
L ast night I had a dream. I dreamed that 
I was about to boil eggs for supper, and 
when I took my eggs from the fridge I 

found two were large and slightly cracked. 
Strange, I thought, as I popped them into the 
water. All at once I saw that one of the eggs 
had something dark inside, moving. I rescued 
the egg and found a fully-fledged chick, still 
alive. After giving it some Reiki, I passed it 
on to a little girl who promised to look after it. 
When I turned back to the stove, where the 
water was now bubbling merrily, I saw the 
other large egg also had a dark patch inside. I 
fished it out at once, anxious that I might have 
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Fragments of Love
When I woke, I knew at 
once what the dream was 
about. For years and years I 
have written novels, and the 
manuscripts have gone cold 
in the drawer. From time to 
time I would send them out 
to a publisher or an agent, 
and after months they 
would come back, usually 
unread, but sometimes with 
a friendly note that said, ‘We 
liked this but it’s not for us’.  

After I finished my last 
novel, Fragments of Love, 
I vowed that I would not 
write another one until that 
one had been published. 
That was a dangerous vow. Words are 
powerful and bind us. I was then stuck. No 
one took the novel and my writing dried up. 
When I’m not writing, something is holed 
up inside me, howling, like a beast clawing 
the walls. I wrote other things, short stories, 
technical writing, but the novels remained 
stuck. This year, six years after the dangerous 
vow, I met an e-publisher through a mutual 
friend. The e-publishers read my book and 
agreed to take it on. There is of course much 
less cost involved in e-publishing, so it’s a 
less hazardous proceeding. With a good 
e-publisher, an ISBN number is obtained and 
the written text is transferred to electronic 
format in such a way that the pages turn 
easily, you can leap from chapter to chapter 
and leave bookmarks wherever you like.  
(With a bad e-publisher, none of these 
things happen!) So now, after a hugely long 
gestation period, Fragments of Love is at 
last out there, in the world, under my writing 
name Catherine Louisa McKenzie, a name 
that links me firmly to my childhood, when I 
was a little girl who looked after ducks. The 
novel can be downloaded from Amazon onto 
a Kindle, an iPad, a Mac or a PC. * 

An interesting side effect for me is that 
a spell has been broken. Once again I’m 
bursting with ideas for stories and novels. 
I’m not trapped inside my own vow any 
longer. And that breakthrough has a physical 
manifestation. When I took my foolish 
vow, in 2006, I lost my pen. I didn’t lose it 
immediately, so I didn’t make the connection, 
but I did mind. The pen I lost was special. 

It was bought for me 
posthumously by my  
uncle, one day when I 
really needed it. I was 
standing in the kitchen, 
mourning the loss of my 
uncle and of a previous 
pen, which had broken, 
and those losses were 
intertwined, because 
my uncle used to buy 
me pens. And there was 
actually quite a big pain, 
because he would never 
buy me another one. I 
write longhand, in ink, so 
my pens matter. My pen 
is an extension of me. 
Anyway, after I’d finished 

feeling sad and sorry for myself, I started to 
tidy up, because tidying is a good way for me 
to banish gloom. Right on top of the drawer I 
was about to tackle I found an envelope from 
my uncle. Just how that envelope appeared 
there at that moment I will never know, but 
inside was just enough money to buy a fine, 
swirly, malachite green Parker pen. Of course 
when it disappeared I hunted everywhere 
for it. I scoured every drawer, every nook 
and cranny in my parents’ house, my sisters’ 
house and our new house, but the pen was 
not to be found. In the end I had to assume 
that the pen was lost when we moved 
from London to Devon. As I said, words are 
powerful. If I wasn’t going to write I didn’t 
need my pen, did I? A couple of weeks ago, 
as my book went to publication, the pen 
reappeared. Just like that, like that earlier 
mystical envelope. How does that work?

So now I’m a woman on a mission. In 
between teaching Reiki and working with my 
profoundly deaf charges for the NHS, I have 
a new novel to write and the pen to write it 
with. And clearly, according to my dream, it’s 
time I rescued that second novel from frozen 
oblivion, and sent that out into the world as 
well, with a little tender loving care and a lot 
of Reiki before it goes on its way.

Louisa Booth
www.reikiandwriting.com

* To read a book on a Mac or a PC, go to 
www.amazon.co.uk and download the free 
Kindle reading application.  

killed the chick with hot water. At first the 
chick seemed lifeless, but as it lay in my palm 
I could feel a thread of Reiki moving into it. 
Before long the little bird was very much alive, 
but this one wasn’t a chick, it was a duckling.  
With the duckling settled in my palm, and a 
bag of bird food in my other hand, I set off 
to find the little girl. When it came to looking 
after chicks she knew what she was doing. 
She’d lined a box with newspaper and straw 
and had poised a lamp above for warmth. She 
was thrilled to take on the duckling too, and I 
left them both with her, knowing they would 
be cherished.
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