bother getting to grips with this idea until I’d had a few more spliffs – at which point merging with the big pool of cosmic bliss that is the universe suddenly became as easy as lying by the pool.
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Back home in London, my tan down the plughole, the noise of traffic outside my door and my bikini in the washing machine, I lost any glimmer of cosmic certainty but I made some headway with the continuing battle to unite breath and body, if not mind.

In my now thrice-weekly yoga classes, I stopped wobbling when both my feet were still firmly on the ground, reserving feelings of unsteadiness for those times I was clutching a foot to my forehead. I touched my toes for the first time in my adult life (day 366). I lay down on the ground and got my feet to touch the floor behind my head in halasana or ‘plough’ (day 872). I got stronger and managed to stay in poses for more than one breath before collapsing on my mat. My stamina improved so that I was able to make it to the end of the class without needing to spend half of it resting on my knees, head to the ground, in ‘child’s pose’ – though it remains to this day my favourite pose. Even my co-ordination improved; I knew I would never make it as a synchronised swimmer but I was no longer an embarrassment to myself, or the rest of the class. I felt more balanced and could stand on one leg for at least ten seconds before I fell over and occasionally I caught a glimpse, in the far distance, of some much-needed equilibrium.

Unfortunately, these glimpses were rare and stilling the activities of my mind presented a continuing challenge. Resting in savasana or ‘corpse pose’ at the end of class, I was a heaving mass of chitta vritti. Was the handsome man on the next mat single? Should I try to make conversation as we put our yoga mats away? Would anyone want to go for a glass of wine after class?

The answer to this last question was always yes, and it normally turned into more than one glass. By the time we hit the second bottle my classmates were freely admitting the contents of their chitta vritti. It wasn’t always about the person on the next mat. Chitta vritti could also concern what to wear to a party, whether to ask the boss for a raise, what to have for dinner tomorrow night, or whether the iron had been left on. These were the thoughts that stood between us and cosmic bliss.

Several years passed. My classmates went on yoga world tours and came back with lofty ideals: giving up their high-powered jobs in favour of running yoga centres, or becoming yoga teachers and selling yoga clothes made from organic Peruvian cotton. They told me stories of ‘deepening their practice’ under the strict tutelage of exotic-sounding gurus – T.K.V. Desikachar, Pattabhi Jois (known, I discovered later, as ‘Guruji’) and B.K.S. Iyengar. The schools didn’t sound as glamorous as those of London – instead of fluffy white towels, incense sticks and candles there were concrete floors and bars on the windows. Elasticated-waist trousers and baggy T-shirts replaced Nuala and Prana yoga clothes, certainly as far as Desikachar and Iyengar were concerned. But no matter – these schools got results. Caroline told us that she’d had a spiritual epiphany whilst cleaning the toilet at the Sivananda Ashram, a 12-acre ‘Garden of Eden’ in Kerala. Jim and Jessie, who had also been on that Turkish holiday, had met a girl who’d been to the Bihar School of Yoga where she’d worn white pyjamas, surrendered her passport and shaved her head as a symbol of her lack of ego and worldly thoughts.

Shaven heads notwithstanding, my fascination with the 5,000-yearold traditions of yoga grew. I began to have dreams about going to India. This land of mountains and sages. This land of shrines and saints. This land in which everything – the air, the trees, the ground you walked on – could apparently help you find yourself, and cosmic bliss.

Paramahansa Yogananda’s Autobiography of a Yogi, the book Kate was reading in Tobago, was peppered with stories of masters equipped with extraordinary powers over matter. Vishudhananda – ‘The Perfume Saint’ – could rearrange the structure of ‘lifetrons’, particles smaller than atoms, to create whatever perfume or piece of fruit you desired. ‘The Tiger Swami’ used his mind power to focus energy and had a bet with the Prince of Cooch Behar that he could use his bare hands to resist and bind the newly caught tiger Raja Begum and depart the tiger’s cage in a conscious manner. He won the bet and trumped it by putting his head in the mouth of the tiger, although he did then spend six months in bed with blood poisoning as the enraged tiger had dug his claws in at this piece of effrontery. Then there was Swami Pranabanada, ‘The Saint with Two Bodies’, who could talk to a friend on the shores of the Ganges at the same time as he spoke to the twelve-year-old Paramahansa Yogananda at home.

I wished that I could be ‘The Ad Girl with Two Bodies’ – leaving one of me to earn good money for talking about marge while the other me went off to have adventures with these masters.
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Yoga became the perfect antidote to the demands of life in advertising. My expenditure on Triyoga and Life Centre classes, Nuala tank tops and Calmia Meditation Mist began to outstrip the amount spent in Joseph, but I felt that I had to keep this growing attachment to myself. One of the Account Directors, on seeing a note pinned to my desk with Gandhi’s words ‘We must be the change in the world we want to see’, looked at me suspiciously and took me out for lunch. He told me, over his duck on a bed of green lentils, that he didn’t think yoga and a career in advertising were really compatible – his girlfriend came home from yoga class rather spaced-out, and with some strange notions concerning a merger with cosmic bliss. I got the message.

I started to lead a double life. A week at Ibiza Yoga was cunningly disguised as a week of heavy clubbing action. If I came into the office stiff from a particularly gruelling class I would blame my walk on muscles pickled in alcohol. Sometimes they actually were so I wasn’t lying all the time.

I would probably still be leading this double life were it not for the final straw. I woke up one day to find myself the victim of a power coup.

It was time to move on.

Leaving the singing sunflowers to make their own way in the world, I would follow in my friends’ footsteps and escape to India. I would take a six-month career break and go on a yoga school pilgrimage.

I would find a guru, someone to lead me from gu, darkness, to ru, light. Someone to help me unite body, breath and mind, and strip away the layers of ego. He would direct me in my search for deeper meaning, a fulfilling way of life. He would help me find my purpose, my place in the world. Perhaps that place would be up a mountain – where I would, like others before me, merge my Eternal Self with the big pool of cosmic bliss that is the universe.

In my dreams I returned a Yoga Goddess, the embodiment of feminine perfection – peaceful, happy, loving, wise, endlessly compassionate towards a suffering world – and a magnetic babe attracting strong and sweaty, yet emotionally vulnerable men. We would share profound moments, wrapped in hammocks debating the teachings of The Bhagavad Gita, the spiritual struggle of the human soul.

In my dreams not only had my purpose in life been revealed but also a pretzel-like body – light on fat, flexible yet strong. I would sit in the lotus position, or stand on my head, effortlessly performing advanced postures in designer clothes for a Sunday Telegraph feature on Yoga Babes. Vogue would photograph me in my favourite organic juice bar and designer friends would choose me to model their size eight scented knickers. In these dreams the lack of money didn’t matter because I was beyond materialism, and anyway I got free holidays when Sting invited me to his Italian villa to give him personal tuition.

Of course, in discussion with the Cappuccino Gurus, I recognized that it might not turn out this way, but it had to be better than another winter of late-night ready meals for one in front of the telly.
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I decided to approach the yoga school selection process in the same way I worked through complex strategic problems in advertising – with methodical research. I went to W.H. Smith and bought a pink file and ten plastic wallets.

There was a bewildering array of yogic paths. Which way to go? It was very confusing. The royal and scientific path of Raja yoga with Desikachar in Chennai? The path of self-knowledge – Jnana yoga – at Tiruvannamalai? Bhakti yoga – the path of love and devotion – with a Hugging Mother on the Keralan backwaters? Sri Aurobindo’s Integral yoga at Auroville? Tantra – worshipping the body as a temple of the Divine – with Osho in Pune? The precision of Iyengar yoga, also in Pune? Ashtanga in Mysore or Sivananda in Kerala? These places occupied the four corners of India – should I go north, south, east or west?

I decided to take the Pink File, by now so fat with yogic possibility that I could hardly close it, on a yoga holiday in the south of France, where I could mull things over.

The villa was home to the bohemian Ted and Cat, sculptor and muse. During the summer they lived in Ted’s studio and rented out the cool, shuttered bedrooms of their farmhouse. They spent lunchtime on their terrace and, after a couple of jugs of lesser-known Luberon wine, they would move to Ted’s studio. I think this was the time when Cat fulfilled her role as Ted’s muse most effectively – I could hear his gratitude from my place by the pool.

Lying there late one steamy afternoon, trying not to listen to Cat inspiring Ted, I got talking to fellow holidaymaker Richard. He had just resigned from his job as a call centre manager in Plymouth and, like me, was planning to travel around the yoga schools of India.

We lay by day under Ted and Cat’s fig trees and contemplated our future beyond the fields of lavender and thyme. In fact, I was contemplating his strong arms and full swimming trunks, but I think I did it without him noticing. We mooched around the market buying tomatoes, Cavaillon melons and stoneground bread stuffed with olives. Our elbows touched. We shared spliffs and talk of yogic paths as we sat dangling our feet in the cool darkness of the 2 a.m. swimming pool.

‘I’ve been to India several times, you know, babe,’ said Richard, during one of these night-time conversations. ‘Spent a year in the Himalaya when I was eighteen – wow. Almost rocked back home in orange robes – way too much chillum. But I learned some stuff when I was up the mountain. Had a kundalini experience, you know. Certainly woke up old Shakti the serpent. I could feel her blazing her way up my spine, unlocking all of my chakras, and then she met Shiva right up at the crown of my head. Wow, man, it was like an explosion, cosmic bliss. I was the universe and the universe was me. We were one. I was in love with the whole fucking world, man. Boom Shiva!’

Had Richard had direct experience of samadhi, the enlightened world that Caroline had described to me under the stars in Turkey? Or was he just a stone-head?

‘Were you in India on your own?’ I asked.

‘I was alone in the Himalaya, just me and the crazy old guys together, smoking chillum and talking crazy stuff. I met a woman when I came down the mountain – at Osho’s place in Pune. Have you heard of him? He’s the so-called “Sex Guru”.’

I had actually. Jim and Jessie had visited the resort for a few days and warned me that I’d need some maroon and some white robes if I wanted to visit, and to be careful about sitting beneath the resort’s bamboo trees, as they’d heard that people were prone to having sex in these picturesque spots, though they hadn’t seen it themselves. I had to admit to being intrigued but I wasn’t sure sex in a public place, with or without robes, would be my kind of thing.

Richard explained that he thought the press had sensationalized Osho’s message, suggesting that Osho believed in promiscuous sex, when what Osho had actually said was that sex can be a meditative experience but only if you have mastery over it, not if you are a slave to it. ‘This older bird really helped me with understanding that. One night, it was like she was calling me. I got over to her room as fast as I could and there she was, in the darkness, sitting on the floor, naked except for a red scarf, waiting for me. I learned to control myself in those two days, you know, to achieve that mastery. I was arrested a couple of days later for having a kilo of weed in my bag. Boom Shiva! I had to give the police guy a huge bribe to get off. Left Pune sharpish after that.’

He looked at me intently. ‘So babe, let’s rock up in India together. It’ll be mad.’ Mad is what it will be, I thought. Ah well, whatever else, it would be an adventure.

‘OK,’ I said, dipping my toes hesitantly back in the water. It was cold and I shivered.

We arranged to leave England for Mysore on 17 November. We’d both heard about Mr Venkatesh and wanted to do his six-week Union course, and then we’d sail to the bone-white beaches of the remote Andaman and Nicobar Islands for a NewYear mini-break.

Perhaps it would all work out. I allowed myself to dream. There were the two of us, wearing necklaces of shell and headbands of bark fibre in keeping with island tradition. We would practise early morning yoga on the beach, and afterwards we would swim – the slow pulse of the tropical waters a welcome respite for our tired muscles, achingly stretched into limbs of lean goldenness. Perhaps we would breathe in perfect synchronicity, our sunbeds shaded by the mangrove trees, side by side in perfect alignment, a pleasing mirror of our unified souls.

Perhaps not. The day before we were due to leave, Richard sent me an email. Unwelcome news:

To: Babe!

From: Richard




Babe! Broken boiler. Got to fix so I can rent out the flat. I’ll only be a week. Tops. Promise.

Boom Shiva!

R x

There were other rumours circulating in my Yahoo Inbox – one of the Cappuccino Gurus informed me that he’d fallen for a cocktail waitress dancing on a nightclub podium. What to do? Carry on as planned, that’s what.


~3~
‘Please be tucking in at all times’

I BOUNCED OUT of Bangalore in the back of a white Ambassador. The red leather seats were deeply ingrained with the smell of stale tobacco – as befits a car that has been ruling the roads of India since 1947. Initially I was alarmed by the prospect of travelling in a fifty-year-old vehicle but the man who had won the bitterly fought ‘Battle of the Drivers’ (involving a lot of shouting and wild arm movements) at Bangalore airport insisted that it had ‘plenty of features, madam’. The suspension looked as if it had given up the ghost, but the feature that swung it for me was the large picture of Elvis, trimmed with gold tinsel, hanging from the rear-view mirror.

I was happy to get out of the city – it was too busy celebrating its status as the power behind the burgeoning Indian computer industry to welcome a newly arrived yoga student. A copy of The Bangalore Times, thoughtfully left by the car’s previous inhabitant, carried photographs of happy partygoers wearing heavily embroidered saris, gold jewellery and the big, relaxed smiles of the newly rich. As we sat in traffic – the only thing that moves slowly in Bangalore – I caught glimpses of home entertainment shops bursting with handsome Indian men in Western clothes. They debated the various merits of one home cinema system over another as they smoked Dunhill cigarettes. I imagined them jumping into the shiny new Japanese cars parked outside, blasting out the latest Bollywood or Justin Timberlake hit as they drove past the huge billboards advertising Scotch whisky and designer clothes, towards their beautiful homes in the newly built gated communities.

Leaving the city required a fast adjustment from the noise and speed of a twenty-first-century technology heaven to centuries-old quiet roads, lined with tattered palm trees. We passed women carrying the entire contents of fields on their heads, oxen pulling carts laboriously down the centre of the road and coconut-sellers using such large knives to slice off the top of the coconut that if they’d made a mistake they would surely have lost their entire arm.

I had imagined that sandalwood, Mysore’s trademark scent, would come wafting down the approach road to greet me as we entered the city. There would be peaceful, shady, tree-lined avenues arranged around squares filled with statues of Gandhi and many benches from which to observe fountains exuberant with civic spirit. Women in this season’s pink would lovingly tend cheeky-monkey children as they played with wooden toys. Lawns sprouting croquet hoops would sit elegantly in front of colonial mansions. Old men would weave silk at the roadside, offering a demonstration in return for a smile. An orange-robed holy man would sit in an impenetrable state of heavy trance. Yoga students would gather on the grass for mugs of chai and meaningful conversations concerning The Bhagavad Gita. The resident Maharajah would cast a benevolent and watchful eye over all of this from his palace turret.

Well, I did pass a statue of Gandhi. Of his head anyway. I caught a glimpse of it between the arms and heads of three men precariously balanced, along with some brown paper packages, on a bicycle. They were about to be run over by a rickshaw, which in turn was playing a game of cat and mouse with a truck. And there was a strong smell, not fragrant sandalwood but the combined odour of pee, petrol fumes and millions of over-heated bodies. Kiosks, concrete bungalows and cows had replaced the colonial buildings and gently sloping lawns of my imagination. Mysore had all the chaos and pollution of Bangalore but little of the glamour. The advertising hoardings reflected this shift – from whisky to washing powder.

Things looked up when I arrived at the Southern Star Quality Inn – an ode to the seventies – all marble floors, chandeliers and big brown leather sofas. I was thrilled. I would become a white-suited Bianca Jagger, Mick on my arm and the world at my lotus feet.

I took a leather seat in which to watch the hotel’s conference room transform into a disco den – at six o’clock in the evening. Lights flashed, beats thumped and disappointingly middle-aged, potbellied men vied with each other for the title of ‘Greatest Dancer’. This was not the seventies of Studio 54; there was no Bianca Jagger astride a pure white horse. No Halston or Gucci or Fiorucci. No sexual spaghetti of transvestites, transsexuals, gays, straights and bisexuals. Only Crown Paint salesmen from Southern India on their annual conference.

I could see how this was going to go – when the music was turned off several hours later the hotel would become a vicious scene from Salesmen on the Rampage. The Crown Paint guys would be drunk, very drunk, and looking for Woman. It was time to go and find myself some yoga students. Caroline had just come back from a month in Mysore and recommended that I go straight to Ortario and Magdali’s Café – the handsome Chilean and his French wife were two of Guruji’s senior students and the place had become a popular yoga student hangout.
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The trip to the café hadn’t had the desired effect. Instead of leaving Ortario and Magdali’s feeling that I had found my spiritual homeland I had been very unsettled. I slept badly and woke the next day still uneasy about the conversation with Shanti, Greg and Lisa. It was painfully obvious that I had a lot of work to do on my quest to become a Yoga Goddess –it wasn’t going to be easy to put more than a decade of talking marge and drinking Pinot Grigio behind me, and frankly, at this precise moment in time, I was wondering what I had found so wanting in these pursuits – but I was here to find a new life and I needed to put these old ways firmly aside. I was here in Mysore, I was going to meet Mr Venkatesh in one hour’s time and I was determined that it was going to be great.

Stepping out of the air-conditioned comforts of the Southern Star Quality Inn into the furnace of an Indian winter, I gave a waiting rickshaw driver the address for Mr V’s school, the Atma Vikasa Centre of Yogic Studies. After a geography summit meeting involving half the drivers waiting in line outside the hotel, he agreed to take me, for 300 rupees. Again this seemed excessive, but I decided that if he knew where it was it would be worth it. I didn’t want to be late on my first day.

‘So hot,’ I said, fanning myself as I stepped into the tinsel-lined pink interior.

‘Not worry, madam. Air con when move.’

As the hot gritty wind blasted my face, my stomach tied itself in knots – we narrowly avoided two elephants walking the wrong way round the roundabout and more grumpy cows grazing in the middle of the road, their stomachs painfully swollen with plastic and paper. A few barefooted men in tattered dhotis walked well-heeled dogs – Poodles, Saint Bernards and Alsatians. Better dressed men busied themselves on street corners doing nothing very much, and the few women out in public walked purposefully in their brightly coloured nylon saris as they balanced entire households on pretty heads decorated with fresh strands of jasmine. They stopped occasionally to buy from forlorn kiosks that sold washing powder sachets and packets of crisps that were past their sell-by date alongside bunches of shrunken, black bananas.

Slowly the sound of radios blasting out high-pitched songs in an indeterminable language and rhythm receded and we found ourselves, I think quite by chance, in Saraswathipuram, the quiet, well-to-do eastern suburb that housed Mr V’s school. The lady on reception at the Southern Star Quality Inn had told me it was only about a mile from the hotel but it had taken nearly an hour to get there by rickshaw. I was only just in time. Still it was precisely where Mr V had said it would be – ‘exactly opposite the Nalpak restaurant, Kuvempunagar Double Road’.

I waited nervously on the low brick wall outside the unprepossessing school. I had heard that Mr Venkatesh was not only a ‘Rubber Yogi’ but also something of a perfectionist. Would I live up to his standards? Would he be a complete ogre? I was very relieved when he came to collect me – his manner was gentle and polite, and he looked like a slender Clark Gable, sporting well-oiled black hair, olive skin and a neat moustache.

We sat cross-legged opposite each other on the concrete classroom floor as he explained that I would be starting with the beginners’ series and that I could expect lots of individual attention. I had a pretty full daily timetable: asana classes at six-forty-five in the morning; ten o’clock kriyas (week four onwards); eleven o’clock bodybuilding and massage; and pranayama at four-twenty.

A dignified, thorough and kind man, he did what he could to put me at ease, but there was some bad news. I would have to chant at the beginning and end of the class, and at the start of each round of sun salutations. There were twelve rounds. This wouldn’t be so bad if I could have chanted with everyone else but the idea was to do it on your own. Two problems:

Firstly, I am tone deaf. At the request of my workmates I had only mimed ‘Happy Birthday’ to my marge client. I once went to a singing class for the tone deaf but a man from BBC Radio Four turned up challenging us to complete the course by singing live and solo at the Albert Hall. I never went back.

Secondly, the chants were long and in Sanskrit and were displayed on a wall far, far away from my mat. I wouldn’t be able to read them. I had decided India would be a good place to give myself a break from contact lenses but Mr V told me that wearing ‘opticals’ was not a very good plan in class – especially when hanging upside down.

More bad news. I had thought that stepping onto my yoga mat three times a week in London was nothing short of a miracle but I was clearly going to have to step things up if I was to please Mr V.

‘I am observing that many yoga aspirants are practising three times a week only. I am observing much lacking of discipline in my students. So I am starting my classes every day. You will be coming on time, ten minutes early is correct. You are waiting for me outside the practice room and I am telling you to come in. If you are late you are missing class. You are coming at six-forty-five every morning except Saturdays.’

‘So Saturday will be my day off?’

‘No, Saturday you will be starting at six-fifteen as I am finishing with adult aspirants sooner. The little children all are coming after your class; much noise and commotion.’

I would of course try to embrace the dawn but I was concerned that I wouldn’t be able to find a rickshaw driver to embrace it with me. The one that had brought me to Saraswathipuram hadn’t seemed to like being woken up at nine. I certainly didn’t fancy tapping him on the shoulder at six.

He went on to describe the weekly timetable. I panicked at the thought of the kriyas – cleansing techniques involving salt water inhaled through my nose and drunk in large quantities to make myself sick. Perhaps there was an alternative plan. Perhaps I could move closer to union with the divine by scrubbing extra hard with soap and hot water on those days, and eating only vegetables?

Mr V concluded: ‘Remember, yoga cannot be perfected in an hour, a day, a month or even six weeks. It is taking very many years or lifetimes. Never trying to take a short cut.’

He suggested finally that I purchase an Atma Vikasa Centre of Yogic Studies T-shirt. Ever eager to please, I did so, even though it cost me ten times the Indian market price – presumably because it offered so much spiritual coverage.

A last piece of advice followed: ‘Lucy, when you are upside down you must not be letting the T-shirt to fall over your head. Please be tucking in at all times.’

And then he gave me the rulebook. There were forty-three rules governing the practice of yoga at Atma Vikasa, which included some useful advice:

‘Rule 3: When the atmosphere is chilly and cold, when it’s foggy and in a field, one should not practise yoga asana.’

‘Rule 11: During the practice of yoga, one should breathe only through one’s nostrils and not through one’s mouth. One should not forget that the nose is provided for breathing and the mouth for eating.’

‘Rule 34: While studying, there should be a distance of 14 inches between the book and the eyes.’

‘Rule 36: To practise concentration of mind abstinence from sex is essential. Reading novels and seeing films that provoke sex impulses have to be avoided.’

There were those who would disagree. I remembered that Richard’s Tantric friend Osho had said that sexual orgasm can be a meditative experience. I decided to keep an open mind.

There was also unlucky rule 13: ‘Eschew smoking and alcohols. These, in addition to harming the mind, may bring in their wake bodily ailments.’

This was going to be a tough one. I am from a home in which five to five in the afternoon is five to gin. As a child it took me a long time to learn that if I was playing at a friend’s house, I must ask for Ribena, not red wine.

I wondered for a moment if I should have read the rulebook before I handed over the money. I decided that if I did end up breaking any of the rules I would claim that I never got to read them because a goat ate them.
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The next morning I was outside the classroom door at six-thirty waiting for permission to enter. It was dark and cold and I shivered. Bang on six-forty-five, Mr V called me in and motioned to an empty space. The good news was that the senior students had all been going for at least an hour so the room was hot. The bad news – I had an experienced audience. Mr V sat on the end of my mat and sang the first two chants with me. The first chant concerned leaving behind darkness and moving towards the bliss of eternity. The second one offered praise to the sun god:

OM sapthashva rudham Nakshatra Malam

Chaya lolam chandra palam gagana sanchari

OM Bhaskaraya Namaha.

My voice was so tight I thought I might choke, but with Mr V’s help I struggled through. He was kind but it was clear that I was most definitely letting the side down. The girls singing their closing chants sounded like fair handmaidens singing odes to bluebells in a meadow bathed with dewy dawn.

Mr V watched me complete seven rounds of sun salutations. It was an unnerving experience – I had never felt so intently watched on my mat before. Unfortunately he found much to correct. ‘This is not perfect, do it again’ was his usual verdict.

It was funny – the more he told me I was performing the postures imperfectly the more imperfect I became. I got hotter and hotter and more and more anxious. He was occasionally distracted by someone else’s imperfect technique but unfortunately he kept coming back to me. I wondered whether I had been doing everything wrong for the past four years or whether Mr V had higher standards or whether the unfamiliar sequencing of postures, strange surroundings and early start were putting me off. Or were my nerves making me stiff and unfocused? Or perhaps all of the above. Mr V asked me to stop when I finished the salutations – normally they are treated as a warm-up to everything else so it felt odd to finish at this point. Half of me was relieved – after all it had taken me an hour to do these seven rounds – and the other half of me was frustrated. I wanted to get going and learn the whole series.

I spent the whole of the first week feeling disappointed at my rate of progress. I had dreamed of showing my fluency in the universal language of yoga – a language that, once mastered, enables you to throw a yoga mat down anywhere in the world and feel at home. Instead I seemed to have regressed to the vocabulary of a two-year-old, as if I was still reading from the handwritten flash cards with which my father taught me to say ‘the cat is on the mat’.

I had to learn to live with my frustrations. I spent the whole of the first week trying to perfect these sun salutations. Mr V promised that once he was happy with my progress in this area he would teach me three new asana every day. This would continue until I had learned all forty-four in the series, and only then would he give me the coveted illustrated sheet with all the postures.

Bodybuilding classes were also a cause for concern. In my first session Mr V instructed me to stand with my feet apart, placing one foot in front, my knees slightly bent.

‘Bend your elbow and make fist with right hand. Placing left hand over right … No, left over right … Yes, now you are doing it correctly … Now, be creating resistance by pushing down on the right hand with the left hand. Trying to raise your right hand … You are not trying. I can see. This is not perfect. Come on. Really try … Push. Push. Push! Now do it
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