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Scott Clark writes: 

Cathie Janson, who passed away in December, was an enthusiastic and 
dedicated participant in Feldenkrais classes in London for more than two 
decades. She was impossible to miss; charming and approachable, but behind 
that, a pillar of fierce self-reliance and independence. She was constantly 
enquiring and alert, exploring the principles of her beloved Method and 
applying them to all manner of life situations. 

She had come alone from Fiji, where her family was part of the Chinese 
mercantile community. In London, she was drawn to movement like a magnet 
is drawn to North, trying a range of different approaches. Her focus became 
centred on yoga, starting with Iyengar but then, as a student of Mary Stuart, 
becoming more attracted to the Scaravelli approach. The emphasis on breath, 
gravity & enquiry suited her well, and she began to teach, attracting an 
extraordinarily faithful group of students. That emphasis also prepared her to 
quickly grasp crucial foundations of the Feldenkrais Method. 



Like many teachers of all sorts of disciplines, her study of Feldenkrais 
transformed her teaching. She was one of those people who, despite never 
having formally trained as a Feldenkrais practitioner, are able to communicate 
something essential about the Method. And communicate she did — to her 
students but also to people waiting for the bus, working in supermarkets — she 
wasn’t shy of telling people that they could do themselves the favour of 
moving better.  

None of us is immune to the vicissitudes of life, and Cathie had a significant 
personal crisis when one hip began to be impossibly arthritic. Reluctantly, she 
had a hip replacement, but the operation was a serious blow to her sense of 
agency and self. She retired from teaching and from much contact with friends. 
But in an extraordinary journey, she rebuilt herself: she was asked by her 
niece to look after her infant great-nephew, and as she watched his process of 
learning to move, she re-learnt her own movement and action. For months, 
she did everything he did. This enabled a return to classes and a more active 
life, which continued until the recent shock of Covid and lockdown. Zoom 
classes weren’t her thing, though she tried. But there was something bloodless 
& unsatisfying about being alone with a computer, rather than journeying 
against the elements to cross London & join a class of living, breathing people. 

I hope I never forget her example of dedication to learning. 

Sophie Arditti writes: 

During a class when someone, or maybe more than one person, was not doing 
what was asked but had somehow gone off on a tangent of their own and 
you'd be thinking ‘who is it who hasn't heard this instruction given 3 or more 
times now?’ she would start a monologue that went:  
‘Who's she talking to?!  It's not me!  I'm doing it right!  Who’s she talking to?’ 
And you'd suddenly be obliged as she spoke your thoughts out loud to actually 
question yourself – ‘could it possibly be me that hasn't been paying attention?!’ 
It was very funny, very quirky and a fast-track to awareness.  She was 
perspicacious as hell and could puncture sharply and quickly right through 
assumptions. 

She was also very canny. I used to travel back from Scott's class with her on 
the tube.  She taught me which side of the doors to stand at as she pointed 
out – people flow out of the doors toward the platform exit so if you stand on 
the other side, you get into the carriage more quickly!  I grew-up in central 
London travelling on tubes and had never realised that. 

We'd board the train, there'd be one seat available maybe, and she'd loiter by 
the doors as I stood by the seat saying ‘come on, Cathie, this is for you’ 
from the doors, and quite audibly and visible to everyone she'd say 
‘no, no, it's okay, you sit down.’ 

‘No, come on Cathie, I'm fine, please sit down,’ and this would carry on until 
someone surrendered their seat and we would both sit down side by side. 



‘Oh, oh, thank you, thank you, thank you very much’ spoken with glee. 
I felt that I'd been an unwitting player in a gentle, consciousness-raising 
coercion orchestrated by her. 

I think of her every day.  She introduced me to the Feldenkrais Method and 
changed my life. 


