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iyengar yoga Centre of ViCtoria 
SoCiety is a non-profit society incorporated 
under the society act of the Province of B.C., 
whose purpose is “to encourage the physical, 
mental, and spiritual growth of its members and 
other interested persons of the society at large 
by the study and discipline of Yoga.” the society 
owes its inspiration to mr. B.K.s. iyengar.

the Newsletter, published regularly by the 
iYENGar YoGa CENtrE oF ViCtoria 
soCiEtY, provides current information on events 
concerning iyengar yoga in the Victoria area. 
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suggestions to: the iyengar Yoga Centre of 
Victoria Newsletter, 202-919 Fort street,  
Victoria BC V8V 3K3. 

Permission is hereby granted to reprint any  
of our material, except that copyrighted by the  
author or artists. when reprinting, please credit 
this Newsletter and send us two copies of the 
publication containing our material. Copyright 
material is available only with written permission.

the editor/newsletter committee hold the right  
to publish or edit all articles at their discretion.

newsletter advertising Policy 
(adopted February 20, 2004) 
in keeping with the mandate of the iyengar 
Yoga Centre of Victoria society directors, 
2004, to update, review and document policies 
and procedures, the newsletter committee 
submitted a policy which is a revision of the 
1996 policy and has been adopted by the Board 
of directors as follows: 

1.  Advertisements must not conflict with the 
aims of the newsletter of the iYCV.

2.  advertisements must be only for iyengar 
yoga. 

3.  Priority will be given to advertisements  
regarding iYCV events, iYCV sponsored 
events, and iYaC events.

regiStration 

Please visit our website:  
www.iyengaryogacentre.ca for full information 
on classes and workshops.

Drop in: 202-919 Fort street,  
Victoria, B.C. V8V 3K3

Phone: (250) 386-YoGa (9642)
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W
hen Shirley Daventry French suggested that we 
dedicate a special issue to the life and work of 
B.K.S. Iyengar, we put out a call for submissions, 

and a short while later I was immersed in anecdotes and 
images that students and teachers wanted to share. Many of 
these experiences went back to early years in the story of Mr 
Iyengar and the growth of “Iyengar” yoga in Canada. What 
a time of change! 

It was a privilege to read these pieces and to get a sense 
of the profound effect this man had on so many people.

My first trip to Pune came after about a decade of 
practice through various Iyengar centres. As a teacher and 
practitioner, my wife was more committed to deepening 
and broadening her knowledge.

I was excited about spending time in an exotic country 
and also hoping to take classes.

Shirley Daventry French suggested that I represent the 
Newsletter, as editor, and meet with Mr. Iyengar and ask 
for an interview. She wrote a personal letter to Mr. Iyengar 
to that purpose, on my behalf.

I was accepted into public classes, filled with local 
students and taught by a remarkable series of Indian 
teachers. I settled into the classes and went to the practice 
hall every afternoon for further practice. 

Eventually I got up my nerve and took my letter, my 
questions, and myself down to the fabled library, where Mr. 
Iyengar did his daily correspondence.

For days I went to the library in the afternoon. It was 
a very special opportunity to see Mr. Iyengar up close; to 
hear him in discussion with his staff; to see how patient and 
generous he was while dealing with the constant stream of 
visitors bringing gifts and greetings from all over the world, 
and asking for his blessing.

A few days later I was reading in the library, and I felt 
something prodding my subconscious, something hard to 
define, the pressure of someone’s gaze. I looked up and 
Mr. Iyengar was looking right at me. Now…,he said, as he 
looked straight at me!

The interview was filled with humour and insight, and 
Mr. Iyengar made me feel quite comfortable. It was a great 
opportunity to be near this great man, and to hear him 
speaking so eloquently and easily on a number of issues 
about yoga and the modern world. 

I never had the opportunity to be taught by Mr. 
Iyengar, but I am deeply grateful to have met him, to 
sense his power and to have been in his presence. I am 
amazed how one trip to Pune and meeting Mr. Iyengar in 
the library, where he was so at ease, has taken root in me 
and continues to affect me. I am also grateful to Shirley 
Daventry French for opening this door for me.

The writers in this issue have had multiple trips and 
many occasions to be taught by B.K.S. Iyengar. I now  
have a clearer understanding of the effect he must have  
had on them. 

RogeR pRactices at the iyengaR yoga centRe in VictoRia undeR  

ann KilbeRtus. he edits the centRe newsletteR.

From the Editor

By Roger Champagne

In appreciation of the life and work of  
Sri Bellur Krishnamachar Sundararaja Iyengar,  
from students and teachers on the  
West Coast of British Columbia.

I never had the opportunity to be 
taught by Mr. Iyengar, but I am 
deeply grateful to have met him, to 
sense his power and to have been in 
his presence.
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Reflections on a Path of Liberation

By Shirley Daventry French

This work is my offering to
My Invisible, First and Foremost Guru

Lord Patanjali

T he above statement is the dedication in B.K.S. Iyengar’s 
book Light on the Yoga Sutras of Patanjali.
Students of Iyengar yoga who were fortunate to spend time 

in B.K.S. Iyengar’s presence would have known that his life 
and work were dedicated to the study and practice of classical 
Astanga yoga in the tradition of Patanjali. The term Iyengar yoga 
did not exist for B.K.S. Iyengar himself (although he eventually 
surrendered and accepted its use by his pupils). 

Similarly, B.K.S. Iyengar did not seek to be called Guruji; 
but here again, he surrendered to the gradual adoption of 
this honorific. First it was primarily Indian students who 
addressed him this way; but as international students studying 
under his tutelage learned more and more about the meaning 
and purpose of yoga, it was a form of address which came 
naturally to them. For myself, being English by upbringing 
and somewhat reserved in such matters I formally sought his 
permission by asking: “Sir, may I call you Guruji?”

Mr. Iyengar. Sir. Guruji. All seemed to be acceptable to 
him. But one day I was standing with him in the lobby of 
the Institute when some students came down the stairs from 
the yoga hall fresh from a class or practice: one young man 
passing by nodded to Guruji and said “Hi!” Guruji did not 
respond directly but turned to me and said: “Hi—that’s not 
appropriate!” 

Over four chapters and 196 sutras, Patanjali guides us on 
a journey of liberation from a confused mind and fluctuating 
levels of consciousness towards freedom or emancipation. It 
is a difficult journey fraught with obstacles during which it is 
helpful to have a guide. I am so grateful to have had Guruji as 
my guide on this journey. Now, in company with his pupils 
the world over, I am mourning the loss of Guruji’s physical 
presence; a loss tempered by the knowledge that he has given 
me the means to continue this journey without this presence. 
His exemplary life, the imprint of his teaching, his many books 
and discourses are still available. Most important of all, he has 

Shirley and others watch intently as B.K.S. teaches in 1979

B.K.S. in Canada

He has provided the tools required for 
the spiritual journey along with training 
in their use. 
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provided the tools required for the spiritual journey along with 
training in their use. 

Before I went to Pune and took classes with Guruji, I 
had practised and studied yoga for nine years, read and heard 
a lot of talk about the body as a spiritual tool. These words 
sometimes came from teachers who had honed their minds 
and raised the level of their consciousness, but their bodies did 
not reflect this. There was a dichotomy. In Guruji, I sensed 
integration. Body, mind, breath and intelligence were in 
constant use in support of his purpose to live a spiritual life. 

When I stood in class in Pune in front of B.K.S. Iyengar 
for the first time in 1979, I had practised and prepared myself 
as diligently as I knew how, but I could not possibly have 
envisioned teaching of such depth, such refinement and such 
brilliance. It was intriguing but it was also overwhelming. My 
doubts and scepticism did not magically disappear, but I knew 
that here in this crowded noisy polluted city was something 
very special and unique. I paid full attention. By the time the 
three-week Intensive course was over, I was exhausted and 

couldn’t get out of India fast enough—and once home,  
I couldn’t wait to go back!

Most of the courses for foreign students were three-week 
Intensives. On their return many teachers would write in their 
bios that they had “studied intensively” with Mr. Iyengar; 
reading this Derek and I would smile because really there was 
no other way. He was intense, his teaching was intensively 
intense, the work was intensive. 

Three years later I did return knowing better what to 
expect, or so I thought. But the reality was that you could never 
anticipate Guruji’s teaching; it was always fresh! You would 
be taught what you needed to learn to remove your personal 
obstacles on the spiritual path, most often something you had 
never thought of.

I had heard Guruji saying to some students: “You are 
wasting my time!” Or, admonishing them because he had 
taught them something on a previous visit which they had 
ignored or forgotten. He had a phenomenal memory and later 
I discovered that it went back many years. I have a subscription 
for the Oxford English Dictionary online plus a two-volume 
edition on my bookshelf. I refer to these frequently to verify my 
memory and clarify the use and meaning of words. Yogis, on 
the other hand, speak of something called the Akashic records, 
a super library (or these days perhaps I should say “computer’) 

Bruce Caruthers, Shirley and B.K.S. enjoy the fresh ocean air  
near Victoria

B.K.S. teaching a point to Shirley.

Body, mind, breath and intelligence were 
in constant use in support of his purpose 
to live a spiritual life. 
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where every deed, word, feeling, thought and intention of each 
one of us is recorded. Guruji appeared to have a direct line to 
these records. His power of recall was supernatural!

On this second visit to Pune I was accompanied by eight 
others from Victoria. I had tried to prepare them for the impact 
of studying with Guruji. However, at the end of the first class 
during which Guruji had been particularly fierce—Carole 
Miller from Victoria came up to me and said: “Shirley, it’s like 
having a baby, no-one can tell you what it’s like!”

In 1984 after the international Iyengar convention in 
San Francisco, Guruji visited Victoria. Here in three separate 
classrooms he observed some of our teachers teach, and ended 
up teaching a mega-class himself standing on top of a rickety 
table which made us all nervous. One evening the yoga centre 
hosted a formal banquet in his honour with Swami Radha and 
the Mayor of Victoria also in attendance as our guests. 

After Mayor Pollen had extended an official welcome 
on behalf of the City of Victoria, Swami Radha offered an 
appreciation of Guruji: 

On a personal level I have not met anybody of a combination 
that is so unique—generosity, kindness, and the fierce and 
demanding teacher that I have seen when watching him in 
the class; who knows precisely what he is doing to not only a 
millimetre but a fraction, and (how) to penetrate most of the 
things that pass us by. (Others) don’t have enough power… 
to catch and really penetrate to a level of conviction that will 
change our lives. And that is what is necessary. Our lives 
have to be changed. Listen with your intuition. You might 
never hear this much wisdom with so much concern and so 
much compassion again!

During Guruji’s visit to Victoria, Derek and I had the 
additional honour of hosting him as a guest in our home 
and then I accompanied him by air to Edmonton where my 
colleague Liz McLeod (a senior Canadian teacher of that era 
sadly now deceased) was hosting Guruji. Generously Liz invited 
me to stay in her home. When we arrived at Edmonton airport 
a crowd of students waited to welcome Guruji with Liz at the 
forefront. She was so excited when she saw him she threw her 
arms around him in greeting (a breach of unwritten protocol). 
Guruji was a bit surprised but took it in the spirit in which it 
was offered. His visit to Edmonton followed a similar scenario 
to that in Victoria. Fresh from a huge international convention 
in the United States, he had said he wouldn’t teach in Canada, 
but in the three cities he visited (Vancouver, Victoria and  
 

Edmonton) he first saw local teachers teach and then brought 
the entire group together and taught them himself.

Visits to Pune became a regular part of my life interspersed 
with conventions with Guruji in North America and Europe. 
All were memorable. At conventions Guruji would go on what 
we came to call a “walkabout” while teachers from that country 
or that continent were teaching classes. Sometimes there 
were specific teachers he wanted to observe and sometimes it 
appeared to be quite random. 

For someone with Guruji’s enormous presence he was still 
able to slip in unobserved if he so wished. This happened to 
me in San Diego where the convention was held in a huge hall 
and classrooms were curtained off with no fixed walls unless 
you happened to get a room on the outside. You had to be 
prepared to think on your feet about how to provide support in 
other ways. In one of these rooms with curtains for walls, I was 
teaching Virabhadrasana I and one man told me it was hurting 
his back. I observed him and made some suggestions after 
which I enquired: “Is that better?” At this moment, Guruji’s 
voice boomed in my ear: “Don’t ask him. You have to know!” 
Advice I have never forgotten. Then he gave some points 
about teaching this asana along with general tips to improve 
my teaching. There was a gap in the curtains at one end of the 
room providing a doorway through which the students and 
I had entered. In my mind this was the front of the room. 
Guruji chose instead to enter through a small crack between 
two curtains at the back of the room! This man whose presence 
was so huge and dynamic could be silent and invisible if he so 
wished!

Guruji’s intention was always to give us guidance but he 
had no hesitation in stopping us if we were on the wrong 
track and pointing us in another direction. If he thought 
you were on the right track he would help you deepen your 
understanding. If you showed your ego, he matched it with his 
ego. If you were willing to listen, look and learn he helped you 
refine your teaching.

Prashant, B.K.S. Iyengar and Geeta

For someone with Guruji’s enormous 
presence he was still able to slip in 
unobserved if he so wished.
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Those teachers in Canada who have undergone various 
levels of assessment, sometimes mention that the seniormost 
teachers in this country did not have to suffer through that 
process. True, because we received our certificates directly from 
Guruji; but we have been assessed—by Guruji!

In October 1991 I travelled to Pune to join a Dutch/
German intensive with Geetaji. On the Sunday before it was to 
begin, she gave us an introductory talk. Early Monday morning 
we were gathered in the yoga hall when Guruji entered wearing 
his dhoti.1 He strode to the front and centre of the class and 
started to disrobe. Then hands on hips he announced: “Your 
good fortune is my bad fortune! I am going to be your teacher!” 
Geeta’s sister had just had a baby and, since their mother was 
dead, Geeta was assuming the responsibilities of a traditional 
Indian mother to care for her sister in this post-partum period. 

This was one of the most intense intensives for me, because 
not only did I have daily classes with Guruji but was doing 
some editing on the manuscript of his sutras book and making 
recommendations about English language and grammar. This 
required me to spend all of my time outside of class in the 
library. Occasionally (as on Sundays) I was alone there. Most 
of the time Guruji was present, and I had the opportunity to 
discuss sections of the book with him clarifying whether my 
inability to understand was due to his choice of English or I 
simply had not grasped the concept he intended to convey.  
The library is a musty damp basement room, but I valued  
every moment of the time I was spending there.

On his 85th birthday Guruji taught an unusual and 
memorable course on the panchavayus or five vital energies.2 Each 
course with Guruji was unique, but this one was quite unusual. 

Guruji taught ten or twelve students, mostly Indian, on a 
platform while the rest of us watched. The first day he showed 
how to raise consciousness without props, and the following 
day how to use props to raise consciousness. We learned to see 
beyond muscles, joints and skin and observe transformations 
in the flow of energy generated by Guruji’s adjustments. In a 
variety of ways Guruji opened up the path of liberation! We 
had the opportunity to take notes. Each evening Guruji’s son 
Prashant reviewed the morning’s teaching for the benefit of 
Indian students who could not attend. This gave visiting teachers 
the opportunity to go over the material again. My notebook 

1 A long swathe of cloth wrapped around the lower body worn by Hindu men.

2 Apana (in the lower trunk controlling elimination of urine, semen and faeces), 
samana (vital energy which aids digestion), prana (life force, breath), udana (in 
the throat region controlling the vocal cords, intake of air and food) and vyana 
(pervading the entire body, distributing energy from breath and food through 
arteries, veins and nerves).

from this visit is one of my most valuable possessions. It contains 
one of my favourite quotes from Guruji: “Intelligence, when 
awakened, says: What a fool I’ve been!” 

Guruji’s entire life and work were devoted to this removal 
of ignorance. What a privilege to have known him and learned 
from him!

This 85th birthday course was notable in another way. As it 
came to a close there was the usual ceremony with flowers and 
speeches as thanks were given for Guruji’s brilliant teaching. 
In his response, Guruji spoke of the tree of yoga and the roots 
he had put down to nourish its growth. It was a robust tree, 
and he made a special point of acknowledging two very strong 
new branches representing his foremost disciples: Geetaji and 
Prashantji. He ended by expressing his satisfaction that the work 
would be in good hands when he was no longer here with us. 

Once, during an interview, Geeta was asked how it felt to 
live in Guruji’s shadow. She replied that, on the contrary, she 
was living in his Light. May that long continue!

In closing I should like to express condolences to the entire 
Iyengar family for their personal loss. 

In eternal gratitude from one of Guruji’s devoted pupils, 
Shirley Daventry French  

shiRley daVentRy FRench is the FoundeR oF the iyengaR yoga centRe 

oF VictoRia and a diRect student oF b.K.s. iyengaR.

Guruji’s entire life and work were 
devoted to this removal of ignorance.

Dear Margot, Leslie, Shirley and Peggy,

With deep sadness in the heart I send you a 
big warm hug, after this big loss of our dear 
Guruji.

I would like to acknowledge my teachers who 
have always passed on with love and devotion 
his teachings.

With gratitude and love,
Alicia Ramos

alicia is a ceRtiFied teacheR in Mexico city.
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O
n September 17, the evening that we Canadian students 
had chosen for a Canada wide time of memorial, I 
lit a candle and sat quietly to honour this remarkable 

man, B.K.S. Iyengar. Memories and thoughts about what he 
has brought to me, and to so many as well as how I see his 
contributions arose in my mind.

Perhaps not everyone knows that Mr. Iyengar did many 
demonstrations all over the world through the years. In the late 
‘80s there was a convention in Boston at Harvard University 
which many of us attended. It was in fact a meeting at that 
gathering that initiated the formation of IYAC/ACYI.

We were very fortunate to have him share one of his 
demonstrations at that convention. The most compelling 
moment for me was how he began this demo. He came 
on stage, in the presence of a sizeable audience and had 
someone hold a microphone. Then he simply took a full, 
long ujjayi breath. He did this into a microphone so we 
could hear clearly. The breath was of such duration and 
evenness that it seemed that each part, the inhalation and 
then the exhalation, was interminable. It was mastery. I 
am still learning from the memory of this one breath.

The asana that followed was of course riveting to watch with 
his elegant elongations, smooth transitions from one asana to 
another, long holds, deep concentration and clarity of form that 
showed the direction that our individual practice could follow.

In the years when Canadians went to Pune for a month 

long of what were then called “Intensives,” I went with a 
group led by Liz McLeod who was the first Iyengar teacher 
in Edmonton and the inspiration for all the wonderful work 
that is done there today. Can you imagine, intense days 
of classes taught by all the Iyengars and then, right at the 
end, being hosted to a wonderful dinner in the garden?

 Mr. Iyengar changed his persona from stern, challenging 
teacher to the most welcoming, hospitable, delighted and 
delightful host you could ever imagine. He visited with 
everyone, wanting to make certain that we each had tasted 
this or that, and that we were enjoying ourselves in his home. 
He was a charming presence; a cross between a loving familiar 
grandfather and impresario.

On my first visit to India, June of 1979, classes were very 
small and the only other non Indian students were a young man 
from California and a woman from Japan. I found these classes 
very challenging as their accents were hard to understand, and 
to work at that demanding level made me feel quite fearful and 
uncomfortable. Mr. Iyengar then focused his attention on me 
and suddenly adjusted me in a seated twist. He told me lift 

Remembering: Moments with B.K.S. Iyengar

By Sheri Berkowitz

B.K.S. demonstrating Virabhadrasana i at the Victoria YM-YWCA. Observing students in Victoria

The breath was of such duration and 

evenness that it seemed that each part, 

the inhalation and then the exhalation,  

was interminable.
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my spine and with his hands on my back said “now twist.” Of 
course my body obligingly turned greatly in response. I caught 
the twinkle in his eye and we both enjoyed a moment of shared 
laughter.

His humanity and how he used his sternness in teaching to 
create greater possibilities were then clear to me and my fear of 
him was over.

I recall Mr. Iyengar at his 80th birthday celebration with more 
than 800 people from all over the world there to be with him and 
learn from him. At the beginning of proceedings he was seated on 
a podium with groups of students in order of country, person by 
person, bowing to touch his feet in greeting and honouring. His 
quiet, ceremonial presence was filled with humility and a knowing 
deserving acceptance of this honouring process.

Always, when teaching, his manner was alert and 
purposeful, his words direct and informative. In contrast, to see 
him in his office, his demeanour was focused and quiet in the 
midst of the turbulence of many discussions. Now the serious, 
competent businessman appeared. He was managing what 
had grown into a worldwide community, over which he stood 
watch and guided, with a strong and clear vision, the myriad of 
details and personalities that this entailed. 

All of us who had the opportunity to be alongside Mr. 
Iyengar in the hall experienced first hand the depth of his 
lifelong practice. I remember one time he was in a supported 
backbend that looked to me like something that I wished to 
try. After he left I set up a similar support only to learn the 
depth of his posture and the unavailability to me of what had 
looked so simple.

I am deeply grateful for his life and my ability to learn from 
his teachings.

There is an inner place I reach which I think is shared by all 
his students. It is peaceful, integrated, focused, learned, strong 
and perhaps above all, generative.

He has written texts that bring the ancient teachings of 
yoga to a modern world. He has taught a remarkably practical 
set of practices that bring the awareness to live fully embodied, 
dedicated, healthy, joy filled and useful lives.

His contribution to human life on the planet in our times 
was deep and profound. It will light the lives of multitudes into 
a grateful future. 

sheRi beRKowitz is a ceRtiFied iyengaR teacheR. she has Recently 

Relocated FRoM salt spRing island to VictoRia.

His contribution to human life on 
the planet in our times was deep and 
profound. It will light the lives of 
multitudes into a grateful future. 

Dear Mr. Iyengar

Thank you for teaching the yoga of Patanjali to the 
modern world. Your sequential method of asana, 

pranayama, and teacher training provides an accessible, 
safe, honest, and intrinsically self-correcting progres-
sion from yama to samadhi as well as from samadhi to 
yama. Your compassionate blazing of the path is the 
proof of your complete journey. 

Thank you for believing that all students are 
ultimately worthy. The refinement of body posture 
and breathing is readily accessible to all, and all 
students can make progress on this path due to the 
effects of improved posture and breathing. Our 
worthy nature is uncovered progressively. You have 
shown that asana and pranayama can be a practical, 
graduated, experiential exposition of the path of yoga 
for all.

A musical instrument is an extension of the body 
and its voice. You have chosen the naked body as 
your instrument, apparently a poor man’s choice. 
Even so, there are ancient ‘how to’ manuals sitting in 
libraries written in archaic languages that are seldom 
read or discussed, and even less often actually put into 
practice. The most ancient text, however, which we all 
share and has been copied faithfully from generation 
to generation, is our genetic code, housed in each 
cell of our body. Through your asana, noble Sir, we 
have witnessed the harmonization of cells into fluent 
words. Your asana has made the meaning and music of 
Sanskrit come to life. Your spine and central nervous 
system together have actually become a tree becoming 
a wheel traversing the razor edge where symbol meets 
reality.

Thank you for inspiring and guiding the fire 
that is Shirley Daventry French, who has created a 
community of practitioners in Victoria, Canada. I 
have never met you, but I have felt the resonance of 
your asana which traverses time and space, through 
practice-based teacher training.

Your beacon shines light into the ancient past and 
will guide future generations from all lands, from all 
walks of life, through all stages of life. 

Sincerely, Jane McFarlane 

Jane McFaRlane enteRed teacheR tRaining in 2010 

undeR lauRen cox. she studies asana, pRanayaMa, and 

philosophy undeR shiRley daVentRy FRench, lauRen cox 

and ty chandleR.
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Constant Practice, Constant Growth: 
tapah svadhyaya Isvarapranidhanani
kriyayogah

By Jane Munro

F
ive years ago, on October 28, 2009, I had the privilege 
of interviewing B.K.S. Iyengar. This was during my first 
trip to the Ramamami Iyengar Memorial Yoga Institute 

in Pune. I was taking classes there for October and half of 
November, 2009. 

In retrospect, I’m slightly stunned that Guruji agreed to  
talk with me. He looked at my questions and said “yes.” 

It was an amazing conversation. B.K.S. Iyengar – the 
legendary yoga master – spoke with intensity and clarity to 
a far-from-expert yoga student from Canada. I was deeply 
moved by his humility, and by the artistry with which he found 
metaphors and images to convey his meaning. Five years later, 
those teachings still grip my imagination. But what stays with 
me even more indelibly is the energy of his heart-mind-soul. 

I say “heart-mind-soul” for lack of a better term. Person? 
Self? Perhaps what I saw in him was the individual self so 
focused and integrated that what yogis might call the greater 
Self shone through, unhindered. 

I’d seen Guruji in situations where he could train that 
energy like a fire hose on someone who appeared out of line: 
watched one man recoil up a flight of stairs on its blast when 
Guruji said, “Not now!” I’d also seen that energy incubate his 
granddaughter, Abhijata, in a warm, unflappable, tenderness 
while Guruji worked with her morning after morning, directing 
and observing her practice. 

It’s an energy I’ve seen in other people. For instance, I’ve 
seen it in well-practiced musicians when they perform, and in 
other kinds of artists transported by their work. I’ve also seen it 
in other yoga teachers.

But what struck me about Guruji was the – in my 
experience – unparalleled transformative power of his attention. 
I’d guess that his almost eighty years of self-study combined 
with a rigorous dedication to improving his teaching allowed a 
remarkable intelligence and acceptance to shine through him 
into much that typically goes unobserved. In other words, the 
meditative fire (tapah) of his dedication to constant practice 

plus the relentless growth of his informed insight into himself 
and his students (svadhyaya) cleared the path for genius. It 
didn’t feel intrusive but it was illuminating; I felt he saw me as  
I wasn’t used to being seen. 

Without any apparent effort on his part, the sweep of his 
attention passed through me, did a little house cleaning, fanned 
a fire, flicked lights on, spruced the place up. What’s more – it 
left a trace: a thread I could follow through the inner maze. 
Patanjali says tapah svadhyaya Isvarapranadhani kriyayogah [II.1] 
which B.K.S. Iyengar translates as “Burning zeal in practice, 
self-study and study of scriptures, and surrender to God are the 
acts of yoga.” 

One of the questions I asked Guruji was “What is your 
vision of what will happen to the institute?” He had poured 
years of effort into RIMYI; I was curious about what he would 
like to happen to it after his death. 

He answered, “My friend, at the age of 91, do you want me 
to develop vision? God is calling me. My vision is to be close to 
God.” Again, in other words: Ishvarapranadhani.

I’m now 70 and – if anything – a less-adept but an even 
more fascinated yoga student than I was five years ago. Since my 
visit to RIMYI in 2009, I’ve returned to Pune for classes twice 
– in November of 2011 and November of 2014. I also attended 
Geeta Iyengar’s 10-day teaching in December of 2014.

So, how did this conversation come about?
Shirley Daventry French, my senior teacher at the Iyengar 

Yoga Centre of Victoria and a long-term student of B.K.S. 

Five years later, those teachings still grip 
my imagination. But what stays with me 
even more indelibly is the energy of his 
heart-mind-soul.

I felt he saw me as I wasn’t used  
to being seen.
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Iyengar’s, wrote to Guruji to ask him to grant me an interview 
for publication in the IYCV Newsletter. I am a writer and had 
been contributing to our Newsletter fairly regularly; I’d also 
edited a number of issues. I am not a yoga teacher.

When I asked Shirley for her advice on what questions 
to ask, she said it would be best for me to figure that out for 
myself. I read previous interviews with him, watched Guruji 
practicing and going about his public life, drafted questions 
and reflected. I talked with my roommates and other students 
and with Margot Kitchen, a senior Canadian teacher who had 
worked closely with Guruji. Margot gave me generous support 
and encouragement.

You can read the whole interview in Yoga Rahasya, Vol. 
21 No. 1, 2014 – all 18 pages of it. What I’ve done below is 
to pull out excerpts from the first part – my introduction to 
set the scene – and the last section where you will hear Guruji 
speak about facing old age and death. 

Since his death I have been reflecting, with considerable 
wonder, on the circumstances in which B.K.S. Iyengar wrote 
and practiced, his fierce energy and his generosity, the integrity 
of his work, the trajectory of his life, his observations about old 

age, and his shameless humility and surrender – acts of yoga 
which B.K.S. Iyengar embodied and passed on to us. 

From “Introduction”

The interview took place on October 28, 2009 in the library of 
the Ramamani Iyengar Memorial Yoga Institute. I’d been in 
Pune for a month, one of a flock of students attending classes 
and practice sessions. From nine to noon, B.K.S. Iyengar would 
be in the yoga hall with us, doing his practice, so I’d had a 
chance to observe him daily. And, I suppose, he’d also seen 
me, though we’d only exchanged a few words. In preparation 
for this interview, I’d honed five questions and printed them 
out on two sheets of paper. Guruji had been very busy, but 
finally on this afternoon he had time to look at my questions. 
I handed the papers over, expecting that – if he were willing 
to speak to them – he’d set a time for me to return. Guruji 
scanned the first page, looked up, and said, “Yes.” It was clear 
he meant, go ahead. Now. Luckily, I’d brought my digital 
recorder. 

He sat at his usual desk with me opposite him. There 
was no great distance between us. Our conversation was 
comfortably intimate though not at all private. We looked 
directly into each other’s eyes. 

It was a remarkable experience. I’d guessed it would be 
interesting; what I didn’t anticipate was that I’d find his 
attention, in and of itself, a blessing. I think his power to see 
into others comes from his extraordinary self-mastery and self-
knowledge. That afternoon, I was the one receiving his gaze 
and insight. Something about this was exhilarating. I think the 
closest I can come to describing it is to say I felt an awareness 
flowing through him warm my heart and lift my spirit. It was 
freely given – an open inquisitiveness and engagement. In the 
interview, he speaks of the consciousness developing rays, as 
does the sun. I felt like a plant on a sunny day – nourished and 
better able to grow. 

Guruji paid as much attention to my questions as he would 
to those of someone with whom he’d worked for years. What 
mattered was getting as close as he could to conveying his 
own truth – to getting the “infinite subject” of his experience, 
spiritual in character, into the “finite” restrictions of words. 

He said the cells in his body, though they lack words or 
language, send him messages, talk to him. He said his practice 
is guided by the discipline of listening to what can’t be put into 
words; that his cells chant prayers and send him petitions. In this 
way, he said, they bring life to the dark and unholy parts of his 
body. What follows from this is that the parts of the body which 
are holy are those brought into the light, heard, and known by 
the mind. Is this not fascinating? I could extend from it to say 
– what mattered to him was to make the obscure and confusing 

He could train that energy like a fire hose 
on someone who appeared out of line.

B.K.S. adjusts a student at the Victoria YW-WMCA.
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places in his answers to my questions “holy.” Knowable. Alive. 
Able to grow. And to do this in the vehicle of English.

B.K.S. Iyengar – author of who-knows-how-many books, 
honoured worldwide – works at a small, chipped table just 
inside the entrance to the institute’s library, downstairs from the 
reception area, bookstore, and offices. His desk is next to the 
landing. While we talked, various people came and went. At one 
point, a woman brought him a cup of tea. He sits on a wooden 
armchair that has a folded sheepskin and a flattened blanket on 
its seat. A light bulb, encircled by a wide aluminum shade, hangs 
above his papers. They were stacked in front of him in two piles, 
including the book manuscript he was working on. Students sat 
at nearby tables doing their own reading and writing. A librarian 
worked at a further desk. The library is quite narrow and modest 
in size, crammed with tables and chairs. Locked bookcases with 
glass windows line its walls. He works there daily from 3 pm to 6 
pm. As far as I can tell, this is the setting in which he has written 
his books. It’s also where he deals with correspondence and 
speaks with visitors. 

From “The Interview, Part Three  
– Practice for older students”

JM: Over the month that I’ve been here, I’ve often observed 
you doing very long holds of not too many asanas in your 
morning practices. Is this generally a good way to practice 
for older students?

B.K.S.: Old people cannot do quantity. So, quality: to do, 
they have to use their brain. Like I said, some maturity will 
be there for older people, so they have to use that maturity to 
see that the self – like water which spreads all over, evenly. So 
when one reaches old age, one has to learn how to spread the 
consciousness, like spreading a carpet on the interior body, 
the exterior frontier. So that would be what the elderly people 
should do, not just as a physical exercise, but as a seeing: let my 
soul spread in the body like I spread the carpet in my room.

JM: That’s a wonderful image! It’s very vivid, and very 
memorable! 

Facing old age and death

JM: And then the difficult question that I have, I hesitate to 
ask, but it is something people think about and talk about. 
I’m sure that, at almost 91, you have come to terms yourself 
with the fact that you won’t be with us forever. …

B.K.S.: For me, my confidence is still so strong, because I’m 
quite physical. I’m not becoming the victim of the mind. I am 

still the master of the mind. That’s why I am practicing. So I tell 
the old people how to come out of the pit of the mind, which 
creates a snake pit in you. Mind creates a snake pit, so the fear 
goes on increasing. You can’t come out of it. That’s the old age 
– sign of old age. So one has to come; you cannot be a victim of 
the dictates of the mind. The mind dictates: No, it is enough! 
Even if you will tell me. Because at this age, the muscles cannot 
bear the weight of sirsasana, which still I do! I get pain. The pain 
is there, but I also do it. I do twenty minutes, thirty minutes.

JM: I know. I have watched you. It’s amazing! 

B.K.S.: So many people drop off. Even, if you want, I show 
you here: the neck, you know, like cracks. You can hear the 
cracking sound when I’m practicing, no? But it has not made 
me nervous, or anything like this. I continue, no? I do not 
stop automatically. But it is there, still, not so high. In the 
beginning, it frightened me. Like a cracking sound [cracks his 
knuckle], you know? People could hear just standing. What’s 
that sound?

JM: It would be frightening.

B.K.S.: Now, I can create that sound on my own! Now I can 
create! Because I’ve learned! [laughter]

JM: So you have control over that sound, as well as over 
your mind.

B.K.S.: I observe how it comes, and so, how the nerves do not 
behave.

JM: Right.

Comment: The other people in the library, listening to this 
interview, burst out in laughter when Guruji talked about how he 
can create the cracking sound in his neck. …

JM: Thank you very much, Guruji.

B.K.S.: God bless. God bless. 

JM: Thank you very much.

B.K.S.: Thank you. God bless you.  

Jane MunRoe, a long-tiMe pRactitioneR oF iyengaR yoga, goes to 

india to study. she is a MeMbeR oF the wRiteRs’ union oF canada, 

league oF canadian poets, and the sasKatchewan wRiteRs’ guild.
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Light on Yoga by B.K.S. Iyengar, Essential Reading

By Leslie Hogya

L
ight on Yoga, by B.K.S. Iyengar (Guruji) was first published 
in 1966, almost 50 years ago. It is a classic, called by many 
the Bible of yoga. It was a ground-breaker in its day with 

600 photos! Light on Yoga is the most frequently consulted book 
on my and probably most Iyengar yoga students’ shelves.

My first copy is a battered Unwin paperback published in 
1976. It is now spiral bound, some pages laminated to keep 
them from falling apart. But it is the one to which I refer most 
often, even though, I also have the newer edition from 2001. 

In 2008, I carried my old copy of Light on Yoga and asked 
Guruji to sign it as he sat at his desk in the library at the 
Ramamani Iyengar Memorial Yoga Institute. He inscribed 
it with: “Practice alone lights the lamp of yoga to flame 
unwavering.” Followed with his signature, a flourish:  
B.K.S. Iyengar.

The introduction of the book gives an easy to understand 
précis of some of the important concepts of yoga philosophy. 
The foundation of Iyengar yoga is based on Patanjali’s 
yoga sutras* which cannot be separated from the asana 
practice. Ahimsa, or non-harming forms the corner stone of 
the ethical teachings. In his explanation Iyengar says that with 
ahimsa comes freedom from fear and anger. He sums up with: 

“Gentleness of mind is an attribute of a yogi…gentleness for 
others and firmness for himself go hand in hand. And in his 
presence all hostilities are given up.”

The introduction goes on to give explanations for the 
remaining six limbs, the third being asana (postures). 

“Asana brings steadiness, health and lightness of limb.” 
And then: “…their real importance is the way they train and 
discipline the mind.” (p. 40.)

Iyengar introduces the reader to a myriad of asanas with 
photos and descriptions, beginning with standing straight in 
tadasana (mountain pose). Each pose is accompanied with 
photos, straightforward instructions, contraindications, and 

occasionally illuminating 
stories on the historical 
background about them.

As I look through 
Light on Yoga, I find new 
ideas, fresh approaches to 
the asanas every time. A 
few examples of things  
I noticed recently follow. 

In prasarita 
padottanasana (plates 
29 to 34), I see that the 

hands stay on the hips as we jump the legs apart; arms come in 
line with the feet in the concave stage. In janu sirsasana (plate 
128 and 129) the head comes past the leg to the floor inside 
and then outside the knee. For kurmasana in the effects section 
he says: “This asana prepares the aspirant for the fifth stage of 
yoga, pratyahara (withdrawal of the senses).”

After the extensive section explaining 200 separate asanas, 
there is a section on kryias, bandhas and then basic pranayama. 
After this, there follows Appendix I which sets out a system of 
practice for the student to follow over a period of 275 weeks. 
In a later interview, Iyengar said he should have spread this list 
over 18 years because he realized later that most people don’t 
have the will to practice so many hours a day to be able to 
achieve these poses in the amount of time allotted.

Appendix II gives asanas for various ailments. When one 
looks at this list of poses for each problem, one will notice that 
the majority of sequences include the inverted poses, headstand, 
sirsasana, and shoulder stand, sarvangasana. At the very end are 
some tables, glossary and index. 

Writing this book was a huge undertaking. He spent six 
years writing and rewriting, and three years producing all the 
photos, (see Yoga Rahasya, Vol. 11, No 2; 2004).

Remember, this exhaustive book was written before 
computers. Many people helped with typing the manuscript, 

Leslie Hogya with Guruji in the RIMYI library in 2008

The foundation of Iyengar yoga is based 
on Patanjali’s yoga sutras* which cannot 
be separated from the asana practice.
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editing it, and retyping. In the new preface to the 2001 edition 
(Thomson’s), Iyengar explains some of the difficulties he 
encountered before the book was finally published. In 1958 
when an Indian publisher asked him to write a book on yoga, 
he was very hesitant. He had not had a formal education, and 
had never even written an article about yoga. 

He said in an interview in 1982, “Never in my life did I 
think that I would be an author.…I began writing and tearing 
the papers and rewriting dozens of times for Light on Yoga.” 
(Astadala Yogamala, Vol. 4, p. 104)

One of his long time pupils, Mr. B.I. Taraporewala who 
was an editor and writer helped him with the step-by-step 
explanations in the book. After all the effort to produce this 
first manuscript, the publisher declined to go ahead! But he 
held onto the manuscript, and did not give up.

By 1962, Iyengar was travelling to Switzerland teaching 
Yehudi Menuhin and other prominent people of the time. The 
contacts he made there eventually led him to Mr. Gerald Yorke 
a reader for the publisher George, Allen and Unwin. Mr. Yorke 
had been wanting a book about yoga. When Yorke went over 
the manuscript he saw the potential but asked Guruji to make 
extensive edits. This was a daunting task; but Mr. Iyengar called 
Yorke his Guru in literary work. 

When Iyengar first went to Pune he saw people’s problems, 
and he opened his eyes, brain and mind to try and solve their 
problems. “The rubbing and brushing of my brain with the 
body began to work together. I began to practice making 
my brain penetrate the interior body….This trained my 
mind to experience inner reactions. In this process of inner 
search I had to act, reflect, re-reflect and react to find the 
range of actions and vibrations…’ (Core of the Yoga Sutras, 
p. 108). He built his understanding of the asanas through 
this kind of reflection and practice; he drew upon that deep 
penetration as he wrote Light on Yoga.

In an interview first published in Seventy Glorious Years, he 
says: Later, I also leant the mathematical precision, calculation 
and skillful presentation are the essence of this art, it is what 
culminated in the asana in Light on Yoga. The understanding, 
the struggle, the dynamics were the hidden contexts that forced 
the precision of the asana….The asana came because I followed 
the principles of the other aspects of yoga in totality….Each 
asana acted as meditation. The body is a temple.” In the same 
interview he says the reader must realize that a book is limited 
compared to when he is directly teaching. His technique 
guided us (the students) deeper as we involved ourselves 
intellectually, emotionally and spiritually in his presence.

Guruji said in the same interview that if he had to do it 
over, he would write Light on Yoga quite differently. At the 
time, he felt that he had to convince people of his authenticity. 
He had no guru at the time; he had to evolve his own method. 

“To project my asanas as a totality was the challenge of the ‘30s 
and ‘40s. I faced these boldly by rigorous practice.” He knew 
that the asanas were part of the eight limbs as explained by 
Patanjali. His practice became his meditation. “That is why the 
book shows a detailed technique for the dweller of the body to 
live contentedly.” (70 Glorious Years, p. 41)

When asked how he would change the book, he said he 
would have included more about the elements, kosas, and vayus.

Now this work has been translated into at least 18 
languages and is still being sold worldwide. The 2001 edition 
has enlarged the photos to show the final pose with a larger 
photo. The supporting photos are grouped more harmoniously 
with the text.

In his new introduction to the 2001 edition he tells a 
fascinating story. Yorke was helping him with edits to Light on 

He said in an interview in 1982,  
“Never in my life did I think that I would 
be an author….. I began writing and 
tearing the papers and rewriting dozens of 
times for Light on Yoga.”

It is through your body that you realize 
you are a spark of divinity.  
– B.K.S. Iyengar

BKS improvises a teaching platform at the YM/YWCA in Victoria
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Yoga, but he sent some trusted friends to spy on Iyengar. Yorke 
wanted to assure himself the Guruji was respected in his own 
country! “After satisfying himself on my credentials, he edited 
my book for free and insisted that George Allen and Unwin 
publish it.” Yehudi Menuhin (the great violinist) agreed to 
write the foreword.

On the release of Light on Yoga, Gerald Yorke wrote to 
Iyengar saying, “if a thousand copies of Light on Yoga are sold 
in a year, take it as a spiritual success.” His prophecy has more 
than come true. And from the success of Light on Yoga, Guruji 
gained the courage to delve into the other aspects of yoga 
and continue writing. He spent eight years writing Light on 
Pranayama, and then wrote Light on the Yoga Sutras of Patanjali 
and many, many more books.

“Without devoted practice and in-depth study from the 
layers of one’s whole being, one cannot hear the pure tones of 
the inner guru – the self.” (Preface, 2001 edition). 

*See also:  
Light on The Yoga Sutras of Patanjali B.KS. Iyengar, 1993. Harper Collins.
Astadala Yogamala, Volumes 1, 4, 5 and 8.
Core of the Yoga Sutras, Harper Thorsons. 2012.
Light on Yoga, preface 2001 edition.
Iyengar his Life and Work, 1987 Timeless Books.
70 Glorious Years, 1988, p. 41-47.

leslie hogya has been teaching in VictoRia since the eaRly 70s and 

has been actiVe in the local centRe since then. she has studied in 

pune at the RiMyi Many tiMes since heR FiRst tRip in 1985.

Memories of Guruji

By Yvonne Kipp 

l loved going to Pune. It is not a super attractive city, highly 
populated, rather hellish to get to and yet there is something 

like a vortex that draws the yogi to Hare Krishna Mandir Road 
and the Institute.

One morning, after an early class, I had just stepped out 
through the entrance doorway of the Institute, I was feeling 
open and peaceful. 

I looked up to the second floor of Mr. Iyengar’s very modest 
residence. This particular morning just as I looked up, he 
stepped out onto the second floor balcony. His hair was wet 
and he was pivoting his head around throwing off a stream of 
water. He laughed. 

So did I. He saw me standing and staring. I remember 
we both laughed. I felt that I had been allowed a glimpse of 
Krishna. 

Another time I was there, the Cricket Test between India 
and Pakistan was on the TV and I saw our revered Teacher, 
through his open front door, watching the match of the decade. 
There was joy in the place, an excitement, when Guruji was in 
the building. He was so approachable, no flash; responsive and 
gracious with greetings. 

He had exquisite taste in fabric—for his clothes, particularly 
for a special occasion like a lunch held in the garden of the 
Institute to which all the current students would be invited. 
How welcome he made us feel right in his own back yard! It’s 
an oasis in a teeming city when one passes through the Institute 
gates, it feels as though the temperature and the quality of the 
air change. 

I remember afternoons of research in the Library with our 
beloved Shirley and Mr. Iyengar. He so clearly relaxed around 
Shirley who was one of his favorite international students. He 
showed his caring and respect for her and asked her to consider 
writing his biography. 

It was very special to be in class and to know that over 
against the wall at the back, Guruji would be doing his own 
practice and that later, after morning practice, he would 
demonstrate various fine points in asana with some of his 
favorite students. And we could watch. 

 What a thrill to be so close to genius! Yoga is the best and 
deepest place in my life. Thanks and blessings to B.K.S. Iyengar 
for his gifts to the world.  

yVonne Kipp is a long-tiMe pRactitioneR, student and teacheR who 

pRacticed and taught in winnipeg FoR Many yeaRs. she cuRRently 

liVes, pRactices and teaches on coRtes island, bc

Since Mr Iyengar’s passing I have been so 
moved by his last words and been touched 
by the spirit of this great and generous 
man. I had not met him or been to India 
but have received much through all of our 
teachers at the centre through these many 
years. I now feel compelled to honour 
this great man for the gift of his teaching 
by being the best I can be as a student of 
yoga. I am so grateful.

Laura Johnston

“Yoga allows you to rediscover a sense  
of wholeness in your life, where you  

do not feel like you are constantly  
trying to fit broken pieces together.”  

– B.K.S. Iyengar
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It is my profound hope 
that my end can be your 
beginning. – B.K.S. Iyengar

Geetaji’s last words for 
her father, B.K.S. Iyengar

“Only his body has ended. One 
person’s efforts from inside out, 
changed the acceptance of yoga 
throughout the world. Nothing was 
hidden, from the time he began to 
practice, to his illness and death. 
Even last night he was telling 
Abhijata, “I have shown you all 
these things, now realize them for 
yourself.” What he has given cannot 
be encompassed by words. If a 
disciple is more developed, then 
that person will understand. What 
can be said in words, is that he  
was precious to us.”

photo: JaKe clennell
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“Yoga is a light, which once lit, 
will never dim. The better your 
practice, the brighter the flame.”

photo: JacKie nett



18

In Gratitude 

By Carole Miller

I
n 1983 on my return from the 1982 
Canadian Iyengar Intensive, I wrote, 
“experiencing the unlimited way in which 

we could work our bodies and the degree 
of concentration with which we worked 
amazed me. We were totally immersed….
it was as if we were being charged a with a 
renewed energy allowing us to go to new 
places. …Mr. Iyengar reminded us of a 
sense of humility both in his language and 
his eyes” (French,1987:327-328).

I clearly remember thinking that going 
to India and studying with Mr. Iyengar 
set the stage for believing that anything 
was possible. It was a far distance both 
literally and figuratively from Brooklyn to Pune. For me, it 
symbolized an enormous leap in terms of what I knew about 
myself and the sense of risk it presented. Although I would be 
in the company of my dear friend, teacher and mentor Shirley 
French, I knew that I would be testing myself every step of the 
way, from leaving eight-year old twins at home for a month, to 
expanding the limits of what I could do physically, cognitively 
and emotionally.

Since that time, my life has been filled with the pleasures 
of teaching and, for the last 25 years, working with pre-service 
education students. My research in teacher education led me to 
Elliot Eisner and Tom Barone who write of artistry in teaching. 
As I have been thinking of my years of yoga under the careful 
guidance of the incredible teachers with whom and from whom 
I learn, I have been considering the artistry in teaching that first 
presented itself to me in Pune.

Mr. Iyengar (2011) writes about yoga as art. “Any action 
done with beauty and purity, and in complete harmony of 
body, mind and soul, is art. In this way art elevates the artist. 
As yoga fulfills the essential need of art, it is an art” (i). But 
how is artistry manifested in the teacher? For Eisner (1994), 
teaching can be considered an art when it can be enacted 
with “such skill and grace that, for the student as well as the 

teacher, the experience can justifiably be called 
aesthetic…” (175-177). For Barone (2001), 
“an [aesthetic] experience…possesses a vitality 
that distinguishes [it] from the flat flow of 
ordinary life” (139), providing both teacher 
and student with a richer awareness and greater 
understanding. As teacher/artist this reciprocity 
between student and teacher fosters the ability 
to tap into who we are in order for us to 
uncover, reveal and reflect upon the essence that 
lies within. That was Mr. Iyengar’s gift to us. 
It was his genius and his artistry that captured 
the international imagination of millions of 
students, while he saw himself always as a 

learner. His use of metaphor both in his writing 
and his teaching inspired us to understand more, to go deeper, 
to extend further. 

This summer, at the Yoga Centre picnic, I reconnected 
with a teacher I taught years ago in a drama education course. 
She reminded me of how I encouraged her to take a risk, to 
go beyond what she thought she could do, to move out of her 
comfort zone. For me, this has been one of my key learnings 
from Mr. Iyengar and it is what has encouraged me to grow 
professionally and personally.

Thirty years after my first meeting with him, as my body 
no longer can respond in the same way, I struggle a little more 
with “believing that anything is possible.” My challenge, I 
now realize, lies in Mr. Iyengar’s unspoken teaching: It is the 
cultivation of humility that expands the capacity for adaptation 
and acceptance, thereby deepening the potential for self-
understanding. For that, and for so much more, I remain 
eternally grateful. 
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Guruji, The Lion

By Linda Shevloff

I began taking hatha yoga classes in 
Vancouver, British Columbia in the 1970s 
and by 1975, I was teaching it too, having 

taken a teacher-training course at a local 
community centre. A few years later we 
moved to the city of Victoria where I set out 
to find myself a new yoga teacher. It took 
only about ten minutes of my first class at 
the YMCA with someone named Shirley 
French to show me I had found the teacher and 
that she knew a lot about this subject that I did not. She had 
recently returned from studying in India with a man named 
B.K.S. Iyengar. The attention she gave to details about the feet 
and the legs and the alignment of the body was a complete 
revelation to me. Shirley became my teacher that day and 
eventually I did a teacher training apprenticeship with her. 

In 1982, B.K.S. Iyengar travelled to Vancouver and 
Victoria for his first Canadian visit. He came to the YMCA 
to observe the teachers and their teaching. I was more than 
relieved to be a mere student and not a teacher at that time. 
He was a whirlwind of energy flying from room to room 

seeing what various teachers were doing, and 
listening to what they were saying. Nothing 
was correct and he did not stand by to 
allow any errors to continue. He was sharp 
and commanding and rather scary so I was 
completely on edge in his presence.  
I was in awe of him from a distance, though 
I did note that he actually laughed and 
smiled at the banquet in the evening . 

By 1987 I was already an Iyengar yoga 
teacher myself, having learned through Shirley as well as from a 
number of visiting senior teachers. That year my husband and 
I travelled to India with a mainly American group of teachers 
led by Ramanand Patel for a yoga intensive course with B.K.S. 
Iyengar himself. There were just thirty-five of us then, and that 
was a full intensive. In the first class Mr. Iyengar (not yet called 
“Guruji”) stood on the stage and brought us into tadasana. 
I remember I was in the second row from the stage, centre 
front. Beside me there was a European woman. A strange event 
happened. Guruji was looking at us intently and then he fixed 
his eyes on the woman beside me. As I remember it, he said, 

“With eyes like that, you do not belong here.” She turned 
and left and did not return. You could have heard a pin drop 
in the silence of the room. I gasped silently and tried to keep 
my own eyes cast down for fear of him seeing some hidden 
transgression in me. The class continued.

Of course afterwards at lunch everyone discussed the event. 
What did it mean? What had he seen? No one had any answers 
and I never did find out anything more about it. I have to say 
though, that at that intensive course I was too terrified to really 
hear the teaching properly. I remember hoping desperately that 
he would not notice me at all, but at the same time wanting to 
learn from him. I remember working harder than I had ever 
worked before and that Mr. Iyengar could see more than any 
person I had ever known before. He could evaluate a person’s 
pose by gauging details like the quality of his skin or he could 
tell if a pose was right by noting how the little hairs rested on a 
person’s body. 

As it happened, I did end up getting some personal 
attention from him, because on a Sunday off, my husband and 
I, along with another student, took a train and then a rickshaw 
ride to the Karla caves for sight seeing. There was almost no 
one there that morning. When it began to rain I went into a 
cave to put my camera away in my backpack. As I bent over 
my bag, a dog attacked me from behind. It bit my thigh and 
I was bleeding. We had a difficult time getting back to Pune 

B.K.S. Iyengar and Linda Shevloff

B.K.S. Iyengar making a point at the Victoria YM-YWCA

He was a whirlwind of energy  
flying from room to room.
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because when we finally got down the slope to the parking lot 
our rickshaw driver was gone and there was no one else around. 
Then when we eventually did get back to the train station, a 
sudden strike had been called and the trains had all stopped 
operating. Finally a cagey taxi driver bargained for a lot of 
money to take us back to Pune, a trip that went full speed ahead 
on the wrong side of the road most of the way. Not knowing 
where to go to find a doctor, we asked him to take us to the 
Ramamani Iyengar Memorial Yoga Institute. There, Guruji 
assessed the situation and immediately sent me to a doctor in 
his own car. I think I was somewhat in shock. For the rest of 
the intensive I was given a special series of poses that in my 
notebook I labeled “The Dog Bite Series”. Between the rabies 
injections and the leg wound, I was generally quite shaken up. 
Guruji was very kind to me. From the side of the room where I 
did supported postures,  
I could see I was missing out on some intense teaching of 
backbends and I was disappointed to be missing them.

A few years later I returned to Pune for a Canadian Teachers 
Intensive, with Guruji and Geeta. I was better prepared for the 
experience by then and more confident in myself. I think that 
by that time I was saying “Guruji” when I named him, instead 
of “Mr. Iyengar” but I don’t exactly remember how that change 
came to be. This trip was the beginning of many trips to Pune 
that came after that.

At home in Canada I was fully involved in the Victoria Yoga 
Centre. There was no physical centre then so we held monthly 
meetings at each others homes, put out a monthly newsletter 
and raised money through workshops and such. I was the editor 
of the newsletter for quite some time. Then in 1994, due to his 
work, my husband and I moved to Hong Kong. I was a high 
school teacher in Canada, so in Hong Kong I taught in one of 
the international schools. I found I really missed having a yoga 
community though. I started to teach some yoga classes in the 
evenings and on weekends in halls and at some private clubs, 
but actually no one really seemed to know what yoga was, and 
there was no where to store props. The trunk of my car became 
my yoga base from which I was constantly hauling blocks, straps 
and blankets. I purchased straps in Pune, blankets in Hong 
Kong and had dozens of blocks made for me at Feathered Pipe 
Ranch in the US and shipped to my Hong Kong address. There 
were a few other yoga teachers and practitioners I had come 

to know, but none were of the Iyengar yoga variety. Three of 
us decided to band together to begin a yoga community called 
“The Yoga Society of Hong Kong” and soon we had a lot of 
members. We took turns teaching a monthly workshop, each 
time a different style of yoga. I taught the Iyengar yoga sessions 
for these events. As well we brought in teachers from abroad 
for special workshops. Ramanand Patel and Shirley Daventry 
French were two of these teachers. There was growing interest in 
Iyengar Yoga in Hong Kong.

Meanwhile, back in Canada, on Guruji’s suggestion, a 
national organization of Iyengar yoga teachers and practitioners 
was taking shape. Then, he also requested that Canadian 
teachers become certified. The certification process had been 
established in the UK and in the USA and he wanted other 
countries to follow suit. Long-time Canadian teachers who had 
been to Pune a certain number of times and who were over 
the age of fifty would be granted an Intermediate Junior II 
certificate, and some were granted Senior certificates, but I was 
not old enough to be in that position. I wanted to stay with my 
peer group and so I began the regular process of travelling to 
Canada for annual yoga teacher training sessions with Shirley. I 
repeated the certification process in Canada every time another 
level of assessment was offered. Finally, when I had enough 
certificates, I was qualified to begin a teacher-training program 
in Hong Kong. Up until that point there were no other certified 
Iyengar teachers in that city outside myself.

He could evaluate a person’s pose  
by gauging details like the quality of his 
skin or he could tell if a pose was right  
by noting how the little hairs rested  
on a person’s body. 
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In Hong Kong I decided to leave my work as a high school 
teacher and open an Iyengar yoga studio. I travelled to India to 
talk to Guruji about it. It was 1999. It was to be the first time 
I would sit down at his desk in the library in Pune to ask him 
a question. For me it was a big moment and I was nervous. He 
listened to me and gave me his blessing to begin a studio. He 
reminded me that if it was to be an Iyengar yoga studio that there 
could be no mixing of yoga styles. I don’t know why I didn’t ask 
him for permission to put the word “Iyengar” in its official name 
then, but I did not ask. The first studio took the rather romantic 
name of “The Celestial Wishing Tree”, and I used that name 
until the studio moved to a new location some years later. 

It was 2006 when I asked Guruji’s permission to change the 
studio name to “The Iyengar Yoga Centre of Hong Kong” and 
he gave his blessing. His hand written letter opened with “My 
Dear Linda Shevloff” and ended “With Love and Affection, 
B.K.S. Iyengar.” I cherish these letters now. In that particular 
letter he wrote: “May this new centre send beams of yogic 
knowledge to the people of Hong Kong and may the centre 
shine like the brilliance of the moon sending the rays of peace 
and cool contentment. May Lord Patanjali’s blessings be upon 
the centre and may his gems of wisdom spread in the hearts of 
the practitioners of yoga.” 

Guruji kept an eye on the growth of the Hong Kong studio 
and from time to time he suggested a teacher who I should invite. 
Faeq Biria came to the studio at Guruji’s request, and so did 
Birjoo Mehta. Father Joe Periera came and so did Zubin. They 
in turn would talk to Guruji about the progress they saw in the 
students and teachers at the Hong Kong centre. I was giving 
teacher training to a number of good Hong Kong students. 
Because there was no place in Asia to assess them, I had them join 
the Canadian Association and they then travelled to Canada for 
their assessments. This was not a very practical set up but it finally 
established a strong Iyengar yoga base in Hong Kong. 

Through my continued involvement with the Iyengar Yoga 
Association of Canada, I became an assessor in Canada even 
though I was living in Hong Kong. I travelled to Canada for 
assessments, paying for my travels at my own expense, just 
because I wanted to know how to develop the Hong Kong 
students properly. It then came to pass that I was appointed 
Chair of Assessments in Canada while I was actually living in 
Hong Kong. It is a bit strange that this happened but it did.

I think it was about 2007 when Guruji asked that a South 
East Asian Iyengar Association be formed. He wanted Asian 

people to be in charge of their own fate. He did not want 
them to be “colonized” by outsiders. I was not sure if I was an 
outsider or an insider at that point, but I was a resident of Hong 
Kong who had been living there for many years. I decided not 
to be an organizer of the newly formed IYASEEA ( Iyengar 
Yoga Association of South East and East Asia) and that I would 
be a member only. But then Guruji asked that I be in charge 
of the new assessment committee. So then I became chair of 
both the Canadian and the South East Asian Assessment teams. 
This was a huge job that covered many countries ( Hong Kong, 
Thailand, Indonesia, Malaysia, Macau, Singapore and Canada). 
A year or two after that he asked me to step down as head of 
assessments in Canada. There was too much on my plate.

By 2011 my husband had retired from his work in Hong 
Kong and we had made plan to move back to Vancouver. I 
sold the Hong Kong studio to one of the teachers, George 
Dovas, who still continues to run the centre to this day . As 
it happened, in the same month as we were to be moving to 
Canada, Guruji asked if he could come to visit Hong Kong on 
his way to a Yoga Summit in Guangzhou, China. Together, the 
Hong Kong teachers quickly created a wonderful event, hosting 
Guruji and his Indian entourage.

We held a formal banquet in Guruji’s honour in the 
beautiful ballroom of the Conrad Hotel. At that event I gave 
a speech explaining all about the development of Iyengar yoga 
in Hong Kong over the past fifteen years. Near the end I told 
the dinner guests that Guruji had often been associated with a 
lion, and that students used to even call him “ The Lion”. Then 
I introduced a Chinese group who performed a spectacular lion 
dance in his honour.

Afterwards, while riding in a car with Guruji and Abijata, Abi 
in the back seat with me and Guruji in the front, Abi told me that 
Guruji had really enjoyed the dinner and that he was pleased with 
what he had seen in Hong Kong and that he was very happy. I 
was overjoyed. But then Guruji turned around and just looked 
at me. “Hey Linda,” he said. “ I am the lion.” He smiled. Then 
he turned around again. He was of course referring to my speech 
when I must have made him sound like the lion in the past tense. 
He was correcting me. He was the lion in the present tense. He is 
still the lion in my mind even now.

The following day it was my greatest pleasure to bring 
Guruji to The Iyengar Yoga Centre of Hong Kong. Even 
though he was only scheduled to come in very briefly because 
he had to travel on to Guangzhou that same afternoon, he sat 
down in the room and began to talk to all of us, answering 
questions and showing yoga adjustments. He was very 
comfortable. The Chinese delegates who were with him were 
worried about the time and did not know how to get him to 
rise and leave. They asked me to do something. What could I 
do? I was filled with happiness and also torn with sadness about 
leaving this studio behind. 

...then Guruji turned around and  
just looked at me. “Hey Linda,” he said.  

“I am the lion.” He smiled.
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B.K.S. Iyengar – A Gift to Humanity 

By Derek French 

Sri Bellur Krishnamachar Sundararaja Iyengar  
Born 14 December 1918, died 20 August 2014.

T
he thoughts of the students of the Iyengar Yoga Centre of 
Victoria are with the family in this time of mourning. 
This issue of the Newsletter is dedicated to his memory and 

is an appreciation for the gifts he offered to his many students. 
He lives on with the legacy of his work.

To write a biography of a genius with so many talents 
would almost require a person with a similar range of gifts, but 
as Geetaji herself stated, “it could be hundreds of years before 
we see his like again.” A family man, humanitarian, dedicated 
yogi and exceptional teacher, author, poet and accomplished 
empirical scientist. A precious gem with many facets which 
presents an opportunity for his students to focus on perhaps 
one or more of these facets, each a small piece of a jigsaw which 
gathered together can produce the larger picture which will go 
some way to honour him and do justice to his contribution to 
humanity.

As a physician, with a scientific background, I would like 
to address the facet of Guruji, the empirical scientist. I was 
part of a Canadian intensive taught by Guruji in 1979. There 
were three doctors in the group and at one point the three of us 
were stripped to the waist and lying down on our backs. Guruji 
stood over us with what I thought was a mischievous glint in 
his eye. (I later learned that he liked teasing doctors.) “Look at 
them—doctors, and none of them know how to breathe.” This 
was my first close encounter with the Master and as so many 
people have observed nothing can really prepare a person for 
this experience.

Arriving at the Victoria airport in 1984

Outside on the street the traffic had built up and the bus 
that was to carry everyone to China was unable to get through. 
Guruji sat alone in the mini van that was to carry him, and 
beside him the door was open. I was on the street with the 
Indian teachers. I was not going to China. I was leaving for 
Canada later that evening because movers were scheduled to 
deliver our goods to the new Vancouver home. I could feel all 
these momentous events coming together. Then Raya told me 
that I should go and be with Guruji. He nudged me forward 
and told me to go to be with him. I stepped inside the open 
door of the van and stood there, close up. Then Guruji said that 
he could see I had not corrected my right knee yet. (My right 
leg is distorted in a bow shape.) I said no, that I could only do it 
in tadasana but that the moment I took a step it went out again. 
Yes, he said. My granddaughter has a similar problem and she 
says the same thing. She cannot hold the correction when she 
comes out of tadasana. I started to cry just then, not about 
my leg, or the leaving the studio, or leaving Hong Kong, or 
the conversation with Guruji. It was about everything coming 
together like that. I rested my head on his shoulder, and he 
allowed me to stay there until the crying stopped. I was fine. 
He asked me when I would come to Pune again and I told him. 
Then they were on their way. 

In August this year, during the last days of his life, Guruji 
wrote a message to his students. Before he slipped through the 
borders of time and space, he reassured us that we are forever 
bound with him:

“With my deep love and affection toward you all, my heart 
is throbbing with a sense of gratitude; words fail me and I find 
it extremely difficult to send a message to you all, my yogic 
children to whom I am bound.”

“This yoga – art, science and the self culture of man braided 
together – has bound us forever and this affectionate bond and 
feeling that belongs to the heart, not the head, is not capable of 
being conveyed.”

The mystical bond that “is not capable of being conveyed” 
must surely be the same guru-sisya bond that is described in 
ancient yogic texts. I think about the meaning of such a  
bond and reflect on my own relationship with Guruji over  
the years. 

linda sheVloFF is a long tiMe yoga pRactitioneR and a ceRtiFied 

iyengaR yoga teacheR. she has taught FoR Many yeaRs in both 

canada and hong Kong.
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became a charming guest, enjoying his early morning coffee and 
appreciating the beauty of the British Columbia sea shore and the 
fresh air. The house in the evening was filled with centre students, 
ostensibly there to help to prepare the evening meal but also 
happy to be in his presence. To spend time with a man in a state 
of grace—how inspiring. This was Guruji the Guru. 

dR. deReK FRench is a Founding MeMbeR oF the iyengaR yoga centRe 

oF VictoRia.

At first I felt rather insulted by this comment but quickly 
saw that this was a useless emotion and recognized that this 
was a priceless opportunity to learn from an empirical scientist 
whose knowledge came from many hours of practice and 
observation; whereas my limited understanding of anatomy 
and physiology was theoretical and derived from reading books 
and dissecting dead people. Later I came to understand that 
yoga is based on thousands of years of observations by millions 
of practitioners adopting that which worked and discarding 
that which did not work or weakened the student.

A second profound learning experience started when Guruji 
and several members of the 1979 intensive group attended a 
lecture at a Pune Medical Society meeting where one of the 
doctors in our group, Dr. Bruce Carruthers, was giving a talk 
on Western medicine. One of the points he made was that it 
is a half-technology, very sophisticated in some ways but not 
really getting to the root cause of many problems. I was sitting 
next to Guruji and took the opportunity to ask him a question. 
I had noticed that in myself and in many Western students 
the practice of asana seemed to release powerful emotional 
reactions and did this happen with Indian students? “No!” he 
replied. And then went onto explain that Indian families lived 
with a close knit emotional atmosphere that enabled children 
as they grew up and faced difficult situations, to express their 
concerns within the safety of the family. It certainly sounded 
like an ideal way of coping.

I contrasted this with my own experience as a child, when 
bombs were dropping and Brits were expected to exhibit a ‘stiff 
upper lip’ and ‘carry on’. As a coping mechanism it may have 
worked in the short run but there were hidden costs. A stiff 
lip leads to a stiff jaw, then a stiff neck and then a stiff spine. 
The fears and anxieties became encrypted in the muscles and 
tendons of the body. This stress coping mechanism would carry 
on into adult life and when countless hours of sitting in chairs 
are added to the mix, many adults are walking around in a suit 
of muscular armour. Not the ideal outfit in which to attempt 
an asana practice.

It is here, as Guruji began to teach in the West that his 
innovative genius came into play with the use of props. These 
would give the stiff student a way of moving toward the asana 
and enable them to enjoy some of the benefits of yoga.

A third facet of experience with Guruji occurred when 
in 1984 he came to visit Victoria and we had the privilege 
of hosting him in our home. Here the lion of the classroom 

To spend time with a man in  
a state of grace—how inspiring.  
This was Guruji the Guru.

Spending time in a hospital, not knowing what 
will happen or when it will happen, or how is 
a great test. I have lost two seasons as I wait for 
cancer treatment, surgery, news; I draw great 
strength from my yoga practice. I was preparing 
for surgery that was supposed to happen Friday. I 
was telling myself that I was not attached to what 
I would learn from the procedure. But when it was 
cancelled, it was not what I expected and I had to 
readjust my sense of expectation again. 

Sometimes my practice is reading one 
paragraph of Guruji’s in one volume of Astadala 
Yogamala. There is so much he left us. Here in my 
room at the hospital I have a belt. Some days I can 
use it to attach to a bar and do a few poses to try to 
keep my legs strong. Quads wither if we do not use 
them. 

I am grateful for all the support of all the 
Iyengar yoga community. It is huge for me.  
People have brought food to my husband, and 
family and to me when I can eat. When I am able,  
I have attended special needs class at the centre. 
This nurturing time helped me to soak in the 
support, the teachings and all the love that exists  
in our community.
– Corrine Lowen

coRRine is a teacheR at the iyengaR yoga centRe  
oF VictoRia.
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Sri B.K.S. Iyengar, First Meeting

By Marlene Linda Miller

T
hirty-two years ago, in 
the fall of 1982, I found a 
very nervous excited small 

me standing on a yellow line 
essentially in the centre of the 
Ramamani Iyengar Memorial 
Institute, Pune, India having 
been placed at that spot by 
one of the teachers assisting Sri 
B.K.S. Iyengar. I was instructed 
to be in that place each day for 
the next three weeks. 

A few moments later “He” 
entered the hall, filling the 
entire space with his whole being. Mr. Iyengar began walking 
towards the platform, stopped, took in the features of one of my 
colleagues and launched into a very animated dissertation of what 
it is to be spiritual! Those around me stood in tadasana – I filled 
with fright! This was my first experience with “the teacher.” 

The teachings had begun! Standing poses were taught with 
such vigour and passion never before felt nor understood! 
Tadasana, brought to be in every cell, was in between each pose 
and to be experienced in each pose! During the instruction of 
one of the moments in tadasana I had the most incredible vision 
of B.K.S. Iyengar, “Guruji.” He was standing at the base of a 
fountain of energy that radiated outward to the several “Iyengar” 
teachers I had already taken classes and workshops from in 
Canada. In that moment I knew I was in the presence and flow 
of the source of the teachings. He taught so intently the mind was 
riveted in the moment and experience of each and every asana.

I was a student of the “Canadian Intensive,” a group of 
around 24. We were joined by some more foreign students to 
form a small group – a small group compared to the 120+ now 
attending general classes. “Intensives” were three-week courses 
foreign students could apply to attend. The morning sessions were 
two to three hours, five days of the week. On Saturday women 
attended the “Ladies” class, Sunday, men attended Prashant’s 
early morning class. Each afternoon was the pranayama class. 
In addition to our prescribed schedule we had an early morning 
weekly class with Prashant, his son, and were permitted to observe 
other classes. While observing and taking notes at Prashant’s 
classes one felt one was attending a yoga philosophy session.

I had the good fortune to attend four Canadian Intensives, 
the last being in 1997 after which they were discontinued. How 
fortunate we were as the intensives were taught by Guruji and/
or Geetaji, his daughter. She assisted and from time to time 
Guruji would have her demonstrate a pose. 

 During the “intensives” 
Guruji endeavoured to have us 
experience the fullness of every 
asana and enlighten us on the 
subject of yoga. He gave the 
practical instruction that took 
us into the shape of a pose and 
then guided us so precisely we 
experienced the depth of each 
asana. This is unquestionably 
yoga in action, meditation in 
action. He showed how to 
apply the yoga philosophy. For 
example, one time in teaching 

utthita parsvakonasana, while we were gathered to observe a 
student, Guruji asked us where the student was being ethical 
and where not! With much humour Guruji showed us where 
there was alignment in the body – ethical! When there was no 
alignment – unethical! He asked if we worked and reflected 
in the pose like that, saying: “Ethical discipline of the asana is 
when you extend correctly, evenly and to the maximum.” And, 
“Do your maximum to go further.” (Iyengar, His Life and Work)

Guruji had the ability to observe the entire class and yet see 
each student as if they were the only one in the hall. He saw 
through us noting our imbalances and seemed to recognize 
instantly the psychological state. It was uncanny! And, thus 
he would teach to help us remove the imperfections. He was a 
demanding teacher being the ‘Lion in the Lamb and the Lamb 
in the Lion’ all in the same moment. 

The “intensives” were filled with detailed and in-depth 
instructions. Time was given to observing one, two or three 
students as we attempted to “see” the effect of adjustments and 
instructions whereby all the students were brought “to do the 
same,” have the same level of awareness. Then we were sent back 
to our place and were guided with clear instructions and much 
vigor that brought the increased awareness to our poses so “all 
were doing.” When we understood and got what he was giving 
there would be the slightest nod of his head and a twinkle in his 
eyes as he knew what we experienced.

During the pranayama classes, particularly in my first 
“intensive,” it felt like a time when I did not breathe! Feeling 
very nervous about pranayama practice I considered it was not 
one I was either ready for or could do. Cautions had been given 
about not doing pranayama until asana were accomplished and 
the nervous system toned. I really did not even know how to 
lie down correctly! Guruji showed the way, teaching how to 
proceed from savasana through to learning how to sit. 

B.K.S. teaching at RIMYI
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Beloved Guruji: Teaching Us about the Art of Letting Go

By Karin Dayton

I have had the privilege to be in the 
presence of our beloved Guruji, B.K.S. 
Iyengar, on several occasions, most 

recently during the months of July and 
August 2013. It is difficult to choose 
which moment, detail, or experience, to 
relate here. However, the theme I keep 
returning to in light of his passing, and in 
contemplating the impact he has had on 
my life, is the one of “letting go.”

I like to read and study, and so had 
eagerly anticipated spending a delightful 
two months after class and practice time 
that summer in the fabled RIMYI library 
(hopefully in Guruji’s presence). However, 
on arriving in Pune I quickly learned that 
due to a recent knee injury Guruji had 
decided that he would no longer go down 
the stairs to the library, but would instead 
conduct his correspondence and library 
work on the main floor. My “reaction” was 
a sense of double disappointment.…First 
and foremost for our Guru of course, but also for myself, in 
having to accept that my experience in Pune was not going to 
match up to a preconceived plan. However, my disappointment 
was not to last very long, as it became quite clear, that rather 
than show any sense of regret, Guruji had simply “adjusted” his 
daily routine. On observing this, how on earth could I possibly 

feel sad or any regret for myself? What I soon 
discovered was that Guruji’s demonstration of “the 
art of letting go” instead yielded great treasures 
throughout my stay. 

For example, along with his daily practice 
and presence during classes, rather than spend 
time in his beloved library, he was now many 
afternoons on the main floor seated next to an 
empty “special chair,” with the placard “Guruji” 
written on it. (One wondered who, if anyone, ever 
sat on the special chair, and perhaps he wondered 
the same thing). We could observe him regularly 
from his place on a shared bench, beside the 
empty special chair amidst the RIMYI hustle and 
bustle, as he delighted in the myriad greetings 
from a panoply of students, his very own United 
Nations, (represented during my stay by, India, 
China, Russia, Canada, United States, Italy, Japan, 
Pakistan, Dubai, Brazil, South Africa, Australia, 
New Zealand, Denmark, France, Hungary, Spain, 
Venezuela, Switzerland, Scotland, England) and all 
speaking the language of “yoga.”

I wonder now if, perhaps precisely because of the knee 
injury hindering his ability to go down to the smaller library 
space (and therefore an adjustment to his routine), he was able 
to spend more casual personal time among his grateful students 
in his final year of life. I like to think so.

I know that I will always count these moments in the main 
entrance hall at RIMYI as among my most treasured memories 
of our beloved Guruji, B.K.S. Iyengar.  

KaRin dayton is a long-tiMe deVoted student in the iyengaR 

tRadition who liVes, studies and pRactices in VictoRia, bc.

Guruji’s demonstration of “the art of 
letting go” instead yielded great treasures 
throughout my stay.

To be so well and enthusiastically instructed and guided 
that one’s attention is absorbed fully in the moment is rare in 
my experience. Since the first journey to RIMYI, I have been 
fortunate to have attended another three Intensives and since 
have made frequent trips to participate in General classes. Each 
experience has brought increased depth and much inspiration to 
my practice. 

Guruji inspired many to pursue the knowledge of one’s 
Higher Self, wanting each one of us to experience, and know 
the vibrancy and relevance of the ancient yoga teachings. In  

one of his maxims he states: “Yoga is like music. The rhythm of 
the body, the melody of the mind and the harmony of the soul, 
create the symphony of life.” (Iyengar, His Life and Work).  
Yoga lived in every moment in every breath of his life. 

I am full of gratitude to Guruji for his dedication and 
teaching of yoga. Namasté 

MaRlene MilleR attended heR FiRst iyengaR class in the Mid ‘70s and 

has continued in this pRactice. she began teaching in 1979 ReceiVing 

heR FiRst ceRtiFication FRoM b.K.s. iyengaR, hiMselF, while at RiMyi 

duRing the last intensiVe in 1997.
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B.K.S. Iyengar: His 
Poetry is Everywhere

By Ann Kilbertus

W
ords on a two dimensional page 
can hardly convey the gratitude 
I have for the work and the 

teachings of B.K.S. Iyengar, nor can they 
express the impact he has had on my life. 
There was something rare and precious 
which animated him during his lifetime 
and was obvious to anyone who had 
the good fortune to be in his presence. 
It wasn’t always easy to be on his radar 
and often there were paradoxes to come 
to terms with long after the moment of 
contact had passed.

A long while back in the course 
of teaching a class, Geetaji said (and I 
paraphrase): It is not every day that such  
a soul graces this earth.

Watching his transitions from asana 
to asana in many of the tapes of his 
demonstrations all over the world, one 
sees a fluidity, a grace that is sublime. 
And yet he was a human being too, with 
strong character traits that could charge 
a space and the people in it. At other 
times he might slip quietly into a class 
unnoticed.

I connected with the Iyengar tradition 
in 1984, and had my first chance to 
partake in a Canadian Intensive in 1992. 
Guruji would have been in his early 
seventies then and Geeta was by his side 
and it was during that intensive that I 
had the unparalleled experience of being 
a student in her pranayama classes. I am 
of the middle generation of students who 
have been fortunate enough to have had 
some direct connection with the master, 
but in a different way from those who 
began going to Pune in the 70s and 80s 
such as my teacher Shirley Daventry 
French. Guruji has been like a yogic 
grandparent in my life.

I was gradually drawn by the being 
and the work of this great master, and 
since his death there have been many 

vignettes running through my mind…the 
tears that welled up when I greeted him 
at the Institute last November; sadness 
upon seeing his empty chair behind the 
library desk; fear of being caught in my 
ignorance as he stormed into medical class 
with a clear focus for only the welfare of 
the students…

T.S. Eliot once said that poetry is a 
raid on the inarticulate. B.K.S. Iyengar 
used poetic imagery and metaphor all the 
time in an attempt to help convey the 
subtler aspects of his teaching in asana, 
pranayama and philosophy. Though I 
have my own memories involving Guruji, 
there is much more beyond the personal 
which he left behind for humanity. In his 
lyrical approach to the sutras, Prashant 
said that poetry touches the heart and 
then the mind. In Canada we live amidst 
so much natural beauty, that the poetry 
of some of these images have a resonance 
for me in our landscape. Finding the 
poetic symbols which nourish our heart is 
possible in the vast legacy which we have 
been left in the writings and teachings of 
B.K.S. Iyengar. Images from nature come 
up regularly in his writings. Here is one 
that is particularly evocative to me.

As he ends his reflections on 
Patanjali’s yoga sutras, Guruji says: “A 
cloud has two facets. It may cover the sky 
without bringing rain. This makes the 
atmosphere gloomy and people become 
inactive and dull. But if the cloud bursts 
into rain the atmosphere is cleared, the 
sun shines, and people go out to work 
joyfully. Similarly, the yogi should not 
make the consciousness quiet in a tamasic 
way, but in an alert, sattvic way to shine 
forth brilliantly to live in the delightful, 
fragrant rain-cloud of virtue.” 

ann KilbeRtus is a long tiMe pRactitioneR 

and teacheR who continues to liVe, 

pRactice and study in VictoRia.

Live in the Present

By Ty Chandler

U
nfortunately, or fortunately, 
there is no magic pill, no 
one practice or solution that 

you can adopt and solve all your 
problems. As Ram Das said, your 
karma is a moving target. The 
only certainty in life is that your 
physical body will die at some 
time. Whether you believe that 
your soul or consciousness will 
continue is up to your personal 
experience. Every day is uncertain 
and yet to cope we pretend that 
this isn’t true. In the words of 
B.K.S. Iyengar “Those who live 
in reality which can only be the 
present, will assuredly die, but 
will have lived before they die.” 
(YS.II.53)  

ty chandleR has been pRacticing 

yoga since the late 80s. she studies 

with shiRley daVentRy FRench and 

has taKen woRKshops with Many 

senioR teacheRs.
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The Man Who Planted Vrksasanas

By Britta Poisson

T
he other day, I noticed a photograph 
of David and me on the bedside 
table. His parents took this photo 

eighteen years ago in their front yard. We 
are bundled from head to toe, knee deep 
in snow. It was Christmas 1996, and 
Victoria was covered by a snowfall of 
historic proportions. Our beaming faces 
reflect the joy we shared on the occasion 
of our first family visit.

So much has changed since then.
The snow melted, and the hedge 

beneath it is long gone. My auburn hair is 
now grey, and David’s parents have since 
died. This December, another family will 
celebrate their third Christmas at this 
address. We will celebrate our first in a 
home of our own. Yet, what struck me 
most about this photo was that it was 
taken before my first Iyengar yoga class. 

The happiness I felt then was so 
different from the happiness I feel now. 

“Set thy heart upon thy work, but 
never on its reward. Work not for a 
reward; but never cease to do thy work.” 
2.47

I can honestly say this quote from the 
Bhagavad Gita was my first inversion! I 
have Linda Benn to thank for reading this 
in one of my earliest classes. I thought, 

“Could this be true? If so, everything I 
have learned so far seems to be headed in 
the wrong direction.”

The realization that, at the end of 
my twenties, I could be so far off-base, 
prompted me to delve into yoga 
philosophy as well as yogasana classes. 
At the same time, I looked around and 

noticed this alternate paradigm was very 
much alive and well in the Iyengar yoga 
community. Inspired by the dedication 
of its members, when a request came 
for volunteers to haul bolsters in the 
Special Needs class, I said: “I could do 
that!” When asked to join the board, I 
said: “I could try that.” Then in 2001, 
when Shirley insisted it was time for the 
community to establish a centre dedicated 
to yoga, there was a big change in my life.

The centre, now known as the Iyengar 
Yoga Centre of Victoria, was looking for 
someone to work at reception.  

At the same time, I had made up a list  
to the Universe for the kind of work  
I was seeking. At the top of the list was: 
a humane working environment. It was 
followed by: work that would allow time 
to pursue my yoga practice and teacher 
training. It is now thirteen years since  
I began working at the Centre.

So much has changed since then.
We have a rope wall, a grill, and an 

astonishing array of well organized props. 
We have hosted a dozen assessments 
for certification and welcomed as many 
Iyengar teachers from around the world. 
Businesses have come and gone in this 
building. Students have come and gone, 
and come back to the Centre. Together, 
we have faced injuries, illness, and death. 
Our Guru has died. 

Yet, what strikes me most is the 
happiness I felt when I began Iyengar 
yoga classes was so different from the 
happiness I feel now.

 “Neither knowable, knowledge, nor 
knower am I, formless is my form,
 I dwell within the senses but they are 
not my home:
 Ever serenely balanced, I am neither 
free nor bound – 
 Consciousness and joy am I, and Bliss 
is where I am found.”

– Song of the Soul

The source of this happiness stems 
from Guruji’s teaching. His life and 

Focusing on one point is concentration. 
Focusing on all points at the same time  
is meditation. – B.K.S. Iyengar, the tree  
of yoga

“Set thy heart upon thy 
work, but never on its 
reward. Work not for a 
reward; but never cease to 
do thy work.” 2.47

By his example on the 
royal path of yoga, by his 
unwavering compassion, 
I am one of millions who 
have been given the 
chance to learn and to 
experience what it means 
to be truly human.
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Tribute from New Teachers

Suzanne Trembley, Tracy 
Silberer, Tracy Harvey, Brandy 
Baybutt and Soo Ham were 
given Introductory II level 
certification in September 
2014, one month after Guruji’s 
death. They are Victoria and 
Nanaimo’s newest certified 
teachers. Below they answered 
the following questions:

1.  Why did you choose to follow 
the Iyengar teacher training 
method?

2. How does the method differ from others 
you may have tried?
3.  What are your thoughts about how 

B.K.S. Iyengar influenced you, even if 
you did not meet him?

Suzanne Trembley: I only knew of 
this method. Having started yoga under 
Karyn Woodland, and feeling grateful for 
what she had introduced me to, I started 
contemplating becoming a teacher after 
a while.

I had not tried very many other 
styles of yoga, but the little bit else 
seemed phony at times. In truth, I did 
not know that this was the best method, 
it was the one that made the most sense 
to me, that seemed to have the most 
rigour.

The more I journey along the 
path, the more I am attracted to his 
written work. B.K.S. Iyengar made me 
understand that Western logic, science 
and rationality are not the only way that 
yield deeper understanding. I think of 
him as the Einstein of yoga, i.e. he is to 
yoga what Einstein is to physics, or Bach 
to music. He was a uniquely talented 

teacher who understood what escapes all 
others. I know I need to listen attentively 
to him.

Tracy Silberer: The Iyengar method 
is accessible to all; regardless of age 
or level of fitness by employing props 
where and if necessary. What he offers is 
inclusivity, a path of well being designed 
for everyone. 

There is intelligence and reflection in 
the practice not simply doing. There is 
an opportunity to integrate oneself. 

Mr Iyengar has led by example 
unwavering in his dedication to the 
teaching of yoga. He lived through his 
teachings and his students. His life’s 
work is inspiring. I discovered this in his 
book Light on Life.

Soo Ham: I followed this method 
because of the teachers at the Iyengar 
Yoga Centre. Starting with my mentor, 
Ty, I could always trust in and rely on 
them with their profound knowledge, 
invaluable experience and wisdom. And 
so, I’ve never tried any other method. 

I was fortunate that I could meet 
him and learn from him at my visit to 
RIMYI in the winter of 2010-2011. 
He was a true yogacharya. Guruji was 
roaring like a lion standing on his 
head at the corner of the studio, seeing 
everyone of us, correcting and teaching 
us for hours each day. Since the visit,  

I think of him as the 
Einstein of yoga, i.e. he is 
to yoga what Einstein is to 
physics, or Bach to music. 

work has transformed my life and work. 
By his example on the royal path of yoga, 
by his unwavering compassion, I am 
one of millions who have been given the 
chance to learn and to experience what it 
means to be truly human.

Recently, I read a favourite story by 
Jean Giono called The Man Who Planted 
Trees. In it, he writes of a fictional 
character which to him would be most 
unforgettable.

“For a human character to reveal truly 
exceptional qualities, one must have 
the good fortune to be able to observe 
its performance over many years. If this 
performance is devoid of all egoism, 
if its guiding motive is unparalleled 
generosity, if it is absolutely certain that 
there is no thought of recompense and 
that, in addition, it has left its visible 
mark upon the earth, then there can be 
no mistake.”

I feel he must, somehow, be 
remembering our Guru.

Namaste. 

bRitta poisson has liVed, pRacticed and 

studied in VictoRia FoR Many yeaRs. she 

teaches and woRKs at the Reception desK 

at the iyengaR yoga centRe oF VictoRia.

To win a battle a general 
surveys the terrain and the 
enemy and plans counter 
measures. In a similar way 
the Yogi plans the conquest 
of self. – B.K.S. Iyengar
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I still hear his voice and feel his presence 
in my practice. Guruji embarked on his 
own practice eight decades ago! 

Tracy Harvey: [Nanaimo] The gratitude 
and feelings I have are strong, but the 
words just don’t match.

My very first yoga class was as an 
Iyengar class. I was hooked from my 
very first tadasana, even though I didn’t 
know why. Even Iyengar yoga teachers 
in training had something special to 
offer me. In the beginning it seemed like 
magic to me. As I became more familiar 
with the approach to the teaching I 
came to realize that the years and years 
and more years of dedicated practice 
and study were what gave Iyengar yoga 
teachers the ability to communicate so 
clearly, intelligently and safely to the 
students. It takes thousands of hours of 
classes and study, not including practice 
time, and a rigorous assessment process 
to just achieve the Introductory Level II 
certification. The standards are high and 
it shows in the calibre of the teaching. 
The practice is also not just about asana, 
but includes the implementation and 
study of all the eight limbs of Ashtanga 
yoga. Iyengar yoga is a full and complete 
practice. I love to help people and 
combining that with my passion for 
Iyengar yoga seemed like something 
worth working toward. In my early 
yoga years I did drop in on a variety of 
“yoga” classes at various fitness centres 
(a common place for many people to 
first be introduced to yoga). The classes 
were more like gymnastic classes. I am 
eternally grateful to B.K.S. Iyengar for 
his lifelong dedication to the study of 
yoga and for keeping the teachings alive 
so that someone like me, and now my 
students, may also derive the benefits of 
yoga.

Brandy Baybutt: I chose the Iyengar 
method teacher training as it was the 
most comprehensive teacher training 
I had come across. When I discovered 
Iyengar yoga I was struck by the 
connection of the physical practice with 

the spiritual aspect. This was important 
to me as I had avoided teacher training 
for years being disillusioned with 
how commercial yoga had become. 
The attention to detail in poses was 
something that challenged me where I 
needed to be challenged and something 
I hadn’t found elsewhere. I wanted to 
teach yoga with the right tools to help 
others. The Iyengar training gives a solid 
foundation for learning how to teach. 

This method differs from others 
I have tried as the teachers are highly 
trained to teach and their focus when 
teaching is on the students. Some styles 
included the teacher doing their practice 
alongside the students and this didn’t 
offer me an opportunity to learn in the 
same way. The Iyengar method goes 
to the root of how to practice, how to 
change oneself, and how to follow a 
dedicated path of yoga. I felt this the 
first time I walked into the Victoria 
Iyengar Centre. The teachers I met had 
a sense of clarity about what they were 
doing and their teaching reflected this. 
Also the attention to detail in poses was 
something that challenged me where I 
needed to be challenged and something 
I hadn’t found elsewhere. Because 
it challenged me on certain physical 
levels it also challenged me spiritually 
where I needed to look more closely. 
One thing that stands out for me about 
Iyengar yoga is how it offers a way of 
being in the world on an everyday basis. 
I had previously gone on long silent 
meditation retreats and found it difficult 
to connect what I practiced while being 
away into my everyday life. I could 
see that those dedicated to the path of 
Iyengar yoga were given tools to bring 
their practice into their daily lives and 
the level of community felt very strong. 
For this I am so grateful. 

When I read the e-mail about 
Iyengar’s passing I was filled with a deep 
sense of emotion. Here was a person 
I had never met yet who affected my 
life so profoundly. There were many 
days during my training where life was 

throwing so many challenges in my 
direction that I wasn’t sure how to move 
forward. Then I would read something 
from Light on Life or one of his other 
books and deep down I knew I would 
make it through. I was given the gift 
of his guidance and understanding of 
yoga through my teachers, his writing, 
and the way in which he shared his 
understanding with the world. He 
shared this gift so openly and I feel so 
fortunate to have walked into my first 
Iyengar class. I felt I had been searching 
for a long time for a spiritual path that 
I could devote myself to. The impact 
his work has had on my life has been 
immense. There may be moments where 
I feel lost but now there is something to 
keep coming back to. My life has gained 
a deeper sense of purpose. It is a blessing 
to have my teachers who were in direct 
contact with Mr. Iyengar share their 
stories with us.  

During the week of the one 
month anniversary of B.K.S. 
Iyengar’s death, Robin 
Cantor and her students 
practiced the Canadian ‘Day 
of Remembrance’ yoga asana 
practice. Students commented 
on how inspired they are 
by Guruji’s dedication and 
devotion to yoga. Also, how 
their lives have become 
enriched through the practice 
of yoga and how they will 
always carry the spark of 
divinity that he has instilled in 
each of them.
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Light and Joy

By Athena George

Seven years ago I traveled to Pune 
to study yoga with B.K.S. Iyengar. 

I carried with me four packets of 
maple sugar candy. I wanted to 
give him a gift, to thank him for his 
lifetime of practicing, teaching and 
writing about yoga. I heard that he 
had a sweet tooth.

When I first entered the Institute 
and spied him in the corner, 
suspended upside-down in rope 
headstand, I stared openly. Here was 
the famous eighty-eight year-old man 
in the flesh. All the photos I’d seen of 
him had been true: wavy white hair, 
broad chest and abundant eyebrows.

No way was I going to give  
B.K.S. Iyengar those maple candies,  
I thought. He probably gets buckets 
of sweets. It’s probably a disposal 
issue for his family, even a danger to 
his health, like when US fans pelted 
The Beatles’ George Harrison with 
jelly beans.

He didn’t teach regular classes 
anymore, leaving that to his son 
and daughter. I liked them both, for different reasons. Geeta 
ordered us, “Side ribs open!” Prashant challenged us, “What 
is your purpose?” Iyengar did still teach—his granddaughter, 
Abhijata. If she filled in for Geeta, he was there, stopping her in 
mid-sentence, gathering us around to watch her adjust students 
with his help. When she did her own practice, he welcomed us 
to watch as he molded her poses with his hands, feet, knees  
and elbows.

It was Abhijata who did the honours at the celebratory 
evening for Patanjali’s birthday, lighting candles in front of 
the flower-adorned statue. We sat on the floor, cross-legged on 
bolsters, women wearing saris and men in dress pants and shirts. 
Prashant spoke for an hour and a half about the ancient sage 

Patanjali’s contributions to grammar 
and medicine. When Iyengar took 
the stage, he smiled and thanked 
his son, saying, “It’s good Prashant 
talked so long because I don’t know 
what I’m going to say.”

“I want to talk about words,” 
he said. “Use your words with guts, 
power and wisdom.”

How do you get guts, power 
and wisdom? He told us we needed 
to experiment. Try things out for 
ourselves. Practice and discipline. He 
shifted from talking about words to 
yoga asanas. “Find out for yourself 
why the backs of the thighs go in 
different directions in tadasana and 
sirsana.” 

Near the end of his talk, he said, 
“It’s not just about doing, moving 
this muscle and that bone, nor about 
doing with the mind, but about 
doing with the soul and filling it with 
light and joy.”

With all the yoga I was practicing 
in India, sometimes I began to catch 

glimpses of what he was talking about. Other times, I sank into 
a pit of homesickness, aching for a breath of clean air and the 
arms of my husband. It was during one of these bad spells that I 
ripped open two of the four packets of maple candies meant as 
gifts for Iyengar. Each leaf-shaped sweet resisted under my teeth 
and then melted into syrup in my mouth. They tasted like home.

My teachers back home had told me that he worked in the 
library and that I should hang out there. Every afternoon, I 
would descend into the narrow basement library and pass his 
desk, sitting at one of the nearby study tables. The room was 
humid. I had to mop sweat from my forehead so it wouldn’t 
drip onto my teacher training essays. I would have been more 
comfortable back in my room, lying on my bed under the fan, 
but instead I stayed, waiting for something exciting to happen.

For two months I went to the library almost every weekday 
afternoon. During that time, Iyengar answered mail, wrote and 
read. An assistant and the librarian helped him. They spoke 
mainly Marathi. They laughed a lot. Sometimes, people would 
come and ask him questions and he would answer directly and 
return to work. 

Abhijata and Guruji 2010. Photo: James Burton

Mr Iyengar teaching at RIMYI

“It’s not just about doing, moving this 
muscle and that bone, nor about doing 
with the mind, but about doing with the 
soul and filling it with light and joy.”
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Guruji’s Gift to Me

By Marilyn Shepherd

W hen I think of B.K.S. 
Iyengar, I think of a 

man of action, an explorer, 
an explorer of the interior 
landscape of the body. In a way, 
he charted a course in detail for 
us, leaving us with signposts to 
guide us. I have received the 
impression from my teachers 
who knew him better than I, 
that he would want us to be 
explorers too, not just follow 
the map from point to point, 
but what can we add to it?

A comment from Maureen 
Carruthers from a workshop has 
stuck with me. As I remember 
it, she was at the institute 

practicing. She was working on 
a posture as Guruji had taught 
her to do on a previous visit. 
She said, “He looked at me and 
said, “Why are you still doing 
it that way? Why don’t you 
come up with something new?” 
Of course that was what he 
did—exploring, trying things 
differently to see how it would 
affect the body. So many I times 
I have heard people come back 
from India to say, “things have 
changed, this is the way we are 
doing (something) now.”

On another occasion, I 
asked my teacher from Calgary, 
Margot Kitchen, what she 
thought he would say, if I 
asked him, what his one piece 
of advice would be. Without 
hesitation, she responded, 
“Practice…Practice…Practice.”

 And how do we practice, 
not out of duty or by rote, but 
out of joy, with a childlike 
curiosity of an explorer. Practice 
the way he did, realizing that 
the body is not the end, but 
the way through to the soul. 
As he put it, ”The body is the 
bow, the asana is the arrow, 
the soul is the target.” From his 
inspiration may we continue 
our practice, our exploring and 
our journey to the soul. 

MaRilyn shepheRd has liVed and 

studied in Many places in canada. 

she cuRRently liVes, pRactices 

and teaches in the westeRn 

coMMunities, a shoRt dRiVe outside 

the city liMits oF VictoRia, bc.

On my last day in Pune, I went down 
into the library with the two remaining 
packets of candy in my pocket. I stopped 
in front of his desk and waited for him 
to look up. He did and smiled. I set the 
candies on his desk.

“These are for you. Thank you 
for everything you’ve done. All the 
teachings…and the books. I really like 
your books.”

“Thank you,” he replied. He saw the 
red maple leaves on the cellophane. “Ah, 
Canada. From which part?”

“The west coast.”
“You know Shirley?”
“She’s one of my teachers.”
“Please tell her I said hello.”
During my time in India, I’d seen 

B.K.S. Iyengar in many roles: yoga 
practitioner, teacher, father, grandfather, 
writer, philosopher, leader of the 
Institute, founder of a world-wide yoga 
movement, and also for a brief moment, 
a famous and busy man who took the 
time to be friendly. All these aspects 
were out in public for everyone to see. 
He lived what he taught. Try things out 
and if that doesn’t work, try something 
else. Practice. Discipline. All this he did, 
while filling his soul with light and joy. I 
will miss him.  

athena geoRge discoVeRed iyengaR yoga 

on saltspRing island with sheRi beRKowitz. 

she now liVes, pRactices and teaches on 

satuRna island, bc.

He lived what he taught. 
Try things out and if 
that doesn’t work, try 
something else.

“The body is the 
bow, the asana is 
the arrow, the soul 
is the target.”



December

 5 practice enrichment
 14  anniversary of guruji’s 

birthday
 20-21  winter solstice workshop

January 2015

 1 new year’s day practice
 23 practice enrichment
 24-25 heart of yoga

February

 14  Ropes workshop
 21 teachers’ pd day
 28  open house

march

 6-8 louie ettling workshop
 14 second Ropes workshop
 26 special needs tea

april

 11 beginner’s workshop
 12 iycV agM
 25 teachers’ pd day

may

 7-10 iyac conference

June

 5-7 salt spring Retreat

July

 6-11 summer sadhana
 6-11  teacher training 

intensive

Calendar

•   Receipt of four newsletters per year.  
Our in-depth newsletters are eagerly 
anticipated by over 500 people worldwide.

•   Discounts on classes and workshops.

•   Early registration for classes and 
workshops.

•   Scholarship eligibility for various 
workshops.

•    Library borrowing privileges.

•   Free practice space on Sunday afternoons.

•    Opportunities for members to contribute 
insights and apply to sit on the board of 
directors.

The one-year membership fee is $42 
CDN and is renewable each January. 

For a one-year membership, please complete  
this form and mail or drop it off at our office 
with your cheque or money order to:
Iyengar Yoga Centre of Victoria Society  
c/o Hilary McPhail 
202-919 Fort Street  
Victoria BC V8V 3K3 Canada

  NaME: _______________________________________

aDDRESS: _______________________________________

________________________________________________

CItY: ___________________________________________

PROV/ StatE: ____________________________________  

POStaL CODE: ___________________________________

COuNtRY: _______________________________________

PHONE: _________________________________________

E-MaIL: _________________________________________

o  Please mail my newsletter.

o  Please email me the link to the newsletter.

o   Sign me up for monthly yog-e email news.

o   unsubscribe from monthly yog-e email news.

o  Receipt required.

Become a member of the Iyengar Yoga Centre  
of Victoria and enjoy the following benefits: 

Around the Institute in Pune


