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  To my yoga students- for the motivation, good vibes, and good times. Namaste!
-Sheree
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  Introduction


[image: image-placeholder]
My name is Afton. Afton King. I love my name because it came from my great grandmother on my Dad’s side. Do you know what else I love? Flowers. Flowers and plants of all kinds. I’m going to be a botanist someday and own my own greenhouse, with a special laboratory in the back for research.  
I have two brothers and a sister. Tyson is my twin, born just a few minutes before me. He loves telling people that he’s older but we’re both seven. He loves to joke and make people laugh. He wants to be a firefighter when he grows up, but I think he should try standup comedy. John is my older brother. He likes math, science, and experiments. He helps me with my botany research occasionally. Alyvia is the baby, and at almost two years old, she’s as cute as they come, but also a walking tornado.
Mom and Dad are photographers; Mom does families and community events while Dad focuses mostly on nature. Dad is also an engineer, but he says that’s just his ‘day job’ - whatever that means.
I would say we are your typical family: loud, fun, busy, and sometimes a little crazy. We may not be royalty, but to us family is most important. That’s why John, Tyson, Alyvia and I will forever cherish and claim the title of The King Kids.






  
  Chapter 1


“Hurry, Tyson! We don’t want to be late!” I shout to my twin brother, who is chatting with another boy on his soccer team.  
[image: image-placeholder]
Tyson jogs over to where Mom and I are waiting for him. The wind is cold and the air feels wet. My shoes sink into the soft ground as we walk toward our car. Tyson climbs in after me.
“Are you sure this is a good idea?” Tyson asks, buckling his seatbelt. 
“Why wouldn’t it be? I love yoga!” I say.
“Doing it at home with Mom and going to a class are different. Right, Mom?” Tyson asks.
“True. You guys will love Miss Chantel’s class. I’ve gone to her adult yoga classes a few times and they’re fantastic.”
“Okay,” Tyson says, crossing his arms in front of his seatbelt and looking out the window.
“You two are lucky to have gotten a spot in the class. It fills quickly. The only way I was able to get you into this session was because I happened to be at Miss Chantel’s class the day she posted the announcement. I didn’t know at the time that it would be right after your soccer games, Tyson.” She looks at him apologetically in the rearview mirror. 
We pull up to the studio and we all get out of the car. I can’t help but skip a little as I walk to the front door. I’ve been looking forward to this for weeks. Tyson walks a few steps behind Mom. 
As we enter the studio I feel the warm air and smell a hint of lavender. There is soft music playing in the background. I look around at the studio. It’s one big room with wood floors. The walls are painted a light gray and there are metal lotus flowers in different colors along the wall. There is a basket with yoga mats in the back corner. To our right there is a big cubby to put our shoes and bags. It’s a good thing Tyson left his soccer bag in the car; it definitely wouldn’t have fit in the cubby.
A tall lady with long blond hair pulled back in a ponytail comes out of the office with a big bag over her shoulder. I recognize her from the time Mom stopped to talk to her at the grocery store. “Hello! You must be the Kings! Tell me your first names.” We introduce ourselves and she shows us where, and how, to set up our yoga mats. “Leave your water in your cubby. We’ll take a water break halfway through class,” Miss Chantel directs over her shoulder while walking towards the door to greet more parents and students.
[image: image-placeholder]
 Mom slides out of the way of the door and crosses the room to where we are standing on our yoga mats. She gives us each a hug. “I’ll be back to pick you up after class,” she says. I notice Tyson holds onto Mom’s hug a little longer than normal.
“This is going to be fun!” I say, squeezing Tyson’s arm. He answers with a grimace and shoulder shrug.






  
  Chapter 2


“I am so excited that you are all here. I’m Miss Chantel. How many of you have done yoga before?” She asks. I raise my hand and look around. There are ten of us in the class and about half of the kids raise their hands, including me and Tyson. Sometimes we do yoga with Mom or she lets us do online Yoga videos. Miss Chantel goes around and has us say our names and our favorite color.  
“Now that we know each other a little better, let’s learn some of the basics of yoga. I want to start with some deep breathing, then we’ll learn a few poses.” Miss Chantel reads a poem and we breathe along with the bear drinking hot chocolate. As the bear breathes in the delicious smell of his hot chocolate, we inhale through our nose. As the bear blows on his hot chocolate to cool it down, we exhale through our mouth as if blowing on a drink.  She then teaches us her I-Can-Be-Calm exercise.

[image: image-placeholder]

We learn the poses warrior one, warrior two, forward fold, plank pose, and child’s pose. After teaching us the poses we play a game where we have to remember the names of the yoga poses. As we are all holding warrior two poses, I glance over at Tyson. His legs are in the right position but his arms are raised above his head instead of parallel with the mat. Before I decide whether to correct him or not he lets out a yawn – the kind that takes up your whole face and makes your eyes scrunch. I look back at Miss Chantel as she tells us the next pose.
“You are all doing great! What a great group of yogis!” Miss Chantel says.
“Yogis?” Tyson asks, stifling another yawn.
“It’s just a fun name for people that like yoga,” she says with a smile. “Now all of you leave your mats where they are and come sit in a circle. I have a book to read to you and then we’ll end class with a game.” The book was about a caterpillar that was learning how to be patient. It wanted to be a butterfly but didn’t like having to wait. In the end he becomes a butterfly and realizes that good things are worth the wait.
“Everyone return to your mats and sit like a butterfly,” Miss Chantel says. She shows us how to sit with the bottom of our feet together, backs up straight. “Now, I’m going to have everyone close their eyes. I have a few mystery smells in this box,” she pulls a small cardboard box out of her big bag. "I’m going to come around and let everyone smell and then once everyone has had a chance you can guess what it is. Be sure to wait until everyone has had a chance to smell.”
“When I tap you on the shoulder, lean forward and use your sense of smell.” I sit up straighter and wait for my turn. After a few moments I feel a tap on my shoulder. I lean and take a deep breath through my nose. I know this one. I wiggle a little, excited to give my answer. “Okay, everyone, open your eyes. Raise your hand if you think you know the smell.” My hand shoots into the air. “Afton, what do you think?”
“It’s cinnamon. It reminds me of cinnamon rolls.”
“That’s right! Should we try another smell?” Everyone in the class nods excitedly. “Close your eyes again, I noticed lots of wiggles. When you feel like wiggling I want you to take a deep breath. Sit up straight and do our I-can-be-calm exercise in your head.” 
She comes around again and I know this one too! Miss Chantel calls on another student to answer and they say, “It’s a candy cane!”
“That’s right. It’s peppermint, like a candy cane.” 
[image: image-placeholder]
The next smell she brings around is lavender.
 “Let’s do one more. This one may be a little trickier.” Miss Chantel says.
I wait for my turn. The tap on my shoulder comes and I can smell… oh, what is it? I know this one but it isn’t coming to me.
“Everyone open your eyes. Who knows this one?” Miss Chantel asks. I look around and no one has their hand raised.
Miss Chantel claps her hands excitedly. “Wonderful! This means we get to continue this game outside of class. As you go throughout your week I want you to notice the smells around you and see if you can figure out what our mystery smell is. I’ll ask at the start of each class if anyone has figured it out, and if not everyone can take another smell and then try to figure it out during that next week. Some classes figure it out after the first week, sometimes they don’t figure it out at all. Either way, it’s a good chance to practice being aware of your surroundings. I may even have a small prize for whoever finds it first!”
Challenge accepted.
We end class by laying on our mats and breathing deeply. Miss Chantel calls it meditation. I can hear Tyson fidgeting on his mat. I take a deep breath and try to ignore him and any other distractions. Inhale. Exhale.
After our meditation we get up and put our shoes on. Adults are arriving to pick up students and Miss Chantel announces, “Next week our class will be animal themed. There are a lot of yoga poses named after animals.” I love animals. I can’t wait for class next week and I can’t wait to be the one to figure out the mystery smell.





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
The

KING KIDS

and the Yawning Yogi

Sheree Elaine






OEBPS/images/28cff6e1-7795-42e6-ad53-df110a07d87c.png





OEBPS/images/73e29a4c-95d2-4d9d-a39c-c22ebb1ff858.png





OEBPS/images/0b344068-23df-491e-a3f5-a8bf1ac0f960.png





OEBPS/images/5fc2a201-f2d4-49ce-b5ec-ecc3b47bbe0c.png
1 Can Be Calm
Exercise

1.
Touch thumb and pinky Move thumb to ring finger
finger together and say “1” and say “can”

Touch thumb to middle Move thumb to pointer
finger and say “be” finger and say “calm”

Start by saying it out loud and then
practice saying it to yourself in your head.
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