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“The Flower of Tantra has the fragrance of  
love and the shape of consciousness...”

T
antra cannot be written about. It can only be experienced. This book will 
not explain what Tantra is or is not. It will point out a direction; it will 
evoke a rememberance; it will create a space for you to dive into the  

mysterious dimension of  Tantra. And from there, you can decide whether you 
would like to experience Tantra for yourself. This book is intended to stimulate 
your appetite for the joy of  living, of  sharing... It attempts to seduce you to enter 
the world of  consciousness, of  love, through the door of  Tantra. This book is an 
invitation for you to say yes to life...

This book consists of  four parts. The first part is a tantric story. Since Tantra 
cannot be explained in words, I have chosen to share my experience instead.  
I share it through a story: My own story and the story of  many who belong to a 
mysterious Tantric School in India. It is a true story, though I have taken the liberty 
of  altering some details of  time and space, so as to enhance the flow of  the story 
and render it whole. I have changed the names of  various characters, to preserve 
their anonymity. Finally, I have chosen not to reveal the exact location where the 
story takes place, to enhance the sense of  mystery...

In the second part of  the book, you will find meditation techniques that you can 
practice on your own or with a partner. The main characters in the story experience 
these meditations. While reading about their experience, you may pick up a feeling, 
or notice a direction that the meditation is pointing out. I hope this will support 
you and seduce you to practice all these beautiful meditations.

The third part of  the book consists of  pictures, which express different states  
of  the Tantric dimension. Everything that could not be expressed in words is  
transpiring through these pictures. 
 
The fourth part is a surprise... so I let you discover it!

I wish you a wonderful journey through this book, through yourself  and 
through the Heart of  All...

With love and gratitude, 
I bow down to your inner light

I n t r o d u c t i o n

Pema
Leela
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I
n the remote mountains of  Tibet, a long time ago, a young woman named Pema 
is awakened in the middle of  the night by a powerful dream that will change 
the course of  her whole life. In this dream she sees a man, who appears to be  

a Lama. In his right hand he holds a small golden statue of  a smiling Buddha, radiating 
the infinite light of  love. In his left hand is a statue of  a beautiful naked woman 
dancing in ecstasy, radiating the same light. The Lama looks serene, yet powerful. 
In a deep and warm voice, he says, “Come to me. I will show you the Path of  your 
own heart and of  the Heart of  All, the Mahamudra”. Other images then appear —  
a mountain… a path… a monastery…

When Pema awakens from the dream, she knows at once that she must go, that 
she must find the monastery and the Lama. She consults the wise people of  her 
village, and describes her vision to them. One old man, who listens with a smile as 
she recounts her dream, tells her he knows of  the monastery she has described and 
explains how to get there. He adds, “If  you decide to go there, take your son with 
you. But know that you will never return here.”

Though she finds the old man’s words mysterious, she trusts him. She collects 
everything she needs for her journey to the monastery and what little money she 
has. She closes up her little house and hands the key to the old man. She says to him,  
“If  what you say is true, that I will never come back, then take the key of  my humble 
house. If  in one cycle of  the moon I have not returned, give this house to the first 
couple to marry in springtime. It will be a loving nest for them and their family  
to come.” 
The old man looks at the young woman with a warm smile, and holding her left 
hand, says, “Your Path is to follow your heart. Have a nice journey home, beautiful 
Pema…”

She sets off  with her three-year old son, Tsering. She leaves without regret or grief. 

The Call
C h a p t e r  1
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monastery, and makes her way up several darkened staircases. On reaching the room, 
she pushes the door open ever so gently, feeling as if  she is about to enter some 
sacred and secret place; everything is so quiet, so peaceful. There is a quality she has 
never felt before, as if  the room is pregnant with silence. She stops in the doorway, 
just sensing the atmosphere. There is nothing to be seen — in fact it is totally empty 
and almost dark — but to Pema it seems as if  the room is full of  colors, of  lights, 
and unknown shapes dancing everywhere… the sensation is quite magical. On the 
far wall of  the room are two open doors, to the left and right, from which a warm, 
dim light glows. She stands in the doorway for a long time, absorbing the mysterious 
beauty emanating from the room, and peering into the semi-darkness towards the 
two entrances from where the light is dancing. She feels a strong urge to see the 
room behind those two doorways, yet she cannot move. She feels paralyzed and also 
somehow afraid, as if  waiting for permission to enter.

Suddenly a voice comes from the lighted room.

“Whether you enter the Heart of  All through the left door or the right door, you 
enter the same light, but with a different quality. The door you choose will show 
which quality you have developed to enter the Heart of  All. Come!” 

She recognizes the voice of  the Lama from her dream… yes the same voice, warm 
and loving, but with a certain sharpness. She steps into the room and walks towards 
the light. Without hesitation she walks through the left door. She finds herself  in a 
small room containing a golden statue of  Buddha, shining like a sun. She can see 
nothing else, only the light radiating from the Buddha. She falls to her knees, bows 
down and starts to cry with joy. 

“I am back home…” she whispers. 

A warm hand touches her gently on her back at the level of  her heart. 
“You have never left home, but you will have to travel a long way to understand this,” 
she hears the Lama say. 

She looks up at him — a beautiful man, apparently ageless. He could be twenty 
years old, or ninety. He takes her left hand and tells her to stand. He looks towards 
the Buddha statue and says, “He is none other than your own heart. Now, you must 
realize it. You must search for him inside you by following the Path of  Tantra.” 

He puts his hands over Pema’s ears, pressing them as if  to prevent all sounds from 
entering, then places his forehead against hers. Instantly, she feels a huge space open 
up between her eyes, like a new eye, a new window, through which she sees a very 
bright and clear vision…

There are not so many people to hold onto. Her beloved husband died a year ago, 
leaving her with an inner conviction that love is the most painful attachment on 
earth, and that never again will she become so attached. Her husband’s family live in 
a far-away village, and she has no contact with them. She has seen them only twice 
— on her wedding day and at the birth of  her son. Her own parents died many years 
ago. The only family she has now is Tsering. There is nobody else to cling to.

The people of  the village bid her farewell; some with smiles, some with tears. Some 
give her food, some presents. Children walk with her for a time, then stop, one by 
one. Finally just one small peaceful dog follows from a distance.

Tsering is silent. He doesn’t ask his mother where they are going; he trusts her 
completely. He just walks, holding her warm left hand. He seems happy, somehow, 
to leave the village, to see new landscapes, to smell new fragrances of  nature. It is 
autumn-time; so many colors are playing in the leaves of  the trees.

One week later, as evening begins to fall, they arrive at the door of  the same 
monastery she saw in her dream, a modest but beautiful building, hidden between 
majestic mountains. Pema and Tsering are warmly welcomed by a young and playful 
monk, who seems to have known they were coming. They receive tea and food and 
are shown to a beautiful little room. Pema immediately feels she would like to spend 
the rest of  her life here. Tired from her journey, she lies down to rest with Tsering in 
her arms. Through the window she can see the half-full moon. “I too am half  full,” 
she thinks. “One part of  me is still in darkness. But I will become full one day, bright 
and full like you, beautiful sister,” she declares to the moon, before sleep overcomes 
her. 

A dream comes to her. The Lama is sitting in a beautiful room containing a golden 
statue of  a Buddha. He is calling her.

“Come, I will show you the Path of  your own heart and of  the Heart of  All.  
Wake up to your own light!” 

Pema wakes with a start, and feels a warm, sweet pain in the middle of  her chest. 
Outside in the sky she can still see the moon, so she knows she has not slept long, 
perhaps only for the duration of  her dream. She feels so full of  energy that she 
cannot stay in bed any more — she needs to move. Carefully, she tucks Tsering up, 
trying not to wake him, then quietly leaves the room. 

She wanders the corridors of  the monastery, not really knowing where to go, yet 
without feeling lost. Somehow she feels as if  she has been here before, as if  she 
knows the place already. Pema notices a light coming from a room at the top of  the 
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have been remembering with such alertness, nor the Beloved which has melted in 
you. Mahamudra, the space where all dualities dance together in harmony and unity, 
expands without limit.”

“The Path of  Love and the Path of  Awareness are united in the Path of  Tantra. 
The Path of  Tantra brings you to Mahamudra, to the Heart of  All. Never divide 
Awareness and Love; they only appear to be two. But the deeper you go into Love, 
the more you will see Awareness growing in you. Love without Awareness does not 
deserve to be called Love; it is like a lotus without fragrance. And he who sharpens 
his Awareness will also find Love growing in him. But Awareness without Love is 
dry and cold. Love and Awareness belong to each other. Once you understand this, 
then you step on the Path of  Tantra. Then, and only then, will the Path of  Tantra 
open to you. Let Love be a meditation, so that Awareness grows side by side with it.  
Then you will be a beautiful swan that can fly to the highest mountain peaks. One 
wing for love, one wing for consciousness, this is what you have to look for.” 

He pauses and looks lovingly towards the statue of  the Buddha, then continues, 
“Look at him; he is such a golden swan. He flies and flies in the unlimited sky of  
Mahamudra. He flies in it, and he is it also. He is not somebody in particular. He is 
simply a state. And you carry this state within you. It just needs to unfold. You simply 
need to surrender to it.” 

He turns back to Pema. She is all ears. She drinks all his words and the space between 
them.

“I am going to send you to the place you saw in the vision. I shall tell you the route to 
get there. And along the way you will meet a few of  my friends. Nice fellow travelers 
like me!” he laughs. “They will help and guide you, so that you may prepare to enter 
the Path of  Tantra.”

When the first rays of  the sun appear, he tells Pema, “Go and wake your child, and 
bring him to the entrance of  the empty room.”

Tsering is still sleeping. Pema takes him in her arms and says softly to him, “Come 
with me, a friend wishes to meet you. Come…” 

In a kind of  sleepwalk, the little boy stumbles his way with his mother to the top of  
the monastery. At the threshold of  the empty room, she stops and faces him. 

“Look carefully. Do you see the two doors? Choose one of  them and enter the room 
beyond. The one you choose will show the quality you must develop within you.” 

A luxurious jungle of  trees, unlike anything she could have imagined existed on earth. 
A waterfall of  sparkling water, so fresh and pure. And not so far from it, some 
caves, from which comes the sound of  people making love. Suddenly, from one of  
the caves emerges a naked woman, with a beauty and body of  sheer radiance. She 
does not look like she comes from Tibet; she has long black hair and her face is of  
a different shape. Her skin is slightly brown and her eyes are green and not almond-
shaped, like Tibetans’. She possesses a grace not found in mountain people, but more 
appropriate to someone of  royal breeding or a being from heaven, it feels to Pema.

The Lama takes his hands from Pema’s ears and removes his forehead from hers.  
The vision disappears immediately. Pema opens her eyes and looks at the Lama. 

“This is where you must go,” he says. 

She nods her head in assent. She has no words, no doubts, no questions. It is clear. 
She does not know where this jungle is, where these caves are, where this marvelous 
naked woman is, but she knows with absolute certainty that she will find this place, 
she will find this woman. She knows she must. It is almost a question of  life or 
death. A huge longing is burning in her heart. “Yes, this woman will show me how 
to become a full moon… she will show me the way to my heart and to the Heart of  
All.”

She passes the rest of  the night with the Lama. He has much to share with her.

“The right door symbolizes Awareness. The left door symbolizes Love. There is no 
division between these two qualities. They are united in the same light, but people 
have different inclinations and qualities to develop. You chose Love, or maybe Love 
chose you,” he says with a smile. “In Love you forget yourself, only the Other is to 
be remembered. Only the Beloved is to be remembered. You disappear, and in that 
disappearance you and the Beloved become one. There is no distinction, no distance, 
no separation between you and the Beloved. Actually, there is no one to be found 
anymore. You enter the Great Gesture. You enter Mahamudra. Male and female melt 
and merge into each other in a great dance. Everything that you know as opposite, as 
dual, becomes married.”

The Lama smiles again while gently caressing Pema’s left hand. The silence emerging 
from his words feels so warm in her heart. Then he continues. 

“From the door of  Awareness, you must remember yourself  constantly. And through 
that constant remembrance of  yourself, the Beloved appears and is absorbed in you. 
The Beloved melts and merges in you. You become the Beloved; then Mahamudra 
takes place. And there is nobody to be found anymore — neither you, who you 
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At the door of  the monastery a dog is waiting. 

“But this is the dog that followed us here from our village!” Pema exclaims with 
surprise. 

“No, no!” laughs the Lama, “It is the other way round! It is you who has been 
following the dog!” With the Lama everything is a matter of  play, of  joy. 

She leaves with the playful young monk, Sonam, who welcomed her and Tsering on 
the day of  their arrival at the monastery. Now, he is her guide. They travel down to 
some valleys where the nature is more generous and green and the weather warmer. 
He brings her to a small town, and gives her directions to the house of  one of  the 
Lama’s friends, with whom she is to stay for a while. Finally, they embrace each other.

“We shall meet again, Pema. We walk the same path. See you soon,” he says.

Then he leaves her with a smile. She feels a little sad. He has been a nice companion 
and she would really have enjoyed traveling with him longer.

But now she is alone and everything is unknown. “Now the journey starts,” she says, 
both to herself  and to the dog, still following her from afar, as if  not to disturb her…

Strangely, though Tsering had still appeared half-asleep, he suddenly becomes totally 
clear and alert. He goes straight and without hesitation to the door on the right and 
enters the room like a king. The Lama welcomes him with laughter and takes him in 
his arms.

“You chose the door of  Awareness. Welcome home! You will stay with me.” 

Pema enters the room to find the Lama and Tsering in each other’s arms, like old 
friends. In some way they even resemble each other, she feels, as if  they were family.

She stays at the monastery for three days. These days are filled with joy, silence and 
laughter. She feels happy to leave Tsering to the loving care of  the Lama. But at the 
same time a great sadness overcomes her. It is very confusing, to feel this combination 
of  happiness and sadness at the same time.

“Don’t worry… this is the pain of  love. The fire of  love is burning within you.  
The pain becomes sweeter and sweeter the more you allow the fire to burn in you,” 
the Lama says to her before she leaves. 

“Your son is an old soul. Don’t worry about him… Worry for yourself, because you 
are still a young soul!” he says with a great laugh. “You must mature into a beautiful 
lotus flower. And when the fragrance of  the lotus spreads in the wind and touches 
the peak of  these mountains, then I will know that you have attained. Then we will 
meet again and have a good laugh!” 

He takes her in his arms and stays in silence for a moment that feels like an eternity. 
In his presence there is a feeling of  no-time and no-space in which Pema feels able 
to relax and let her vulnerability expand.

Tsering is beside them grinning at the whole scene. “Mama, when you come back 
from your travel, I will be like him!” he says pointing to the Lama. “Funny and wise!”
The three of  them laugh uproariously. It is beautiful to leave with such a light feeling 
of  playfulness in her heart. She takes Tsering in her arms, and finds herself  crying 
and laughing at the same time. Tsering kisses her on her nose, on her eyes, on her ears 
and on her mouth, then finally on both her hands. Pema is surprised at such a gesture 
from a little boy. Puzzled, she looks at the Lama.

“I told him that he has to be aware, that it is awareness which should guide his  
senses,” he says. “So he has his own way to show it! He is learning fast!” 

Pema smiles at Tsering and performs the same gesture on him, saying, “I will not 
forget your teaching, my little wise master.”


