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Introduction


I’d like to share a bit about who’s talking to you while you read this book. There are two people writing this book. Molly’s comments, since they’re the whole basis of the book, are in italics, like this:



  Don’t be so attached to Time. There is no Time.



If it’s in italics, be it a title on a page or the normal small words on the page, Molly is speaking directly to you, the reader. Molly’s Lessons are at the beginning of each chapter.


Jayme’s comments (mine) are normal type, just as what you’re reading now. My experiences, and those of people around me who have experience with the Lessons, are shared after Molly’s Lesson. The hope is that perhaps you’ll see how we applied it and maybe that will be a helpful jumping off point for you. It’s not advice, though, and is not meant to trump Molly’s Lesson.


I Interpret for my Guide, Molly, who currently is in the form of a small dog. Molly has lived in two bodies in my current lifetime both were small dogs. I don’t really consider myself an Animal Communicator, though. There are Animal Communicators all over the world and they talk to all species. Where I can do that, I generally choose not to. When speaking with others telepathically, most of the conversation is done with pictures; sometimes they’re still “snapshots” and other times they’re video streams. If, as the saying goes, each picture is worth a thousand words, this book shows clearly that I’ve interpreted the images sent to me by my Guide, Molly. However, my description of her messages are always approved by her!


As it turns out, I’m also capable of speaking with those beings who do not have bodies any longer, get images of the future, have visions of past lives, see when death is about to visit someone, am empathic, and a host of other “woo woo” stuff I didn’t used to believe in. In fact, I didn’t believe in any of it, as an adult, clear up to the point that it began happening to me as an adult. However, I did believe in all of that woo woo stuff, and took it as a matter of every day normal life, when I was a child.


I speak primarily with four Guides, all of whom are Dogs. Their names are Molly, Lady Bug (or Moe), Yenna, and Sophie. This book is all about Molly’s Lessons, though, and the others have agreed to step aside for this book. 


Generally, I keep to myself, even with with other Dogs, because they always ask me to share something with or do something to their humans that I’d rather not speak or do - it’s uncomfortable walking up to a stranger to tell them their dog said this or that and wants them to alter their life in this particular fashion. It’s hard for me to walk up to someone and draw a symbol on their hand, then walk away. I shrink even more from when a dog asks me to simply make a statement to their human for them to mull over and they want the statement to come from a stranger so it’s an oddity in their human’s life. Humans think about things that are strange in their life more often and with deeper consideration than the everyday occurrences. Humans are programmed to look for the Meaning of Life and for their own Life Purpose, but they don’t know where to look, so they look for “signs.” Sometimes, their Dog wants me to be the “sign” or show the “sign.” 


I’m just uncomfortable with that position. However, that’s sort of the same position that Molly’s put me in by helping her with this book. Only, I don’t have to hope the stranger has an open mind and is ready to hear the information. I know you do because you’re reading the material!





History


Since a little history is always nice to have, I’d like to begin this set of history in 1996. Molly first came into my current life (I’ve been sort of forced to expand my outlook on life, death, and reincarnation as a matter of course while knowing Molly) in a black toy poodle pup’s body. Like most people who have dogs in their lives, I knew instantly that she was supposed to be with me and so it happened. 


There were circumstances that really should have been major factors for not having Molly in my life. I was getting ready to go to college, where I couldn’t have a dog. I planned to go to, and already signed up for, classes at double full time so I could get through college faster. I already had a full time job lined up. College was in Arizona, while home was in Oregon. Toy poodles were going for $1200 a pup at the time, and, as someone just starting out college student with major moving costs, I didn’t even have $12 to spend. My apartment in Arizona didn’t accept dogs in their units.


None of it mattered. 


All that mattered was Molly & I had to be together. As it turned out, the Universe agreed. All those things that should have been impossible to overcome simply melted away so we could be together. My parents gave her to me as a gift. I checked with my college and discovered I could bring her with me to classes. Work was also happy to allow my little girl in the office. My apartment manager had a sudden change of heart after meeting her and I explained that she’d just be sleeping there with me. She also learned how to ride in my backpack as I biked to both work and class, since I didn’t take a car with me to college.


I’ve never witnessed how things that could be completely impossible just subside like it never even existed, but that is how it happened when Molly came into my life.


Molly went through college with me and, when we moved back to Oregon. At that point, I began to understand who Molly was in my life and why she was in it. She was to be the catalyst for my own Awakening process. 


She was three years old and it was time to spay her. I made her appointment with our vet, then took her into the office in the morning to drop her off for the operation and I went to work. They were supposed to call when she was ready to be picked up.


Later, I got a call from the vet saying they’d found something scary. I was frantic with worry and left work immediately to rush to her. The lining of her stomach became infected with some unknown dis-ease. It did not look good. The vet gave us some scary options. 


	They could close her up, make her comfortable, and she’d die in a few days of dehydration. 

  	They could operate on the stomach and take the part of her stomach lining that was infected out, but if it was too much then she’d die on the operating table that afternoon. 

  	They could not operate on the stomach, close her up right now, and try out a medicine that had some terrible side effects, including loss of sight, loss of hearing, loss of fur, and/or loss of immune system (sounds like chemotherapy). But they wanted to keep her in the office for observation and to keep her hydrated intravenously. 


At that moment, when I was terrified I’d lose her, I heard a voice in my head. I hadn’t heard voices like that in many years; I was a child the last time I’d heard one. It told me to allow the operation and she’d live. The voice was familiar and felt like “Home” when it resonated in my head. I told the vet the decision and then anxiously waited the outcome in his office.


She did, indeed, come out of the surgery successfully. I was shaken, relieved and sick to my own stomach all at the same time with the news. There was still a little of the lining that was inflamed, but the vet thought it was not infected so left it, but he also suggested we try out the medicine as a way to ensure her well being and continued life. I could take both her and the medicine home that same day, since she lived through the operation. I did not hear from the voice with an opinion on this course of action, so I agreed to the medicine.


I gave the medicine to her only once.


The voice returned, strongly, telling me, I don’t want this! It’s not working! Where I feel sheepish now at not realizing who’s voice I was hearing, it wasn’t until these two sentences that I realized the voice was Molly’s. She told me no more medicine and instead instructed me to keep my hands on her, to pull from my what-makes-me-live and push it into her body. I did this for several hours that first day. I took the following week off work and continued to do as instructed for five days total, continuously pushing that force into her body for hours at a time each day, pausing only to sleep. At the end of the five days, I heard her again. 



  That’s good. I can do it now.



Where I was relieved that she’d live and thought it was neat that I could hear her, I was also a little unnerved from both hearing her and from Healing her. This was the beginning of my own recollection that I am a Soul having a human experience.


Throughout her life, she lost both her hearing and her sight but she never let either of those things get in her way!


While in her first body, she led me to research and learn Animal Communication, Quantum Jumping, The Silva Method, Homeopathy, Reiki, Quantum Touch, Qi Gong, Remote Viewing, Lucid Dreaming, Dream Walking & Dancing, Past Life Regression, Hypnotherapy, Sound Frequency Therapy, Water Memory, Acupuncture, Acupressure, Meridians, Meditation, and a whole host of other things. She also consistently shared her Lessons with me. It was a time of intense personal and Spiritual growth.


I took her advice in almost everything. When I didn’t take her advice, she allowed me to have my own lesson and was present to help me back on my correct path when my attempts at independence didn’t work out as I hoped. During this time, I came to realize who she really is, and she isn’t “just my dog.” One of her Lessons shows that everyone is someone’s Guide. It wasn’t until she said this that I understood that she is my Guide.


At age 13, she got bronchial pneumonia and left her first body. I was absolutely devastated and even thought thought of her absence brings tears to my eyes now. I asked her not to come back, but to just stay at Home and wait. I’d be there as soon as my own Contracts were complete. I am most grateful that she didn’t listen to me. Instead, she told me she’d be back soon, but that she’d be pretty much absent until shortly before she could return to a new body.


I think her total absence made me realize who WE are even more than the Lessons and Awakenings already shared with me. I was devastated and oddly both depressed and hopeful at the same time while I worked through the grief of her death.


Where I was sure her death was merely the death of her body, not who she was, it still tore a deep hole in who I was for the year she was absent. With our other Dogs, I could see them periodically running about the house in their Spirit form. During this time of Molly’s death, however, I didn’t see her even once. It was a time of great misery and I felt hollow. It reminds me of how I felt before she came into my life the first time, though I didn’t realize I was so hollow and empty, so it didn’t hurt then. I was looking for something then, but I didn’t know what or why. After she died, I knew what I was missing and the pain was most agonizing. I wasn’t “myself” until she returned.


Six months after her first body’s death, I heard her again and was so relieved that it felt like the world had collectively let out the breath it held while we waited for Molly’s return. She told me she’d be choosing an almost white body this time around and that she’d only be part poodle. She would have her tail this time, she wouldn’t have any shots as a pup, and I would know her as soon as I saw her. Her name would remain Molly, but she added a name to it: Maren (pronounced “mah-den,” means “GodMother” in French). I added a name, too: Voux (pronounced “voo,” means “want” in French).


So, I searched.


Five months after her message, I found her. Again, seemingly insurmountable odds of getting her were in the way. All of them receded in short order and I had my Lady Guide with me in physical form once again. Many of her idiosyncrasies are the same from her black body to the cream body. There are some things that are different, though, and those things seem linked to more Lessons for me!


To sum up who Molly is: Guide, GodMother, Mother, Sister, Doghter, Wisdom, Soulmate.







Conclusion


There’s been many times in my life that I wished there was an instruction manual on life. I’ve heard that same wish echoed from other people. I, myself, have complained about not knowing what my purpose is and that I have no way to figure it out because all the answers are clichÃ©s rather than what I’d consider helpful information.


However, by applying just these core five Lessons in your day to day life, living on Earth will take on new meaning. You will find that you are happier and more healthy, overall. Your Life Path and your Purpose suddenly become clear and easy to follow.


Your Purpose may be a little scary at first and you’ll have to get out of your comfort zone, but I guarantee that you’ll love every minute of it if you just take the first step and then the next and then the next. Suddenly, you’ll get your groove on and before you know what’s happened, life becomes easy and enjoyable.


To get through these core Lessons, I could have just started applying them and realize that “it’s not all about me,” but it is all about Me! What I mean is that it’s not about the body I inhabit. It’s about fulfilling my Spirit Purpose.


I used a what felt like a billion different methods to get these Lessons into my existence. It took Molly’s death and reincarnation for me to understand. I hope that by reading this book and applying those Lessons, you won’t have to go through a Spirit Guide’s death and rebirth. I hope that the Lessons bring you peace and comfort. I hope they bring you closer to who you really are and help you remember the Spirit World.





About the Authors


Molly:
I enjoy bringing Lessons to everyone I meet, but I’m also very happy that I don’t have to meet too many people. I like my quiet life with Jayme and my other companions and I’m especially happy that the quiet lets her Hear me so clearly.


Jayme:

We live in very rural Oregon, away from much of the hustle and bustle of life. I write down the “balls of information” that my Guides send to me, interpreting them into English for the rest of the world. Since applying these core Lessons to my own life, I can report that I am most happy! I’ve come back around from knowing who I was as a child to denying who I was and what I was to do here to, now, full circle and knowing who I am again.
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