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FROM SWEAT TO SAMADHI: The Path of ASTANGA YOGABeyond Power Yoga presents and
explores the complete journey of the classical astanga yoga system, from power yoga to
meditation and liberation. Bender Birch's first book, the groundbreaking Power Yoga, introduced
one level of astanga yoga to mainstream America -- a high-heat, high-energy mind/body
workout. Now, Beyond Power Yoga presents all eight levels, or limbs, of this ancient method -- a
total practice for body and soul.Drawing a parallel between astanga yoga's eight limbs and the
mind/body energy centers (chakras) of Eastern philosophy, Bender Birch shows us how we can
balance and heal our body, focus and relax our mind, amplify and direct our energy (prana), and
ultimately reclaim our spiritual connection to Universal Consciousness. Each chapter offers
specific practices to help the reader uncover and experience the insights of the astanga yoga
journey.The YAMAS: Exploring the FundamentalsThe NIYAMAS: Doing the WorkASANA:
Practicing the PosturesPRANAYAMA: Breathing MindfullyPRATYAHARA: Turning
InwardDHARANA: Developing ConcentrationDHYANA: Experiencing MeditationSAMADHI:
Living JoyfullyPresented in the down-to-earth illuminating style and inspiring voice of the author,
illustrated with easy-to-follow photos, plus a special wall chart of the asana sequences,Beyond
Power Yoga offers a short form of the dynamic mind/body power yoga method, then journeys
through the deeper levels of spiritual practice.

The New York Times Yoga that mixes sweat with serenity.About the AuthorBeryl Bender Birch is
the bestselling author of Power Yoga and the Director of The Hard & The Soft Astanga Yoga
Institute (since 1981). She is also the Wellness Director and Yoga Teacher-in-Residence of the
New York Road Runners Club. She is one of the most highly regarded and well-known yoga
teachers in the United States.Yoga poses, or asanas, are just part of a traditional yoga practice,
although this fact has largely been overlooked by the masses who've taken up yoga in the past
several years. In astanga yoga, for example, there are eight branches, or "limbs," of yoga that
each correspond to a body chakra, or energy center, which combine physical and spiritual
activities to balance the energy of the body and mind. (The third limb encompasses the asanas
familiar to most yoga students; the other limbs include pranayama, or mindful breathing;
dharana, or concentration; dhyana, meditation; and samadhi, living joyfully.)Learning about the
eight limbs in Beyond Power Yoga, Beryl Bender Birch's follow-up to her 1995 bestseller, Power
Yoga, could have been a dry and almost scholarly project, but rather is thankfully as rejuvenating
as a Hawaiian yoga retreat. Birch's writing style is at once confident and soothing, and often
humorous. A prime example is her explanation of the yoga concept of dharma (if you follow your
dharma, you're following your universal path, or calling). Birch was newly married and mourning
the passing of her dog. She was "just looking" at the pound for a Siberian husky and saw "in the



flesh, the very dog I had been 'seeing' and searching for--thoroughly gorgeous, completely show
quality, perfect markings, fit, strong, outgoing and very friendly, but totally wild. The dog came
bounding over to me and jumped into my arms, all fifty pounds of him. There was no question
God wanted me to have this dog." There was also an older, matted, underweight, crabby husky
there too, which she couldn't bear to leave. So she bought both of them from the pound for
$17.43, but then spent $400 at the veterinarian to have them dewormed and immunized. She
and her husband needed that money for rent, and he lambasted her for her irresponsibility. The
day their rent was due, they received a $400 gift from a former student, thanking the Birches for
ridding him of his back pain. Birch says that the thought never occurred to her that the rent
money would be a problem: "If I had been plugged into the perception that it was going to take a
long time to get that $400 back, then it would have taken a long time to get the $400 back, and I
could never have had those dogs."Beyond Power Yoga includes dozens of photographs of Birch
demonstrating basic asanas, including the Sun Salutation series, but for the reader looking for a
full "power yoga" workout to get you good and sweaty, her first book will still be a necessity. But
beginning- through advanced-yoga practitioners serious about using yoga as a path to self-
fulfillment should find the information in Beyond Power Yoga to be positively life altering. --Erica
Jorgensen--This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.From the Back CoverBeyond
Power Yoga presents and explores the complete journey of the classical astanga yoga system,
from power yoga to meditation and liberation. Bender Birch's first book, the groundbreaking
Power Yoga, introduced one level of astanga yoga to mainstream America -- a high-heat, high-
energy mind/body workout. Now, Beyond Power Yoga presents all eight levels, or limbs, of this
ancient method -- a total practice for body and soul.Drawing a parallel between astanga yoga's
eight limbs and the mind/body energy centers (chakras) of Eastern philosophy, Bender Birch
shows us how we can balance and heal our body, focus and relax our mind, amplify and direct
our energy (prana), and ultimately reclaim our spiritual connection to Universal Consciousness.
Each chapter offers specific practices to help the reader uncover and experience the insights of
the astanga yoga journey.-- 1 The YAMAS: Exploring the Fundamentals-- 2 The NIYAMAS:
Doing the Work-- 3 ASANA: Practicing the Postures-- 4 PRANAYAMA: Breathing Mindfully-- 5
PRATYAHARA: Turning Inward-- 6 DHARANA: Developing Concentration-- 7 DHYANA:
Experiencing Meditation-- 8 SAMADHI: Living JoyfullyPresented in the down-to-earth
illuminating style and inspiring voice of the author, illustrated with easy-to-follow photos, plus a
special wall chart of the asana sequences, Beyond Power Yoga offers a short form of the
dynamic mind/body power yoga method, then journeys through the deeper levels of spiritual
practice.--This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Excerpt. © Reprinted by
permission. All rights reserved.From The IntroductionCONSTRUCT OF REALITYOne night,
after I got back to California, I was on my way home from a yoga class. I was sitting in the
backseat of a car thinking about going to India. At the moment, I was actually visualizing
climbing a mountainside covered with wildflowers in the foothills of the Himalayas (which, not
coincidentally, I would eventually do). My friend turned to me and said, "You want to go to India,



don't you?" This was too freaky! "Uh, yeah," I mumbled. "Well, you'll go," she said. A year later I
was on my way. How did this work? Was it just a question of creating a thought form, and then
holding that until it began to manifest? I starting tracing back the string of events of the past year
or so. Every event had contributed to every other event. Everything was interconnected. If it
hadn't been for this, then that wouldn't have happened. If it hadn't been for that, then this
wouldn't have happened. It started to dawn on me how this all worked. I started to watch a little
more closely what I envisioned and asked for.My father is dying; an Indian yogi materializes to
answer my questions about death and dying. I almost die in a blizzard and a dog that as a puppy
was adopted, and inexplicably returned three times in a week before he ended up with me,
saves my life. I dream of going to India and haven't a dime for the trip. Suddenly I have $1,500,
which is exactly how much I need to buy my plane ticket and go to India for four months. As I
look back at all of this, I can see that it never occurred to me that I wouldn't get answers and
action in response to the questions I asked. As a child, I was in the habit of asking God
questions and expecting answers. It never occurred to me that God wouldn't explain to me about
my father. It never occurred to me that I wouldn't make it to Colorado. And it never occurred to
me that I wouldn't go to India.If I had stopped to figure it out in a linear or logical way, then I
would have seen that since I was earning only $5 an hour, it was clearly going to take a very long
time to get this trip together. But I didn't think like that. I just assumed that if God wanted me to go
to India, God would come up with the money, somehow. I didn't put a logical limit, in terms of
either time or effort, on how it was supposed to come. I just figured it would be there when I
needed it and I went ahead with my plans. The next thing I knew it was time to go, and I sold my
Volkswagen van for $500, sold an article I wrote on acupuncture for $500, and was given a $500
scholarship to go to India from a yoga school where I was studying. Practically overnight, I had
$1,500.It started to dawn on me that there was nothing that wasn't possible, and I started to live
my life like that. Perhaps that is why I was so naive when I first went to India. It never occurred to
me that anything bad would happen, so that construct of reality didn't exist for me. Luckily, God
covered my ass.THE PAYBACK IN MANALIEvery twelve years in India there is a huge spiritual
festival called Kumbha Mela. Devout Hindus from all over India travel to a designated city on the
Ganges River. Then, at a particularly auspicious moment, determined by a team of astrologers
and pundits, everyone tries to bathe in the river at the same time. This wouldn't be so bad, but
generally there are well over two million people in attendance at these festivals. The year 1974
was a Kumbha Mela year and Hardwar, on the Ganges River, was the city where it was to be
held, in mid-April. I had offered to cover the event for East West Journal, so after spending a
month or so in and around Bombay, I needed to think about beginning the journey north (along
with a few million other folks heading for the Ganges River) in order to write about and take
some photographs of this unique festival.In early April, I packed up and jumped on a train to
New Delhi. From there I could take a bus and arrive in the general vicinity of Hardwar a few
weeks before the masses arrived for Kumbha Mela. I kept a journal while traveling in India. Here
is an entry from the train trip I took from Bombay to New Delhi: "A few hours north of Bombay, it



begins to get very green, green fields, green trees and orchards. Every shade of green from lime
green to deep forest green. It is the first green I have seen outside of Bombay's vegetable
markets. It is breathtaking. It is one in the afternoon and people sit in the shade and watch the
train go by. The sun is 180 degrees overhead. It is hot. A pig urinates. Men and women squat and
watch and wait....Oxen stand in knee-deep swamp grass...clumps of small boys watch the
train....A bicycle lies on its side in the dust....A woman beats clothes on a rock in a small river.
Saris are spread out on the grass, drying in the sun. Patches of bushes covered with assorted
scraps of cloth and lengths of rags, all colors, all drying. We seem to make quite a large number
of unscheduled stops, in the middle of nowhere, miles from the stations, only shacks, farms, tiny
villages. A man and young boy appear in the distance. They carry a shiny brass urn and cross
the fields towards the front of the train. They walk to the side of the train and some exchange
goes on. The boy carries off two empty bottles. The simplicity is beyond the imagination, beyond
conception. It can only be experienced."The trip from Bombay was smooth and tranquil. The
simple rhythms of the passing landscape were like a meditation mantra. When I arrived in New
Delhi, it was hot as hell. My backpack was too heavy, which made it feel even hotter. Suddenly I
was hot, sweaty, overburdened, and stressed. I felt too complicated. After a few days of
shopping for Tibetan prayer beads and offloading some stuff at a friend's house, I headed up
toward Hardwar. I was down to the bare essentials. I had a pair of rope-and-canvas shoes with
recycled rubber tire soles that I had found in Delhi for 6 rupees (72 cents back then). I also had
my Nikon camera and a good supply of film and felt tip pens. I wore a plain kadi sari, but now no
one noticed because there were so many freaky-looking people converging on Hardwar anyway,
a good many of whom were wandering around naked and covered with gray ash, that I just
blended in with the circus.By the time I arrived, there were already about five hundred thousand
people in town. I spent several days photographing hundreds of arriving sadhus (monks) and
other holy men and women, of all shapes and sizes and into all kinds of trips and all come to
purify themselves physically and spiritually in Mother Ganges. It was still hot as hell, and it wasn't
long before I had had enough of Kumbha Mela. I was due back in Bombay in a couple of weeks
to walk for a month on silent retreat with a number of Jain nuns before the rainy season started
in June. But first I had to see the mountains. How I ended up in Manali I don't really know, but it
was a welcome change after the heat and madness of Hardwar.I do remember someone telling
me about a Tibetan refugee camp, and about a number of Tibetan lamas who had walked there,
across the border from Tibet. So I honed in on this tiny village in the north of Himachal Pradesh,
in the Himalayan foothills and on the border with Tibet. One thing led to another, and I ended up
on a bus going from New Delhi to Chandigar in Punjab State on my way to Manali. There was an
energy crisis in Chandigar when I arrived, and there was no electricity in the city. The bus
schedule was shot to hell because of the lack of electricity, so I ended up camping overnight in
the bus station. I struck up a conversation with Chai Baba, an Indian who was also on his way to
Manali, and with a German hippie whose name I don't remember.I slept peacefully, planted
between my two adopted bodyguards, Chai Baba and the German. The next morning I left very



very early on the first bus out of town for Kulu Valley, just south of Kashmir. The English had
planted lots of apple and fruit trees in Kulu Valley when they were a presence in India, and
Manali was one of the places in the high valley where the upper-class British living in India spent
their summers to escape the heat of New Delhi. How they ever got there back in the early part of
the century, or even twenty years ago, is a total mystery to me! Here is the entry from my journal
for April 18: "The longest, hottest, most nearly unbearable thirteen hours that I can
remember...bus to Manali -- packed with people. Winding moun-tain roads all the way -- bumpy,
under construction. 'Under construction' means Tibetan men and women digging into the
mountainside and hauling chunks of granite away in baskets on their heads. The women
seemed to work physically as hard as the men and all with babies strapped to their backs and
the family fortune in coral and turquoise beads hanging from their necks and woven into their jet
black hair."Every few hours the bus would stop at some roadside village for "refreshments" for
the passengers. Everyone would pile off the bus and head for the fields to pee. Children,
chickens, goats, and bags would be unloaded and then reloaded when we were ready to go.
Belongings were hanging out of every window and off the luggage racks on top and everything
would get shuffled around at every stop to make room for some new passengers. Young boys
selling clay cups of chai would gather around the bus. You could take the cup of tea on the bus
with you, and then, when you finished your chai, you could just throw the cup out the window
and it would shatter and return to dust, which I thought was perhaps the coolest thing about my
whole trip to India. About eight hours into the trip, I got off the bus for a few minutes, and I left my
bag, with my Nikon camera stuffed in the bottom, on the bus under the seat. A few hours later,
when my first view of the Himalayan Mountains came into sight, I scrambled to get out my
camera. I pulled out everything in the bag, and at the bottom of the bag was an enormous stone,
about the same size and weight as my camera.I stared at the stone. I emptied the bag. No ...--
This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Read more

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Jpjo/OPMw/Dopyd/Beyond-Power-Yoga-8-Levels-of-Practice-for-Body-and-Soul


Thank you for purchasing this Simon & Schuster eBook.Sign up for our newsletter and receive
special offers, access to bonus content, and info on the latest new releases and other great
eBooks from Simon & Schuster.or visit us online to sign up at

AcknowledgmentsWhew! Life is complex. I am so grateful for the time to have actually been able
to write, focus on, and complete this book. I’d still be on chapter 1 if it weren’t for help from my
husband, life partner, business partner, and best teacher, Thom.So my very heartfelt thanks to
Thom for the precious gift of his time. Not only did he listen patiently to ideas, offer
encouragement, and, as a former world-class athlete, help me to focus on the work, but he also
covered months and months of my yoga classes (as well as his own) in New York City, so I could
stay home in East Hampton and write. In that respect, this is his book, too. And thanks to the
many loyal folks in New York City, who so generously supported our classes while I was away
writing, and offered their encouragement to their classmates, longtime students, who also
frequently taught for me.Again and always, thank you to my teacher, Norman Allen, who turned
me on to the methodology for beginning the practice of classical astanga. Thank you, thank you
to Dusty and Sam Boynton, for the gift of time in Vermont, at the Vermont Studio Center, a
retreat for artists and writers. And thanks to the Vermont Studio Center, for the incredibly creative
environment they provided me. Without the month I spent at their peaceful center (no phones,
TV, faxes, E-mails, etc.), where I actually wrote four chapters of this book, I never would have
met my deadline with Simon & Schuster.The title for my first book came in a vision, so I always
figured the title for this one would come the same way. Well, it didn’t, exactly. It came through a
couple of local angels selected by God to deliver the message! Deadlines were coming and
going and my left brain was working overtime. I came up with dozens of combinations of words
that I liked, but nothing just came to me during a meditation, as it had in the past. I was getting
mad at God for abandoning me, when lo and behold this angel walked up to me in my kitchen
and out of the blue said, “What about Beyond Power Yoga?” It didn’t really hit me right away. It
kinda half sunk in. I guess God figured that I didn’t get it, so about thirty minutes later, She had
another angel call from his cell phone somewhere in Lenox, Massachusetts, and say exactly the
same thing. “Hey, I was just driving along and this great idea just came to me. What about
Beyond Power Yoga as a title for your book?” Well, at that point I got it. So thanks to Pam Schulte
and to Colby Lewis, for awesome help at a critical moment!Thanks to my yogini sisters, Kathy
McNames, Martha Poli, and again, Pam Schulte, for all our practice sessions the first half of
1999, going into the photo shoot for the book. And many thanks to my photographer, Nicholas
DeSciose, in Denver, for his wit, skill, and patience with a camera, and his creative gift in making
pictures.Thank you to my many, many teachers who happen to be writers. They contributed
invaluably to the research for Beyond Power Yoga. They are all listed in the back of the book with
my comments, in the section called “Additional Recommended Reading,” and then, further, in
the bibliography.I am basically grateful to everyone along the way of my journey who helped
bring me to this moment here and now. I like this moment. So I am grateful to everyone and



everything that helped get me here. It’s important to be grateful. I try to start every day with
feelings of gratitude for the Divine at work in my life.And thank you also to the many people who
support my work by attending my classes, workshops, and lectures. I first tried out many of the
ideas and told many of the stories in this book in workshops and classes with all of you. Without
your feedback and enthusiasm I would not be in the position to continue to practice, develop,
write about, and teach the material presented here.I am enormously honored to be an author
with Simon & Schuster and to have the opportunity to work with scholarly minds, like that of my
editor, Roslyn Siegel. I am especially grateful to Roz for her relaxed enthusiasm, her adept skill
as an editor, and her endless patience. I am also grateful to Roz’s assistant, Andrea Au, who had
the thankless job of taking everything I sent in—a pile of photographs, a stack of paper, and little
plastic disks—and turning it over, in some semblance of an orderly fashion, to production. And
thank you finally to the many people I do not know at Simon & Schuster, who actually
transformed my vision into this beautiful book!I probably feel the greatest sense of gratitude for
all of you who bought my first book, Power Yoga. Thanks to you, Simon & Schuster was
enthusiastic about publishing this book.Finally, thank you to my blessed gurus from the animal
kingdom, of which there are many. I thank the three who happen to live with me, the current
family of white wolves—Anna, Snowflake, and Hopi—for their unbounded enthusiasm, love of
running, endless patience, and cosmic wisdom. I aspire to be more like them in this regard.

ContentsPrefaceINTRODUCTION, PART IThe Journey to IndiaINTRODUCTION, PART IIThe
AwakeningChapter 1 :THE SOURCE OF OUR SUPPORT: DISCOVERING THE
FUNDAMENTALSChapter 2 :THE WORK: YOGA IN ACTIONChapter 3 :THE WORKOUT: THE
BURNING POWER OF ASANA PRACTICEChapter 4 :MINDFUL BREATHING: CONNECTING
BODY AND MINDChapter 5 :BEYOND THE SENSES: TURNING INWARDChapter
6 :TRAINING THE MIND: LEARNING CONCENTRATIONChapter 7 :THE PATH TO SELF:
EXPERIENCING MEDITATIONChapter 8 :THE LEAP INTO LIBERATION: KNOWING
BLISSEndnotesBibliographyAdditional Recommended ReadingIndexExercise Chart

PrefaceMy first book, Power Yoga, was published in January 1995. Many of the people that I
hoped would buy the book had just spent a frenzied decade chasing fitness and spiraling
materialism. They were getting older, stiffer, and tighter and were somewhat weary of collecting
more and more stuff. Many had been injured lifting weights, running 10Ks, riding bikes, climbing
mountains, hiking back-country, or doing aerobic dancing! Many of these folks were sniffing the
air for signs of change. They weren’t quite sure what they were sniffing around for, but they were
ready for the next step, whatever that might be. They had pushed their limits physically, and they
were beginning to realize that there was more to life than physical fitness and a truckload of toys.
They had tried everything in the medical world to rejuvenate and rehabilitate themselves, but still
they were tired and tight, physically and mentally. Their doctors told them they needed to relax.
They knew they needed to relax, but they didn’t quite know how. They had begun to downsize



and simplify their lives, but still they were overloaded.I began the study of yoga in 1971. In 1981,
after ten years of shopping around in many different yoga schools, and a major trip to India, I
discovered a hatha yoga practice that was more intense, athletic, challenging, and rewarding
than any other form of asana practice I had ever done. (The term hatha is a Sanskrit word,
Sanskrit being the language of yoga, and hatha is generally used to refer to the physical practice
of the yoga exercises, or asanas, as they are called.) It was called astanga yoga, so titled by its
principal teacher, an Indian Brahmin by the name of Sri K. Pattabhi Jois. Sri Jois referred to this
sequential series of postures that he taught as astanga, because he believed it to be an ancient,
authentic practice and part of a larger classical eight-level system also called astanga, or raja
(royal), yoga.The practice was taught to me in 1981 by my teacher, Norman Allen (who learned it
from Jois, his teacher, in India in the early 1970s) and later, by Jois himself. When done
correctly, this asana practice was hot, intense, therapeutic, purifying, and transformational. I
soon discovered, through my own practice, that it had the power to effect deep and profound life
changes. I was enthusiastic. I believed that there were a lot of tight, stiff, stressed, and searching
people out there who could benefit from this specific method of yoga.I had the feeling at the
time, that this practice might provide, for many people, the means to achieving balance in their
life—not just a tangible balance between physical fitness and a healthy, supple, agile, and
functional body, but a balance that would embrace prosperity, yet encourage contentment,
generosity, compassion, and spiritual curiosity as well. I also had the feeling that this practice
might prove to actually be a practical way to begin this long journey toward equipoise and
greater understanding of Self.Power Yoga describes a specific sequence of yoga postures
called yoga chikitsa, which means “yoga therapy.” It focuses primarily on asana, the 3rd limb
(and only one branch, or level) of this 8-limbed yoga path. I named my classes and my book
Power Yoga so that both men and women in mainstream America could relate. And so that
people would know that this yoga asana practice was a strong, sweaty, physical workout, unlike
most of what had been presented as hatha yoga in the United States up to that time.The name
Power Yoga came to me in a vision, truly. It just sort of popped up on the side of a mountain, like
the Hollywood sign. (These things happen to me from time to time.) It was the perfect name for
what I wanted to do and say. I loved it. But even as I was writing Power Yoga, I knew that one day
I would write another book in greater detail, not only about my spiritual search and my trip to
India, but about the whole journey on the 8-limbed yoga path called astanga—from asto,
meaning “eight,” and anga, meaning “limb.” And it would include not only the practice of asana,
but the ethical, moral, breathing, concentration, and meditation yoga practices as well.Well, this
is that book. Beyond Power Yoga is about the eight different components and many of the
various practices—both beginning and advanced—of classical astanga yoga. As a result of an
insight that occurred to me during a running meditation with two of my Racing Siberian Huskies,
I have developed what I believe is a fascinating relationship between each of these eight limbs
and the recognized yoga chakras, the energy centers of the mind/body. When this vision about
an association between the limbs and the chakras occurred to me, I didn’t quite get it at first.



Discussing the chakras was certainly never part of the original plan for this book, particularly
since I knew virtually nothing about them. But as I began to research the chakras, I became
more and more intrigued by their relationship to the eight levels of practice in the astanga
system.Readers of Power Yoga will find that this book travels to the next levels of practice after
the physical exercises, which include the serious mental training of breath control,
concentration, and meditation techniques, as well as ways to use these practices for energetic
clearing, healing, and balancing. For new and old readers alike, I have included the classic Sun
Salutations, Standing Postures, and a condensed version of the core Seated Forward Bending,
Twisting, and Back Bending Postures of the asana series, including several new postures not
included in Power Yoga.Just as I believed that there was a need for the asana portion of astanga
back in 1990, I think now, at the dawning of the new millennium, that there is a universal need for
the rest of the methodology of this ancient yoga system. Of course I know that you cannot learn
yoga from a book. You can only learn through practice. So I have listed a few practices, or
exercises, to accompany each of these levels. I have drawn on classical references as well as
my own experiences in yoga since 1971. My personal experiences derive from many aspects of
my practice, including asana practice (the postures), pranayama routines (the breathing),
svadhyaya (which literally means “self-study” and refers to the study of sacred texts and
literature), and dharana and dhyana (exercises in concentration and meditation). They also
depend a lot on faith, which in yoga is called Isvara pranidhana (literally, “turning it over” to
God).In each chapter, I spend a little time exploring the classical background of each of the
limbs and the connection between that limb and the corresponding chakra. I happen to be one
of those people who aren’t capable of understanding something unless I can literally see it, or
visualize it in some way, so I try to verbally paint a picture for you of whatever it is I am trying to
explain. Occasionally the same concept will appear more than once throughout the book, only
“painted” from a slightly different perspective to help you to see more clearly. This may be a
workable path for you, and it might not. What I have to say may or may not be of interest to you.
Keep in mind that anything I say could be “right,” or it could be “wrong.” Verify everything through
your own experience. This whole book might just be an exercise for Self.

IntroductionPART I: THE JOURNEY TO INDIALOOKING FOR GODAir India Flight #101 from
New York to Bombay was packed. It was a long flight, as people who have flown from the United
States to Asia or Australia or Tierra del Fuego, or faraway places like that know. Babies cried,
people snored and read and watched movies and ate and fidgeted and paced up and down the
aisles. I slept fitfully. We stopped in London, then Rome, and then again, hours later, in Beirut,
where we got off the plane for a break. That was tense. We stepped out into the white-hot
Lebanese sun. The tarmac was lined on both sides with dark and somber young Arab men in
olive-green military uniforms. They all had guns. They stood at attention. They formed a wide and
well-marked path from the plane to the terminal, and we followed this track, as if it were a parade
route. It was such a vivid image. The dark gray cold gun metal and the bright warm desert sun. I



focused straight ahead. I wish now that I had looked at them more closely. In retrospect, it was
such an extraordinary opportunity, But it hadn’t seemed odd to me and/or worthy of closer
inspection. It just was. The way things were in the ’70s. Nor did it occur to me to be afraid. I was
going to India to find God, who would no doubt look after me. But my search for God started long
before I climbed aboard the 747 bound for Bombay on February 22, 1974.As an only child I had
spent a great deal of time with make-believe spirit and animal guides. I was always dreaming
about wolves and bears and eagles and jaguars and wasn’t afraid of them. I would often pretend
I was an angel or ghost of some kind, floating about in diaphanous robes and conversing with
God, accompanied by one of my animal friends. Flying was something I did quite frequently. It
was both natural and quite normal. It is one of my earliest memories. In my dreams, I would
gather myself, so to speak, and sort of pull in and concentrate my energies into a densely
packed ball, like an imploding star, and then just psychically “lift off.” The liftoff required a kind of
major push of the will, to get free of gravity. Once I broke free, gravity gradually loosed its hold on
me, and the higher I went, the easier it was to fly. The expanding energy was just a nanosecond
stronger than the contracting energy, and I just took off. This desire to break free, and the
discovery that if I focused hard enough I could break free of the constraints of the physical world,
propelled me to explore and to long for the celestial spheres. Although I didn’t know it at the time,
this was the beginning of my spiritual journey.Flying in my sleep was always so effortless that it
seemed quite logical that it should be just as easy to do when I was awake. The boundary
between the two worlds was so subtle, so vaporous, that moving from one to the other should
require only some small adjustment, some tiny but significant key or password that could open
the door between the two. Yet as simple as that transition seemed like it should be, I never was
able to find the key and bring the skill “over the border” with me when I reentered waking
consciousness.In all honesty, although I wouldn’t have said so at the time, my trip to India was
an effort to find that secret password. I wanted to fly while I was “awake,” and I thought the
answer was in India. Flying was symbolic, I thought, for my longing to see God, to know the
secrets of the universe. “Who am I, and why?” I was captivated by the intrigue and mystery of the
Far East. Since college, I had read stories about gurus and swamis and sadhus with magical
powers and mysterious potions who could lead the spiritual aspirant through the mystical maze
of the search for God. I felt envious of those who had seen real honest-to-goodness miracles,
like dematerializing gurus or manifesting bananas. I was too spiritually sophisticated, or so I
thought, to actually admit to anyone that I needed to see a miracle in order to solidify my faith.
But the truth was that, like so many other young people who travel to India, I was blissed out on
the idea of finding God in material form. Imagine seeing a real miracle!Stepping off the plane in
Bombay, at dusk, was beyond anything I could have dreamed or imagined. A yellow-orange glow
filled the soft and smoky night air. Small fires of burning dried buffalo dung lined the streets and
dotted the fields. The smell was indescribable. It reminded me of October at home when I was a
kid—the hazy night air and the smell of burning leaves and pumpkins and apple cider. That
sensuous impression is as clear in my mind today as it was that first moment in India.After I



crossed the tarmac and cleared customs, several Indians put garlands of flowers around my
neck, treating me like an arriving guru. I thought they must have me confused with somebody
else, but no, this was my host family, who recognized me by my truly baffled and intoxicated
expression, no doubt! They gathered me up and chauffeured me off immediately. We traveled to
a quite affluent section of the city, but the smell of the burning buffalo dung stayed in my soul for
the rest of my trip. It called to me. It beckoned like the Sirens: come to the streets, to the earth, to
the people.GETTING DOWN WITH THE HOME FOLKThe Jains represent the third largest
religion in India. Their religious doctrine is quite similar to Buddhism, and their teacher,
Mahavira, was actually a contemporary of Buddha. I had been studying Jainism quite seriously
in the United States for several years, and my primary academic reason for traveling to India was
to further my studies of Jainism. I had made a number of contacts, through Indian Jains I met in
America, with Jain families in India. Since little is known of the Jain religion in the West, most
Jains are eager to meet and converse with Westerners. So it was arranged that for my four-
month stay in India, I would be hosted by a number of Jain families, each of which would arrange
for me to meet and study with the local Jain gurus, monks, and nuns. One of the principal tenets
of Jainism (and of astanga yoga) is ahimsa, or nonviolence (literally, “nonkilling, nonharming”).
Mahatma Gandhi, for example, was quite influenced by the Jains in his philosophy of reverence
for life.As a consequence of their adherence to nonviolence, all Jains are vegetarian. This would
work well for me in India, since I had fallen into vegetarianism in 1971 when I first moved to
California. I wasn’t trying to be vegetarian. It just sort of happened. The huge produce sections of
the California supermarkets were the equivalent of suburban malls. The first time I walked into
one, it totally altered my perception of reality. When I was three, in 1945, we lived in a big house
on the edge of town in (then) rural Ridgewood, New Jersey. My parents had an enormous
vegetable garden and grew Swiss chard and kohlrabi and kale and turnips and more varieties of
peas, beans, squash, corn, tomatoes, radishes, carrots, turnips, and lettuce than I could count.
Not since then had I ever seen so many fresh vegetables and here they all were in the produce
section of an L.A. supermarket. I was totally psyched.One day I went to a very posh specialty-
foods store in Hollywood and bought an especially fine cut of beef, so I could have steak with my
vegetables that night. I remember that it was quite expensive, at least for 1971. The steak turned
out to be disappointing. I was bummed out. It just didn’t taste very good to me. It tasted kind of,
well, dead! I spontaneously became a vegetarian. I really don’t know how it happened. Shortly
after that I began my studies of Jainism, and found out about ahimsa. I slowly became more
consciously committed to vegetarianism for both ethical and health reasons. So it was perfect,
this going to India and being hosted by vegetarians. No coincidences.In India in the ’70s, very
few Indian women traveled unaccompanied, whether on foot to market or by train to Delhi. They
went out with other women to shop, for instance, or with their husbands to socialize. Whether
this was for reasons of safety or social dictates, I didn’t know, but no women I met went
anywhere alone. “Alone,” in Bombay, is a difficult concept to grasp anyway. The sheer density of
the population makes it impossible to be anywhere alone. All my host families took their



responsibility for my welfare extremely seriously. I was simply not encouraged (not permitted) to
go out by myself. When I asked to go to Bhuleshwar, the teeming marketplace of the city, it was
arranged for me to be driven by one of the servants, which was not exactly what I had had in
mind.We drove through the noisy, crowded, narrow streets of the Bombay market district in a tiny
car, a symbol of incredible affluence, with the windows closed. I sat in the back, tightly wedged
between two rather well-fed Jain women who pointed out the sights as we arduously threaded
our way through the turbulent arcades of this ancient city. I started to sweat. This was not the way
I wanted India. I wanted to taste and smell, and touch, and roll around on the ground and grovel
in the earth of India. I wanted to get down with the home folks! I didn’t want some sterilized
version especially created for Americans who needed comfort and luxury and sheets and toilet
paper to make it through a day. I wanted the real stuff—unabridged! How would I ever find any
guru worth his or her salt gazing out the window of a car?After a few days of touring around and
viewing India from the perspective of the privileged upper castes, I realized that to really “see”
India and know its people, I had to break free of my well-meaning hosts. One afternoon, the
family was going out for the day. They invited me to come along, but I stayed behind, sensing an
opportunity to break loose. I claimed that I wanted to go for a walk around Malabar Hill and along
Marine Drive, the promenade that ran along the Bay of Bombay. Since the route I described was
quite close to home, they agreed to my solo walk! Once they left, I dug out my map of the city. I
had a pretty good idea of how the buses ran, and I knew where I wanted to go. So I put on a
plain kadi sari, and set off.Before we go further, let me give you a little background information.
Kadi is the natural-colored, rough-hewn cotton cloth made in India by the cottage industries set
up by Mahatma Gandhi. It was Gandhi’s idea to have everyone in India spinning his or her own
cloth, on the principle that everyone would then have work and, of course, clothes. Well, when
you wear kadi, as I soon discovered, ordinary people tend to think you are either a devotee of
Gandhi or a sadhu (monk) of some kind. I wanted to look inconspicuous, to be ordinary and
blend in with the working classes and the lower castes, to be a simple wandering medicant.Well,
nothing could have possibly been more naïve or ridiculous. A thirty-two-year-old slim, blonde
American woman dressed in a kadi sari hanging out in the ghetto of Bombay looking for God, is
anything but inconspicuous or ordinary. I hadn’t been off the bus for five minutes before I had
beggars following me, along with pushcarts, urchins, vendors, roosters, dogs, bicycles, buggies,
cows, oxen, buses, and chickens! People came up to me, babbling in Hindi, touching my feet or
asking for money. Half the people thought I was a saint, the other half a sinner. I just wanted to
be an observer.I slipped into one of the many tea stalls lining the narrow streets, to wait for the
sun to go down. I figured I’d do better after dark. It was hot as hell anyway, and I needed to cool
down. The way you cool off in India is with tea—hot tea! So I ordered chai, the ubiquitous Indian
tea drink made with buffalo milk, and boiled with cardamom and sugar and masala (mixed
spices) and impossible to replicate back in the United States unless you happen to have a
buffalo in your backyard.As darkness came, little fires began to pop up here and there on the
streets. Small groups of people who lived on the streets sat around the fires, cooking dinner or



talking. The ubiquitous hazy orange glow began to hang over the city. Vendors appeared one
after another, selling strange and wonderful-smelling foods. I bought dried chick peas and
peanuts and more chai. I just floated from one smell to the next. This was India’s first chakra, the
vibration of basic survival—people toiling to make it through another day. The struggle for life.
Rooted to earth. Nothing extraneous. I couldn’t have been more in touch with the pulse of India
than I was at that moment.DON’T GO THEREI tumbled in and out of conversations. Walking,
smelling, watching, feeling. A few people spoke English to me.“Where you come?” asked one
man.“I am American.” Well, he went nuts. His mother, his grandmother, his sisters, they had
never met anyone American. He was sure that they would like to know how we live and to meet
me. . . . They are all just down this alley and around this corner and up this staircase and back
down this hallway and—whoosh—we are there.“Will you come? Will you meet them? Oh, it will
mean so much. Oh, you Americans never come to this part of the city. We do not have much
opportunity....” and so he went on. Well, of course, he had me. I knew Americans didn’t come to
Bhuleshwar, except in cars looking out windows. And they never came at night. Well, that wasn’t
me. I wanted to touch and feel and breathe in the city and its people.“Sure, lead the way.” I began
to follow him into the depths of the inner city, a maze of turns and twists, down alleys and
courtyards and back streets. Suddenly he disappeared through an archway, and I balked.
Something popped up at me and said, “No, don’t go there,” and I stopped and turned and walked
back out into the street. Just like that. I had this vision, this knowing. “Stop. It isn’t safe.” And I
didn’t go there. The odd thing was that I didn’t think about it. I wasn’t scared or breathing a sigh
of relief. It was just “Okay what’s next?” Well, what was next was the same lesson, only louder!I
started thinking that maybe it was time for me to head back. I looked around for a taxi, but there
were none to be found, so I thought I should try to figure out how to get back to the place where I
got off the bus. I walked for quite a while and finally made my way back to the street where I
thought the bus should come to take me back to the other side of town. I waited for about fifteen
minutes. No bus came, and no taxis either. A couple of young fellows came by in open-collared
white shirts and slacks, looking quite Western and quite like a couple of graduate students. They
carried books and seemed engaged in conversation. Of course, I was still sticking out like a
petunia in an onion patch, so they stopped and asked, in English, if they could be of any
assistance. I asked if the bus to Walkeshvar Road stopped here. They said it did, and began to
chat with me.The light from the pervasive fires reflected off the clouds and cast a warm hazy
glow over the faces of the young Indian men, the same glow that had captivated me the moment
I stepped off the plane onto Indian soil. It was hypnotic. It leads you into desire for intensity. The
young men wanted to talk politics. They asked who I was and where I was from and why I wasn’t
staying at the Taj Mahal Hotel like other Americans. “Why do Americans need so many material
things?” they wanted to know. “Does the government provide everyone with televisions? Why are
all Americans rich? Why do you all have such skewed ideas about India? Why don’t Americans
want to connect with ‘the people’?”LORD GANESH MELTS DOWN THE WALLThey asked all
the right questions. I tried to tell them that not all Americans were Ugly American tourist types



and that I had not come to India just to stare at the poverty and take a tour bus around to all the
temples. That I, for example, was very interested in “the people” and that was why I was where I
was, in Bhuleshwar, the marketplace, at night, trying to find my way back to where I was staying.
They said that a bus wouldn’t be coming for a while, and did I want to go have some chai? I was
captivated by the conversation, and eager to talk with them awhile longer. I suggested a chai
shop right behind where we were standing. “No,” they said. “Let’s go to this one across the
street.” Well, okay, I thought.The tiny shop was bright with a few fluorescent lights overhead and
filled with the spicy smell of Indian food cooking. Although I didn’t notice it at the time, and only
remembered it in retrospect, the proprietor nodded to the fellows as we came in, and we seated
ourselves at a small table in the middle of the room. The table was an American-made classic
from the early ’40s, like one we had had in our kitchen when I was three or four. It had chrome
legs and a red Formica top, with four matching chairs. On the walls there were tattered posters
and faded pictures of Indian deities, but the room was quite lively. A few other patrons were in
the shop drinking tea and eating. I asked for a chai. One of the young men, Rakesh, said, “No,
you don’t want chai, you must have lime drink.”“No, thank you,” I said. “I’ll have chai.” Often, when
Indians say no, they mean yes. For example, when you are a guest in someone’s home and you
are offered more food and you say no, your host will assume you are being polite and mean yes,
and will give you more food. This is quite commonplace. So when I said I didn’t want lime drink,
but chai, it didn’t seem strange to me that these men said, “No, you must have lime drink.”I said,
“No, I really would like chai.”They said, “No, you really must have lime drink.”So I had lime drink.
Another thing I remember is that we never ordered. Rakesh simply waved to the proprietor, and
the next thing I knew we had three lime drinks at the table. I sipped at my drink. It was very
sweet, a little limey, and a little unfamiliar-tasting, but it was okay. The conversation was
penetrating. I agreed that I would come the next day to meet Rakesh and his friend and go to
their village outside Bombay to meet their families and see what rural India was like. They
doubted that I could really be interested in coming to a poor village and hanging out with the
lower class. Man, they were well schooled in stirring up my liberal passions. Yes, let’s discuss the
socioeconomic implications of third-world countries visited by first-world tourists! It was divine!
The next thing I remember is that as I was looking over Rakesh’s shoulder at a poster of Ganesh,
the elephant god and patron deity of travelers, the face of Lord Ganesh began to melt down the
wall. I blinked my eyes and looked at the clock next to the poster. It, too, began to melt. I blinked
again. I gazed at the clock and thought of Salvador Dalì and the clocks in his paintings, and of
how much this clock looked like Dalì’s—kind of folded over a cliff or something. Wait a minute,
something didn’t compute here. I felt a little dizzy and light-headed.That was it! Out of the blue a
powerful voice said, “Get out of here now!” and I felt like something had kicked me in the
stomach. The words not only came through my ears, but appeared visually to me as well, as if
they were written out like the Hollywood sign on the side of the mountain. I stood up like a rocket,
and the chair with the chrome legs fell over backward.FIREWORKS OVER BOMBAYI remember
thinking, “Well, this is going to appear a little rude, but what the hell!” I mumbled something like “I



have to go; excuse me.” I can’t remember exactly what I said, but I bolted out of the tea shop and
into the dark-orange glow of the night. It was late—maybe ten o’clock. A taxi materialized out of
nowhere. My very first miracle!! Materializing taxis! I jumped in and said, “Walkeshvar Road.” I
closed the door and saw a hand reaching for the door from outside as the cab lurched off into
the night.My heart was pounding. I lay back in the cab, resting my head on the back of the seat.
We bumped off into the night. My mind was quite literally being blown! Lights went rocketing by
the windows as we rode along. The streets were quiet, compared to the cacophony of daytime. I
opened the window of the cab after we were well away from the Bhuleshvar district. I could smell
the sea air. It was warm and salty. Indian ragas were playing on the radio of the cab. It was
surreal.I sat on the veranda outside my room for the rest of the night, overlooking the Sea of
Bombay. I watched the string of pearl lights, encircling the harbor along Marine Drive, melt and
disappear into the sea. I thought there must be fireworks going off somewhere. I was still quite
spacey and light-headed. I wasn’t heavily drugged, because I hadn’t drunk a lot of the lime
concoction, but I was drugged. I was incredibly grateful to be home, but it had never really
occurred to me that I wouldn’t get home. I was so naïve, so innocent, and so trusting in the
universe that from the time I had ventured out earlier in the day, I was completely connected to
the idea that I would inevitably retrace my steps and someone or something would come along
to carry me home. And I think that because that was my construct of reality, I made it
home.Carolyn Myss, the medical intuitive and author of Energy Anatomy, uses the exceptionally
appropriate expression “having authority over,” when she talks about belief systems. The
possibility that I wouldn’t get back home safely didn’t occur to me, so that belief didn’t have
authority over my construct of reality.The next day I was a little jittery, thinking about what might
have transpired, and I wasn’t quite sure that what I thought had happened had really happened.
“Wow, that was odd,” I thought. “Were those authentic hallucinations, or was I just hallucinating
that I was hallucinating?” I know that I wasn’t as freaked out and scared as I should have been. It
wasn’t until months and months later, after I returned to the States, that it really hit me. One day,
shortly after I was back in New York, I was sitting meditating, and—boing!—a vision of being
hauled off, drugged, and sold into the white slave trade suddenly came to me. Well, I about had
a heart attack right on the spot. And of course, at that moment my construct of reality
changed.ESCAPING THE BLACK HOLEThat night in the tea shop, I didn’t jump up and tear out
because I suddenly thought, “Oh wow, I think these guys have slipped me a mickey and I’m
going to pass out any minute so I better get the hell out of here while I can still walk!” I left
because I was quite literally commanded to go, by a voice—whose voice? Lord Ganesh, the
patron saint of travelers and the remover of obstacles? Had Ganesh trumpeted the warning to
me? Was this my first miracle? Of course, I didn’t catch it at the time. The voice was just so
precisely directed and overpowering that I didn’t even think. I just followed orders—instantly. It
was like almost being drawn into a black hole. I got closer and closer to the edge of the hole,
called the “event horizon” in physics, that moment in time and space where momentum and
forward speed of matter can no longer prevent gravity from drawing mass into the abyss. But



once the voice spoke, I seemed to become supercharged with forward momentum again, and I
broke free of the inevitable inward collapse, and felt like I was flying. Now, I grant you, maybe it
was the drugs. In fact, it probably was the drugs. But whatever made the feeling possible, I was
dead certain, that I had just hunkered down, gathered my will, and blasted out of there, crashing
right through the ceiling and falling into the backseat of the taxi. The taxi took off, like a magic
carpet, and we flew home.I didn’t go back to Bhuleshwar. Well, I did go back, but not until four
months later, and then I went during the day only to buy glass bangles to ship back to the States.
What was the lesson here? It reminds me of the story of the Zen master who sneaks up on his
student in the middle of the night while he is sleeping and hits him over the head with a two-by-
four to teach him to pay attention. Every night he sneaks up on the student and—crash!—
wallops him over the head. Eventually, the student hears him coming and gets out of the way. It’s
a classic story about learning to pay attention. The escape from Bhuleshwar and a life as a white
slave, perhaps, was the biggest crash over the head I got in India. Luckily, it came early in the
trip. My consciousness levels geared up a few notches, and I tempered my demented devotional
bliss with a good look over my shoulder from time to time. It was one small step forward in the
long slow evolution of consciousness. And I was slowly learning the first lesson one has to learn
before embarking on life as a yogi: to be awake!PART II: THE AWAKENINGTHE LAW OF
KARMAAll the spiritual disciplines talk about awakening. What is an awakening? What do we
mean when we say we are awake? Henry David Thoreau said that “to be awake is to be alive.”
Well, what exactly does that mean? I think to be awake is to be conscious of the fact that we are
actually in control of our lives, that we create our own reality. I think we “wake up” the instant we
understand the universal law of cause and effect and realize that we shape our lives moment to
moment by our actions, by what we say, think, and do.In yoga philosophy it is called the law of
karma. But how does it happen? How do we know if we are “awake?” Well, generally the first
dawning comes as a rousing reveille to wake us from our slumbers! We jump up, kind of dazed
at the rude awakening. “Whoa! What’s going on here?” we ask as we rub our eyes. But that
awareness alone somehow doesn’t enable us to suddenly command our reality. It takes years of
experience and watching and practice at being mindful, before we really get how karma works.
Which reminds me of a lecture I went to back on the UCLA campus in California in 1971. Ram
Das, the former Richard Alpert of Harvard University who took LSD with Timothy Leary, went to
India, found his guru, changed his name, and became a great teacher and spokesperson for the
spiritual alienation felt by the ’60s and ’70s generations, was relating his experiences in India. He
talked about how excited he was when he realized he was “awake,” and how he wanted to run up
and down the streets shouting to people, “Wake up! Wake up!” The first experience that I
attribute to my own awakening process happened in 1971. But let me fill you in with a little
background information first.
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Global Squatter, “Beryl-ji, Mother of America's Ashtanga Yoga Part II. In my previous review of
Beryl Bender Birch's first book "Power Yoga," I called her Beryl-ji, as an American counterpart of
Guruji, the Pattabhi Jois. Beyond Power Yoga gets even better. In fact, it takes readers out of
their comfort zone of logical and spiritual road junction.The book illustrates a handful of Ms.
Bender Birch's fascinating personal stories about how things happened "illogically." For
example, she learned spiritual lessons the hard way by getting a camera stolen during a
professional assignment trip. She had just taken a lot of photos at a large, rare gathering of
Hindu devotees in India. Upon close examination, she realized that this very Karma was a
payback to her own crime committed much earlier. In another example, she witnessed Hindu
Elephant God (Ganesh) melting on a wall while on a quest in India in the 70's. Or was she simply
hallucinating from drinking a spiked beverage that two young Indian students gave her?It is also,
however, her Dharma in this life time to tell us such stories. Ms. Bender Birch had an easy
success at bringing Ashtanga yoga to mainstream American, but to "localize" the Eastern
philosophy to contemporary America is akin to master a physical practice beyond a fourth series
of Ashtanga. In her earnest attempt to act as an intermediary bridging two different philosophies,
she almost succeeded. Power Yoga is more concrete that practitioners can achieve physical
strength and flexibility. No tools exists to measure nirvana, eternal bliss, karmic debt, etc.Like her
first book that readers must re-read and take up yoga practice at the same time, Beyond Power
Yoga requires continuing practices, reading, meditating and contemplating. To benefit Body and
Soul.”

wiccacat, “speaks to the whole mind/body continuum. As a committed beginning yoga
student--6+ months practicing--this is exactly what I have been looking for. In the West few yoga
teachers are willing to make the spiritual and ehthical connections that are an essential part of
yoga--union--mind and body, world and spirit. Perhaps they feel that American students are only
looking for a "workout." But as the body bends and becomes more flexible, so can the mind.
The energy that makes you physically strong also can liberate your spirit from the many weights
that drag it down. Birch's writing is not only clear and helpful, but very moving. Reading this
book, and starting to integrate the practices into one's whole life, will open up a lot of
unexplored places in your life. She interprets the yoga philosophy in terms that speak directly to
the student. I think she is especially helpful to women practitioners, since so much of the
traditional yoga culture has been  male. Wonderful--very highly recommended!”

Jodene Anderson, “Required reading!!. Taking a yoga course as an elective in college. This is a
great text book. You will be very happy with this purchase.”

hayjude, “Brilliant Birch!. Birch is the sage of power yoga...buy it!!”



Ebook Tops Reader, “Five Stars. Reading this book has taken my practice of the right limbs
farther than I coulda ever imagined.”

Samantha rearich, “Five Stars. Great job thanks!”

M. Parr, “good on meditation+pranayama - not just gymnastics.. Her first book 'Power yoga' was
mainly asanas. This book has more space devoted to meditation and pranayama, in great
detail - good on practical hints. 1/3 of the book is about postures - and repeats material from
the first book - so it is not recommended if you are new to astanga yoga - not enough detail.
Good value - you might like it even if you do another yoga  style.”

Michael Frost, “Superb asanas. Vert precise manual”

RAIVO, “Trés interessant. Le power yoga ou ashtange yoga est très efficace pour liberer le corps
et les émotions qui y sont enkystés.Dans ce livre,l'auteur relate ses débuts et propose la
séquence primaire d'ashtanga yoga en photos noir et blanc.”

The book by Beryl Bender Birch has a rating of  5 out of 4.5. 37 people have provided feedback.
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