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It began last month just as the weather 
started to turn cold. The awareness came 
as little ß ashes of red at the periphery 
of my vision, accompanied by a subtle 
feeling of happiness. It was irrational and 
mysterious.

At Þ rst I pushed the ß ashes aside 
- even though my intuitive nature was 
intrigued and wanted to pay attention. 
Gradually, my curiosity got the better 
of me. I began to follow the subtleties 
of the experience and found myself 
touching a feeling of joy. It felt warm 
and enveloping. So contrary to my initial 
impulse, I turned my attention inward 
and unwound my experience, allowing 
myself to be immersed in it; appreciating 
how simple and satisfying it felt to be 
content.

A few days later, other little threads 
began to pop up - an elusive sensation 
of soft red velvet, stirrings of a festive 
atmosphere and vague sounds just 
beyond my ability to hear them. It was 
almost like some kind of dream was 
trying to break through my ordinary 
perceptions. Following an impulse I 
let my mind let go, allowing it to move 
with the dreaminess, and followed the 
threads. I still didn�t really know where 
I was going but it felt like fun...and it 
was! It was like being in the essence of 
the best party you could imagine. There 
was an essence of celebration, aliveness 
and connection. Even as I think about 
it now, I can feel my heart lighting up...
expanding.

And then, perhaps because I paid 
attention, the feeling followed me - or 
maybe I followed it - into a nighttime 
dreamtime. 

Before me was an inÞ nite blue-green 
sea, rendered in the style of an ancient 
Japanese woodcut. Frolicking in the 

stylized waves were beautiful whales - a 
whole pod of them! Their tails ß ashed 
in the light as 
they breached 
the waves then 
dove beneath 
the surface of 
the water. And, 
I could feel 
them singing. 

The images 
were different 
from the 
ß ickers in my 
waking life but 
the �feeling 
essence� was 
the same. Joy, 
Aliveness. 
Celebration.

When I woke 
up, I wrote the 
dream down. 
Then I sat 
quietly and 
began to follow 
this �feeling 
essence� and 
my subtle body 
movements 
back down into 
the dreaming 
depths. What 
began to emerge from the dream 
landscape of images, feelings, and 
memory ß ickers was an atmosphere 
that reß ected the essential nature of my 

waking and sleeping dreams. Within 
this moment, I knew that something 

fundamental 
in me had 
transformed. 
And as the 
threads of the 
experience 
wove 
themselves 
together, 
I began to 
understand 
what it was.

Just like 
many people, 
I often Þ nd 
the holidays 
stressful. But 
added to the 
usual seasonal 
stressors were 
disturbing 
personal 
experiences. 
When I was 
30, I had been 
attacked by a 
home intruder 
- just a few 
weeks before 
Christmas, my 
father died just 

after Thanksgiving a dozen years ago 
and my mother experienced a debilitating 
stroke right before Christmas, just a few 
years after that. Since then, holidays for 

me have packed a potent psychic punch 
but I was so familiar with the feelings 
that I didn�t really think about them - at 
least consciously - anymore.

With care and deliberation over the 
past several years I became attentive 
to the subtle clues that reveal my life�s 
patterns. I learned how to notice how 
my life is moving. How it�s shaping 
me. Somehow, this year, the conß uence 
of seasonal energies, deep mystery and 
personal awareness joined together, 
giving me an amazing gift.

I�ve moved through a deep sadness 
and separation from joy and back into 
the simplicity and innocence of an open 
heart. I am profoundly grateful to receive 
this gift of reconnection to my true 
nature.

I believe, as Arnold Mindell, Ph.D. 
suggests in Process Work, that we�re 
dreaming all the time whether we�re 
awake or asleep. An integral part of this 
dreaming process is waking up to the 
wholeness of our lives. It�s the sentient 
�dream body� experience, a shimmering 
of the unfathomable mystery of the Tao. 
And the keys to unraveling the mystery 
of who we are becoming in the moment 
are right in front of each of us, ß ickering 
and ß owing beneath ordinary reality, just 
waiting for us to wake up, to join with 
the gift of aliveness.

Helene is a certiÞ ed hypnotherapist, MARI 
mandala practitioner, Reiki Master-Teacher 
and active student of Process Work. She has 
a private practice in Charlottesville. where 
she helps people unfold their path through 
life�s transitions. She employs a variety of 
tools, including Process Work, intuitive 
energy medicine and Reiki, hypnosis and 
dream work. You can be in touch with Helene 
at 434.466.8951, helene@heleneramos.
com or you can visit her website at www.
heleneramos.com.

�With care and deliberation over the past several years I 
became attentive to the subtle clues that reveal my life�s 
patterns. I learned how to  notice how my life is moving. 

How it�s shaping me. Somehow, this year, the confluence 
of seasonal energies, deep mystery and personal 

awareness joined together, giving me an amazing gift.�

A GIFT FROM SUBTLE AWARENESS

An Internet Story

I put my carry-on in the luggage 
compartment and sat down in my assigned 
seat. It was going to be a long ß ight. �I�m 
glad I have a good book to read. Perhaps I 
will get a short nap,� I thought. 

Just before take-off, a line of soldiers 
came down the aisle and Þ lled all the 
vacant seats, totally surrounding me. I 
decided to start a conversation. 

�Where are you headed?� I asked the 
soldier seated nearest to me. 
�Petawawa. We�ll be there for two weeks 
for special training, and then we�re being 
deployed to  Afghanistan   

After ß ying for about an hour, an 
announcement was made that sack 
lunches were available for Þ ve dollars. It 
would be several hours before we reached 
the east, and I quickly decided a lunch 
would help pass the time... 

As I reached for my wallet, I overheard 
a soldier ask his buddy if he planned to 
buy lunch.  �No, that seems like a lot of 
money for just a sack lunch. Probably 
wouldn�t be worth Þ ve bucks.  I�ll wait till 

we get to base.� 
His friend agreed. 
I looked around at the other soldiers. 

None were buying lunch. I walked to the 
back of the plane and handed the ß ight 
attendant a Þ fty  dollar bill.  �Take a lunch 
to all those soldiers.� She grabbed my 
arms and squeezed tightly. Her eyes wet 
with tears, she thanked me. �My son was 
a soldier in  Iraq  ; it�s almost like you are 
doing it for him.� 

Picking up ten sacks, she headed up the 
aisle to where the soldiers were seated. 
She stopped at my seat and asked, �Which 
do you like best - beef or chicken?� 
�Chicken,� I replied, wondering why she 
asked. She turned and went to the front 
of plane, returning a minute later with a 
dinner plate from Þ rst class. 

�This is your thanks..� 
After we Þ nished eating, I went again to 

the back of the plane, heading for the rest 
room.  A man stopped me. �I saw what 
you did. I want to be part of it. Here, take 
this.� He handed me twenty-Þ ve dollars. 

Soon after I returned to my seat, I saw 
the Flight Captain coming down the aisle, 

looking at the aisle numbers as he walked, 
I hoped he was not looking for me, but 
noticed he was looking at the numbers 
only on my side of the plane. When he 
got to my row he stopped, smiled, held 
out his hand and said, �I want to shake 
your hand.� Quickly unfastening my 
seatbelt I stood and took the Captain�s 
hand. With a booming voice he said, �I 
was a soldier and I was a military pilot. 
Once, someone bought me a lunch. It was 
an act of kindness I never forgot.� I was 
embarrassed when applause was heard 
from all of the passengers. 

Later I walked to the front of the plane 
so I could stretch my legs. A man who 
was seated about six rows in front of me 
reached out his hand, wanting to shake 
mine. He left another twenty-Þ ve dollars 
in my palm.

When we landed I gathered my 
belongings and started to deplane. Waiting 
just inside the airplane door was a man 
who stopped me, put something in my 
shirt pocket, turned, and walked away 
without saying a word. Another twenty-
Þ ve dollars! 

Upon entering the terminal, I saw the 
soldiers gathering for their trip to the base.

I walked over to them and handed them 
seventy-Þ ve dollars. �It will take you 
some time to reach the base.. It will be 
about time for a sandwich. 
God Bless You.� 

Ten young men left that ß ight feeling 
the love and respect of their fellow 
travelers. 

As I walked briskly to my car, I 
whispered a prayer for their safe return. 
These soldiers were giving their all for our 
country.. I could only give them a couple 
of meals. It seemed so little... 

A veteran is someone who, at one 
point in his life, wrote a blank check 
made payable to �The United States of 
America  � for an amount of �up to and 
including my life.� 

That is Honor, and there are way too 
many people in this country who no 
longer understand it.� 

JUST LUNCH?


