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[Pounded into submission]

Never having had so much as a back rub, | anxiously dropped myself
onto the flannel blanket, stomach-side down, that was draped over a
cushion | was told was meant to align my body. My thoughts drifting
quickly toward the vacation | was leaving for the next morning, | braced
for bliss. And then | felt a stab near the top of my spine. And another.

It would go on like that for the better part of an hour. If | wasn't being
stabbed with fingers, | was being shoved and tugged, stretched and
compacted. And when it was done, | wasn't sure where | was or even
who | was. Nor did | care. | was drifting, until the soft, English-accent-
ed voice of Beverley Pattenden, the petite blonde responsible for the
aforementioned, subtly pulled me back to shore.

Beverley and | first met last summer, when | wrote about the photog-
raphy company she was starting. A few months ago, she emailed me,
offering a Shiatsu Shin Tai treatment — which | know now is clearly not
a massage — as a thank you. It wasn't that | resisted. More like the tim-
ing never felt right. Until, of course, the day before my first substantial
vacation in an embarrassingly long time arrived.

Shiatsu Shin Tai is a deeply spiritual process, and to Beverley's credit,
she was always keen of the exact point she lost me when she ventured
too far into its intricacies. The extremely dumbed-down version as |
grasp it: all the pushing and tugging is meant to give the
body space to correct itself in time from injuries, poor
posture, even repressed emotions. “The body doesn't
lie,” she likes to say.

In June, Beverley (www.creativehumanpotential.
com) is launching an intensive stretching therapy
for couples at The Solebury Club, Buckingham,
with personal trainer Randy Humola. They are
dubbing it “Re-Connect,” and Beverley whirs
like a hard drive starting up at the possibili-
ties, intimately navigating limitations, liter-
ally and metaphorically. But she admits
with a laugh that she'll likely be kept
largely in check by Humola, who
sports forearms full of tattoos, a
shaved head and a more modest
sense of spirituality.

Not to push spirituality al-
together aside, but walking
through the airport, it oc-
curred to me that | felt totally
loose after a four-hour flight, a huge
feat for someone whose back stiffens
up after a half-hour in the car. Was
it Beverley's handiwork? Possibly. It
sure as hell wasn't the kid in front
of me, the back of whose seat |
spent half the ride with in my lap.

—-Scott Edwards
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