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YOGAFORLIFE

Avyogi rsim':txv (S
un}l;eﬁctlge and simple
living
BY REBECCA JOHANNA STEPHANS
Rebecca Johanna Stephans teaches weekly

yoga classes and Priﬂm‘e yoga lessons on
Peaks Island. You may direct your comments,
frfgufn‘::;, or coltimn ideas fo 766-3017 or

risyoga@pwi. net.

Every summer for many years now,
I have watched in baffled wonder as
several of my neighbors bicycle around
and around the island for exercise. |
always imagined that circling a three or
four mile loop would feel repetitive and
boring, no matter how spectacularly
beautitul the ride. Now that I am trainin
for the American Lung Association IEE
mile trek across Maine, I recently found
myself joining their ranks.
shed my judgments and expectations
(two of the invitations 1 often offer at the
beginning of a voga practice) and planned
my route. | chose to avoid the down front
stretch in favor of going back and forth

on the back shore with a loop on each
end that added some very nice hills to
the ride. Now | can humbly acknowledge
that I was wrong about riding laps on
Peaks, Not only did 1 not experience a
single moment of feeling like a gerbil on
an exercise wheel, I thoroughly enjoyed
myself. In fact, my reward for finishing
this article will be several glorious laps.

Whether you bicycle for transportation,
fitness, or just to get to the back shore for
a picnic, bringing yoga awareness to your
pedaling will help you ride with safety,
efficiency and greater joy. When I teach
mountain pose in }roga class, T always
begin with the feet and offer suggestions
for establishing strength, bodyawareness,
and alignment as we work our way up to
the crown of the head. 1 will follow that
same path with your form on a bicycle.
I am assuming that vou are beginnin
with a tuned-up bicycle that fits you wch,
and that you follow standard road safety
recommendations.

Ideally, you will either have toe clips
on your pedals, or biking shoes that snap
into your pedals. Either arrangement
allows you to push and pull on the pedals,
and to drop your heels as you push the
pedal down, which means that you use
more of your leg muscles and greatly
increase your power, Also, in the realm of

technique, I recommend gearing down a
bit and spinning the wheels faster, rather
than pushing hard on the pedals in a
higher gear. %\rer time, a lighter touch
will spare your knees and avoid repetitive
motion strain injuries,

If you have spent any significant time
on a bicycle, you know exactly how
important the seat is. When you are
comfortably seated, you can focus on

ivoting from your hips to reach forward

r theiandic bars, rather than bending
from your back. Also, keeping your
abdominal muscles gently engaged and
lengthening your spine will keep you
from putting too much pressure on your
sitting bones and will also prevent back
fatigue.

On the yoga mat, the body is never
fully extended in one direction without
an equally strong reach in the opposite
direction. On ﬁ:h:}'r:ln:, you might be
tempted to lean much of your upper
body weight onto the handle bars,
thus inviting a number of discomforts
including upper back pain, stiff neck,
and numbness in your hands. One rather
simple adjustment may relieve all of these
issues, As you reach forward towards the
hand grips, simultaneously draw your
shoulder blades back and down, and tuck
your chin slightly towards your throat.

You can try this right now from where
vou sit. This engaged also builds
strenith in your upper back and relaxes
your hands, freeing them to brake and
shift gears quickly as needed.

Finally, please pay attention! There is
a quality of presence we practice in yoga
that balances being alert and relaxed at
the same time. When you cycle, I strongly
recommend that you turn the cell phone
off, leave the iPod at home, and have all
of your senses awake and tuned to your
rirth:.] Unplugging for a while and simply
spending time with your own mind and
whatever is or isn't happening around
you will either be sheer bliss, or a vitally
important discipline training. Either
way, you will be more available to receive
important cues and have the presence of
mind to respond effectively, thus greatly
increasing your chances of avoiding
injuries and accidents.

ven if you fellow all of these

suggestions, the truth remains that
bicycling is a repetitive, linear activity
that creates certain stresses and
imbalances in the body. Weight training,
dancing, swimming, walking, or a full
yoga practice will all work fine to balance
that out. Included below are the yoga

stures that | use to stretch during a
r;zg ride, or after bicycling.

Intention: Begin your practice with a moment of stillness in which you affirm your intention to practice with compassion and mindfulness.

Bound Angle with Neck Strefch:
Sit on the floor or on the edge of a cushion with knees wide and the soles of your feettouching. Hold your feet or your ankles and sit up tall.
Keeping your spine long, and your shoulders drawn back and down, let your chin lower lowards your chest. Move your chin very slowly

and subtly side to side to stretch a little deeper into the back of your neck.

. Pigeon:
¢ Startintable pose on your hands and knees. Slide one knee forward, and strefch the other

Cow Head:

Inaddition to having a funny name, this pose
is awonderful shoulder stretch. Reach both
arms overhead. Bend one elbow, resting

the palm of your hand in the center of your
upper back. Pull the bent elbow back and in
towards your head with your free hand. Make
sire you do not strain your neck. If you are
very flexible, reach the free hand behind your
back, interlace your fingers, breathe, and
smile. Hold for about five full breaths, and
then switch arms.

leg back as far as it goes. Work towards opening the hip of the bent leg so that you can bring

' your foot forward. Rest your hands beside the forward knee, lift your sternum, and draw your -5
shoulders back and down. if you feel strain in your back, move your hands forward. ifyouare =
 well grounded and can support yourself without your hands, interiace your fingers behind

your back and stretch your arms back. Hold for about five long breaths, and then switch legs.

Supine Diamond:

Start by standing on your shins with your
lower legs at least hip width apart, and then
sit down between your heels. If your sitting
bones do not reach the floor, sit on a cushion,
Walk your hands back behind your teet until
you feel asatisfying stretch in your thigns.

If possible, rest onto your forearms, lfyou
still have more room to streteh, lie all the
way down onto your back. Keep pressing
your shins towards the floor, and your thighs
fowards each other, or have a friend press
gently on your legs. If your knees cannot
{olerate this posture or the previous one, lie
on your back and hug your thigh in towards
your chestinstead, one leg at a time.

Pause:
Curlup inchild pose and
rest. Close your eyes,
breathe siowly and feel the
effects of your movements.
Give thanks for your practice
andask that it enhance your
well-being.

P

Rebecca Johanna Stephans, Kripalu Certified Yoga Teacher since 1994, has 21 years experience in the healing arts.
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ASTOLDTO FRAN HOUSTON

photo by Fran Houston

My first stay on Peaks Island,
at the Eighth Maine, was in 1928
and I was six weeks old. T was a
babe in arms and my mother and
father brought me here to attend
a reunion. S0, I don't remember
too much about that first stay!
But, I've got a lot of memories that
start bacﬁoas early as when I was
four. I've been here just about every
ﬁar except for a few when [ was in

innesota and some other places.

One of my first remembrances
was when you got on the boat
and you'd look across to South
Portland, and there wasn't
anything there...no oil tanks, not
the shipyards that came during
WWIL That, and during the trip
over you knew you were heading
for something wonderfully
different. First thing you notice,
of course, is the salt air, which you
don’t get at the lakes where I grew

ll];.rsi.‘:ﬂbms. 3
ou had to be careful when

Thompson Johnsons

w0

Wi e S|

Seridng the

slond Communites of Cloasco By

For the love of Peaks!

ou got boat tickets in Portland,
ause you had to have tickets that
went to the place where you wanted
to get off! There were at least three
laces then, I remember. If you
ought a ticket to go to Evergreen,
that meant the boat went there, it
didn’t stop at the
other two places.

It’s a long walk from

Evergreen to Forest

Cit;.r, especially if

you've got baggage!

ome people
have asked me

“What part of your

life was the most

interesting?” I would
have to say, whether
it's Peaks Island
or anywhere else,
it was the WWII
years, because they
were very different.

We were coming off

of the Depression, I

can remember that -

some bad memories
of the Depression.

We really didn’t get

out of it until almost

the end of ‘43 and

Erﬂbabl_}' wouldn't

ave if it wasn't for
the War. It was one
of those times you
can't very well forget,
especially if you were
at an age when you were interested
in all tﬁﬂse things.

In 1942 we h]ﬁsnur first wartime
trip here. My cousin, who lived
in Poland just over the line from
our place in Auburn, picked us
up in the farm truck because you
couldn’t drive except for work or
business. You weren’t supposed
to use your car for pleasure, and
that included coming to Peaks
Island! But our business meeting
was here, and we took two trains
to get here. We got into Portland
at the Grand Trunk Station - you
can see the old freight office down
near where the train museum track
used to be on India Street. When
we got to the boat, they frisked
us to see if we were carrying any
contraband, like cameras, because
they didn't like people comin
around taking pictures of the nava
ships mmh{m:dp here.

And I'll tell you, my grandmother

rilkesiics

wasn't too h when we got to
Peaks, hccau:ig?ugc didn't ha§c an
car, so she couldn't drive aroun
the island to see what had changed
after a year. Instead, she saldIi
“We'll walk around the island,
and she led us on a walking tour
on Wednesday night. We started
out, got down the road about six
or seven minutes from here and
there was a big barbed wire fence
that went down to the shore or sea.
There was a big sign behind that
said “Military %leservariﬂn - No
Tres ing.”

The tide was way out, so she
said “I think we can get around
that okay, and I don't see anybod
to stop us.” So we went around,
a whole bunch of us, maybe 14
altogether: kids and my mother
and my %)randmnther and other
people. Pretty soon I heard a
siren and we turned around, well
holy heck! here came a military
ife’? with a ﬂag{ flying that said
Military Police. I figured we were
in trouble,

There was an army truck behind
it and about six soldiers trot out
with their bayonets fixed, took us
prisoner, threw us into the back of
the truck and took us over to the
Commanding Officer’s place near
Battery Steele. They marched us
in there, and all of a sudden I heard
a lady’s voice pipe up and she said,
“Where are you Eﬂin with my
people from the Eighth?” I said
to mgsclf, maybe we got a savior
on t e&;*uund, and the officer
says, " Well, they're in serious
trouble, caught trespassing on a
military reservation.” Then she
says, “Well just a minute, because

I'm tl:lIinE you, if you don’t send 3

them back there right now, you're
not having that date with me
tonight or ever again.” That was
the granddaughter of the people
that ran the Eighth Maine at the
time, and they brought us back to
the Piighthr

I remember blackouts. There
were permanent blackouts here in
Memorial Hall. With these huge
windows you just couldn’t pull the
shade to do

only see about 12 feet in front of
you, at the most, because reflectors
shot the ]ight down to the road, so
it wasn't lighting any appreciable
amount of terrain.

The blackouts were enforced.
Sometimes we went out to relieve
people from blackout duty. There
was someone on all the time,
wardens all over the island, and a
few of them were fishermen. Some
of us kids, who were about 15 at the
time, would go out for two hour
treks to make sure that people were
blacked out, Tight security existed
and there were signs everywhere:
“Don't Aid the Enemy by P:ass;ing
along Any Information”. That’s
why when we got caught on the
military reservation, we figured
we were ponna be hung seon
(Laughs).

Lots of seafood is the other thing
I can remember abour the War
ﬁars, because it wasn't rationed.

eat, tlour, sugar all were, so we
ate lots of mackerel (Laughs). We
ate plenty of them, and I remember
eating lobsters maybe once or twice
a week, and lots of clams. Nobody
ate mussels, we thought we'd die if
we ate them, but I just as soon have
them as have clams any day now.

Have you lved on Peaks for a long time?
Da Yyou bave a Pegks Iiland story to telf af
memories {mm childbood oy that illustrares
wwhy vou love living here? Please email or
call Fran Houston. She has already beard
some. greal stories and she wants to hear

vours. fran_houston@hotmail.com, or call
7662286,

it. We had to
keep lights on

day and night
here. On the
cars, you could

v
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Garbage in, Garbage
out (GIGO)

BY JERRY GARMAN

ABOVE the landfill. BELOW the transfer station

today

All computer systems warn users that if
they imput ga rhaﬁ;e, they most certainly
will output garbage. No miraculous
process will translate bad information
into gospel. What is true for data is also
true for real garbage, especially when
generated on an island: It does not get
mysteriously transformed, nor does it
simply disappear.

Every vear, CBITD's boats transport
over one million passengers to the island,
and each person generates approximately
6.4 pounds of waste per day. This waste
(no longer called age, rubbish, trash
or junk) is collected at a transfer station
(no longer called a garbage pit, dump
or landfill) under a process now called
waste management, and returned the
mainland for recycling, incineration or
composting.

The journey to our present system has
been long and challenging, influenced by
island pﬂ:u.lation growth, state laws and
a national movement toward recycling.

The early pioneer families, who

occupied only four houses in 1790,
discovered that on a 720 acre island
junk could simply be burned, buried or
abandoned somewhere. The constant
aﬁpcarzncu of sea glass would indicate
that the ocean was also a point of
disposal. By 1860 another fifty cottages
were chucking out their trash the same
AV,
But between 1890 and 1910 garbage
started to stress the island's fragile
ecosystem, especially during the summer
months when twelve steamship linies ran
enough c&%le to and from the islands to
occupy 2,000 rooms in 16 hotels and over
100 cottages.

A new sewerage line was installed in
Forrest City in 1909, followed by the first
automobile in 1915 and the Sebago water
supply in 1920, all of which encouraged
more island development, with more
cottages: over 300 were listed in a 1927
diﬁﬁm" 1 datl rbag

ring this period atleast two o
pits w::rE {]P-I:!Ell'l:d by Arthur Rﬁzﬁ and

—Xperie nceg

)

Jim Norwood, and other discarded items
which had survived yard sales and white
elephant tables went to a garbage dump
off Seashore Road.

The dump became a place to meer,

sip and exchange discarded treasures.
remember taking two chairs to the
dump and picking up two short pieces of
Zxﬁu mber. While circlin
back on the island, | pass
my chairs in a friend’s
truck.

I suspect that many
is-land tuttngca wLerc
furnished from the dump.
This communal, same-day
recycling was our version
of a transfer station. After
over 50 years, abandoned
stove parts and rusty cars
are sﬁEﬁsibln. also ri:]l:ctcd
by nature.

The early 1940s brought
800 to 900 soldiers as part
of the Peaks Island Military
Reservation during
WWIL. Their garbage was
burned and buried in large
pits in the Batteries Craven and Steele.

By 1972 the garbage pit and old dumps
were closed, and all activities were moved
to a new landfill located beside our
present transfer station. There waste was
simply covered with earth hoping that it
would biodegrade.

The annual fall large item pickup
pruvidcd an opportunity to honor the
most creative use of the discarded items.
One of our island’s pastors proudly wore
her garbage can lid crown as the “Trash

LEEN .

he landfill served the island for
almost 25 years, closing in 1997 as a
result of state legislation outlawing
landfills,

In 1989 the Peaks lsland community
started curbside rc{:jrcling. a practice
which would discipline islanders to
start separating recyclables from other
household waste. The island was ready
for the modern transfer station that
opened in 2001,

e now have gone from all waste
staying on the island to all waste leaving
the island,

It seems ironic that cach da}r, after
carefully buying stuff from orderly
shelves in neatly arranged aisles, we ship
it all to the island, consume it and then
neatly rearrange it again as paper, plastic/
rlass/tin, metal, or what-have-you so
it can be shiﬂpcd back as trash. It is like
placing it all back inro inventory, used.

The final irony is that we will pass the
Plante’s barge, returning our waste to the
mainland, as we also return to purchase
more things.

Islanders now play a critical role in the
island’s waste management system. We
will be continuously challenged to reduce
this waste stream by making greener

hases and wiser use of our resources,

precycling and composting, and by
always remembering that we are the
stewards of this lovely island.

[precycling: buying in bulk, replacing
plastic bags with reusable carriers.]

Tennis Safety Tips

o

illustration by Jamie Hogan

Tennis is mathematical
nonsense: to play singles there
must be two of you, doubles
requires four people, the first
point is actually 15 points, the
third is 40, and after that it just
sits there hovering around 41.

But now that summer is here
many of you will be dashing off
to the tennis courts anyway, so
before you go don't forget these
important rules and safety tips.

When driving up to the court,
honk and wave like you know

people.

If you wear blinding white
tennis clothes you must be
certified in CPR.

lan
alty

g
Kirk

DISTINCTIVE HOMES FOR DISCERNING PEOPLE

The game is Victorian.
That's why having no point is
called "love”. Always speak in
euphemisms.

Whenyourpartners consistently
double-fault in their serve, tell
them to be fruitful and multiply.
It’s the sun that’s glaring, not you.

Unless you're an Irish
sportscaster who was once a
champion tennis star, don’t throw
temper tantrums in public.

Do not accept an invitation to
play tennis with Roger Federer.
He is a world champion and will
kill you.

If you have bad luck, or just a
bad back, do not play tennis in
Australia. The flight will kill you.

In accordance with the USA
Patriot Act, you must never refer
to your tennis racket as your ax,
your crossbow, your Gatling gun,
your Katyusha rocket launcher,
your SAM missile site, nor any
other WMD.

Finally, there are many ways to
hold your balls when serving, but
we won't go into that here.

Breakaleg!

GOODHUE ALYCE A. BAUERLE Jitl KEerFe
Laurie WILDES Dee HanNA
Peaks IstaND PORTLAND LoMG ISLAND
207.766.59646 207.775.7253 207.232.0758
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HAUL AWAY YOUR DEAD CAR AND BENEFIT
THE PEAKS ISLAND CHILDREN'S WORKSHOP

AUTO & GOLF CART REPAIRS

TOWING ON AND OFF ISLAND

CALL PAUL FOR MORE INFO

CARPENTRY
FREIGHT DELIVERY

PROPERTY CARETAKING

207.415.4925
anythingi@callpaulbridges.cam
Online Work Order / Quote Request at
www.callpaulbridges.com

sty iy CALL PAUL

Call me. | con do anything.




