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ing there, I was the only kid in my 
class until I moved away in the sixth 
grade.  (Of course I can’t complain. It 
made for an impressive College ap-
plication. I have been my Class Presi-
dent since birth.)       
 
The town boasts one beautiful swing-
ing stop light which has never even 
attempted to work, but not because 
the bulbs don’t 
change  colors . 
Mostly it has no 
effect  because cows 
are color blind.   
 
And now they have 
a center for yoga.   
 
I wonder if they are 
issuing the spandex 
at the door, or if they just tell every-
one to sew up the butt flap in their red 
winter long johns and call it good.   

 

 

Yoga on a Monday 
Shannon McOmber, Communications 

I  am impressed. A little amazed, a 
little confused and a lot amused, 

but mostly impressed. I got an email 
from my cousin Sasha in Montana to-
day.  She said that they converted the 
old grocery store in our hometown into 
a yoga place.   
 
After I regained my composure I asked 
her if anyone there recalled the fact that 
they lived in Fairfield, Montana. I hate 
to be the one to have to point it out, but 
let’s just listen to something here.  
Montana. Farmers. Yoga.  Montana 
Farmer’s doing yoga.  Does that sound 
screwy to anyone else?    
 
I mean, we are talking about a town 
who happily subsists on one  feed lot, 
seventeen bars and the gas station/beer 
stand/milk cooler combo that is re-
ferred to simply as “The Store.”   
 
Or might I remind you that, while liv-

I don’t think I can picture my uncle 
Marvin on a blue foam yoga mat next 

to his overall-ed 
neighbor from the next 
field over, proudly at-
tempting to wrap one 
leg around the back of 
his head without dis-
turbing his already pre-
cariously placed mesh 
fertilizer hat.   
 
And all of this to the 

accompaniment of ocean waves and a 
man in a leotard soothingly inviting 
them to breath through the orifice of 
their choice whilst pondering the state 
of the Universe.   
 
Before you know it all the guys will 
all be replacing their hunting esca-
pade stories over steak and eggs at the 
café with orders of veggie burgers 
and tofu while discussing the inhu-
manity of eating anything other than 
fruit that has naturally fallen from the 
tree. 
 
Now don’t get me wrong, I have 
nothing against either way of life, in 
fact I myself can be said to live in a 
bit of both of those worlds—but I am 
weird.  Most people have to be on one 
side if the fence or the other—there is 
very little common ground.   
 
Which, I guess, is why I am so im-

(Continued on page 22) 

I wonder if they  

are issuing the  
spandex at the door? 
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pressed with my hometown right now. Confused, but im-
pressed.  It is not every day that a small, set-in-their-ways 
place like Fairfield, Montana will expand their cultural 
horizons enough to include inner harmony and 
long lean muscles.   
 
(Don’t get me wrong—traditionally, Montanans 
have always shown an affinity for long lean 
muscles—it’s just that until now, that meant on 
a platter surrounded by mashed potatoes and 
slathered in good brown gravy.)   
 
Montana has been my inspiration for many 
things, but never did that list include progress 
and change and expansion.  I was wrong.  Because, I don’t 

know how many of you have ever 
tried yoga before—or even know 
what yoga is for that matter—but 
the one thing that sticks out in my 
mind is how much stretching goes 
on in that 45 minute period of time.  
 
I can walk into a yoga class with 
everything as it should be and by 
the time I leave my jaw drags on the 
floor behind me and I find myself 
continually tripping over my left 
forearm. But when you’re done you 

(Continued from page 21) feel like a million dollars. 
 
I contrast that experience with a phone call I had at the 
office the other day.  The man on the other end mentioned 

that he could not wait until he was 
through with this nasty Monday and 
the long week was over.  I agreed.  
Then, for some reason, we both 
stopped for a second and listened to 
what it was we had really just said.   
 
“Sad,” he commented after a mo-
ment, “that we just sit here wishing 
our life away.”  I hated that he was 
right.   

 
So I started thinking, (this must be big), and I realized that 
I never wanted to waste a Monday wishing for it to be 
Tuesday again.   
 
I always wanted to run the hurdles. Always.  But I could 
never make myself jump over one for fear of knocking it 
over and getting hurt. I could jump as high as a hurdle and 
as wide as a hurdle (I know because when you are 13 you 
do things like jerry rig jump ropes to test things like that  
and I could clear those) but the actual hurdle has always 
paralyzed me.  So I gave in.   
 
I was in the seventh grade and I did what any seventh 
grader would do if their Dad didn’t know about it—I left 
the hurdles and took up softball in the spring—which I 
can’t say I have regretted as I love the sport, but I have 
always regretted letting that hurdle beat me.  
 
“Life is a combination of states we have to go through. 
Where people fail is that they wish to elect a state and 
remain in it. This is a kind of death. Your life shrinks or 
expands according to your courage.”  (Anais Nin)  
 
I am going to Mon-
tana for my aunt’s 
wedding this week-
end.  She is 68 years 
old.  My brother 
started college for 
the first time last 
month.  He is 30.  I 
am heading to the 
track after work to-
day.  It is Monday.   
 
Try something new.  Take a chance. Do a little yoga in 
your long johns.  Make a friend of a stranger or jump out 
of an airplane.  Live a little on a Monday.    
 
Live a little because it’s Monday.  3500 South Main, Suite 200 
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