Dreams, God and Me: How My Life Has Changed
Through Nine Years with the
Summer Dream Conference
By Carrie Graves
This article is adapted from a talk given at the 10th Anniversary
Kanuga Summer Dream and Spirituality Conference, 2012.
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wo thousand years ago, when the church is reputed to
have had its birth, people who spoke different tongues
suddenly understood each other through the power of
the Holy Spirit. Today, I find it very appropriate that we begin the
2012 Summer Dream Conference on Pentecost, for we are here
this week to listen for the Holy Spirit speaking to us through God’s
language of metaphor and archetype in a place below the level of
our conscious language, a place where we can all understand each
other and seek unity, a place of dreams.
I am honored to have the opportunity to testify to what Bob
Haden’s work and the work of his wonderful colleagues here at the
Haden Institute have meant to me in helping me find my life.
I will start with a dream, the first dream I can remember,
when I was somewhere around preschool age. I am
in a grocery store
parking lot. The
grocery store has a
big yellow ducky
on top. And, to my
horror, my mother
LEAVES me!
A core theme
in my life, depicted here in this
early dream, has
been one of fear
of separation, fear
of loss of connection, or of loss of holy love. As a child in the 1970s I had seen in
the waking world a Bi-Lo grocery store topped by a cow statue,
but never had I seen a grocery with a ducky on top. Yet, I could
not distinguish between the dream world and waking life. My
dream was so real, I can still see it as if I dreamed it last night:
my toddler self looking up at my mother from the parking lot, her
navy blue and white do-rag and big sunglasses, backlit by the hazy
sky. I was a little angry that she’d left me (although the fact that
she reappears in the dream must have meant she’d come back for
me!). I’ve realized looking back at this dream that, archetypally,
if she were going to leave me somewhere, what better place than
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a grocery store, a place filled with food, nourishment, and all the
ingredients I might need to create a fulfilling meal?
I was about 6 years old when I got over my insistence that I’d
been abandoned by my mother. Still, for my first thirty years the
fear of loss of connection was always in the back of my mind, even
as I developed coping mechanisms that helped me get by. Then at
age thirty-one it happened again. This time it was waking life and
it was God who “left me at the grocery store.” God, who up until
this time had been ever-present; God, who I had always known
would somehow make things work out for me, since I couldn’t and
wouldn’t believe in myself; God, who helped me find work that
I loved and a husband I loved, despite my fear of losing anyone
who loved me. God left me. I went to church one Sunday and
for the first time in
my life, I felt nothing. The lights went
out. It had finally
happened. My childhood nightmare had
become my waking
truth.
This lonesome
leg of my journey
began in 2003. I
had been pursuing a
medical solution to
a sleep condition my
mother and I share
in which deep sleep
is repeatedly interrupted by bursts of near-awakening, resulting in vivid dreaming
all night long. Nightly my dreams were, and still are, crowded
with science-fiction-like “movies” and long TV-like dramas filled
with characters from my life. I was waking up tired every day,
feeling less rested than when I had gone to sleep. It was a nightly
torture chamber, emotionally and physically exhausting. After a
sleep study and a rainbow of prescription drug treatments, still
nothing helped. Finally they put me on a drug that made me feel
as if I did not dream at all. I would wake up feeling like I’d been
staring at empty walls all night. It was really, really strange, and it
felt profoundly wrong. Jeremy Taylor will tell you that science has

proven that any creature that remotely has the suggestion of an
eyelid has rapid eye movement, or REM, while sleeping. As I later
learned here at the dream conferences, we’re supposed to dream.
It’s as necessary and life-giving as breathing.
Furthermore, instead of helping, the prescribed drug interfered with my eating. I lost an alarming amount of weight, became
significantly depressed, and got to a point where I could barely
function. I went through the motions, going to work, going to
church. I was in a spiritual crisis—God had abandoned me. But
then, like my mother’s paradoxical presence in the dream parking
lot, God came back for me. It happened when I looked in the mirror one day and suddenly realized I could see my ribs sticking out.
I looked like someone who was starving. This shocked me into
feeling something: fear. It was the first tug of Jesus’ calling Lazarus
back from the grave. My dry bones began to twitch.
And so I began to take steps. I stopped taking the dreamsilencing drug. I took some time off from work and concentrated
on nourishing both my body and my soul. I read books about the
Enneagram and listened to cds about energy healing, and through
them I began to see myself more clearly. But this was only the
beginning. I knew I had much more to learn. So when a brochure
for the first ever Haden Institute Summer Dream Conference
appeared on my desk at the bookstore my husband and I owned,
it was a gift of grace.
I was curious as I looked it over, remembering how I had poohpoohed, not long before, the suggestion from a fellow bookseller
that I should keep a dream journal. I mean, really. Did she not
know what kind of endless, purposeless garbage filled my nights?
But by this point, when I’d been to the world of the opposite
extreme—not dreaming—and had experienced no life in me to
speak of, and when the spark of spiritual transformation had now
been triggered in me, I was dying to go to this dream conference.
I needed some answers.
I called my mother and told her about the conference. She
said, “If you think it’s the thing to do, we’ll go.” And so in 2003,
the two of us came, on faith, to the Haden Institute Summer
Dream Conference.
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rriving at Kanuga, we found ourselves in the fireplace
lounge, a place familiar to us from our church’s parish weekends. We sat there awaiting our fate, with no
earthly idea of what we were about to experience. We looked at
the schedule and saw many offerings that appeared to honor the
Sacred Feminine, which looked quite interesting. But Mom was
afraid we might have landed in some sort of feminist camp. I told
her no, I doubted it—it wouldn’t be like that.
I was right. God had left me, all right, in the parking lot of
a grocery store. And this grocery store had Bob Haden on top!
I like to think of the Summer Dream Conference as the Haden
Grocery. And, if God had to leave me, what better place than an
institution filled with food, nourishment, and all the ingredients
I might need to transform my life?
This conference has proven to be nothing less than a doorway
leading to the breath of life that will save the world. It has helped
to save my faith and my life by equipping me with the tools and
understanding I need to create a faithful life. It has been a bountiful
grocery store and has given my mother and me rich resources for

doing inner work, allowing us to discover meaning for our lives,
to discover who it is God created each of us to be.
I have learned over and over again through this conference
that dedication is what is required on the journey. I happen to
be terrible with self-discipline, things like writing down dreams,
setting aside time for prayer, exercise—anything that requires
consistency. I now know that we must do our part first by learning
how to do our own inner work and then by doing it, consistently.
I remember Jeremy Taylor saying, in the second or third year of
the conference, that he was raised by political protestors and had
grown up to be one himself. But now he no longer believes that
protest and rebellion will save the world. Rather, the only way to
transform the world is for each of us to do our inner work. “In
order,” says Jeremy, “that we might bring less darkness into the
world.” Wow! That sounds like a collect from the Book of Common
Prayer, one created after centuries of humankind’s trying to figure
out its role in the salvation of the world. I have come to believe
this too, and it has given me meaning and purpose.
That same year I first attended the Summer Dream Conference, I began a correspondence course from the School of Theology at Sewanee called Education for Ministry, or EFM. I am a
lifelong Episcopalian, someone who’s always loved the Church,
and that year, after God showed me the way to the Haden Grocery Store, he led me on to EFM. In this four-year course offered
in small groups in churches, students study the Old and New
Testaments, Church history, theology, philosophy, and global
and ethical issues. Students also learn to see God acting in their
lives through the process of Theological Reflection, a method not
unlike dreamwork.
These combined paths of gaining knowledge and wisdom
through academic experience on the one hand, and through
gnosis—experience of faith through learning God’s forgotten
language of metaphor—on the other, have given me new life. I
don’t like to use the phrase, “born again,” but that’s exactly how
I felt that year. I had been born out of the rubber-ducky, fear-ofabandonment stage and into the beginning of the adult stage of
my spiritual life.
Through the Haden Summer Dream Conference I have
learned deep meanings of Scripture. I have learned how to be
creative. I have learned how to accept myself and what is going
on inside of me as well as outside. I have learned to see the world
through the lens of God’s love. I have been given the invaluable
tool of Jung’s psychological language, through which I can express
my faith to myself and others. Here at the Summer Dream Conference, to quote Susan Sims-Smith, “We use a little bit of Jung
to get to Jesus.”
I thank Bob Haden for providing the environment and community that revived me and has given my life meaning. I can often
hear Larry Maze’s holy voice from a talk he gave at the 2009 conference, as he quoted that familiar scripture, “I am the vine. You are
the branches. Abide in me. And I in you. Abide in my love.” For
me, this is a reminder to return to inner work, to dedicate time
listening to God and for God’s direction. For, as Larry described,
Jesus was telling us that we cannot flourish if we are not directly
tapped in to the One Source of life.
In a strange twist, my curse has become my gift, for my dreams
give me the discipline I can’t give myself. I have no choice but to
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receive the dreams. This conference has allowed me to receive my
“gift” of vivid dreaming as I continue to try to grow up through it.
Instead of waking up traumatized or wiped out by a particularly
intense dream, I wake up curious and hopeful, wondering what
God is trying to tell me. And even when I can’t figure it out, I
believe and trust that the dream is working inside me. This is a
complete change of perspective for me, one that lifts the burden
of a too-active dream life and gives me hope. I can thank the
Summer Dream Conference for that. This work has changed the
way my brain is wired—I am now more connected to the right
side of my brain, the metaphorical side that knows wholeness,
oneness, worthiness, and belonging. I know now that when there
is failure, and when I know my belief is not solid, that is when I
am not doing my part.
One of my favorite themes in the Old Testament is the “deceit
motif ”—trying to get for ourselves what God has already promised
us. Listen to that again, it’s powerful. Trying to get for ourselves what
God has ALREADY promised us. Do you really believe that you
will receive what God has already promised you? I know I don’t,
most of the time. Like Jacob attempting to steal Esau’s birthright,
like Joseph’s brothers throwing him in the well, instead of trusting
in redemption, we take matters into our own hands and try to get
rid of what we perceive to be our problem. But what man intends
for ill, God can use for good.
I love the Old Testament Joseph. He is one of my favorite
characters in the Bible. Of course, one of the reasons he’s my favorite is his proclivity for powerful dreams and his ability to listen
to them and help bring about the redemption of his world. Well,
I’m no Joseph, but I’d like to be. I’m a little more like Jacob, just
not in a competitive way. I’m like Jacob mostly in my thoughts,
in a scrambling, untrusting way, and I have just come out of a
particularly Jacobin period in my life. My big struggle in the past
decade is two-fold: attempting to grow up and attempting to be
the accomplished person I was created to be. Without this conference, the whole deal would’ve been over 10 years ago. As it stands
now, I have a chance. I am on a journey. Yes, I would have still had
that spiritual crisis and would have still, through God’s stirring,
begun to come alive again. But without the tools for the journey
and the instructions for transformation that I’ve received here, I
don’t know where I’d be. Would I alone have sought out dream
work? Not likely. I believe God brought me to it.

I

n 2006, three years into this conference and three years after
the beginning of my spiritual crisis, I had the most profound
dream I’ve ever had, a true dream of transformation. In one
abridged section of this very long and vivid dream,
Voldemort is coming, HE IS COMING, and the consequences WILL be terrible. Outside is a midnight blue
scene. In the distance ahead to the right is a castle. I am
facing a pathway of double green squares, as if to set out on
it. At the end of the path is a rounded gate supporting an
archway of greenery that extends in a wall on either side
of the arch. Looking down the wall of greenery to the right,
I see another archway many feet away and a little farther
back. The greenery there is covered in drooping yellowyorange, bell-like flowers. I get to the archway directly in
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front of me, about to walk through, and I look to my right.
A lion is coming around a slight corner toward me from out
of the other archway, the one with the drooping flowers. He
looks worried and weary, like Aslan from the Chronicles
of Narnia on the way to the altar to be slaughtered. Part
of me thinks he is Aslan, and I am flabbergasted when he
asks me for advice on how to get through the archway I was
getting ready to go through. I tell HIM, “You must HAVE
COURAGE.” He comes up the path toward me and goes
through the archway.
On my right, floating in the air, is a reddish-orange hardback book with “Enchanted Tales” written on the spine.
My husband, Andy, is on my left, facing me. He asks me
how to do this. I tell him he is simply going to have to have
courage. I’m sorry, there’s just no other way. He says he’s
figured out he can’t do it without me. It is very loving. He
and I are suddenly on the green-squared path, a few feet
down it. We know Voldemort is coming and we’re going
to try to make it through this journey ahead of him. Once
we’re through the archway, we’re safe. IF we can do it. It
will be hard.
We head up the path to the point where books are floating,
about mid-way. The path splits apart and bright light
shines up with wind blowing, like in a movie, from the
split or crack. Andy and I hold hands. We are both leaning
back from the strain of it, but the feeling is that we will
hang on, here in this spot, until the moment comes to go
forward, escaping Voldemort.
I’ve never before or since had such an archetypal dream. This
dream is still working on me, and working in me. In waking life,
I noticed for the first time recently that at my church there is a
double squared pathway through the memorial garden filled with
yellow flowers. Looking through the greenery covered archway, I
read the words on the sign there, “I am the resurrection and the
life.” It gave me chills.

I

n 2008, the Happy Bookseller, the bookstore my husband and
I owned, opened for its last day of business. When we closed
the doors for the final time, the only thing I remember is praying, really praying. Surely I have more to offer. “Please, God, not
my will but yours.” I wasn’t Jacob. I couldn’t get for myself what
God had already promised me. I was powerless. I surrendered.
Later that year, one of the priests at my church put me in touch
with Dr. Amy Montanez, a psychotherapist and spiritual director
in Columbia. Amy was looking for a part-time office manager. I
desperately needed full-time, but beggars can’t be choosers, and
besides, I was so hoping to enter the field of spiritual formation.
Unable to go back to school, I had to rely on my work as my entry
point. What a blessing that has been. Amy is phenomenal and a
fantastic role model.
Still, I needed more money. After networking with friends, I
was hired as a hostess at a new, hip restaurant that was just about
to open. I was fired up as Jacob, determined to become a waitress
and earn some serious money. I was going to get it for myself, no

matter what. In the week before I began work at the restaurant,
I had a dream:
I am at the restaurant on opening night. I am a server and
people have filled the restaurant. In fact, there are tables set
up for a mile down the walkway of the nice shopping center
in which it is located—some serious outdoor seating. Turns
out, I am responsible for those tables. The chefs are super
backed up and all of these outdoor tables are full and no one
has food or drink. I go in the restaurant to try to get water
for them at least. A good friend of mine is busily scooping
ice. (She’s a real task master in waking life.) She, in her
fun-loving style, has a fuzzy, stuffed beach ball with her.
I am unable to get even water for these tables in a timely
fashion. I can’t get what I need for whatever reason. No
one is mad yet, but they’ve been there a while.
The dream ends before anything else happens. As I worked on
the dream in the next few days, I saw that it wasn’t just an anxiety
dream. I saw that God was telling me, “It’s okay, Jacob. Just take
that beach ball and have fun while you’re there. You are not going
to be able to SERVE here. It is a futile effort.”
Two months later, my boss, Amy Montanez, helped me make
connections with Trinity Episcopal Cathedral for a second parttime job. They were looking for someone to run their bookstore.
So here it was, what had already been promised, coming to me on
its own. Through my journey of spiritual formation, theological
education, and building community, I had come to know that I
also wanted to work for the Church and bring meaningful work
to it. But I didn’t know how that was going to happen. Now, I am
working administratively for a spiritual direction practice and
a cathedral bookstore, surrounded in my work by the spiritual
journey and theological education.

B

ob Haden
has been
a par ticular inspiration to
me because of the
kinship I feel with
his mission of returning the ancient
spiritual practice
of dream work to
the Church. I, too,
share the larg er
hope of returning
the contemplative
tradition, the Sacred Feminine, and
the mind of Christ
to the world. As
Larr y Maze said
so beautifully two
years ago during a morning meditation in Kanuga’s lovely chapel,
“We, the people here, are invited to help bring back into balance a
world that’s been so badly out of balance for so long.” The Church

is no exception. It has been so badly out of balance for so long that
many are becoming disillusioned with it, feeling they can’t say the
creeds or profess such a faith. What has been so enriching for me
is that Education for Ministry and the Haden Summer Dream
Conference have allowed me to apply meaning—deep meaning—
retroactively to all that I learned, lived, and experienced growing
up in the Church. This has made the Church come alive for me.
As Joyce Hudson spelled out for us in one of her conference talks,
Jesus knew the depths of the Wisdom Tradition.
I have found real community and love in the Church. Even
after centuries of human hijacking of the Church for political
gain, there remains a holy framework. If it could just be filled in
by the Holy Spirit, by parishioners’ participating in their own
journeys and engaging in their own inner work, I believe it can
be transformed. We need to bring back the Sacred Feminine, the
missing half. As Jerry Wright has taught me, Logos and Eros need
to be married.
This conference is open to people of all faiths with many different missions. Here at the Summer Dream Conference, in the
midst of God’s glorious creation, I find myself with a group of
people who love deeply and who share a common mission—the
mission of committing themselves to inner work in order to do
their part to help bring about the restoration of the world and the
redemption of creation. The transformation in my own life likely
would not have taken place without the community I have found
through the nine years of this conference. I thank Bob Haden
with all my heart. I also thank all of the fantastic presenters and
dedicated attendees who return year after year.

N

ow, I invite you to a decadent week of shopping at the
Haden Grocery Store. The offerings here are abundant:
Dreamscapes, Spirit Guides, Writing Your Own Book
of Life, Shadow Work, Myers-Briggs, Color, Poetry, Quantum
Science, The Hero’s Journey, Myth and Holy Scripture, and much,
much more—all the ingredients we need to create a meaningful
and fulfilling life through our own inner journeys to wholeness.
I hope we will go forth from here in the name of Unity Consciousness to heal the world. And Mom, you’re off the hook for
the ducky dream! The Kanuga Summer Dream Conference has
carried me safely across the bridge from my childhood fears to a
space of spiritual maturity and responsibility—a place where God
is always with me and I can never be abandoned.

Carrie Graves
Columbia, SC

Carrie Graves is an Education for Ministry mentor, lector and Eucharistic
minister at St. Martin’s-In-The-Fields in Columbia, SC. She is the director
of Trinity Cathedral Bookstore in Columbia and president of the National
Episcopal Booksellers Association. She works for a psychotherapy and spiritual
direction practice in Columbia as well. Carrie gave this keynote address at
the 10th anniversary Kanuga Summer Dream & Spirituality Conference.
She will graduate from the Haden Institute Dream Leader Training program
in March.
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