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HEALING OF


CFS = Chronic Fatigue Syndrome


ME = Myalic Encephalomyelistis


The "New Book"


The "New Knowledge"


By


Ingrid - Elenoi - Puth




Healing of CFS / ME


And other posttraumatic stress disorders


"One can only understand life in reverse,


But one has to go through it forwards."


Sören Kierkegaard




The "New Book" is made up of three independent books:





	Falling ill with CFS

	1987-1997





	A "true fairytale"

	





	Illness as a gift

	1997





	Provocative or truth?

	





	Me

	1998-2018





	In the process of evolution

	









All three books are about my respective periods of life


− with regard to the illness CFS with additional


posttraumatic stress disorders


− as well as my spiritual development.


In 2017, I decided to sum up all three books in one, the "New Book", and to publish it. 30 years after the outbreak of my CFS-illness!


Book I


Describes my battle for a spiritual opening up to the


"spiritual world" - during my CFS-illness


Book II


Presents my circular letter method with regard to CFS-patients


Book III


Describes the constant and repeated battle between good and evil in the process of evolution. It also explains spiritual principles and connects those to CFS. Furthermore, posttraumatic stress-disorders, their causes and their healings are being depicted.


As every book can be seen independently, and as Book II has evolved due to the circular letter method, there might be some overlaps. As the underlying principles are unknown to most people, I have repeated them with regard to the different illnesses. Only then, an understanding of the spiritual connections is clear and possible.


And those are the be-all and end-all, the alpha and omega of healing.
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Book I


Falling ill with CFS - A "true fairytale"


The "true fairytale" of somebody, who has formerly been ill with CFS.


This is a story that sounds like a fairytale, but it's true!


Directory




	1. Preamble


	2. Before the illness


	3. A different life


	4. My doctors were at a loss


	5. A first knocking


	6. My early retirement


	7. New paths


	8. The other reality


	9. Health setbacks


	10. The release


	11. The gift


	12. Medical shutdown period


	13. Portugal


	14. The second knocking - Opening


	15. Working with a rebirther


	16. Four case studies


	17. A picture from Portugal


	18. Closing words







1. Preamble


My CFS-illness has helped me...�


Paul says: "You are God's field, God's building. By the grace God has given me, I laid a foundation as a wise builder, and someone else is building on it. But each one should build with care." (1 Corinthians 3:9-10)


I want to put these words by Paul in front of all of my remarks. I also feel like an architect, who gives humanity a wonderful construction plan on how to reach physical health by choosing a spiritual path. Every human is then able to build his or her own house individually, with the help of that plan - and of a spiritual therapist. My construction plan for a stable house, for a healthy body, arranges for the erasure of former lives - and the spiritual world helps with that.


Many people will react to this message with incomprehension, possibly even with fear. I can very much understand that skepticism, because I hadn't heard anything about that kind of healing before my falling ill with CFS either. I had to have my back to the wall, I had to stare death into the face, too, before I opened up to this way of healing - after uselessly testing so many medical possibilities.


If you too have arrived at that point - due to a chronic illness - that doesn't give you any other choice than to trust in something new and unknown, then you might have already arrived at your turning point. If you trust me as the architect, then your house-building asks for a deep inner willingness to accept and execute this divine construction plan.


Everything new is met with rejection at first; that's something that even somebody like Galileo Galilei had to learn in 1633. He still stayed true to his beliefs, even when he had to face inquisition and house arrest:


"And it does move" = "Eppur si muove"


Today, nobody would dare to contest Galileo's truth. On the contrary, his idea of the earth moving around the sun (and not vice versa) is a foundation of modernity's understanding of our universe, of cosmonautics.


That only shows how completely and how quickly this said understanding of our world can change.


It also shows that - once you've accepted something as the truth - nothing can shutter a human's belief in that truth. And that is a good thing, because that helps to change our understanding, to develop it ever further.


In my life, I have realized this one irrevocable truth - and my CFS-illness has helped me with that:


"Everything is a repetition- until a human is willing and able to change."


2. Before the illness


My life can be subdivided into two big areas: my family and my job.


The first area of my life, my family, was perfect: I had two healthy, wonderful children.


We travelled a lot together, we went skiing in the Alps during the winter and went swimming in the waves of the Atlantic Ocean during the summer.


The second part of my life was my job; I was working as an elementary school teacher in a small town with many bright children.


I loved teaching my pupils; they thanked me for it with their big alert eyes and they reciprocated my love with their attachment and devotion.


In that fashion, the years were passing. The only thing I didn't like about my job were the parent-teacher conferences. Standing in front of a group of grown-ups, my throat tightened and I had the biggest difficulties speaking. I did not know the reason for that. I always felt really embarrassed when I had to send the parents home after a short time because of that - the mothers had always made themselves look so pretty for the parent-teacher conference.


Those two parts of my life - job and family - did cause some stress, but I thought it to be positive stress. That's why I did some additional voluntary work, for example being on the Personnel Board of my school or on the Parents' Advisory Board of my second son's school.


3. A different life


Then, on a morning in November 1987, I woke up - and everything had changed. I couldn't take part in the life, that I had lived and loved, anymore.


I was disabled!


What happened now was very hard on me. My energy was wiped out: I had to make the greatest effort to even grease a sandwich. Every time I tried, I began sweating and had to lie down afterwards. If somebody gave me a ring, I had to finish the call after about five minutes, because I was completely exhausted. I spent most of the time lying on the couch, hollow, dull and emotionless.


What had happened to the person that I had been, so active and full of life?


I also started having an absolutely ear-piercing tinnitus, that made me stay up at night and unable to concentrate on anything. From that onwards, I was unable to work. During that absolutely hopeless time, I started thinking about committing suicide. Only the fact that my second son was very young then kept me from going through with it. I never gave up the plan completely, though.


Speaking figuratively, a big black rock pushed into my life and took away my air. I did see the salutary hole in that rock but I just wasn't able to go through that hole.


My limbs just felt too weak.


When my colleagues, friends and family wanted to know why I was so sick, I couldn't even tell them the name of the illness.


It was an illness that was mostly unknown in Germany at that time, even though it had been classified by the World Health Organisation (WHO) in 1969. The consequence of this was being thought of as a malingerer by both the people asking and by the doctors.


4. My doctors were at a loss


Doctors couldn't help me and just kept sending me to different specialists. Those specialists couldn't do anything either, they just told me stuff like "Teachers are very particular patients. I know that because my father was a teacher, too", "Do you have any problems with your husband, your children?", or "You are probably menopausal".


Not being understood felt like psychological suffering - and it kept going on for about five years. Then I received a letter from a friend of mine from Britain; he sent me a newspaper article about an illness called Myalgic Encephalomyelitis (ME).


I read the text and was very surprised that the article described exactly what I was suffering from. I re-read it four times and started to cry, not being able to stop crying for quite some time.


I needed a medical validation, though. My attending medical professor reacted rather skeptically, when I told him about my self-diagnosis on the basis of a newspaper article.


His doubts only vanished after a blood examination, he apologised for his misgivings.


I was indeed suffering from


Myalgic Encephalomyelitis (ME).


With ME, there is too few immunoglobine and Mannan-binding lectin (MBL) in the blood.


The shortage of MBL means that the immune cells cannot fight any germs or viruses. It's similar to an immune deficiency with AIDS.
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Note:


In contrast to the situation in England, there was a dangerously scarce understanding of the problem of ME in Germany.
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I learnt that the most common name for my illness in Germany was CFS (Chronique Fatigue Syndrome).


I actually preferred another name, though, which is very common in America: CIDS, Chronic Immune Dysfunction Syndrome - as this makes it clear that the illness has nothing to do with laziness, but indicates an immune deficiency.




5. A first knocking


After having suffered from this illness heavily for six years, I met my former yoga teacher. When she heard about my bad health, she said: "You've cut yourself off from the divine energies."


I was enraged by that sentence; I went home and grumbled: "This woman doesn't take my illness seriously. CFS isn't a psychological, but a physical illness."


My illness just kept getting worse. After all this time, the orthodox doctors didn't know how to help me anymore; that's why I tried some alternative medicine.


Soon afterwards, I couldn't breath anymore when the ozone was high, and I permanently needed a respirator.


Then I was diagnosed with a massive Candida albicans-infestation of my gut; meaning I could only eat very few food. And even when eating that food, I suffered from stomach cramps and diarrhea. In addition to that, I had a strong protein-allergy; I lost much weight.


I started getting a numb feeling in my hands and legs, combined with wild convulsions. When tying my shoes, I got electrical shocks in my whole body. The left side of my body was paralysed; I had to use a wheelchair.


How was it supposed to go on like that?


The doctors gave me some immune-bracing medicine, they detoxed my blood from environmental pollutants, and much more.


That's how I was kept alive - but I was far from being healed.




6. My early retirement


During my illness, I had some bouts of feeling better - that's when I tried to return to being a teacher at school. But every time, it got even worse after that and I tumbled back into the abyss of illness and desperation. My fate seemed to be sealed, no escaping from it.


My ultimate early retirement felt like a part of my former life had finally died.


To make this more plausible, I would like to quote from some of the letters that my students had sent me during my illness:


"Hopefully, you'll feel better soon."


"We miss you!"


"The whole class misses you!"


"School isn't fun anymore without you"


"The substitute teacher is boring"


"We are looking forward to seeing you at school again!"


They even sent me a fun riddle that I also want to share:


"What is 3 and 3?


33."


7. New paths


In 1993, a friend of mine came to me and suggested a joint reiki-dedication. She talked about it and I became curious, so I agreed to take part in it.


During that reiki-dedication, I experienced something that was completely overwhelming and new to me - because it was something that I had never gotten in touch with before. Divine energies entered my body; I felt the immeasurable width and a deep, unconditional love. I was so deeply moved that I cried several times. This feeling lasted for about a week, during which I couldn't and didn't want to speak.


I was immensely touched by an experience - that right until before having it myself, I had - having been unknowing - only felt disdain for.


Shortly after that first contact with divine energies, I felt ready to meet up with a medium. What I heard there, impressed me deeply; they were truths conveyed by the spiritual world that I had never heard before (cosmic knowledge), some of them were also verifiable. Obviously, I did verify them and had to admit that they were true.




Note:


The English biologist Rupert Sheldrake (*1942) spoke about the "morphogenetic field", the all-compassing field of consciousness, with which manifold information can be perceived. A medium is a human with transcendental abilities. It can tap into this source of information and is thereby able to communicate with the "spiritual world" - from angels, ascended masters to GOD. While transmitting those words, the sender and the receptor have to be tuned into the same frequency.





I have grown up in a family where everybody only believed what was provable. My father was an engineer and he had always disapproved of paranormal phenomena - he had conveyed that way of scientific thinking to us all. We were proud of our analytical thinking, of our clear mind.


And now? Now I was regularly seeing a medium! Nobody was allowed to know about that, though. The only person I dared to tell about this was my best friend - and I asked her to keep it all a secret. I didn't want to destroy my "good reputation" and was convinced that this would have been the case very quickly in the little town I was living in.


Even Einstein had to endure other people's ignorance about 100 years ago. His theory of relativity (E = mc2) was mocked: "This is all nonsense. I only believe what I can touch and see. This is what my rational thinking is telling me."


Einstein replied: "Then why don't you drop by and put your rational thinking on our desk, so that we can all touch it. Yes, that is that."


8. The other reality


Something inside had been woken up that I couldn't resist. I wanted to know much more about that other reality, which is so much bigger than our visible, physical world. That's why I was visiting other mediums - just to realise again and again that their words were true. I did this again and again, until I felt that my initial fears and disbelief had turned into knowledge.


I was asking myself now: Why didn't all people call on mediums in order to find solace and advice from the "spiritual world"?


Why hadn't it already become common knowledge that the "spiritual world" conveys some words of great love for the humans?


Why were we refusing something that we didn't even know?


Where was our natural curiosity?


What kind of deep fear had to be there within us, if we refused to get in touch with that?


In addition to asking myself these questions, I was getting more and more fascinated by this new, other reality - something that hasn't changed up until today.


For me, it soon felt like telling my interested friends about all of this. And they were asking: "If all of this were true, everybody would know about this. Why don 't they, then?".


My answer was always the same: "Everything starts somewhere, everything is new at some point of time. And every new beginning is unknown. Nevertheless, I feel there's a new landslide building up. At the moment, it is still rather small, but it will start to move and move and move and get bigger all the time. I feel that many hearts will be touched by it."


The question, why such a landslide should be happening right now, was also often asked by people who wanted to look into the whole subject seriously.


My answer was (and still is) this: "We live in a very special time, in which ancient knowledge is allowed to resurface again. Religious leaders and those in the know, they have known all the time, but they were only allowed to share it in secret. This ancient knowledge, which is resurfacing now, can help us to save our earth, which is about to be drowned in chaos."


All this knowledge about a higher, spiritual being kept me searching. After a while, I was able to realise that there were people who could converse with the dead and their souls. I was allowed to correct and change my constricted world view; I was able to get rid of my arrogance. Today, I realise there was a huge fear behind that arrogant ignorance.


I was able to speak to my late mother - with the help of a medium. She was described by the channel just as she had been while she was alive. Another time, I could listen to my late grandmother, who was talking about her children, both dead and alive. Everything she said was correct, too. She was telling me that I was right now doing a long 1000 m run, but I would be able to finish it, having her genes (she was very tough!). There would be a huge present at the end of this run, waiting for me.




Note:


The invocation of souls shouldn't be done too often, because - from my current point of view - they might get convinced that they are still needed here on earth, which would postpone their own ascendence into the true light, to GOD.





9. Health setbacks


All these wonderful spiritual contacts couldn't save me from some setbacks with regard to my health. It's not possible to prevent that, while climbing the spiritual ladder - as I was doing - , because you are always diving deeper back into the universe's history. In 1994, I was admitted to a university hospital due to paralyses of my body.
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