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WHAT PEOPLE ARE SAYING ABOUT


SH*T HAPPENS, MAGIC FOLLOWS (ALLOW IT!)


It is such a great privilege to write of my love for Carmen Harris and to acknowledge her for the difference she has made in my life. I went to see Carmen on the eye of an emotional storm. I am clear now that I was guided or, you could say, ‘sent’ to Carmen. It still amazes me how natural it all was, like meeting an old family friend, when we met for the first time – because that is the nature of Carmen, she receives you with pure Love. I had not imagined that this would be the start of my journey of transformation. In that one session she peeled away all the crusty layers of experience that had had me blocked to the point of deep stagnation. From that moment onward my life has been unfolding in the most magical and magnificent of ways. I am clear and without a shadow of a doubt that Carmen is being used as a channel for the greatest good in this world. She has touched my spirit and my life in the most profound way. Her work is so deep that it unfolds over time – not a one-shot-slam-bam thankyou-mam kind of thing. Hers is an immeasurable commitment to greatest potential in all beings; to generosity and to love – simply, she heals. From the depths of my heart I thank you, Carmen, and I pray for your continued ability to touch many more lives as you have touched mine. Love, Peace, Abundance and many Blessings.


Maureen Angela Bryan, Producer, Director, Creator of Voice Of A Woman


When you are in trouble and you need help it is very important to find the right person who can support you. But the task is more than just difficult; you can visit ten people and still not find the right one. I am a lucky person. I found Carmen. Her kindness, spirit, knowledge and understanding of the psychology of people is extraordinary.


Elena Ragozhina, Owner/Publisher, New Style Magazine


Carmen’s unique perspective on life challenges her readers to think and to re-evaluate their own perceptions and experiences, safe in the knowledge that all will be well!! A rare gift indeed!


Barbara Emile, ex-BBC Executive Producer – BAFTA winner, Holby City


Amidst a world dominated by self-interest and exaggerated talents, Carmen is a very rare find. A truly authentic energy healer, she directed my subconscious mind to reveal the core issue that was blocking me, allowing her to clear and heal at the most profound level whilst simultaneously empowering faith in my own ability to find solutions to life’s challenges.


Caroline Evans, Founder, Moncrief + founding creative force/Director behind Jigsaw and Hoxton Hotel


Reviews


Carmen Harris, through many insights from her own powerful life story, reveals a soulful path through life’s twists and turns and hard knocks to find the quintessential magic of existence. Inspiring and colourful, this book is for anyone who feels they are moving two steps forward and several paces back. If you feel overwhelmed or lost this book will dust you down and inspire you on your merry way.


Steve Nobel, Director of Alternatives, St James’s Church, Piccadilly, London (2000–2012), Coach, and Author of Personal Transitions


Carmen Harris has produced a gift for the open minded. This book documents the incredible journey of an ordinary single mother who has evolved to become not only an accomplished, inspirational writer but a truly gifted healer. It’s a testament to the miracle of life itself, to the magic that can be born of resilience, and to the wonderful experiences that we are afforded when we are brave enough to have the courage of our convictions. You cannot read this book without being moved. You cannot arrive at the end without a transformation of your own. Sh*t Happens touches nerves, opens old wounds, yet by the end wraps you up in a blanket of wisdom and guidance. Whether you are religious, spiritual or a seeker with a broad mind – enjoy the ride, bumps and all, and, like the author, end the journey in a remarkable place.


Brenda Emmanus, Broadcaster, Journalist, Art, Fashion & Culture Correspondent


It takes a generosity of spirit to share one’s personal failings as well as triumphs so as to help others recognise their own potential. Highlighting her remarkable life experiences, Carmen Harris writes of her belief that being open to the magic of the everyday – whether revealed as synchronicity or coincidence – can miraculously transform perceptions and lead to inner harmony. She also suggests dynamic techniques for dealing with a range of challenges, while reminding us that our dreams contain the truth of who we are: “I believe that we are both the main character and the playwright of our own life story. Consciously or unconsciously, we not only get to choose the part we play, we also select the story that needs telling, and co-author that story with other major and minor role-players (friends, family, authority figures, strangers, acquaintances). We are that powerful, if only we knew it. Another compelling principle we may not be aware of is that for every action we take in life, there is a corresponding reaction. Our thoughts alone amount to action.” An inspirational read.


Margaret Busby, OBE


Sh*t Happens is a remarkably profound, enjoyable and spiritually valuable book – and Carmen Harris is a wonderful, inspired writer. Her every phrase sparkles with spontaneous, heartfelt wisdom, and echoes deep into a subconscious treasure chest of not just a life, but a dream life profoundly explored. This book is the richly told, moving and inspiring story of how her heartfelt embrace of her dreams since childhood – her nighttime dreams, her unusual no-mind daydreams, and the dreams and aspiration of her heart – led her out of the poverty she grew up with and gradually turned her into a successful television writer and masterful healer. Sh*t Happens is also a wise and practical manual for learning how to successfully steer our personal boats through the inevitable storms on the ocean of life, by learning to recognize the magic hidden within every difficult situation we may face. That magic, Harris says, can be revealed and manifested “if we allow it,” if we simply learn to notice the blessings disguised within all our failures and times of trouble, and sense the invisible rescuing hand which pulls us out of whatever dark pits we may fall into. Her potentially lifesaving message is one of personal empowerment through awareness of divine synchronicities, of learning to believe in ourselves, in the power of our own thoughts, and the potency of our connection with a universal Source. Although inspiring teachings flow throughout the book, it isn’t for a moment preachy; Carmen Harris’ wisdom shines through the gems she shares of her own life experiences. Though her story is not all rosy – some of it is a bit nightmarish – the roller coaster ride from wild successes to depressing failures, blazing illuminations and dark nights of the soul is as thoroughly entertaining as you’d expect from the writer of comedic television scripts! Thankfully, it is not only success as a writer she discovered, but spiritual awakening, extraordinary healing powers, and a source of living wisdom we can all benefit from. And she leaves us numerous clues and signposts so that we may follow in her footsteps to find our own dreams fulfilled, our hearts awakened, and our innate capacities for healing fully blossomed. Give yourself a blessing, read Sh*t Happens and watch the magic follow in your own life.


Ram Das Batchelder, Author of Rising in Love: My Wild and Crazy Ride to Here and Now, with Amma, the Hugging Saint


Carmen Harris has achieved a great deal in her life, overcoming many obstacles to become a successful writer, healer and all round ‘good egg’. But what distinguishes her book from others is that she has a unique voice – down to earth, honest, funny. Even though she is fully conversant with all manner of alternative therapies, treatments, philosophies, etc, she can laugh at the slightly ‘out there’ side of it all – while at the same time communicate a powerful spiritual message from which everyone and anyone could benefit. She knows only too well about the shit that comes everyone’s way but, unlike most, she gives you a way of handling it which anyone can follow. This is a book for everyone, whether you are conversant with or an expert in alternative therapies, or someone who has never gone anywhere near that stuff. It is straightforward, kind and honest, and full of insights. It is a great read – I highly recommend it.


Rachel Swann, Producer, ex-Agent – Harry Enfield


Carmen’s rare gift is to talk to you in the kind of no-nonsense language that at the same time cuts through the drama and truly empowers. This book is a powerful tool to help her readers connect the dots in their own lives and allow the grace to flood straight back in. This lady is one of life’s bright lights, who really walks her talk. Her pulls-no-punches teachings and matter-of-fact wisdom is a testament to that.


Stephen Vasconcellos-Sharpe, Publisher Global CEO Magazine


Following the dictum ‘Know Thyself’, the author embarks on a magnificent journey of self-discovery. Join her on the journey and revel in the magic and the mystery!


Pavel Mikoloski, President of SuperPosition Publicity and former Marketer of the film, What the #$*! Do We (K)now!?


Being enlightening whilst maintaining a humorous perspective on life is no easy feat, but Carmen manages to achieve it effortlessly. This book takes you gently by the hand and leads you on an intimate journey from Carmen’s first awareness of her healing ability through the fascinating steps she took to hone and understand where this ‘gift’ comes from, and how we all possess it and can learn to use it in our own lives to create huge shifts in perspective; emotional and physical healing; and to discover and manifest our hearts’ desires! I have had countless sessions with Carmen over the years and yet I never cease to be amazed at the transformative power of the work she does. Every single time I have seen her my life has altered in such positive and profound ways that I’ve been left speechless. I feel extremely blessed to have her as my healer and therapist, and for the privilege of being able to call her ‘my mum’.


Naomie Harris, Actress, UK, Hollywood
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There are no wrong turnings, only paths we had not known we were meant to walk.


Guy Gavriel Kay





When I began my journey I had no plan, no map, no idea of how I would travel, so my route was anything but direct. This is not unusual; I’ll bet it’s the narrative of all our stories. In retracing my steps for the purposes of this book – describing a catalogue of characters, events and stories, some outside the realms of what you might consider ‘normal’ – you will see me take wrong turns, stumble down blind alleys, retreat, back up on myself, get confused by the signs, consider U-turns, ponder at crossroads, take the exit too soon or too late, and often lose my way and become disheartened. This is the ‘stuff’ of our everyday, the ‘stuff’ that challenges our ability to see the magic in the ordinariness of life. But you will notice that there were also times when I stopped, rested, breathed in deeply, smelled the daisies and enjoyed the views. These were the times when I was willing myself to stay open, believing in a force greater than myself… and welcoming magic into my embrace. Having no idea of my journey’s end, I would have to trust that every road would not only take me there, but sparkle with this magic – if I allowed it.




This book is a reminder of what you already know.


Carmen Harris
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Introduction




You can’t connect the dots looking forwards. You can only connect them looking backwards.


Steve Jobs





Stop what you’re doing for a moment. Take stock. Where are you right now? Maybe life is treating you well. Maybe not so well. So, what’s going on? Are you unhappy? Confused? In limbo? Wading through the brown stuff? Perhaps for all these reasons the title of this book appealed to you. Perhaps, even despite everything, you’re already taking heart. You know that somehow, in time, this state will pass and another (hopefully better) state will take its place. This, after all, is the rhythm of life. We shift in and out of our feelings of love, fear, anger, blame, hope, disappointment, joy, anxiety, sadness, guilt and shame all of the time. Even when it appears that we are stuck, we are, in fact, in motion, moving towards the next big or small event in the varying unfolding dramas of our unique ‘story’. On and on until the tide of existence sweeps each and every one of us towards our inevitable end. For, in the words of the late Steve Jobs, “Death is the destination we all share.”


But my question is this: if we’re all heading in the direction of life’s Departures Lounge, at what stage in this existence could any of us claim to have encountered Arrivals? When have you ever found yourself crying out loud, “Yes! Yes! Finally! I get it! I am fully in the awakened presence of life on this planet! I have arrived!”? Surely for that to happen it would require a decisive realisation of our path; a knowing that we are fulfilling our highest purpose in treading that path? Scientists may well assure us that we are this close to cracking the human genetic code, but are we any nearer to deciphering the code of how to live to our ultimate potential as human beings? Do we even know what that potential looks like? It seems not, when the questions that plague us the most continue to be the ones that keep returning with a dull ring of bewilderment:




Why was I born?


Why am I here?


What’s my purpose?


What’s my gift?


How can I make a real difference before I die?





If we fully knew the answers to these questions, wouldn’t there be an end to the angst, the soul-searching, the turmoil of emotions and sense of personal failure that secretly burrows deep inside each and every one of us? The human condition of seeking (that state of eternal wonderment; the quest for an absolute truth) would surely dissolve overnight. Long before death, we would have arrived in heaven here on this earth. But we all know that heaven, that infinite, problem-free, peace-and-love fest, does not live at this mortal address. We know, too, that no one, not even the big man, Jesus, could ever hope to depart unscathed from Planet Earth. All of us suffer in some way or other. We wear this chafing human suit, with all of its failings and limitations, as a proviso of pulling on the suit in the first place. It is our reminder of everything that we have forgotten: we are not the suit; we are spiritual beings; we are greatness inside our own skin. So we are told. And indeed, we do in fact catch glimpses all the time of what we could truly become in every area of our existence – the outstanding sportsperson, the scientific genius, the creative prodigy, the remarkable healer, even the model parent. But these superhumans appear to be the exception, held aloft only to mock our own miserable performance. It’s a fact of life. Most of us walk through the years in differing degrees of separation not just from one another but from the truth and highest desires of our own selves. The enlightened brigade don’t help, preying annoyingly upon our conscience. They tell us that if we were wholly awake we would know that we are short of nothing; that only fear and lack of belief (fear in disguise) stands between us and the magic there is to be witnessed, the miracles that could be achieved. So, in order to satisfy our craving for ultimate meaning we turn to our spiritual coaches, seeking rousing reminders, stirring affirmations from the likes of Tony Robbins, Archbishop Desmond Tutu, the Dalai Lama. But in the face of life’s hard knocks, we end up returning to the same one-note beseeching: what is it really all about? What is my place in the order of things? For, when our home is repossessed; when our next meal is nowhere in sight; when our best friend disappoints us; when we face the pain, the fear and uncertainty of ill health; when our children suffer and we are powerless to help them; when our partner betrays us; when we lose our job, our identity, our way of life; when loneliness is all we’ve ever known; when our cries go unanswered; when our abuser walks free; when our soulmate breathes their last – how could any pithy sentiment hope to shore up our challenged beliefs or bring us any closer to understanding the inner mysteries of life? Yet, still we point to living examples of how we could be; still we search for a way of rising above it all. What other means, what other measures of progressing do we have?




I was often frustrated, felt somewhat cheated, by my father. This was the man who decided from early on that I was bright enough to rise from the ranks of the working classes and become a lawyer. But when teen single-parenthood forced me to take a clerical officer post at the GPO’s1 Yellow Pages, and two years later I proudly announced that I had been accepted by London University to study Sociology, my father was appalled. I’ll always remember that look, not of pride, not of admiration, but of sheer terror that I might have taken leave of my senses. “What? You going to leave you good-good job in de Post Office?!” Where the father of my dreams was bold and gregarious, mine was not only socially coy but cautious, meticulous, suspicious. Perhaps he had always been like this, for I have heard stories of my mother being the real force behind my father’s earlier modestly successful entrepreneurial endeavours in Jamaica. Perhaps it was those frustrating migrant experiences in the UK in adapting to a new reality that extinguished his personal passions, denied any daring dreams of the future.


Watching him consume a plate of food summed up the man. No matter how appetising the offering, each meal was ritualised with an initial sigh that rendered the arrangement in front of him another one of life’s testing trials. Next, he would give a churlish little sniff. This seemed to strengthen his resolve before the chore of dissecting each portion on the plate into neat surgical morsels. Once on the tongue, he’d close his eyes to the sound of his masticating dentures, most probably counting each mouthful to a precise number of chews. Sometimes, like a cow ruminating on grassland, he would literally, momentarily, fall asleep over the task until a clean plate was eventually, finally, accomplished. That’s not to say he didn’t enjoy food, he was an interested grocery shopper and, for a man of his generation, a surprisingly competent cook; but an ingrained apparent joylessness forbade him from wholly indulging in life’s abundant pleasures.


I hear my assessment of my father and a part of me cannot help but wince, for is it not true – when we find fault with a parent, our irritation often has more to do with seeing a reflection of our own selves in the lack of their image? I could hold my father accountable for a lot of things. The blame would surely lie in his court for my own lateness in opening up to the world: in realising that it is indeed possible to expand the boundaries of one’s ‘personal space’ without the fear and threat of exposure; that it is more affirming to roll with playful punches than to coil inside and take umbrage; that my authentic self could be found in the wicked joy of my own laughter. These revelations that came about in adulthood were in direct contrast to my younger years when I was accustomed to being hailed as the serious one, the humourless one, the one who lived more naturally in the head than in the world. Not a bad description of my father, as it happens. Though it was painful to admit, my father and I had our similarities.


When he died, some 20 years ago, one of the more useful traits I inherited from him came to the fore. Faced with the double wardrobe of Burton suits, the melamine chest of drawers of neatly pressed dead-man’s clothes, and the stack of old documents and paperwork, my siblings blanched. I, however, rolled up both sleeves and relished the opportunity of processing grief through the fastidiousness of creating order. My father would have been proud, even if my determination was being driven by a second, more urgent motive. For, here was my opportunity to examine forensically the man behind the buttoned-up colonial mask; to retrospectively meet my father on equal terms. Halfway through the clear-out, I came across a battered old suitcase that I remembered from my childhood as belonging to my mother. Unopened for quite some time, the lid was coated with a thin film of dust and the metal catch speckled with rust. My excitement mounted, hearing the hinges creak open, inhaling the musty, decades-old nostalgia of the island years. As I rifled through items of my father’s clothing, my eyes fell upon a rubber-banded collection of miniature diaries stowed away in the bottom. My heart beat in anticipation. If I failed to understand my father in life, I reasoned, surely now in death his inner being would be revealed to me. I fell upon the task and didn’t draw breath until I had examined every single page of the 20 or so diaries dating back to the late 1950s. Disappointment hit me like a heavy door casting its dark shadow before slowly closing on me forever. Each one of the diaries, written in my father’s careful cursive style, was an unreflective account of the minutiae of his everyday life: work rotas for the night shift, various doctor’s appointments, dates the insurance man called, when the gas meter was due to be emptied or the milkman paid, etc. Whatever heartfelt longings and unrequited desires my father had nursed during his lifetime, he had carried them to the grave as meticulously as he had once cleared a plateful of food.





A decade prior to my father’s death, my then boss mentioned that his wife had kept a journal for most of her life, and that its contents could amount to several books. Something about that disclosure struck me as instantly compelling. Before that moment I had never distinguished between a journal and a diary; how the former takes the recording of mundane data and shapes that data with personal reflections; how the very act of journaling declares a person’s journey as having value and contribution to the world. It seemed to me an amazing idea, to create a repository for my own great thoughts, my insights, my interpretations of personal situations and passing experiences: those fleeting sparks of inspiration that magically light up our consciousness, begging to be captured before they return to the dark unknown. At the back of my mind there was secret daring, a hopefulness that I might one day turn my own musings into a book.


So I began to apply the art, committing to paper only those events that seemed to illuminate a wider reality or truth. If I recorded eating a meal, its significance would be associated with seeing a news item about the senselessness of starvation in some unfortunate part of the world. If I bumped into an old friend perhaps I would experience an indefinable yearning for the past that cried out to be explored. If I smelled a fragrance it might cause me to reflect on the occasion when that same scent first established a sharp pain in my heart. And so on.


I kept up this journaling for a few decades until I reached a time in my life when there came about an urge to take stock, to look behind, to ‘connect the dots backwards’. All those years of battling valiantly through, of not always comprehending the sensory snowstorm of my life’s everyday encounters, of being blinded to any actual progress I was making in the moment. Always two steps forward, several paces back, it appeared. Never as good as the next person ahead of me. Too slow to capture the main prize. Too quick to judge my achievements as poor in relation to others’. I had a strong desire to examine those fragments of feelings, emotions and memories that belonged to the past and, as I searched through my journal, I made a surprise discovery. The dots were actually making sense! Even more gratifying, my existence appeared to be revealing its greater plan. All the while, those confusing, fluttering pieces had been quietly falling into an attractive pattern, forming a solid path both behind and in front of me. I could now see where I had come from, and why most things had to happen the way they had. I could see where I was heading, and was able to grasp a better idea of what the future might possibly hold for me. I could see that every mistake, every mishap, every unrequited desire had been perfectly conceived as an experience that would deliver me home.


And this is where I turn to you, dear reader. My aim in writing this book is for you to know that in much the same way as the sun can both burn and heal yet still remain our guiding star, in every bruising skip or painful stumble along life’s way there are beautiful experiences and valuable lessons to uncover. I’d like you to realise that whatever your decisions in life, even when it seems unlikely, guidance and acceptance are always there. Every moment, every situation, every regret, every sharp emotion is a reward, and no encounter is ever wasted or showing up by any kind of accident. The best decisions are always made from love but, regardless, life will fall into place no matter what. Whether you choose or refuse to heed life’s lessons, the prerogative is always yours. However and wherever you end up is the place where you were always meant to be. You cannot mess up on this journey. When the gift and the magic is in the taking part, absolutely no one fails to Arrive.





Part I




To love a person is to see all of their magic, and to remind them of it when they have forgotten.


Author Unknown







Chapter 1


Dreams




All human beings are dream beings. Dreaming ties all humankind together.


Jack Kerouac





It was the year 1962. I was a skinny, dreamy, thumb-sucking five-year-old, about to leave my homeland with my mother, two brothers and sister. Unusually, we were to travel by plane, the height of privilege in those days. At least, compared to the thousands of other Jamaicans making the same journey by sea, taking up to twenty-two days to reach the shores of the Mother Country. For the past six months, in preparation for our migration, we’d moved from our home in the bustling town of Kingston to live with Aunty Hilda and her family by the sea in Annotto Bay. Now the long-awaited day had finally arrived. Amid the tears, the kisses, and the bosom-heaving farewell hugs, as we embarked on our sleepy night-time journey back towards the capital a whole banana was tucked into each child’s hand. I clasped mine and made the decision that I would not eat it. I would save it as a gift for my father, that mysterious figure who had gone ahead of us to that mythical land called England to realise his dream of social and economic self-improvement. His absence had amounted to a lifetime in my young universe. Being just three years old when he’d left our tropical island, I’d virtually forgotten who my father was. When I announced my sacrificial intentions to my brothers and sister and they decided that they too would be saving their banana, my grumpiness was unsurpassed. But I needn’t have worried. By the time we reached Palisades Airport, all they had to show for their efforts were three empty skins. Several times on the plane I felt my mother gently prising the yellow fruit out of my grasp, and each time I awoke with a start to tighten my hold. After an eternity of sleepless and sleep-filled hours, our BOAC flight finally landed at Gatwick Airport where, dressed optimistically in flimsy sunny frocks and khaki shorts, my siblings and I stepped on to the tarmac and shivered in the chilly May winds. As we entered the milling terminal building, a tall, caramel-skinned man wearing a brown suit and a felt trilby broke through the crowds and strode confidently towards us. I’d spent many hours dreaming of this exact moment, and now that it had arrived, I froze, unsure of my next move. But as soon as I felt myself rising in the air, swooped into my father’s embrace, I remembered to wave the triumph of my gift. My father chuckled aloud. A mixture of pride and joy, it seemed. It didn’t for one moment occur to me that it would be at the blackened, oozing mess sticking to my palm.


My friends will tell you, I have a terrible memory – mostly for long-term events. But, of course, there are those images and sensations that embed themselves like a virus in the nervous system. Sometimes the virus will have a conscious presence, either as a recollection to be cherished (the first time I felt the heart-melting warmth of my newborn on my chest), or as a difficult memory (the first time I saw real anger in my father’s eyes and feared the sting of a slap). Other times the virus will hide like an invisible echo in the soul, lying near-dormant, till the right trigger catapults the memory into one’s awareness, igniting all of one’s senses. This banana memory is one that has inhabited my being in full Technicolor for as long as I can remember. I’ve recalled it so many times you must forgive me for perhaps embellishing it with the sentimental touch of a hero’s journey: the silent determination of a dreamy five-year-old travelling 5,000 miles over 24 hours, intent on delivering a soft fruit, uneaten, to a stranger in a strange land – and succeeding.


Though I could not have articulated it then, sucking my thumb was my interface, my high-speed connection, to communicate with my ‘other world’. But this ‘disgusting’ habit wasn’t at all appreciated by my parents. They tried every method, from slapping the slimy, shrivelled digit out of my mouth to smearing it with freshly-cut chilli. But nothing would deter me from retreating behind closed doors, burrowing into dark corners, hiding below the safety of the bedclothes, at home, during school, or even behind the flap of my woollen coat whilst walking the streets. Sneaking a suck on my ‘pipe’ was such a compelling habit, I couldn’t imagine living without it. Left in peace I would allow my eyes to roll towards the back of my head and be transported to a place that embraced me like a homecoming; a place that felt like… No-thing. In this space there was no judgement, no anger, no disapproval, no anxiety, no fear, no shame. It just Was. In the end, my parents threw up their hands in defeat. My father rationalised that, as a ‘bright’ child, my thumb-sucking was most probably aiding my intelligence. He may have had a point. For in that realm of No-thingness, I discovered that I was able to create and manifest a virtual world of anything I desired. Inside this space-time I would paint vivid dreamscapes of shapes and colours that could not be found anywhere on the drab shores of this outer reality where my family of six dovetailed in two cramped rooms. I could fly. I could dive. I could disappear. I could reappear. I had friends. I had comfort. I had laughter. Any quality or concept I desired was mine, in an instant. So, with my parents’ new resigned attitude of blind-eye-turning, if not quite tolerance, I continued my ventures into this other plane of existence. The pull was so strong that aged sixteen I was secretly thumb-sucking in between dates with my first boyfriend. And after giving it up in my later teens, shame-faced, I took it up again, albeit briefly, when I became pregnant with my first child.


As an inward-looking immigrant child, I had my fair share of bitter lemons thrown at me by the turbulence of life. My survival technique was to gather up the seeds and grow a sweet-variety lemon tree in my secret Eden of dreams. One early example springs to mind. In those days, trussed up in my seamstress mother’s colourful chiffon and organza creations, I wafted around the edges of friendship circles, sensitive to everything and everyone, in a state of perpetual confusion. I was baffled by the unruliness of the playground, the rules of the classroom, wary of the flighty, unpredictable emotions of other children, and slow at deciphering the new cultural codes. In other words, a perfect target. As a consequence, I would find myself involved unwittingly in situations of which I had no idea how they came about. On this particular day, I’d entered the upstairs toilets and encountered a group of whispering girls huddled by the washbasins. My very entrance apparently amounted to a transgression of some unspoken commandment among them. As a result, I was informed that a beating-up was scheduled for next play. During Mr Biffin’s class, my ink pen took on a life of its own, scratching emptily at a maths problem that my eyes were barely able to pull into focus. All the while, terror struck at my soul. My heart lurching towards my throat was a constant reminder of my imminent death. There was only one strategy available to me. I withdrew into myself. As if someone had turned a page, a breeze was suddenly refreshing my face. Sunlight was ablaze on my closed eyelids. I found myself bouncing upside-down like a sack of rubber balls on someone’s comfortingly broad back. Through that grey-suited fabric I could hear and feel the vibrations of heavy panting. Mr Jones, the head of Robert Blair Primary, was running like the clappers through the Junior playground towards sick bay in the next block, and I was his urgent cargo. I was aware of a hard restriction in my chest, a lack of oxygen reaching my lungs, a trance-like discomfort. But away from the suffocating threat of the classroom, floating in my own fabricated dream world, the struggle to breathe felt more like rapture.


I can’t fully remember how the situation resolved itself as the remainder of the story has become misted by the amnesia of time passed. I do know, however, that I did not end up in hospital; and that my mother was called to fetch me. After fleeing her factory workplace in a blind panic, expecting to meet the asphyxiated corpse of her child, her emotions when she saw me could best be described as mixed. There was I, seated outside the Head’s office, swinging my legs, contentedly sucking on a boiled sweet – apparently none the worse for having manifested a life-or-death emergency. What’s interesting is that prior to that day I had never before experienced an asthma attack; nor have I since.


Fast forward a few decades to the approach of 2013, the much-discussed end of the Mayan calendar. I was walking briskly through the dark winter streets of South London, heading to join a group of people spending the weekend in an impressive converted water tower. Apart from the few accompanied by a friend or partner, we were essentially strangers to one another. What had brought us together was the desire to achieve a Lucid Dream (LD),2 or Out of Body (OB)3 Experience. My strong association with the dream state had led me here, seeking a greater understanding of that plane of existence often dismissed as an empty activity of the human brain. Some people scoff that those who take this realm seriously are either deluded or among those preying on the deluded. But I have come to believe that an exploration of the realm of dreams can lead to a real understanding of who we are, and why we are here on this planet. I was among this group of believers, opening the door of 2013 on the eve of Ascension, sharing the conviction that humanity is moving towards a collective shift of consciousness. A kind of divine upgrade that will ultimately transform the human race to a heart-centred awakening. I had a strong desire to be among the awakened.


That lonely, thumb-sucking child with the solemn face (my entire life, builders with their trousers at half-mast would swing like one-armed gorillas off scaff poles to growl reassuringly at me, “Cheer up, luv. It may never ’appen!”) had long found her own tribe and was accustomed to hanging out with strangers on her own wavelength. Eager and expectant, shaking off the November chills, our crowd of 16 ranged from the young to the not-so-young, from the professionally employed to the unemployed, male and female. Equipped with pyjamas, duvets, headphones, toothbrushes and eye masks, we were about to share our sleeping habits, bedding down in different parts of a multilevel, multi-bedroom luxury dwelling. The protocol was that we would be woken up several times during the course of the night and our curiously monikered facilitator, Todd Acamesis, employing various tried and tested techniques, would guide us towards the edge of our unconscious. On this plane we might find solutions to problems, understand aspects of our personal identity, and even make contact with those who had passed. During the 48-hour period, I experienced a variety of textbook reactions – from intense all-over-body heat, to heart and hand vibrations, visions of light, and incredible ‘out of this world’ colours. My biggest breakthrough, though, was connecting with my friend Mark.




Mark was in Intensive Care. After suddenly contracting blood poisoning that had travelled to his brain causing critical inflammation, he’d lapsed into a coma. The unexpected tragedy of someone so larger-than-life had shocked everyone, not least myself. In life, Mark’s sole raison d’être, it seemed, was to prank, provoke and bring people together. The time he came to our New Year’s Eve celebration is a perfect example of his ebullient character. I’d devised a warm-up to get the party started. The idea was that someone would read out a statement about a particular guest and the rest of the party would have to determine whether the statement was true or false. The statement relating to Mark had left the entire room gasping with disbelief. Surely it had to be false! Mark assured everyone that it was indeed true, and took it upon himself to relay the story in full. Taking up most of the sofa, his trademark cigar between thumb and forefinger, he began doing what he did best, commanding an audience:


He was at a children’s birthday party, lounging in conversation with another father and commenting in amusement at the commotion going on around them. The birthday child’s present, a puppy only recently bestowed the name Cou-Cou, had mysteriously disappeared. In mid-belly laughter, Mark blanched. He turned urgently to his sofa companion and ordered him, “Don’t move!” Then he directed the adults to quickly shoo the children out of the room. When the space was safely cleared, Mark leaned cautiously forward to examine the warm, plump ‘cushion’ that had been bearing his considerable weight. Mortified, he discovered that Cou-Cou the birthday puppy was no longer! A mad dash to Harrods followed, whereupon ‘another’ Cou-Cou was purchased before the birthday child could discover the gruesome mishap.


A truly catastrophic incident, but because of Mark’s infectious ability to entertain, to this day most of those who were present that evening are still convinced that the ‘hilarious story’ was just that.





It was as a result of Mark’s selfless ‘meddling’ that I established a close friendship with Nathalie, his young wife, and that both our sons became playmates. I had been lying back in a hospital bed, recovering from the exhaustion and elation of having given birth to my second child. Filling the doorway of the maternity ward with his large frame, I noticed a bespectacled grey-haired man wearing a camel coat and guiding the hand of a small boy. He seemed to be either lost or searching for someone. Little did I know that he had been prowling the wards on the lookout, not for anyone in particular, but for pure mischief. I happened to be the person who first caught his roguish eye.


“Hello!” he boomed, striding towards my bed. “My name’s Mark, and this is my son, Adam. What’s your name?”


“I… er… my name’s Carmen,” I replied.


“Beautiful baby,” he cooed, peering into my son’s cot. “A boy?”


There was some gentle ribbing and friendly banter, most of which I have now forgotten, but I do clearly recall what he said next.


“My wife is back there in the private ward. Her name is Nathalie. We’ve also just had a son. You two should be friends. I’ll introduce you!”


And that was that. In a few minutes, my lasting friendship with Nathalie had been brokered and sealed by this large Jewish man, some ten years his wife’s senior.


On that November evening in the Tower, I was still trying to comprehend how a human dynamo of such warmth, vitality and compassion could be struck down into such helpless vulnerability. After turning over and eventually going to sleep, it seemed only a few minutes later that Todd interrupted the group’s slumber for a pep talk. We were instructed to now slip on our headphones and listen to isochronic tones that would aid our transition to ‘the other side’. For my first experience of the night, I decided that I would focus on connecting with Mark. I was hoping there was some way I could communicate with his subconscious in order to alter his critical condition whilst he lay in his hospital bed. In the half-in-half-out state that ensued, my body was heavy and lifeless whilst my mind was surprisingly alert. Mark’s image came to me as I drifted on the outer edges of the dream realms. It was a distressing likeness. I tried to speak to ‘him’, but ‘he’ failed to respond. Outside of the group situation, I daresay I would have talked myself out of the ‘encounter’ being anything other than a fanciful visualisation, a desperate desire to succeed. But during the group feedback, once I gave voice to what I’d seen and heard, the experience developed its own truth. I knew that I had linked with Mark’s ‘energy body’, and that there was a clear message embedded in the scene I had been a part of. After the workshop I called Nathalie to check up on how she was doing. I had been offering support, visiting the hospital most days to give healing, and generally making myself available as much as I could. During the conversation, I brought up the incident. Nathalie listened openly as I recounted my experience. I asked her what she thought the image might mean (both the image and Nathalie’s response contain personal details, so I won’t reveal them here). Her interpretation exactly matched mine, reassuringly validating my first Lucid Dreaming experiment.


Sadly, Mark never regained consciousness and died that same week. Though I am not and never have been religious, I do believe that death is not the end. Our true essence is spirit: eternal and all-encompassing oneness with everyone and everything. We visit this earth in human form on a purposeful journey, to experience the range of emotions through what we call Life. Our soul, containing our personality, accompanies our body through each of our lifetimes and is our reminder that pure love is who and what we truly are, and is our portal to spirit. Though Mark was no longer walking this earth, I was confident that there was a way to reach him through his energy body, his soul. What happened a few days later when I attempted a repeat of the LD exercise at home was so shockingly amazing it was only then I was able to grasp the real power of what I had tapped into. Here’s an email I wrote to Todd, our facilitator:




Another amazing LD experience! I contacted my late friend, Mark, again. He was looking young and happy – unlike in my workshop LD before his death, when he was looking ill and morose. The image I got was quite bizarre and I convinced myself that I was just ‘making it up’. But Mark insisted, “Tell Nathalie (his wife, also my friend); she’ll understand!” Anyhow, on waking I was still convinced that I was just being fanciful. Though I entered the experience in my dream diary, I decided against troubling Nathalie with the wacky scenario I’d ‘dreamed up’. She had enough on her plate, being newly-widowed. Yesterday my partner and I visited the local farmer’s market, held every Sunday. In all the years we have been there we have never before bumped into Nathalie. Yet, who should surprise us by calling out our names from behind!? The three of us strolled together for a bit and after a while I reluctantly brought up my LD. Nathalie smiled quizzically. It didn’t ring any bells with her, which confirmed to me that the experience was simply my mind overworking, desperately trying to get into an LD. Anyhow, Nathalie told me that the reason she was at the market was to do some research into what it would entail to have a stall there. Since Mark’s death, she’d decided that she needed to look at ways of earning a living. She’d hit upon the idea of selling chicken soup based on her (Jewish) mother-in-law’s recipe. We gave our opinions, talked about the branding of the soup, asked some stallholders about rental and procedures, and even discussed the big soup pot that would need to be purchased. Nathalie offered us a lift home, and just as I was about to get out of the car it hit me like a tsunami wave. I yelped like a lunatic. I reminded Nathalie of my LD. Her jaw immediately dropped. In that moment, she finally got it, too! We compared the goose bumps on our arms. What was the clear, spontaneous ‘movie’ that had come to me several nights previously? A fresh-faced, vivacious Mark racing through a large grey metallic tunnel, chasing after a couple of squawking chickens! Ludicrous, I’d thought. When I ‘reasoned’ with him that I couldn’t possibly relay this image to Nathalie because it was so damn silly and made no sense, that’s when he shouted in his characteristically passionate way, “Tell her! Tell her! She’ll understand! I promise you!” Nathalie knew instantly that the specific image of chickens was about her soup enterprise.4 She also clarified something that I hadn’t clocked myself, that the ‘tunnel’ was actually a big metal soup pot! Nathalie had been financially reliant on her husband for their entire married life and, from the other side, Mark, characteristically paternal, would have wanted to communicate his support of her venture and her bid to become independent. Thirty minutes later, Nathalie and I were still talking about it, and I still had goose bumps. The moral? Keep at this LD/OB stuff – even if you think you’re faking it! This image came to me at a time when I was getting frustrated at my dismal results since my weekend at the Tower. Another moral: dismiss NOTHING! I truly believe that somewhere, somehow, there’s sense/some kind of message embedded in every image that comes to us.


Carmen xx





My single-minded nature has been both my curse and my blessing. Over the years of my development, becoming the person that I am today, its shadow side has expressed itself in acts of stubborn heel-digging, sheer bloody-mindedness, an unwillingness to back down, admit defeat, or to concede forgiveness of either myself or my transgressors. But there is also another side to me. The side that has served me well. Here, I am the dogged Miss Marple, devoted to solving the mystery; the dedicated student of life versed in the art of scratching beneath the surface of what we are accustomed to calling reality. That eternal entity of the latter, which fuelled the grit of that five-year-old seeking the love and approval of her newfound father, has been forever present alongside me, carrying with it an echo, a whisper, deep within my soul. In the beginning it was more of a felt resonance than an articulated sound. These days, I hear the words loud and clear: Our dreams contain the truth and the magic of who we really are.


I could never have imagined the incredible twists and turns of my life. How its meandering path would have taken me from my island in the Caribbean to a place across the oceans where dreaming would provide my route into earning my living as a writer. That my journey would then lead me to becoming a healer, someone able to transform the mental, emotional, spiritual and physical afflictions of another by using the combined powers of our imagination. I often pinch myself, convinced that it might actually all be just a dream. And how right I am. I dreamed into being the world that surrounds me today. What do I mean by that? By embracing my dreams, I let them nourish my thoughts with radical ideas of who I could become; these thoughts strengthened my beliefs about what is truly possible; and such beliefs gave me the determination to pursue certain bold actions that, over time, transformed the world in which I exist.


When life grinds us down and it’s impossible to see a way through, something else is happening to us. Unwittingly, we’ve allowed ourselves to become locked into rigid routines, strait-jacketed by limiting beliefs, lost in the dense illusion of what we see around us as ‘real’ life. Trapped in this place of hellish comforts (it’s amazing what we put up with, for fear of another hell we don’t yet know), we can’t imagine how our life could be any different. We crouch in the same tight space and fret about things, but do nothing. Why bother, we ask? When no one is on our side and nothing can be done to solve the problems we face; when we have no idea where the money / the inspiration / the new love / the relief / the solution will come from? These common themes of defeat and powerlessness are the reasons for my decision to write this book. My aim is to bring you hope by revealing that in every unfortunate situation there is also the presence of magic. Like a tightly folded bud, the promise of transformation is poised to burst into a beautiful, undiscovered new flower (new relationship; new job; new path; new choices) the moment we allow it. This miracle of how a life can be transformed has been revealed to me, over and over again, and it happens each time I have dared myself… to dream.




In order to witness the magic, first begin by opening up to the wonder that there might just be another way; allow yourself to ‘see’ the possibility of a different situation – even if it is to simply imagine the walls of your current circumstances come tumbling down.





It seems a straightforward enough idea, yes? Yet, this altered perception often takes courage. Fear has a habit of rearing up at the merest thought of change, of entering the darkness of the ‘unknown’. This kind of envisioning also takes practice. We may be unaccustomed to, resistant to, the notion of our own ability to bring about our own transformation. And, understandably, there are the doubts. The idea that we could influence real change through merely accessing our dreams may come across as wishful or wishy-washy thinking, or just plain naive. “I’m without a job, I have no control over the economy. I didn’t make up this recession, my situation is real,” you might be shouting aloud at these words. I hear you. And I can tell you, through my personal experiences, that actual change is kick-started not by doing nothing, not by repeating the same-old same-old, but through the power of visualising, imagining, meditating, dreaming, or even ‘daydreaming’ something different into existence. You may respond by arguing that you are trapped in your present situation precisely because you once believed in a dream, a dream that has since turned sour or let you down. Perhaps you’re facing divorce or separation at the end of a long relationship; maybe your adored child has grown up to become a worry or a disappointment; the job you thought was for life has been taken away from you; or it could be that your business has gone under. Regardless, dreams hold the key to starting anew. Dreams are our route into the unconscious and subconscious5 – the world of our beliefs, behaviours, attitudes and memories that are not in our immediate awareness. This is the realm that drives our imagination, our fantasies, our vision of the future. The power here is phenomenal. Imagine right now:




A big, succulent, juicy, yellow lemon being cut in half


Smell its zesty, citrus aroma


Now, squeeze drops of that sour juice into your mouth


Sense your tongue coming alive with its sharp, acid tang.





Are your taste buds beginning to react? Stirring? Tingling? Mine are. This is an example of how our physical being does not know the difference between what is real and what is in our imagination. It is also a demonstration of how our outer environment (the body, the world) responds to what is in our unconscious. Another example. If you are severely arachnophobic you might shudder or run screaming at the picture of a spider – even though you know logically that it cannot harm you, much less scuttle off the page and attack you. This is because a powerful programme of fear of spiders is running in your subconscious. Again, consider the effects of placebos – dummy pills or inert medication with no therapeutic worth – that relieve symptoms or ‘cure’ medical conditions due to the subconscious influencing our belief that the sugar pill or fake potion has curative value. Again, look at the existence of every man-made thing that surrounds you – from the fertiliser on your lawn to a satellite in space; from the mercury in your tooth to the road surface outside your door; from the style of your hair to the Mona Lisa’s smile. In the beginning the world that we know was a barren nothingness. Then the world became populated by the things that now surround us, the things we cannot imagine being without. How? Each and every one of man’s creations was first a dream in the unconscious before its materialisation into matter. Our consciousness creates every aspect of our existence.
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