

[image: images]




[image: image]




“Ruth Franzen is the real thing.”


∼∼Michele Burdo, B.S.N., R.N.


A Healer’s Life


What happens when an ordinary person searches sincerely for the gift of healing? In this case, seemingly miraculous things happen nearly every day. Ruth Franzen studied various forms of energy healing, working intensively with one form, Quantum-Touch. Bones are aligned, pain is decreased or eliminated, and even long-standing disorders are improved or healed within one session. In addition to the Quantum-Touch, Ruth has integrated her own techniques for even more astonishing results.


Ruth Franzen insists there is nothing special about her, that anyone can do the work she does, and with similar or even greater results. In this enlightening book, Ruth describes what she learned and how she learned it, through actual case examples and explanation. Ruth presents easy to understand concepts and techniques for energy healing, along with experiences that shaped her life in profound ways.


“Ruth’s amazing healing power turned around the quality of my life. I suffered from unbearable pain due to scoliosis, and now I am completely free of it. Ruth will amaze you with what is possible, as she accomplished this by only working on me using my photograph.”


∼∼Annelies Deak, Australia


“Ruth is a natural when it comes to energy—she picks up the concepts and techniques much like a sponge absorbing water. That, along with her sincere concern and caring for people, has catapulted her rapidly into the world of Quantum-Touch and facilitating healing in others. Her enthusiasm for the work is unlimited and contagious.”


∼∼Judy Szor, R.N., M.S.N, M.Ed.


“Ruth’s ability to clearly see and understand people’s needs and situations puts her on a level far beyond conscious human abilities. Ruth resonates at one of the highest vibrations possible, which makes her ‘work’ effortless and amazing.”


∼∼Scott McBride, Crystalline Consciousness Technique Level 1 Teacher/Reiki Master
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Disclaimer


Some names and identifying details have been changed to protect the privacy of individuals. The information in this book is not intended as a substitute for the expert advice and treatment of health care professionals. The techniques described in this book are meant to be utilized alongside traditional medical care.




Foreword by Richard Gordon


Ruth Franzen has written a beautiful heartfelt account of her experiences doing hands-on healing. Two things come to mind upon reading her work. First, she really cares deeply about the wellbeing of others. And second, by applying basic healing techniques that anyone can learn, we can all generate a steady stream of miraculous experiences to help others to heal.


While Ruth’s experience may seem outside of most people’s day-to-day reality, I want to assure you that you can have these sorts of experiences, too.


In a world that’s becoming increasingly more populated, it’s ironic that people are becoming increasingly isolated. In these times, healing skills are ever more important to learn and utilize. If anything will heal the problems we face, it’s imperative that humanity increasingly values compassion over competition, heartfelt love over material accumulation, empathy over aggression, and genuine remorse leading to change, rather than blame and punishment.


Ruth Franzen exemplifies what we can become. Enjoy reading about her experiences and imagine these things are happening around you. Perhaps that’s your next step.


∼∼Richard Gordon, Author/Founder of Quantum-Touch




Author’s Note


The views in this book are strictly my own, based on my experiences and understanding of situations. It is impossible for me to tell you my story without including my relationship with God, and my belief in what might come before this life on Earth, and what might come after. I do not expect that everyone shares my views on such things, and I am hopeful that my inclusion of such things in this book does not deter the reader.


I wish to thank my husband, Russ Franzen, for his support and encouragement in getting this book written at last. You are the kindest of taskmasters!


I wish to express my gratitude to those brave individuals who put up with my fumbling early attempts at helping them to heal themselves in body, mind, and spirit. I bow my head in acknowledgment of your bravery and your patience. Thank you for letting me share in your joy.


I am most thankful for my dear friend, Michele Burdo, whose wise counsel brought me to a greater understanding of God and acceptance of this gift of healing. Special thanks go to Linda Kinker, whose unerring sense for what is good and right has been a steadying influence throughout much of my life. You believed in me even when I could not. I am grateful to my Aunt Judith, my travel partner, on whose journey to the land of her childhood was key in unlocking the magic in my hands. I am grateful to Judy Szor, who told me about Quantum-Touch, and who mentored and encouraged me at every turn. No, Miss Judy, YOU are the amazing one! A huge hug of thanks to my friend, Mark VanAlst, who provided feedback and people who needed my help. You are a true friend in the best sense of the word. My thanks to my two Helens, who taught me so much about massage. Many thanks to my editor, Patty Paczkowski, for making me sound quite literate.


Thanks beyond words go to the founder of Quantum-Touch, Richard Gordon, and to its CEO, Jennifer Taylor, as well as Nicole and Anna. Special appreciation is expressed here for my instructors, Cathleen Francois, Julie Lemond, and Carol Lee.


Finally, I wish to thank those who helped to save my life. I hope to return the favor many times over.




Introduction


I shut the door of my car, leaning back against the front panel of the new vehicle. Mud and dust obscure much of the shine of the car’s finish, but I like it. The dirt is like a badge of courage, a symbol of the miles driven in frenzied determination. I’ve been weary beyond words, and a little distance put between the life I’ve been living and one of freedom from responsibilities appeals to me. It feels good, like I am escaping without anyone’s notice.


I smell the new car smell from the car’s window left partly open. Freshness. Freedom. Clean and new, I look up from the road bug splatters on chrome to my latest destination, “Katie’s Country Kitchen.”


Scents of fresh yeast cinnamon rolls and sausage gravy waft into my brain, and my belly responds with a growl. Perhaps it is because I so often feed that giant within that I hold the menu close enough for the shortsighted ogre residing there to read and then decide upon a meal, rather than recalling the latest lecture on healthy eating I received from my doctor.


For today, for the start of my freedom, I want to consume as much sugar and carbohydrate-laden fat I can manage, so much more satisfying to my weary mood than minimally processed, healthy meals. I rail against the need to take care of myself. I wonder if Katie is also serving pie.


I settle back happily into my booth seat in the corner, savoring the peace of anonymity in this, the new town of my escape. I study the lace curtains at each window, the jelly jar vases with fresh cut flowers on red and white checked tablecloths, the regulars with their newspapers and reheated cups of coffee cooling to their individual tastes. The regulars look up at me. They know I am new here. I love this small town. My belly wishes to order.


Is the sausage gravy homemade? It is. Is your pie crust made from scratch? It is. Never mind what my physician recommends—he is a long way and miles behind me. I’ll start fresh with a new doctor who might be more open-minded about nutrition—after all, what vices do I have, save for what I eat?


I hear a cough. A deep, strangling, cough muffled behind a hand and a cloth napkin. A gray head down, shoulders sagging after the pain of the cough, transmitting exhaustion and the weariness that a struggle with illness brings. I watch, and then look away. She has been sick for a long time. I cannot help everyone, I reason, but it is no use. My hands, holding the menu offering up its pleasures, begin to tingle. I feel the needles in my right palm, and I know the woman hurts. I also know I can help her.


Still, I try to ignore what is happening here, even when my hands become so hot, I think they will melt the plastic laminate of the menu. I look again at the woman, at her male companion who is helping her to drink a glass of water, and I am overwhelmed with love for them. Finally, sighing, I surrender to the process. I stand and walk quietly behind the woman, meeting the gaze of her companion with a smile and a wink. I bend and softly ask the woman, “I have blessed hands. May I help you feel better?”


Without needing to wait for her answer, I place my hands on her shoulders, offering the warmth of the energy that was stirred by her need. Her look of surprise fades as she relaxes and her body accepts the healing. It only takes a few minutes, and I am back at my table, the waitress waiting to take my order. I have been noticed. The regulars are watching me.


I remember why I am here. I remember that because of who I am and what I do, I must take good care of myself. I asked for this gift of healing. The joy I find in helping others in this way far outweighs a short-lived fantasy of escape. I order yogurt with fruit and granola. It is delicious.


By the time I finish my breakfast, I am approached by and speak with several of the patrons in that little cozy diner. They share their life stories, tell me of their emotional and physical traumas, their illnesses and struggles with loss of faith in God and in humanity. These are hard-working, private people who are astonished that information comes spilling out of them to some stranger whose name they don’t know but perhaps remember reading about in the newspapers. I listen, knowing their trust is not given easily. We become friends at a level different from most friendships, knowing it is a deep respect and appreciation for who they are and what they have experienced. They are precious to me. I wonder if I will ever see any of them again.


I am full of wonderment that people see me as kind and loving and patient, when I often do not feel any of those things. I get angry, I get impatient, and sometimes I try hard not to care about others. But something comes over me, some kind of peace, and with it, love. I am grateful that others seem to always catch me at a good moment, when I have many moments that are not.


I can try to escape. I can run. I can drive away into obscurity.


I cannot, I now understand, escape who I am, and what I am meant to do. Nor would I want to. But how did this rather ordinary girl come to have a reputation as such a gifted healer?




Beginnings


I received a telephone call from Mark, a friend and a regular massage client. It was late, about 10:30 p.m., and he was at a local coffee house. Mark told me the owner of the coffee house, Sally, had suffered a neck injury and was in a great deal of pain. Mark was wondering when I could see Sally and help her. He put her on the phone with me, and she explained how she’d been lying down on a hard floor, when she felt something shift in her neck, and was immediately in a great deal of pain. She also found she was unable to turn her head very far in either direction. Due to the amount of pain though, she didn’t really try turning her head to look at things; rather she would move her entire torso. I asked Sally how long ago the injury occurred and she told me it had been several weeks. She hadn’t had the money to go see a doctor and did not have medical insurance.


Sally then told me one of her customers had assured her he could help her with some technique he saw once on television. He’d jerked her neck in such a rough manner, she told me, that she collapsed onto the floor. The customer just left her there in her pain. I looked at my treatment schedule on my calendar. It would be nearly two weeks until I could see Sally for an appointment. She was in pain. I can’t stand it when people hurt, especially when I know how quickly that can be remedied. I don’t normally make house calls, but I heard the desperation in Sally’s voice, and her business was only a few minutes’ drive away. I told her I would be there in ten minutes.


Sally had the build of a ballet dancer and a long, graceful neck. She reminded me of a terrified bird. She was in so much pain she could barely walk. I asked Sally to sit down, and I stood behind her and rested my hands on her shoulders. I let her body feel the warmth of the healing energy I was offering, and she relaxed. Very gently, I slowly moved my fingers from the base of her skull down her neck, checking the structural alignment of Sally’s spine. My fingers found the bulge where her injury had happened. A disk was out of place. I rested my fingers beside the bulge, amazed all over again as her bulging disk moved back into place, as I knew it would. The process took only about fifteen seconds.


Knowing Sally had not turned her head in some time, the muscles in her neck and shoulders were very tight and probably sore. I gently massaged them to loosen them for only a minute or two. Sally did not move. I asked her, “How are you feeling?” “The pain stopped,” she whispered. “It stopped right away!” Sally jumped up out of her chair, turning her head to the right and to the left demonstrating good and normal range of motion. “Hey, everybody!” she shouted to her patrons sitting at tables scattered throughout the coffee house. “Hey, everybody, look! I can turn my head!”


I was the second child born to my parents, having one older brother and two younger ones. My earliest memory seemed to have been a great argument I was having prior to my birth. I was told I must choose my parents, or they would be chosen for me. I did not want at all the prospect of being on Earth and living on the physical plane. I was forced to choose. I remember viewing the house where my parents lived, from high up, and I pointed, and said, “Them.” My parents had wanted a little girl, as they already had a son. They were thrilled when my mother became pregnant and overjoyed when I was born and they learned I was a girl.


My first memory of being an infant was of lying on my back in the playpen in the living room of the house in which I grew up. Something marvelous had caught my attention, and I gazed up in wonder and delight at the Irish setter who was looking down at me over the top of the playpen. It was only a brief moment, but then the dog was called away. My mother long maintained that there had never been a dog in the house, yet I was certain of what I’d seen. Many years later, as I was assisting my mother in doing her grocery shopping, we met a woman who was introduced to me as having lived across the street from us.


Out of nowhere in the conversation, the woman said, “Remember when Mike got into your house?” Mom looked puzzled until the woman explained, “You were sweeping off the doorstep to your front door, and Mike ran in.” “Oh, yes,” my mother responded, remembering the incident, “but he left right away when you called to him.” “Who’s Mike?” I asked. “Oh,” the woman answered, “He was our Irish setter!”


Even if I did not recall “The Argument” prior to my birth, I would be a big believer in Divine Intervention. As a small child, I was fascinated by all things creepy-crawly, but was cruel to animals. I would delight in ants and beetles and all sorts of bugs, but I would be unkind to any animal with which I was left alone. A neighbor had a black cat that was used to children and was trusting enough to allow me to pick her up. I recall taking her into the neighbor’s garage and other children watching me as I swung the cat around by its tail over my head, as I had seen Mighty Mouse do to cats in cartoons. Then I threw her in the trashcan and put the lid down on it. I was punished for that but was not remorseful.


A neighbor down the street had a large, shaggy black dog named Sergeant. Sarge was marvelously gentle and patient and, when my friend who owned him disciplined him, I continued to tell him he was bad after she left the room. I punched and slapped Sarge until he simply walked away to escape from me. I felt surges of cruelty in me that at times were overwhelming. I am certain I was also cruel to my younger brothers, although I do not recall specifics about that. I was always interested in art, but the pictures I would draw were horrible things of animals being tortured and killed. I did not feel kindness toward anyone or anything, nor did I feel remorse for my actions when I would harm someone or something. Then I believe God intervened. I shudder to think what kind of monster I might have matured into without my heart being changed overnight.


Literally overnight, as passionately as I hated animals but loved insects, I awoke the next morning loving animals with deep compassion, and being less than enthralled with bugs. I truly believe the hand of God changed my heart and my life, and I have been amazed and very grateful for it. This was all while I was very young, perhaps only four or five years of age. I was thrilled to then have goldfish, turtles, frogs, gerbils, hamsters, and the occasional rabbit as pets. I wanted a dog very badly, would cry every night because I wanted one, but could not have one because I’d developed asthma. We were not able to keep the family parakeet as a result, and I had to give my rabbit away. I spent weeks every year in the hospital in oxygen tents as I struggled to breathe, and I developed pneumonia easily.


I was only five or six years old, but remember clearly my father coming by to see me at the hospital one night on his way home from work. I’d had double pneumonia along with asthma, and I was not getting better. I was very tired. My dad was telling me how I had to get better and come home, because the squirrels and the birds missed me and was looking for me to feed them. I told my dad I didn’t want to get better. I was tired of struggling to breathe and of spending weeks every year in the hospital. My dad cried then, and told me I had to get better because I was his little girl. I reached through the little zippered opening on the side of the oxygen tent and patted his tear-stained cheek. I sighed and told him I would try to get better, and I did recover and was home within a few days. I had been looking forward to returning to the spirit realm but figured I could wait a little longer.
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