


 

BUDDHA 
IN A CAVE  Girl on the

Dance Floor ON THE DANCE FLOOR





living awareness

BUDDHA 
IN A CAVE  Girl on the

Dance Floor ON THE DANCE FLOOR



Buddha on the Dance Floor 
is published in 2015 by Living Awareness

PO Box 447 Frenchs Forest Sydney NSW 1640
ABN 30 596 615 132

Originally published in 2006 as Isira – A Journey of Awakening 
by Delphian Books (a division of New Frontier Creative Services Pty Ltd)

Epping, NSW, Australia

© Isira Sananda 2006, 2015
www.isira.com

This book is copyright. Apart from any fair dealing for the purposes of
private study, research, criticism or review, as permitted by the Copyright

Act 1968, no part may be reproduced by any process without written
permission. Enquiries should be addressed to the publisher.

All rights reserved.

National Library of Australia Cataloguing-in-Publication entry:
Author: Isira Sananda

Title: Buddha on the Dance Floor
ISBN: 9780994218001 (pbk) 
ISBN: 9780994218032 (epub)

ISBN: 9780994218049 (Kindle) 
Subjects: Sananda, Isira. Spiritual biography. 

Spiritual life. Meditation. Spiritualism. Enlightenment. 
Women and spiritualism. Self-actualization. Self-culture.

Dewey Number: 204.092

Cover art: Danijela Mijailovic
Internal design: Ronald Proft

Back cover photography: Nicholas Sutcliffe



For all,

as the ONE.

In endless love and gratitude.

   



Acknowledgments

There are so many I wish to thank ... everyone who has been a 

part of my journey has helped in the making of this gift. 

First of all, my parents: this journey wouldn’t have happened without 

you! I so love, honour and thank you for my life. 

Thanks to my brother and sister for putting up with me in our 

younger years! 

And, to all the people along the way who helped in the shaping of 

my journey: my love and gratitude to you all.

Glowing praise to my ‘team’: Leelani, Frances and Joya Rose. 

Without you this gift could not have been birthed. From the bottom 

of my heart: thank you for your commitment, endurance, patience, 

sharing, love and humour!

Thank you to the ‘extras’ team: Jim, Jacqueline and Christo. 

Your support has enabled the very necessary fine-tuning of a very big 

book!

Beloved service support: Kooshani and Lili-Shaili, who have 

lovingly cared for and nurtured us through this commitment.

 

The names of some of the people and places in this book 

have been changed for the benefit of privacy.



   vii

Contents
Preface ix

Introduction xi

Key 0. The Fool
   1. Where Did I Begin? 3
   2. Believe It or Not? 9
   3. A Divided World 12
   4. Growing Pains 18

Key 1. The Magic Man  
   5. Seeing 29
   6. The Fairytale 36
   7. Red Roo 39
   8. Into the World 50
   9. Hidden Valley 57

Key 2. Silver Star Woman
   10. In the Fire 71
   11. Between Worlds 74
   12. Divided Worlds 97

Key 3. Venus  
   13. Beyond Normality 105
   14. Seeking Freedom 117
   15. Awakening the Dream 125

Key 4. The Elder
   16. From the Ashes 145

Key 5. The Message Man
   17. A Willing Heart 155

Key 6. The Lovers
   18. A Quest of Love 175

Key 7. The Walking Spirit
   19. A New Old Journey 189
   20. Pulled by an Invisible Cord 217

Key 8. The Serpent
   21. Initiation and Ordination 239

Key 9. The Fire Spirit
   22. Truth’s Command 263

Key 10. The Spinning Galaxy
   23. Back to Australia 279
   24. The Medicine Wheel Keeps Turning 297

Key 11. The Boomerang
   25. Along the Way 307



viii  B U D D H A  O N  T H E  D A N C E  F L O O R

Key 12. The Chrysalis
   26. Scorpion Medicine 325
   27. Raining 337
   28. Lotus Born 346

Key 13. Death
   29. What It Takes 353
   30. A Child of Destiny 356
   31. Life and Death 372
   32. Little Baby, Ancient Soul 378

Key 14. The Middle Way
   33. Insight 385
   34. Ascension 397
   35. Vision Quest 410
   36. Divine Love 421

Key 15. The Shadow
   37. The Sacred Feminine 429
   38. Giveaway 443
   39. Chosen 449
   40. Creation Cave 453
   41. Wise Old Lama 459
   42. Dolphin Legend 465

Key 16. The Earthquake
   43. Love Without Conditions 477
   44. The Disintegration of Illusion 486

Key 17. The Star
   45. Beyond Choice 495

Key 18. The Moon
   46. The Move 503

Key 19. The Sun
   47. Destiny 513
   48. Ancestral Lineage 515
   49. Chakra Healer 536
   50. One Light 538
   51. To Serve Truly 542
   52. God’s Piano 551
   53. Poem of Praise 555

Key 20. Resurrection
   54. Liberation 571

Key 21. Completion
   55. Home 587

Epilogue  590 

Glossary  595 

References  603



   ix

Preface

Coming into this world and the journey of life have always been 

steeped in mystery. We have all heard that we come from 

the world of Spirit, the source of creation, the home of God. Yet 

we remain bewildered and sceptical, spending most of our lives 

searching for an answer.

Why? Because although we have been told we come from ‘above’, 

most of us don’t remember. Somewhere in the passage between the 

spirit world and our life on earth, our memory is temporarily displaced. 

It is simply part of the process of assuming a body. It is as if each 

soul takes a nice big sleeping potion before coming, and forgets its 

true nature and its true source. But I must have been one of those 

cheeky souls who, having taken one little sip, threw away the potion in 

disgust, because for some reason I was still quite awake when I came 

into this world for this lifetime. And yet, that little sip of the potion 

of sleepiness meant I wasn’t fully awake yet knew there was something  

more. For many years the consequences of that were both a curse and a 

blessing: it was the perfect cocktail for a relentless quest to remember 

– and why my experience is both ordinary and extraordinary.

So I have known the journey of doubt, fear, confusion and longing 

for transcendence in this life. I have known sorrows and have over-

come them. I have faced violation and come to know peace. I have 

looked into the face of death and found eternal life. By remember-

ing who I am, I have found freedom. It is this experience, of coming 

again to remember who it is that I have always been, that I hope will 

be of value and encouragement to you on your path. 

It is now widely recognised that all experience is relative to per-

spective. How we see, colours what we see. The variety of human life is 

endlessly magical, like a giant shifting kaleidoscope. And given that we 

are all encountering varying perspectives, it is only fair to acknowledge 

that no one person’s experience is ever the same as another’s.

What I share with you here is the journey I have encountered 
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through the vast spectrum of my perspective. To some this may seem 

outrageous, perhaps even fictional. To others, it may seem incredibly 

familiar. I respectfully acknowledge that my account may seem con-

trary to that of others, who have been a part of my journey. And by 

sharing what the experience was for me, I have no intent to offend 

anyone in any way. I have endeavoured in every way possible to re-

spect each individual and have therefore chosen to change names 

of people and places (where appropriate) for the benefit of privacy. I 

simply seek to share the gift that has come to me through each and 

every encounter. Indeed, I count every one as a blessing.

In recounting my experiences, whether in infancy, childhood 

or other-life memories or visions, I am in the eternal now, utterly 

present to each moment. In my sensory and extra-sensory perception 

of ‘mundane’ events, my comprehension is not dampened or dulled.  

This sense of immediacy and the intensity of my perception will 

indicate the paradox of my ordinariness and extraordinariness. The 

contrast between the human aspect and the higher Self can make 

them appear even contradictory and incompatible. The process of 

integrating these different aspects is both awe-inspiring and humbly 

human.

You may be one of those who have asked me to write this book 

or perhaps we have not yet met. I deeply believe that it is no 

coincidence that you are holding this book in your hands; for you 

have come to create this experience, this looking glass, as a part of 

your own journey. You, the reader, may also in another sense have 

been a part of the creation of this book – this story, since many of 

you have called, prayed and pleaded to know the very thing that I am 

blessed to experience. This is what I am here to share. This story is 

an invitation to know your own true Self. And, like many signs along 

our path, may you see it as a marker, a confirmation, of your own 

homecoming.
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Introduction

From the moment of birth to the moment of death, life unfolds 

through a series of stages: infant, child, teenager, adult, elder, and 

deceased. Every culture has recognised these as significant passages 

and has provided teachings or myths using symbols, images and 

characters to help each person understand their own life’s journey.  

Carl Jung and Joseph Campbell documented these cultural stories 

and evidence of the common human challenges using the term 

archetypes. We encounter these archetypes through our interaction  

with life. Archetypes are many and varied. They may represent our 

passages of life, like the teenager or elder archetype; our models of 

living, like the mother or friend archetype or our ideals, like the 

archetype of the lover or hero. It is these archetypes, and our universal 

desire to understand and reconcile them in our lives, which has 

inspired countless stories from Aboriginal Dreamtime myths to fair-

ytales to epics like Star Wars or Lord of the Rings.

Each of us will experience some, if not all, of these archetypes 

in some degree within a given life. This is because the archetypes 

are often synonymous with life’s course from birth to death. Each 

of us encounters these as mini-stages of growth (or initiation). We 

all face certain ‘tests’. And, according to how we respond or inter-

act with the circumstance, we either ‘learn’ and attain a higher state 

of understanding from the experience, or we continue to attract the 

same encounter, again and again, until we do reach a completion of 

understanding and are able to move forward. 

Although we all face the same archetypes in our life, the level of 

our encounter with them varies significantly according to our stage of 

evolution. An example is the archetype of death. A child could begin 

to understand the part that death plays in the process of life through 

discovering a dead bird. An adult may be faced with the death of 

a loved one or a terminal illness. And again, according to the stage 

of the soul’s evolution, one person may be caught in great pain and 
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misery, feeling victimised by life, whilst another may awaken to a 

transcendent awareness that there is life beyond death and that death 

represents a process of transformation within eternal life. 

Regardless of what level we are experiencing, our soul is also on a 

journey through a much larger passage. It is important to understand 

that these experiences are not occurring only in a linear sequence. 

We encounter our life journey as loops within loops, with the 

overlapping of archetypes occurring and re-occurring. Very often we 

are unaware of how much ‘growth’ is actually happening, because we 

are commonly caught in a narrow perspective: we lose sight of the 

bigger (and multi-directional) picture. Through many lifetimes we 

encounter the same archetypes to a greater and greater degree which 

eventuates in a state of completion. Through these encounters we  

come to complete experience, complete feeling and complete 

knowing. It is this alchemy that results in our ultimate completion: 

what the mystics refer to as Enlightenment. It is the moment of 

return: the remembering of who we are. That moment is the end 

of all within us that had taken on the belief in separation: it is that 

moment in which we are totally merged again with the ALL ... God.

THE USE OF ARCHETYPAL KEYS
IN THIS BOOK 

I have recognised these stages within my own life and have chosen in 

this book to highlight these passages through a particular set of keys. 

These keys appear in many archetypal stories throughout the world 

and are used as universal tools of insight. Composed of twenty-two  

major archetypes, this unique set of keys uses the symbols and 

imagery that have been meaningful to me in my connection with 

nature and the spirits of this land.

These keys provide significant indicators: markers that give a 

clear map of the journey. It is like walking up a series of steps and 

unlocking a door into another room and into another stage of life. 

Each key indicates the essence of what my soul is encountering 



and ‘learning’ through the living experience. During the unfolding 

course, the experience is digested through feeling and insight which 

results in a state of knowing or realisation. This marks a point of com-

pletion which is integrated into the soul as an attainment. Although 

the attainment indicates a point of significant completion the same 

experiences may be seen occurring again on another level at another 

time.

The keys begin at zero and reach completion at twenty-one, 

giving a total of twenty-two keys and twenty-two attainments. You will 

notice the numerical sequence differs between the keys and attain-

ments. Although the keys start at zero, the attainments start at one 

and complete at twenty-two. The completion of the twenty-two keys 

and attainments reunites the journey with zero – the beginning and 

the end: the alpha and omega.

It is inevitable that we will all attain our own realisation and 

completion. I hope that the journey I now share with you will inspire 

you, and perhaps serve as a mirror for the wonder of your own home-

ward passage.

 May you recognise the keys that are in your own life.

 I N T R O D U C T I O N   xiii



 



  

 KEY 0. 

The Fool



 KEY 0. 

The Fool

This is the game of Creation: we start out on a 

journey innocently, full of faith, seeking an end, 

yet to discover that the beginning and the end are 

forever united – always in the instant of Now. 

       Zero is the circle, the alpha and omega that 

contains all.

       In mystery we enter this world. Having  

forgotten what we are, we feel lost, as if we 

have left home. We are separated from our womb 

of safety, cast away from God, abandoned. Like 

fools, unknowing, we stumble along the path, 

aching to find our way home again. 

       Like a fool, I stepped off the edge of  

knowing into the mystery, seeking a way home. 

From no-skin we come and to no-skin we return.

Isira



1. Where Did I Begin?

 
Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting:

The Soul that rises with us, our life’s Star,

Hath had elsewhere its setting,

And cometh from afar:
 

Not in entire forgetfulness,

And not in utter nakedness,

But trailing clouds of glory do we come

From God who is our home.

                                          William Wordsworth

Every person’s life is dominated by a central event which sculpts  

 and colours everything that comes after it and, in retrospect, 

everything that came before it. Mine was at the age of twenty-nine 

when I discovered that my life story was just that: a story. Suddenly 

I had taken a rocket-ride beyond my mind and discovered that I was 

something limitlessly beyond the idea of a separate ego-self. 

My story was that I had left ‘home’, but that was a lie, a clever  

mirage. I discovered that I was always have been, and always will be 

the untouchable, unshakable presence that the mystics have talked 

about as our true Self. And in that central moment every doubt, 

every question and every longing was consumed – returned to an 

infinite ocean of bliss, resting at one in the eternal life of the One 

Self that is God. 

   3
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I returned to zero. I returned to the place of no time in which 

all of life’s events are in the one same eternal instant, where the 

beginning and the end are a circle and life is forever home.

How I arrived in that liberated moment was an odyssey of wonder 

and a quest of consciousness which had its first beguiling power upon 

me even at the tender age of eight months. 

•

My life had mostly been a blur of light, sound and strangely 

mixed-up images since I had left the womb on that cold, startling day 

in May 1967. Eight months later, when I lay on a baby blanket in a 

backyard of suburban South Australia, as the hot air played around 

my soft skin, I was gripped by a penetrating attention. My conscious-

ness had fully entered. In that moment my mind reached out and 

in, spun by a wheel of insatiable enquiry. How had I come to be in 

a tender new body again, on earth? And what for? I was determined 

to find the answer in anything: from the ground upon which I lay, to 

the sky that stretched endlessly above, to the strange new eyes of the 

family I had come to be with.

I searched in my awareness. But there was no beginning and no 

ending. Even then, as a baby, my awareness flitted between past and 

present and between images and impressions of other worlds, places 

and times. On the ground my plump body was dressed in a pale pink 

chequered bikini and matching bonnet. Next to me lay a pale blue 

spade – a body of plastic the same length as mine. I lay staring up to 

the sky. Inside, my consciousness was alive and alert, buzzing with 

curiosity. I could just as easily have been a grey-haired Plato, contem-

plating the meaning of life. 

Before my eyes, the endless space of clear light was now 

filled with form and colour, as if painted. I blinked. The light, now 

brightly golden yet somehow also dampened by a blue curtain, burst 

sporadically through a tapestry of green shiny patches. An apple tree 

arched above my tiny body like a giant umbrella collage. Its leaves 

shimmered and tinkled in a play with sun and breeze. I blinked again 



and rolled my eyes, in an attempt to focus. 

Somewhere from the past, a valley surrounded by majestic snow-

capped mountains stretched before my eyes. Colours danced, flashing 

by in sliding screens. Rich blue, gold and maroon. White and grey. 

Their silhouettes were outlined by vivid blue skies and interrupted by 

repeating images of beads, bells, robes, statues and temples – golden, 

shining visions. Chanting filled my being and echoed out across the 

valley.

Then leaves rustled above my body again. I reflected on the 

passage that led me to this body. Out of a vastness of light, traversing 

other dimensions, times and places, I had come to sense the presence 

of the world again: sounds, colours, scenes, voices. 

From the very beginning I felt different from my family. I was aware 

that I had lived before and that I had lived with different people. This 

father and mother were not the parents I knew. Yet I found myself 

held in a growing connection to them. I was gradually drawn down a 

funnel into their world – into Mother’s internal furnace, warm, light 

and liquid, an enclosing body of life. Inside her body I had floated, 

engulfed in luminous orange-carnelian light. Occasionally a sound 

rippled through me. Then my watery carriage would gently rock and 

wobble me as a muffled string of voices and music surrounded me 

and Mother danced to The Baby Elephant Walk. It was the only thing 

that seemed to give her any joy as I lay heavily inside her.

Then the watery womb broke open. The warm cradling ceased. 

Cold air, harsh light, rubber gloves, and clashing steel. They were the 

signs of the world’s coldness about to come down on me, taking me 

from my sweet place of embracing warmth. 

Mother lay unconscious. Father reached out, his arms stretching, 

yearning to bring out from his heart the tenderness he knew lay 

hidden deeper within. Yet somehow it eluded him, staying caught 

behind his mind’s reservations. Nothing was comforting or reassuring. 

This new passage failed to reflect to me the Divine Love I had known 

so deeply before.

My attention shifted again away from my mind’s reflections to 

 T H E  F O O L   5
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my baby body. I became acutely aware of my physical enclosure. 

I adjusted my senses and kicked my feet in the air. I was pinned to  

my back without much control. My senses said this was all new. Yet my 

awareness was not. Somehow a strange familiarity emerged from the  

conscious life-current flowing deep within me. As I lay under that swaying 

apple tree I was gripped by the recognition that something new had 

begun; yet it had all unfolded from a place that had always been.

Everything that would follow that moment – watching the wind 

ripple the grass like the sea, my fifth birthday candles going out, seeing 

the all-connected light between each and every thing, looking into 

my schoolteacher’s eyes, struggling for friendship and seeking a place 

of belonging – everything was shaped by that penetrating awareness. 

That awareness held me in a constant embrace, an influence that  

seemed to move me towards an already spoken destiny: to that 

momentous fulcrum in time, the event of my ultimate liberation, and 

beyond.

•

So there I was as a baby, suspended between an ancient eternal 

awareness and the beginning of a new life. I slept and woke and 

slept and woke. My mind was carried on the thread of a time-line: its 

moments shuffled, woven from memories and an awareness of the 

present. I seemed to lose track of where I had really come from.

As I grew older I felt an increasing loss of control, frustration with 

my body, and confusion about identity. Everything seemed at odds 

with my being. Even eating. The business of eating was a mixture of 

disgust, occasional delights and torture. Just the thought of food gave 

me a sick, dropping feeling in the pit of my belly from a jumble of 

nerves and the juices of repulsion. That food certainly wasn’t what I 

was used to eating. And yet, to my frustration, I couldn’t remember 

what food I was used to eating. So I felt helpless, and my mother’s 

annoyance grew at my stubborn unwillingness to eat all my food. It 

all compounded a growing sense of myself as an alien. 

I often sat staring solemnly at my mother. My expression was 
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what the adults called a sour-puss. They often taunted me. Their 

words bore a certain weight – belittling and cruel. I couldn’t work 

out who she was and how she had come to be my mother. I had many 

thoughts and images of life and lifetimes that I had lived before. 

I knew I had always existed. And in all those memories I didn’t 

have any image of this mother. How then had she come to get me 

and where had she got me from? I started to wonder if it had been 

some devious scheme that she and the other adult of the house, my 

father, had arrived at. Was it a plan to fill some hollow need that 

ached in them like a gaping wound? This deep uncertainty about my 

surroundings grew and grew. 

It became evident very quickly that I was somehow ‘less’ than 

my mother and father. My thoughts and expressions didn’t seem to 

be acknowledged or worth anything. I was either laughed at, with 

comments that I had a vivid imagination and was a strange child, or 

there was an onslaught of angry yelling.

Inside the house, the air was often thick with tension along 

with smells from soaking nappies, smoking and cooking. My mother 

insisted on presenting strange food: soggy vegetables and seared flesh 

– lamb, bacon and beef, all dismembered parts of other creatures! It 

all pressed upon me like an unpleasant blanket that threatened to 

suffocate me.

I also shared the house with another child, who, I was told, could 

do things I wasn’t allowed because he was a boy and he was older. My 

brother Jackson was six. I was only three. Sometime after I had found 

myself in this house, I remember mother mysteriously disappearing 

for a while and returning with a little bundle: her new baby girl. I was 

told I now had a sister, Merrilyn. She seemed to take up most of my 

mother’s interest from then on. 

I sensed a warmth extending from my mother to the baby that 

seemed to be mostly absent in her engagements with me, and soon I 

developed a longing, and a resentment that I felt so unnoticed. These 

strange feelings twisted my heart and stomach in knots, provoking 

me to do and say things: anything that might give me a taste of the 
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sweet love that shone from my mother’s eyes to her baby. And when it 

did come to me, in a rare moment, it seemed to melt away the sense 

of dislocation that seemed to pervade my being.

But soon I would be back in a world that seemed to grow ever 

more hostile. Strangest of all was the knowledge that, even so, deep 

inside me, was a vast and bottomless presence of peace and love and 

joy. It seemed to have an existence all of its own, untouched by this 

foreign dream of events.

P 
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2. Believe It or Not?

 
It matters not what you believe,

Only that you believe. 

Unknown

A sudden and violent bang in the kitchen brought me back to my 

senses. My poor body jolted, adding another strand of tension 

to my already jangled nerves. 

‘Stop dreaming and eat your food!’ Mother commanded. 

I stared down at my plate. I sighed as I smelled the soggy, over-

cooked food. The flat yellow dish seemed oddly large for the small 

collection upon it: a few green peas, those funny shiny balls that I 

couldn’t balance on my fork; limp, orange rings which Mother called 

carrots; and a charred lump of stiff, hard, smelly lamb chop, the taste 

of which sent my stomach heaving.

The more I watched and searched for the way that I knew life was 

meant to be, the more bewildered I felt. I knew the joy, the light and 

the love inside me. That light gleamed from a fire deep within, which 

burned with unstoppable passion. I could see the joy, the light and 

love in the world of nature all around me. I could even see it in the 

people around me. For some reason, however, they kept putting on 

dark cloaks that hid the light. 

Each day was like a mysterious dance in a strange place. The 

roller-coaster ride of emotions in the family had me spinning, trying  

to find a foothold of joy that could last more than a few fleeting 

moments. It eluded me. 
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From within this little body that housed me, I looked out at the 

world feeling increasingly perplexed. The more I looked for some sign 

of belonging – something familiar – the more sure I became that 

I was somehow lost. I must have taken a wrong turn somewhere. 

 These people couldn’t be my real family because they didn’t look 

with me through the same windows of light. Their eyes were distant 

and cut off. They were dull panes that reflected a world of fear and  

limitations. They weren’t the windows that shone with a knowing of 

sacred communion. I implored with my own eyes, reaching out to 

them, aching to find even a fleeting reflection of what I knew existed  

somewhere. Where were the eyes of ancient wisdom? What 

happened to the mountain peaks? Where were the fields of light and 

the chants so divine? Where were my friends who knew me? 

I took solace in the garden. As I sat quietly with aching questions, 

I became aware that I was not alone. A beautiful golden angel was by 

my side. I looked at him in wonder, hopeful that he could help me. 

‘Where are my friends?’ I asked. ‘What happened to the world 

I knew? Why did I have to come here?’ 

‘You are always surrounded by friends,’ he said. ‘Look, see the 

other angels?’ 

I nodded. ‘Yes, yes, I can!’ I squealed with delight. 

‘Even though you cannot always see us, we are always by your 

side. And the flowers and creatures are your friends, too. You talk to 

them too, don’t you?’ 

My eyes opened wide. I did talk to them. He knew. I thought: he 

must be real! I was so excited that I ran inside to tell Mum about my 

friends. 

‘Mum, Mum!’ I called out. ‘I’m not alone. The angels came to 

visit me!’ 

Mum looked down at me, bemused, and chuckled, shaking her 

head. ‘Oh dear, angels aren’t real. It’s just your imagination,’ she said, 

and went on cleaning the cupboard. 

I felt even more puzzled. If it was my imagination (a big word for 

something that meant my thoughts weren’t real), then how did my 
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imagination know about something that was real? Something inside 

decided to ignore my mum’s words. I didn’t care if she thought my 

friends weren’t real. They were. And I was going to keep talking with 

them. I ran back out into the garden. 

And sure enough, there was my angel waiting for me. 

‘Mum told me you’re not real,’ I said. 

‘Yes, but it’s up to you. You can choose to keep believing or not. If 

you keep believing, you will keep hearing my voice. If you don’t, you 

will forget your own inner voice too.’

Oh no, I don’t want that, I thought. ‘I do believe.’ I said. 

And with that my angel disappeared. 

It was in those moments that I felt appeased, that I was not com-

pletely lost. The flowers’ faces smiled at me, the sunshine warmed 

me, the trees whispered to me, the creatures greeted me and my 

angel comforted me. It was in these moments that I felt Presence 

in the world. The depth of love and communion filled me with such 

joy that I felt as if I was bursting into oneness with all around me. It 

was so intense that somehow the light in this love would ignite again 

a flame of faith in me. The sense of the conflicting family behaviours 

that tore at my soul instantly dissolved in this field of joy. For hours I 

would rest and play in the reprieve of nature. Yet it became so starkly 

evident that it was temporary relief. Soon enough the demands of 

household existence would once again call me.

P 



3. A Divided World

 
You are a child of the universe no less than

The trees and the stars; you have a right to be here.

And whether or not it is clear to you,

No doubt the universe is unfolding as it should.

                                                Max Ehrmann

F rom a very early age I had a growing awareness that my world 

was constructed of apparently extreme opposites. One was my 

inner world, the other was the outer world. I also noticed that the 

outer world seemed far more contradictory and unstable. In many ways 

it was the opposite of the oasis within. Hearing this word one day and 

liking the sound of it, I enquired about it. I learned that it was almost 

like a fairytale, a place of great bounty, life and beauty in the middle 

of a harsh land. So I claimed it as my secret name for my inner world. 

Indeed, the oasis was a place of great beauty and seemed to stretch 

on forever. And as long as I sat in the middle of my inner world, I had 

some salvation from the harshness of my outer reality. I discovered 

that my inner realm was always full. Full of love, beauty, peace, joy and 

boundless adventure and wonderment. There were no limitations. 

I could visit angels in far-off fields of light. I could melt into endless 

seas of radiant flowing colour. I could play with creatures and beings 

of every kind who had no fear, who were gentle and loving and kind. I 

could fly to distant places, leaving my body behind, to experience myself 

in endless ways. And best of all, I could meet with my spirit friends, 
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my ‘real’ family – the ones who knew and understood me, and with 

whom I was at one. 

One day I posed a question: I wonder if I could make myself leave 

my body? That question wasn’t really to anyone, it was just a curious  

wondering, yet I immediately saw the scene of imagining myself 

floating above my body and watching it lying on the bed. So, when I 

went to bed, that’s what I did.

Three nights later I consciously left my body and was really 

watching it. Once I felt comfortable with this conscious shift I was 

able to travel with a Tibetan yogi spirit to many different dimensions 

and places around the world. We most frequently visited caves of 

light surrounded by majestic mountains and valleys.

With the experiences of other dimensions I became aware that 

‘I’ was something more than just the body. I discovered that this me 

was not attached to the four-year-old, little-girl body I now had. 

Instead, I was without fixed identity, often appearing in other ways: 

sometimes as a man with a shaved head in robes of gold; sometimes 

as a being of unshakable power and love; sometimes as an angel- 

being of sparkling light; and sometimes as the Self that knew the 

mind without the need for words, that laughed in the simple joy of 

loving divine service for my fellow companions.

Feeling bored and frustrated with this world of so many no’s and 

don’ts, I went to my bedroom. My brother was outside with Mum 

and Merrilyn. I could still hear an occasional shriek so I pushed the 

door across and sat on the floor next to my bed. Folding my legs up in 

the way I always did with my little pink soles pointing up at my face, 

I closed my eyes. Instantly I felt soft and warm as I retreated into 

silence. The familiar feeling of openness transported me. I soon 

found myself with my inner circle of friends. Amongst them were 

angels, saints and yogis, who would come and go. But most constant 

was the presence of several Tibetan masters.

The sight of their shaven heads, maroon and gold robes, and smiling 

faces, always filled me with a sense of peaceful belonging. No words 

were uttered, yet much was spoken. We did not need to speak to hear 
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and know our songs of loving wisdom, accompanied by a celestial 

orchestra of chanting and heavenly music. It was enough to simply sit 

in this circle of wonderful beings that I knew so well. These ones 

were my Self, the one Self looking at me – as I looked back, at myself. 

And yet, there was a sense that some of the pieces were still 

missing. If these radiant beings were who I knew them to be, then 

why were they not with me now? Why was my body different now? 

The beloved lama1 who sat next to me smiled knowingly yet silently 

as if to hold the door shut on this mystery.

I couldn’t help but feel puzzled. Why was I so knowing yet 

not-knowing at the same time? As this dilemma tugged at me, my 

inner world started to dissolve. Bewilderment remained in the little 

girl’s mind that I had somehow acquired. My body jolted as the back 

door slammed and my father’s voice followed: loud and red and hot 

like the air and sun outside.

‘Keep the door CLOSED!’ 

I got up with a sigh and roamed down the hall. Finding my drink 

of water now warm, and sweeter from the slobbery saliva I had left in 

it, I flopped down on the lounge-room floor. The carpet was hard and 

rough under my bare knees and I could smell all the tiny particles of 

dust that danced, alight in shafts of sunlight. My pencils were still 

scattered, next to the paper I had been drawing on. My father sat 

brooding, looking at me with flashing eyes. 

‘If you’re not going to use them, put them away, young lady,’ he 

grumbled. 

‘I aaammmmm,’ I said with a whine. But instead, I began to 

draw again. It was one of the things I loved most to do. I already felt 

an ambition to be a great artist. It was one of the things I could do 

that seemed to take my mind away from the volatile emotions that 

surrounded me. But before long it was all turned upside-down again. 

The door opened and in came Mum. Her face was flushed 

tomato-red and the light around her body was all jangly. In her aura I 

1  A Tibetan Buddhist who is recognised as having a certain degree of spiritual attainment and authority
 to teach.
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could see, hear and feel her anger: the light streams were all jagged, 

sharp and tangled and the sound was a clanging noise of grating and 

squealing. It sounded like a host of screaming demons, grinding and 

scraping on the walls. Its ominous vibration pulsed out from her body 

like arrows reaching at me – poking, stabbing and paining.

I was experiencing two distinctly different dimensions. One was 

the state of awareness in which I was the observer, the other was the 

mind and feelings of the little girl. As the little girl I felt confused by 

the events around me. As the observer I witnessed the events that 

were occurring around me with curiosity – like a scientist in a lab. 

The intensity to which I experienced these ‘subtle’ dimensions 

had even greater weight than the solid world. To me, the apparent 

normality of the world was alive in even greater depth than the way 

it was perceived by others. The world was also translucent. It was 

a scintillating field of streaming light and energy waves of vibrating 

sound that reflected the state of each thing. To others, these dimen-

sions were inconceivable. To me, they were commonplace. Whilst 

the people around me seemed to take in the surface of reality, I was 

taking in its vastness.

I was quickly brought back to focus on the surface again. Mum 

growled at me. 

‘Tidy up your mess, young lady, or you won’t get any dessert!’ 

‘Huuawh,’ I sighed. My last speck of simple joy slid away. I realised 

that I had to stop what I was doing if I was going to be able to eat at 

least one tasty thing that night!

With dessert in my belly and tired legs, I dragged myself willingly 

to bed: another opportunity for peace. That night I dreamed.

      I looked out from my great mountaintop across the 

              valley to the other peaks and gave thanks for the light 

of the heart in all life. 

       I felt deeply at peace. In the back of my mind, I cherished 
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the love of my people, all following this path of compassion.  

My weathered hand moved instinctively over my mala1 as 

I called for this Buddha2 within to be awakened in all.

•

I woke up in the little-girl body again. I felt a slump in the pit of 

my belly – disappointment, confusion. But it is so real ... and now it’s 

not? I thought to myself. 

I got up. In the bathroom was a stool with high legs. I slid it 

across next to the bench where I could climb up to look in the 

mirror. I stared at the face, with great disbelief. I directed thoughts 

to the body. Move, frown, squint, growl, gasp, surprise, eyebrows up, 

eyebrows down. Hmmm, I thought, unfailing response. Complete  

obedience at every thought! Well, it was evident, this body was 

somehow now me. 

I looked down between my legs as I had done many times with 

shame, confusion, disappointment and concern. I didn’t seem right 

in this department. My brother had the extra dangly bits. What had 

happened to mine? I was sure I remembered having them before. 

This really was a mistake. If I was missing this part, something must 

be wrong. I had contemplated this often. It was one of the things that 

caused me to frown and brood a lot. 

I couldn’t stand it any more. It was silly that I couldn’t wee with 

as much gusto as I should, and it couldn’t happen without that little 

extra bit. I climbed down from the bench determined to rectify this 

grave mistake. My mind scanned this new time and place for a suit-

able instrument that might make it easier for me. I thought of all the 

objects behind cupboard doors. Suddenly I thought of the rubber  

gloves under the kitchen sink. That would be perfect! I thought. 

I hurried to the kitchen, careful not to draw attention from the 

sleepers that still occupied nearby rooms. I stole a pink glove and 

then climbed onto a chair to reach the kitchen scissors. 

1  A string of  prayer beads.
2  This word literally means ‘awake’... one who is realised.
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I heard Mum and Dad’s door open suddenly. I gasped, leapt down 

and, feeling as guilty as a mouse caught in the cupboard, ran through 

the back door. I felt my mother’s voice chasing me up the corridor. 

‘What are you up to?’ she called. 

‘I’m just going to play outside,’ I yelled back, and scuttled off into 

the yard at the back where I couldn’t be seen. Once there I got to 

work on the rubber glove. An oddly half-neat surgery of the little fin-

ger resulted in a nicely dismembered tube with a small hole in the 

tip. It was just the right size to reclaim my weeing status. And so, with 

determination and curiosity, I held my newly claimed part and did a 

pelvic thrust as I poised myself to pee.

A sudden warm wet mess splattered my assumed pride. My 

elation at the thought of being clever enough to solve my handicap slid 

down my legs into the ground, together with my golden warm wee!

There were so many unsolved questions in my mind. Where did 

I really come from?

P 



   

Isira’s Service
Isira is inter-faith and inter-spirit speaking with a voice 
of universal awareness and oneness. She offers a range of 
services for people to connect more deeply with the path of 
love and awakening. Her goal is to help uplift all of humanity 
to restore greater wellbeing, peace and harmony for all life.
   Through a variety of programs Isira has been a source 
of great transformation for many people around the world. 
Below is a general outline for how you may experience the 
benefits of this service of awakening consciousness.

Short Programs
Satsang/Meditation: Conscious exploration and insights on the heart and essence 
of existence, including time for your questions and answers and an opportunity to 
sit together in conscious presence and meditation. Many of these events have been 
recorded and produced.

Weekend and Longer Retreat Programs
Isira offers a range of events that allow seekers of awakening and Truth to explore 
and experience their true essence and harmony with life, through simple yet powerful 
tools of meditation and conscious energy alignment. These teachings and applica-
tions are all drawn from Isira’s direct experience of the profound states that lie at 
the very core of us all. With grace, humour and immense love, Isira has the capacity 
to lead us into a space that allows the most natural depth of consciousness and 
transformation to be encountered.

Consultations
Spiritual counselling: Isira shares enlightened insight, wisdom, and loving com-
passion in one on one consultations providing the opportunity to accelerate spiritual 
and personal evolution. 
Transformative Processes: These individualized processes are able to unblock 
deep conditioning that has held you back from your potential. Isira uses a combi-
nation of advanced hypnotherapy, conscious dialogue and enlightened awareness 
to help access the root of any blockage. Through bypassing the ‘critical mind’ and 
tapping into the innate knowing of your higher self - you will be able to find a deep, 
sustainable resolution so you can better sustain a more balanced life of wellbeing, 
happiness and purpose.

Books and Recordings
Isira has shared a vast body of wisdom through her published work, satsangs/meditations 
and longer programs. Many of these are available in written, audio and video formats.  

www.isira.com








