
By Norma Menzies

Several years ago, while dining with a cou-
ple of friends at an Italian restaurant, I had
an experience of cellular memory. It was such
a shock and surprise to me. 

We were chatting and had ordered hors
d’oeuvres and when they arrived I took a bite
and immediately burst into tears. It was the
first time I had ever tasted Gorgonzola
cheese. I cried for 45 minutes while having
visions of Italy and a lifetime of being an
opera singer. In my vision my two friends
were also singers and we were beautiful, tal-
ented, but haughty and arrogant. We were
successful, had great fame, and our voices
were glorious.

The emotions that flew through my body in
waves of pathos and longing were almost
unbearable. I had a difficult time controlling
the pictures that overtook my inner sight. I
wanted to tell my companions what I was
experiencing and seeing and could only blub-
ber and try to maintain some composure in a
public place.
The scenes of Italy and that lifetime were

filled with color, music, and magic. It was a
lifetime of personal power and appreciation
by others. We were lauded and almost con-
sidered goddesses by the public. We were
treated with reverence and given every desire
of our hearts. We were spoiled and loved it!

The strange thing in this lifetime is that
none of us sing... other than in the bathtub.

One of my friends understood that I was
having cellular memory and she continued
eating without a care. My other friend was

concerned for my mental condition and was
quite upset. It was soooo strange!

The cheese triggered the Italian lifetime
and my body was showing me the pictures
and the emotions of that long ago time. I
have been told that your mind can fool you,
your heart can fool you, but your body will
always tell you the truth. It is dependable. It
is the barometer of your total state of being
in this dimension. My body definitely had
something to tell me that fantastic evening.

The strange thing is that I had never heard
of cellular memory. It was an experience I
had never imagined. 

The reason this whole experience has
come to life again in my thinking, is that I
had dinner last night at a friend’s home and
we were making the sounds we both make
when we eat and certain foods trigger such
sensual, almost orgasmic responses.

She and her sister had created a wonderful
squash soup that was so incredible that it
was and will go down in my memory as heav-
enly and a gift from the gods. I told her that
even if I forget my whole life this time due to
Alzheimer’s or dementia of some type, this
soup would not be forgotten.

The dinner was so wonderful, with new
tastes for me. I am amazed at how ordinary
my food menu has been in my lifetime.
Having lived for over six decades on the plan-
et, you would think I would have tried every
conceivable food. Not so! I have been so
timid in trying new tastes, not wanting to be
disappointed. The irony is that I have not 
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Human-Equine Alliances for Learning
Programs for human growth and healing in the Way of the Horse

Continuing Education credits for counselors and therapists
For equestrians & non-riders alike

With Leigh Shambo, MSW, Epona Advanced Instructor-Facilitator

Coming events in Olympia~ check web site for other programs and locations

May 5-7   The Invisible Way: Horse as Spiritual Mirror
An inclusive and vibrant exploration of the spiritual lessons in the horse-human bond.
No riding.

June 9-11 Energy & Grace: The Horse-Human Connection 
Powerful energetic healing through Qigong, visualization and ground exercises with
horses. No riding.

Recent participants  said…
“The process felt warm, safe and deeply humane.”
“I feel very full and inspired! Thank you for leading the workshop with skill & grace!”

(360)266-0778 or www.humanequinealliance.org

emotions, and drop her con-
sciousness deep inside. 

As the student heals and
works with light directly, it
expands and begins to fill
her being. The clouds cover-
ing the soul clear and she
feels more alive than ever. 
Peace, balance, joy, and love
become a reality. Eventually,
the teacher will bring the
student into the second initi-
ation, the illumination, where
even more light is called into
her body and sealed there. 
Afterwards, it is much
brighter inside and she can
begin following the light to
its source. The process
becomes awesomely power-
ful. 

When the student is ready,
the teacher will part the veil
that separates the soul from
God within, and the student
will have full access to God’s
presence, finding pasture in

Continued from Page 9

Christian Mysticism
the one great love. This third
initiation is known as self-
realization. Many have
acknowledged it as the pur-
pose of life. But this is only
half of it. The rest is what we
do once we arrive there. 

This is the work that mys-
tics have done for centuries.
Typically, it was reserved for
those willing to leave outer-
lives to enter cloistered/
monastic living. And until
recently, such inner paths
were not acknowledged as
even existing in America. 

As more Americans are
learning about the possibili-
ties of mysticism, this is
changing. There are now
opportunities to become a
practicing mystic, finding
daily ecstatic union with
God, while working full time
and/or raising a family. 
For those seeking such pos-
sibilities, little is needed
except for a strong desire

and a one-pointed focus on
fulfilling it. 

As the Christian scriptures
say, “Seek, and ye shall find.
Knock, and the door shall be
opened unto you.” Mystics
know the truth of this scrip-
ture, because they have expe-
rienced its reality. 

Reverend David Corvini is
an ordained priest, Christian
mystic and the director of
the New Haven Center of
Light, a school for spiritual
training and development.
He is also a licensed and
practicing physician with
specialty training in both
Internal Medicine and
Emergency Medicine. The
Center of Light also has cen-
ters in Atlanta, Boston,
Dallas, Denver/Dolores,
Kansas City, Milwaukee,
Minneapolis, Oakland and
Seattle. Visit
www.CentersOfLight.org for
more information or contact
Rev Simone Locke at
rev_simone@yahoo.com or
(206) 525-8488. 

Wicca
More than just dancing in the woods!
Explore the Old Religion 
in a safe, Family-friendly 
environment. See our 

classified ad in this issue
Aquarian Tabernacle Church 360-793-1945 

By Vanda Mikoloski

I arrived at the airport in
Waco. My pink polka-dot
shirt, bell-bottom jeans, and
sassy pink sandals with the
little heels clashed with the
ubiquitous, red, white and
blue “country clutter.”
Terminal cuteness was every-
where: a homemade duck
with a cowboy hat, American
flag tucked in the side. A
goose with “W” hand-painted
on its leather saddle. 

Really. Who would ride a
goose? I was no stranger to
the anthropomorphizing of
animals into narrow-minded
nationalists. I had seen that
sort of thing before. 

I stepped up to the rental
car counter. “Where ya head-
ed?” the perky young girl
asked. “Crawford,” I said qui-
etly. “The Western White
House!” she yodeled. 

As I drove to Crawford, my
mom called. “You’re wasting
your time, Van.” This is the
acid test for peace on earth:
am I at peace with my mom?

Crawford Peace House. I
parked my car and everyone
I met hugged me and
thanked me for coming
down to support Cindy
Sheehan, who was demand-
ing of her president: “What’s
the ‘noble cause’ my son
gave his life for?”

I jumped in the passenger
side of a van with Bob, a

grizzly professor/writer from
New York who had been at
Camp Casey since the begin-
ning. A true activist since the
’60s, he made the distinction
between “real activists” and
“just gawkers.” I didn’t want
to appear as a “gawker” to
Bob. Ah, so human.
Whatever small pond we find
ourselves in, we create hierar-
chies.

I arrived at a ceremony at
Camp One. An African-
American woman from
Colorado walked with me.
Alex had deeply black skin,
high cheekbones, and the
natural thinness of a fashion
model who doesn’t need to
diet. Alex looked at me with
tears in her eyes and said,
“There’s a whole bunch of
healing that needs to go on
here. We’re a sick world. We
need to be able to open our
hearts and heal them. That’s
why I’m here.”

Another woman told me
about her group, “The Loving
Overthrow of All Oppression.”

“Isn’t that an oxymoron?” I
asked her. Peace activists can
be really self-righteous, myself
included, damn it.

We were honoring the fall-
en. Row upon row of white
crosses and combat boots. A
tall, handsome marine
named Jeff bravely invited the
Bush-supporters who were
holding vigil on the other
side of the street to our cere-

mony. They came, carrying
two huge flags. We all stood
around the flags and sang,
Bush-supporters and anti-war
activists together, honoring
the dead.

A video camera recorded
my tears. “How can a govern-
ment make decisions that
break the strongest human
bond that exists, between a
mother and child?” I asked.
“And for what? So that the
military/industrial/media
complex can perpetuate
itself? Women, wake up!” I
cried, “No more war! These
are our babies!” The woman
behind the camera began to
cry.

Alex and Overthrow and I
could really sing together.
There was lots of hand-clap-
ping and hallelujahs. Oh free-
dom over me! Before I’d be a
slave I’d be buried in my
grave! …No more warrin’!
Alex didn’t want to be on
camera. “Why not?” I asked.
She looked at me sheepishly,
“I think I’m ugly.” 

I know. It’s one of those
unexplored thoughts. Some-
one said something to her
when she was young and she
believed them. As I looked
up at the stars over George
Bush’s ranch, I thought,
“Where do I play small when
all of humanity begs for peo-
ple who play big?” Peace is
right here, and we believe
some crazy thought that

I met Cindy Sheehan, in
between her cell phone calls.
She is beautiful, witty, real,
and so grateful. She said
“Thank you to your people,”
when I told her about my
community who financed my
trip. I gave her Byron Katie’s
book, Loving What Is.

I wiped off all the laminat-
ed pictures of the soldiers
who had died: daughters in
ballet tutus, sons in tuxedos,
wives, girlfriends, relatives,
pets. Lives built and dashed. I
hug a perfect stranger in
fatigues who is standing in
front of a placard. “My son,”
he whispered.

Later that day, I met
Dennis Kyne, a scrappy young
guy who had been a drill ser-
geant during Desert Storm.
He had a guitar and was
making a bunch of kids gig-
gle and dance. I had read
about him online! He was
desperately trying to inform
the public about depleted
uranium, a nuclear dust that
is causing soldiers and Iraqis
to give birth to deformed
children, just like the babies
that were born after
Hiroshima. I read his book,
Support the Truth, in one sit-
ting and it pissed me off. I
like that.

The last day of camp:
Cindy spoke about her own
transformation, about coming
from “Bush ruined my life” to
“I have something to live for.”
She acknowledged everyone
there.

I was happy to get a hotel
in Waco and watch TV and
be in air conditioning. I saw
Cindy Sheehan on Bill
Maher’s show. I saw many
commercials about how
sweet and kind drug compa-
nies are. I am too exhausted
to hate my own government
for yet one more thing.

Eckhart Tolle said “There
is an emerging, new con-
sciousness on the planet. It
doesn’t make as much noise
as the old consciousness.”

John Lennon said, “We are
all Hitler; we are all Jesus
Christ.”

Ram Dass has George
Bush on his altar next to the
other masters.

I am George Bush. Until I
make peace with the George
within, there will be no world
peace. I am George Bush.

Vanda Mikoloski is a
stand-up comic who does
comedy about enlighten-
ment and quantum physics.
www.vanda.us

kicks us out of heaven. 
Camp orientation, Day

Two: A bearded guy held up
a picture of a beautiful girl.
He couldn’t speak at first.
“This is my daughter, lost on
flight 93.” He had lost her in
the hijacked 9/11 plane that
crashed in Pennsylvania (or
which was shot down,
depending on which story
you read). Another casualty
of the policies that the world
hates. 

I began to cry. A Vietnam
vet who had lost his son in
Iraq came over to comfort
me. 

I was on traffic duty, wav-
ing cars to parking spaces
and getting the finger from
locals. Exhausted from the
hot sun, I went to the Porta-
Potty and as I pulled up my
pants to leave I heard this
terrible clink of something
metallic hitting water. My cell
phone. No. My rental car
keys. Oh no. I yelled to Jeff,
the handsome marine who
was walking by. Without say-
ing a word, he thrust his arm
into the hole I had just peed
in and grabbed the keys out
of the mess. Then he used
the disinfectant gel and
walked away. That’s a marine
for ya.

I am George Bush: Making peace with the George Bush within
by Toni Petrinovich, Ph.D.

Multitasking. Goal setting.
Time management. Each of
these catch words connotes
a new and often troubling
set of feelings in your psyche
when you realize how far
you believe you fall short in
fulfilling their definitions.
And, after all, isn’t that what
we are taught to value? 

From childhood on, we
are asked what we want to
“become” when we “grow
up.” We are praised for our
ability to manage our time
well to achieve the lofty
goals that our schooling,
parents, religions, and socie-
ty literally command us to
embrace. When we turn to
look around us for, perhaps,
a better way, we see our peer
group incorporating these
selfsame ambitions into their
frame of reference for what
life is all about. And, so, in

Multitasking, goal-setting, time management

you experience everyday in
every way?

All of these questions and
their answers are available to
you through listening to the
yearnings of your heart,
doing a bit of personal
research and, most applica-
bly, living your life as you feel
it is to be lived rather than
how you have been trained it
should be lived. Trust your
heart. Assign your thought
patterns to it. Find a sense of
appreciation for everything
you experience and watch

that awareness make you
more aware of your ability to
truly create your life. Exactly
as you want it to be.

Toni Petrinovich, Ph.D., is
a spiritual counselor, healer
and author. She facilitates
workshops internationally on
the power of living from the
heart, the zero point energy
field of quantum physics,
and recognizing your soul.
She may be reached through
www.sacredspaceswa.com or
at (360) 293-2853.

the desire to be accepted and
to “succeed” in life, we teach
ourselves to multitask, taking
on much more than we can
competently accomplish in
one day and fall exhausted
into bed each night. 

Often, this lifestyle leads us
to the dis-ease that we term
as illness rather than realiz-
ing how much we have been
taught to be ill at ease with
our own biology.

Yet, where are we to go?
How are we to know the
truth of our own desires
when so much of what we
believe, speak, and do is con-
ditioned by the very environ-
ment around us? No matter
our belief system regarding
how we got here, we hope
there must be something that
is foolproof, that has the
answers for the questions of
how to live with ease, joy, and
prosperity. And there is!

In the center of the human
body, connected to the brain
which multitasks naturally, is
the organ of personal truth:
the heart. This is not a
romantic notion nor is it a
spiritual theory based on the
warm fuzzies. It is scientific,
proven, and is being used in
a round of institutions,
schools of thought, and class-

es throughout the world. It
simply is not something that
hits the daily press with any
regularity.

The heart’s magnetic field
is 5,000 times greater and
the electrical field 60 times
greater in strength than the
field generated by the brain.
It has the ability to entrain
all organs of the body to its
vibrational frequency includ-
ing the DNA and genes. The
brain relies on the wave-
lengths emitted by the heart
to create cortical facilitation
that allows the cortex of the
brain to evaluate experiences
and promote the appropriate
responses. When the
rhythms of the heart are
jagged or irregular, the brain
experiences cortical inhibi-
tion and cannot perceive,
think, and consequently act
in a desirable manner.
Vibrational entrainment with
the heart’s frequency is opti-
mal to creating a coherent
frequency wavelength.

What does this mean? It
means that concentration on
the heart, really paying atten-
tion to what the heart is say-
ing to be, to do, to think, and
to speak, creates entrainment
of your entire experience.
Entrainment is defined as
the act of drawing along with
oneself. 

When the body (including
its DNA, the foundation for
life) and the brain (process-
ing the thoughts of the
mind) are entrained with the
heart (the strongest electro-

magnetic organ in the body),
a state of inner peace is
achieved. The brain is able
to think more clearly (corti-
cal facilitation). A coherent
frequency wavelength is
reached within your whole
experience of your day; that
is, all is in the flow of your
desires, the true urging of
your heart and the Universal
Law of Attraction (like
attracts like) is accommodat-
ed in the most perfect way
for you.

Feelings and e-motion
(energy in motion) go hand-
in-hand. E-motion is neutral
(neither good nor bad), and
contains only the positive or
negative significance you
assign to it. The brain/mind
may look for that which is
familiar and attempt to place
all unfamiliar interactions
into a more comfortable
context through the energy
of emotion. 

Emotion is personal and
relative to the person experi-
encing it. There is no defini-
tion of “no” in the universe.
If attention is placed upon
an interaction, more of the
same will be created until
the focus is shifted. This is
the basis of the Law of
Attraction and it is within
this framework that the uni-
verse, as we know it, works.

What are your daily
thoughts and feelings?
Where is your attention
placed? Do you know that
you can actually change the
focus of your DNA by your
daily thought patterns? Do
you realize that your belief
system literally rules what

From childhood
on, we are asked
what we want to
“become” when
we “grow up.”
We are praised for
our ability to 
manage our time
well to achieve the
lofty goals that
our schooling, 
parents, religions,
and society 
literally command
us to embrace. 
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