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Dedication

For my mum and dad,

who always find glimmers in the dark,

and always share them

x
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Introduction

I’ve always thought of myself as a cheap date. Classy, right?

It’s not that I get hammered after half a cider or anything. I’m just all about the micro-moments. Those funny realizations or sparks of electricity; that mini ‘Oh wow!’ that can create a superb memory. I’ve been taken to fancy restaurants that felt rather soulless when the mood just didn’t get off on the right foot. On the other hand, I subconsciously fell in love with my husband beside a pop-up stall selling bacon rolls at the rugby (and I’m definitely not into rugby).

A good pal once told me that I’m a glass-half-full kind of person. Do I go about my life with my head in the clouds chasing rainbows? Ha, I wish. Full disclaimer: I’m known to sulk, and I can get really annoyed with people just for being people. You’ll easily catch me having a good ol’ moan too. I’m always more than happy to chew the fat – let it all out, my friend!

But I also love life. I love it wholeheartedly. I go to bed late because I’m sad to bid farewell to the day we’re in. There’s so much to do. I just want to do everything! And by this, I mean the little things. The stuff that really makes me happy. Doing a 1,500-piece jigsaw while listening to the radio in the kitchen. Playing the piano – badly – but feeling that fizz of excitement when I hit the right notes, especially if I’ve managed to use both hands and multiple fingers.

I’m so glad I’ve come to this realization. I’m relieved. In the past, precious years – decades, even – were spent chasing ambition. I was convinced that all sorts of heartaches would be healed by major achievements and impressive accolades. If you’d asked me as a child what would’ve made me happy when I grew up, I would’ve probably said something along the lines of being a Hollywood movie star. Okay, I still watch the Oscars and like to fantasize about what it’d be like to dress (or be dressed) for the red carpet. We’ve all rehearsed our winner’s speech in the bathroom mirror holding a shampoo bottle, right? But when I think back over the highlights of my career – the bucket-list ticks and the big goals scored – in truth, I feel conflicted. Reality is so often peppered with disillusionment. Expectations rarely met. Questions left unanswered.

Once upon a time, it was my dream to make it on the West End stage. This dream came true when I was 24 years old. While it carved out a path for me to follow and was in many ways a defining point in my life and career, it was also the mid-noughties, and a higher tolerance for bullying in the workplace brought its fair share of pain, which can still pinch to this day. The sweetest memories I have of that time are the small pockets of joy: the sisterhood in our dressing room, the warmth of the stage lights on my face and, strangely, the biscuity smell of fake tan. Happiness doesn’t linger in the main event, it pops up in beautiful little bubbles.

Those who know me will vouch for me being the person who bites into a burger and announces to the whole table how damn good it tastes. I’m a sucker for a scenic view – seriously, get me in the passenger seat as we drive across a bridge and you’ll witness me transform into a kid on Christmas morning. And don’t get me started on Christmas. I am Kevin McCallister’s kindred spirit with my deep love of Christmas trees. I’ve seen so many in my life, yet they never fail to lighten my spirit. Even the tacky tinsel ones.

To spell it out for you, if there’s something bothering me, you’ll know about it. But if something gives me joy, I embrace it with my heart and soul. I say it out loud. I like to let that huge, wide world out there know that the small things really can matter. Buttered toast. April blossoms on the trees by my local train station. My furry hot-water bottle. A neon sunset. Chocolate, cold and hard from being kept in the fridge. The satisfying fit of my children’s hands in mine when we cross the road. A crescent moon in a clear night sky. Child’s pose. Lemongrass. Reaching the final page of a book. A key change, especially in a show tune. Getting a ride on a golf buggy. Chippy chips…

The list goes on. Some people might roll their eyes and think, ‘Ugh, she’s always so chirpy’. It’s not that my life is without hurt, worry or struggle. I just enjoy what I enjoy, and I’m becoming increasingly aware that what I enjoy doesn’t have to be too grand or out of reach. I still get scared that I won’t achieve my goals, and anxious about the passing of time. Overwhelm occurs often – being a parent, being a woman, being human. But I do smile a lot and I share my feelings. I believe that seeing the beauty in micro-moments is what makes me a happy person. Yes, there’s trauma to be dealt with, and I am forever learning about my triggers. But just as yin needs yang and eggs need bacon, triggers need … glimmers.

‘How far that little candle throws his beams!

So shines a good deed in a naughty world.’

William Shakespeare

The Merchant of Venice






A Day in the Life of…

What can a daily glimmer look like?

The term ‘glimmers’ was coined by trauma specialist Deb Dana, who used it in her 2018 book Polyvagal Theory in Therapy to describe the opposite of a trigger. I’ll discuss that in greater detail here, but for now, all you need to know is that glimmers are unpredictable, and they are happening all around us.

Let’s imagine a cold and dark Tuesday morning in London. Sam steps out of the shower shivering as he grabs his towel off the piping-hot radiator. Wrapping it around his body, he sighs with deep satisfaction, feeling it embrace him like a warm hug. For a micro-moment, he feels at one with the world.

Next door, Vivi pours fresh coffee into her favourite mug: sunflower yellow and decorated with a golden V. She holds it with both hands close to her chin. Leaning against her kitchen table she inhales. Her lips touch the aromatic liquid. Damn, that feels good.

A short while later, on the London Underground, Lola arrives on the platform just as her train pulls in. As the doors slide open, she hops aboard and spots an empty seat. ‘Today is a good day,’ she thinks.

Kim is on the same train. Pregnant – but not yet showing – she feels nauseous, but she’s not comfortable about asking for a seat. She grabs the rail tightly as more passengers board, crowding her space. Finally she gets to her stop and exits, through the station and out down a quiet city street. She feels a gentle breeze as the bright morning sun tickles her cheeks. She smiles. This fleeting moment feels personal – as if nature wants to hold her safe in its arms.

Meanwhile, Ash has decided to work from home. He’s suffering from a lingering cold and he has a pile of admin to get through. As he opens his laptop, he glances outside, distracted by the dark turn in the weather. Rain begins to fall, splattering against the window. As he sits watching the dance of the water on the glass, and its increasing intensity, he realizes what a great decision it was to stay home. He releases a long, contented sigh before getting up to make a cup of tea.

Elsewhere, as lunchtime arrives, Jay cooks a boiled egg. His knife slices the egg in two and a bright orange gooey yolk spills onto his slice of sourdough like poster paint. Thick, satisfying and perfect for dipping, he thinks.

In a backyard across town, Alex strokes his neighbour’s cat, Misty, savouring the silky feel of her fur. Misty purrs.

After a meeting in a central office, when his boss is out of earshot, Lou cracks a joke stolen from his favourite character in an old episode of Only Fools and Horses. It sums up the situation perfectly and really tickles the rest of team, who then begin sharing impressions of their own from the show.

On her walk home from school, Nina spots not one but two ladybirds crawling across a wall. She watches them scurry along, while her mum chats with another parent. Whatever it is that they’re talking about, they agree with each other. They nod their heads, exchange a hug. Then Nina hears her mum say, ‘Thank you’. ‘Anytime,’ the other mum replies.

Ben is listening to the radio while hanging out his laundry. His favourite song from his student days comes on. He starts to play air guitar and closes his eyes as he sings the bridge, using a clean sock as a microphone.

Anna stops tidying when she comes across an old photo album under her bed. She opens it and, seeing the haphazardly arranged and slightly blurry photos, a bittersweet memory makes her heart swell. Shoulder pads, perms, shell suits and … her first crush.

After being stuck in traffic for an hour, Nicky opens their front door and is hit with a delicious waft of sizzling bacon coming from the kitchen.

When Finn crawls into bed that night, he inhales the freshly washed sheets and snuggles into their crisp cleanliness.

Maryam has worked the late shift. She pulls into her driveway, gets out of her car and tilts her head to alleviate a crick in her neck. She looks up at the stars; there’s the Plough (aka Big Dipper). Like bold silver buttons. She then spots even more stars freckling the navy sky, awed by the overwhelming vastness of the universe.

Glimmers really are everywhere. From morning until night, from the mundane to the awesome. And everybody is capable of experiencing them.

Are you ready to recognize the extraordinary in the ordinary?


‘It has always seemed to me, ever since early childhood, that, amid all the commonplaces of life, I was very near to a kingdom of ideal beauty.
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