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“With Box of Butterflies, Roma Downey has created a beautiful and personal testimony to the presence of God in our lives and in our world. Her book is filled with stories and poems and quotations that give us hope in God’s healing power and love. Roma talks personally about her own sorrows and struggles, and her book will offer consolation to others, helping them face their troubles with renewed courage and trust in God.”

—Most Reverend José H. Gomez, Archbishop of Los Angeles

“I have known my ‘Angel friend,’ Roma, for decades. We met when I guest-starred on her TV show, Touched by an Angel. We became friends then and we still are, today, because Roma is the REAL THING. She loves Jesus with a rare purity, and His love radiates from within her. You will love her new book. It will touch you and move you and strengthen you.”

—Kathie Lee Gifford, TODAY show

“I’ve long said that the happiest people don’t have the best of everything, they just make the best of everything. In Box of Butterflies, Roma shares personal struggles and the perspectives that have helped her overcome. Roma will help you find the strength within to go to heights you never imagined.”

—Tony Robbins, New York Times bestselling author of Unshakeable

“Roma Downey is one of the most generous, compassionate, and all-around amazing people I have ever met. She’s never too busy or too important to care about the person in front of her. I can’t think of a clearer indicator of greatness than that. Somehow, she has managed to capture her humanness, empathy, and humility in the pages of her book Box of Butterflies. Reading this book is like having a face-to-face chat with Roma herself. You’ll come away refreshed, comforted, and inspired to live with deeper peace and greater faith. I hope you enjoy it as much as I do!”

—Judah Smith, pastor and New York Times bestselling author of Jesus Is _____.

“This book gladdens the heart, nudges the memory, and lightly touches the soul with inspiration. Box of Butterflies is an invitation to hope, joy, and insight in the tradition of the Irish bards.”

—Cardinal Donald Wuerl, Archbishop of Washington

“God promises us in His Word that we will not be overcome, but rather that we are overcomers. My friend, Roma, embodies that truth. Despite loss and heartache, she chooses to make God’s goodness greater than her circumstances. Her personal story and the Scriptures she shares in Box of Butterflies will encourage you with reminders of God’s love and presence in your everyday life.”

—Christine Caine, founder, A21 and Propel Women

“Like an opened box of butterflies, Roma Downey’s stories flew off the page and filled my heart with hope. Find a quiet spot and journey with Roma from the war-torn streets of Northern Ireland to the shores of sunny Malibu. As you do, you just might see the exquisite design in your own life. God is at work! Box of Butterflies is proof.”

—Karen Kingsbury, #1 New York Times bestselling author

“The moment I read the first word, I was instantly connected and inspired. This book brings inspiration and clarity to life’s journey. Dive in and swim in the wisdom. [image: images]”

—LL COOL J

“When someone gives you hope in your life, it is priceless! Box of Butterflies is a profound collection of God’s great promises that are overflowing with hope! As you learn them, share them with the world!”

—Dr. Ronnie Floyd, president, National Day of Prayer, senior pastor, Cross Church, and immediate past president, Southern Baptist Convention

“This inspiring book reveals how our struggles generate new strength, and even become the means by which we grow in the Spirit. Read Roma Downey’s text slowly, savor it—let it sink into your heart. I warmly recommend it to anyone weighed down by the difficulties of life.”

—Bishop Robert Barron, Auxiliary Bishop of Los Angeles

“It’s said that tears cleanse the windows of the soul, and you’ll find several refreshingly soul-cleansing moments within the pages of this book. You’ll also find it a deeply inspiring and motivating read, authored not by an ‘angel’ but by a faithful overcomer who’s willing to honestly share her life’s tragedies and triumphs. A beautiful book written by a beautiful person.”

—Laurie Crouch, Trinity Broadcasting Network



Thank you for downloading this Simon & Schuster ebook.

Get a FREE ebook when you join our mailing list. Plus, get updates on new releases, deals, recommended reads, and more from Simon & Schuster. Click below to sign up and see terms and conditions.




CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP




Already a subscriber? Provide your email again so we can register this ebook and send you more of what you like to read. You will continue to receive exclusive offers in your inbox.





[image: images]



[image: images]



For my beautiful daughter,

Reilly . . .

the little girl who grew

up to be my best friend


Dear Readers,

My darling Roma has written this very special book, called Box of Butterflies. I couldn’t be more proud of her, and I delight in sharing it with you. Whether you bought this book as a beautiful gift for yourself or for someone you love, I know you will be truly touched by the Spirit that exudes from its pages as Roma shares the beauty of her soul and the sweetness of her spirit. You’ll find great warmth and wisdom within.

I feel so fortunate to have had Roma in my life for all these years. If you don’t already know it, God was the one who brought us together many years ago, when we played angels on our beloved television show Touched by an Angel. The relationship between the angels Tess and Monica was much like the one that developed between Roma and me off camera—authentic, caring, loving, protective, and true. We are soul sisters, and it is as if we have known each other forever. As you will learn in these pages, she has become my daughter, and I am her mama. I’ve loved seeing her grow into the beautiful mother, wife, producer, author, and extraordinary woman she is today.

Like many of us, Roma has experienced terrible loss and struggle in her life. But like the caterpillar that uses the darkness of the cocoon to transform into a butterfly, Roma has taken the darkness of life’s challenges and, with God’s help and grace, used those same trials to bring light to our world. Roma has, indeed, earned her wings.

Roma came to America from Ireland with nothing but a prayerful heart full of hope and a mind full of dreams. She has had a wonderful career in Hollywood but has remained strong in her faith and continues to glorify God by creating projects for Him. In this book, Roma shares stories about her journey, the trials and the triumphs, the joys and the sorrows. I am certain that her story, combined with the beautiful poetry and Scripture she has selected, will inspire hope, restore broken faith, and remind us all that God loves us. That we are never alone. We are all connected, and our loving God and His angels are always standing by, watching over us.

May this Box of Butterflies be a blessing to all of you, as Roma has been to me.

God bless you,

Della Reese



I Have Decided



I have decided to find myself a home

in the mountains, somewhere high up

where one learns to live peacefully in

the cold and silence. It’s said that

in such a place certain revelations may

be discovered. That what the spirit

reaches for may be eventually felt, if not

exactly understood. Slowly, no doubt. I’m

not talking about a vacation.

Of course at the same time I mean to

stay exactly where I am.

Are you following me?

    Mary Oliver
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INTRODUCTION

I love the poems of Mary Oliver—like the one you just read—and you’ll find a few scattered throughout these pages. There is something about the beauty and honesty of her poems that echoes the prayers of my heart. She reminds me of the simplicity of faith, of how God’s image is reflected in nature all around us, and that when we are quiet, when we connect to the stillness within ourselves, we can hear Him speak.

I hope that within the pages of this book you’ll find moments like that. Moments when your heart flutters as it makes a connection, like finally being able to recall a distant memory, moments when you are filled with the relief of remembering that you are not alone and that God’s loving presence is all around you.

I’ve been a person of faith my whole life. I was raised in a household where it was always the right time for a prayer, where gratitude to God for His blessings was part of the everyday fabric of our lives. I lost my mother suddenly when I was only ten, and our faith became even more essential as my family leaned on each other and God to get us through that difficult and painful time.

I remember the first time I went with my father to visit my mother’s gravesite, not long after she passed. We’d brought some pansies to plant by her gravestone. My mother loved pansies. She used to say she thought they looked like little butterflies.

As we stood there on the breezy hillside praying, a butterfly flew right in front of us, dancing on the wind. And my dad said, “Would you look at that! That wee butterfly could be your mother’s spirit right there.”

As a young girl of ten, the idea that a beautiful butterfly could represent my precious mom gave me great comfort. I have always felt that that butterfly was a gift from God, a reminder of His loving presence. Since that day, butterflies have appeared to me throughout my life, bringing with them peace and reassurance. I always see them as a remembrance of my mother and a sign from God that even though we may feel so incredibly alone sometimes, He is always there.
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We delight in the beauty of the butterfly, but rarely admit the changes it has gone through to achieve that beauty.

MAYA ANGELOU

Now, some people tell me, “Well, Roma, you live in California; it’s sunny and your garden is full of flowers, so of course you see butterflies all the time!” And while yes, that is true, I don’t see only physical butterflies. Over the course of my life I have seen butterflies appear in all sorts of unexpected places. A truck will drive by on a rainy city street with a butterfly painted on the side; or in the midst of a long mountain drive, a butterfly will show up on a billboard, on a piece of jewelry in a store, or as a tattoo on a waitress’s neck as we stop for some food. I can’t explain it, but throughout my life at the precise moments I need a sign of hope, I see a butterfly, and it always serves as a reminder of God’s love and reassurance that I am not alone.
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Hope is being able to see that there is light despite all of the darkness.

DESMOND TUTU

If you visit my home, you’ll see paintings of butterflies, butterflies on mugs and napkins and pillows and more. Butterflies and angels with wings to fly. Because to me, the butterfly is not just a sign of God’s presence but also a symbol of the promise that we all hold within. A butterfly begins its life as a simple caterpillar, creeping and crawling along the ground. And yet that is just its beginning. Through the process of metamorphosis, through the patience and darkness of the cocoon, this little caterpillar emerges on the other side as a stunning butterfly, a creature with wings and the ability to fly.

I once heard a story of a little boy who saw a cocoon and was so anxious to help the butterfly emerge that he got a small pair of manicure scissors so that he could help cut the butterfly out. What he didn’t know was that it is through the process of emerging from the cocoon on its own that the butterfly gains the power to fly. It’s the very struggle to push out of the cocoon that gives its wings their strength. Without that process, without the struggle, the butterfly isn’t ready to fly. To soar.

I know that this life can be filled with sorrow. We all experience loss and heartbreak. But oh, if we can just remember that in the struggle our wings become stronger. We can get through even the hardest times, and one day we will fly.

We sometimes forget this. We think we will always be caterpillars crawling along the ground or bound in a cocoon. But we all hold the potential to become something else. There is always the chance for rebirth.

One year, for Valentine’s Day, my husband, Mark, took me out to our patio, which overlooks the Pacific Ocean in Malibu, where we live. He handed me a large, exquisitely designed box with a fragrant gardenia on top. I was surprised by how light it was, and I must have looked puzzled. Mark smiled and told me to just open it carefully. So I took the lid off gently, and out flew fifty butterflies. I gasped as I watched them ascend into the sky. My heart filled with joy and delight and my eyes filled with tears. I turned to look at Mark, my heart overflowing with gratitude. My lovely husband had given me a box of butterflies, knowing that for me, the butterfly is a sign of God’s grace, God’s presence.

It was the dearest gift I could have received.

It reminded me of the blessings of my life and the little lessons I have learned along the way, and so I decided to call this book Box of Butterflies. It is my prayer that each page of this book is a butterfly for you. A reminder that God is with you. That He will never leave you or forsake you. And that no matter how dark the cocoon may sometimes seem, there is always light on the other side. The struggle means your wings are growing and being strengthened. Have faith. There are angels watching over you.
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Back in 1994, I was an out-of-work actress looking for a job. I had been in Los Angeles for just over a year and was still waiting for my big break. To be honest, I had never really intended to come to L.A. and try to make it as a TV actress. I was classically trained in London and had moved to New York with my heart set on Broadway. My dream came true in the early 1990s, when I was cast on Broadway alongside Sir Rex Harrison in a revival of Somerset Maugham’s The Circle. Yet much to my surprise, some television producers saw my performance and called me in to read for an NBC miniseries called A Woman Named Jackie, a six-hour film about the life of Jackie Kennedy.
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He who is not courageous enough to take risks will accomplish nothing in life.

MUHAMMAD ALI

My agency sent me the script, and I read the first of six episodes. The material was compelling, but I didn’t know what character they were thinking of for me. I called my agent to ask. He said with a laugh, “Well, the title role, of course.”

My jaw dropped. It was hard to imagine me, an Irish woman, playing this iconic American beauty. And yet I booked the role, and the series went on to win the Emmy for best miniseries that year. On the heels of its success, I decided to pack my bags again and move to Hollywood to see what other TV or film opportunities might arise.

The idea of moving to Los Angeles filled me with trepidation. I hardly knew anyone on the West Coast, and I did not even know how to drive a car. But I prayed and felt certain I should go. I decided I would try it out; if I did not like it, I could always go back to New York. I felt strongly that if I didn’t give it a chance, I would always regret not having tried. So in spite of being afraid of what lay ahead and with no certainty of outcome, I got on a plane at JFK and flew west.

It was pilot season—that time of year when the hope that keeps all actors in this challenging profession rises, when you think that your next big break might just be around the corner. When you hope that the perfect, special script with the perfect, special role might just show up and change your life.

[image: images]



Courage is being scared to death but saddling up anyway.

JOHN WAYNE

I read through a number of scripts that my agent wanted me to consider, but none was terribly appealing. And then I picked up one with the working title Angel’s Attic (later to be retitled Touched by an Angel). I felt a fluttering in my stomach. I knew immediately that this was something different.

As I opened the packet and began to read, tears came to my eyes. This was the kind of material I had been looking for. The series told the story of angels who show up at crossroads in people’s lives with a message of faith and love. The angels come to earth to remind people that God loves them and hasn’t forgotten them.

I called my agent and told him that I wanted to come in to read for one of the roles. We booked a meeting, and a few days later they called me in to be considered for the role of Monica, one of the lead angels.

As I began preparing for the audition, I couldn’t believe that this script presented me with an opportunity to play an angel and bring to life so many elements of the faith that I held dear. In addition, the two lead angels were women who shared an empathetic and loving relationship. Most of the scripts I was reading were about women in conflict, fighting over something or in competition with one another. But here were two women, two angels, who had so much love for each other. The story was inspirational and told of God’s grace, not something that Hollywood or network television was necessarily known for.

As I prepared for my audition, I realized that playing the role of Monica would require a compassionate heart. And I felt deep in my soul that I had been prepared for this role by the loss I had experienced in my own life. I knew that I could relate to the very people Monica was coming to visit, that I could meet those people in their places of loss and hurt because I had felt loss and hurt so intensely myself at such a young age. I understood then that God had been preparing me, and I’d now been given the chance to turn my pain into purpose.

When I went in to read for the part, I felt torn about how to approach my portrayal of Monica. I had, of course, worked on my American accent during the rehearsals for playing Jackie, but there was something within me that felt like the lyricism and musicality of my native Irish accent might be right for this special part of an angel. I knew it would be risky. It might cause me to lose the role. Once people hear my accent, it’s often all they can hear, even when I’m speaking in an American accent. But I couldn’t ignore this feeling.
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The wound is the place where the Light enters you.

RUMI

I walked into the room and read my lines, as I’m sure every other actress had read them, in an American accent. It seemed to go well. But then, before I left the room, I turned around and cautiously asked if I could read it again. The producers nodded, perhaps a bit confused. And then I read Monica’s lines in my native Irish brogue.

The energy in the room changed immediately. Everyone in the room could feel it. Something clicked.

As I left the audition, I thanked God for guiding me to listen to my instincts. Sure enough, I was called back for a screen test, and they requested that I read it again in my Irish accent.

A few days later, I received a call from my agent. “I have good news and bad news,” he said.

“Good news first,” I said.

“You booked the show!”

“That’s amazing,” I said. “What’s the bad news?”

“If the pilot gets picked up, you have to move to Utah,” he said.

I laughed and said I thought I could handle that! I had never been to Utah but had heard it was beautiful. I was so thrilled with this opportunity, the chance to play Monica, and knew that my life was going to change in huge ways.

Obviously that pilot was an answer to prayer. It was a breakout moment for me and resulted in almost a decade of creating a beautiful show and being part of a cast and crew who truly became my family.

But it became so much more than just my profession. Playing an angel for almost ten years truly changed me. It touched my heart deeply, and strengthened my faith as well.

My favorite part of each episode was filming the scene we called the “angel revelation.” It came about forty minutes into the show. Monica was an undercover angel pretending to be a nurse or a doctor or a police officer, but she was truly there to help someone at an emotional crossroads. The moment always came when they broke down, feeling lost in the midst of their painful circumstances, before finally fully surrendering to God. They would cry out: “I cannot do this by myself. God help me.” This was the central, emotional heart of each episode. Monica would then reveal her true identity as an angel from Almighty God. She was a messenger, and the message was this: “There is a God, He loves you, and He has a plan for your life.” Before filming this scene, I would close my eyes, open my heart, and pray.

It was an emotional moment to film, but it also filled me up—so much so that I would leave the set feeling as if God had just touched me personally. This was the moment that person opened his or her eyes and felt the truth he or she had forgotten: That he or she was a special child of a loving God—a child who was loved unconditionally. That God was always there. That he or she had never been alone, despite desperate feelings of loneliness.

It was a moment of remembering.

When we are caught up in the busyness of our lives, we forget our true role in this life. When we are wrapped up in worrying about the future or are stressed about something we did in the past, we do not feel God’s peace. But if we can simply stop and be in the now, we can remember Him. In remembering Him we come to a point of stillness and surrender. And it is in our stillness that God comes in. It is in the silence that we hear the whisper of His voice.
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Be still, and know that I am God.

PSALM 46:10 (NIV)

It was such a privilege to bring that message of unconditional love to a nation full of viewers for so many years.

And in some ways, that is what I am trying to do in this book. I pray this book is a moment of remembering for you. A remembering of who you really are, how much God loves you, and that you are never, ever truly alone.

Before we would film each scene of revelation, we would pray as a cast and crew. My personal prayer was always, “Less of me, more of You.” I pray that for this book as well. This is not about me or my life or even my faith. This is about how God has shown up in my life—and how He can show up in yours.

In these pages I’ll share songs and prayers and poems that have kept me going in both the sunshine and shadows of my life. I’ll share glimpses of God that I have found in the written word or in a particular image. And I pray that as you read these words, you may remember, you may awaken, you may feel God’s gentle presence. And that you then may go forward, knowing that the greatest Shepherd, Companion, and Father is always by your side.
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For I am the Lord your God

who takes hold of your right hand

and says to you, Do not fear;

I will help you.

ISAIAH 41:13 (NIV)


He did not say “You shall not be tormented, you shall not be troubled, you shall not be grieved,” but he said, “You shall not be overcome.”

JULIAN OF NORWICH



He heals the brokenhearted, and binds up their wounds.

PSALM 147:3 (NIV)
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STRENGTH

Our wounds are often the openings into the best and most beautiful part of us.

DAVID RICHO

ALL MY LIFE I have been drawn to the ocean. I love the sound of the waves. The natural rhythm of the ebb and flow is like a massage for my mind and my spirit. I have always done my best thinking by the sea. And I often take my worries to the ocean’s edge and quietly pray while I walk on the sand.

There is something about the vast expanse of water that helps to put my troubles in proper perspective. In the grand scheme of things, all the concerns I have or deadlines I need to meet suddenly don’t seem so critical. The scale of the ocean serves as a reminder of the magnificence of God and the smallness of the things I may be worrying about. As the waves wash in and out, they remind me that this, too, shall pass. It calms me and restores me. Sometimes I stand alone on the shore and sing at the top of my voice and see my footprints on the sand. With each wave that races to the beach, I watch them gently wash away.

I did not grow up by the seaside, but Ireland is a small island surrounded on all sides by water. I grew up in the North West, and many of my childhood summers were spent in Donegal. The ocean there is wilder than the Pacific, but even when it was cold—and it was often cold—I loved being near it and found it energizing.
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I need the sea because it teaches me.

PABLO NERUDA

We would go to the little seaside town of Moville on day trips or family outings, and after a full day of playing on the beach or walking along the shore toward Greencastle, we’d end up having our evening meal at a nice family-run hotel. It felt so swanky to eat out and have a waiter serve us. I now have the good fortune to eat out regularly, but back then this was a total luxury. My brother Lawrence and I would order steak and chips, and they would serve our ketchup in these little silver bowls. And as a special treat, we were allowed to order a bottle of Coca-Cola or Fanta Orange. We’d go home tired from all the sea air and meat and potatoes.

When I look back on my childhood, I know it was a happy one. We lived in a tiny row house, in a neighborhood filled with other children. It was a time when kids went out onto the streets to play. Boys had their own games, primarily soccer, while the girls would pass the time with hopscotch using an old shoe polish tin as the marker, or throwing tennis balls against the drugstore wall to the beat of a variety of rhyming songs that all the girls would sing. When wet weather drove us indoors, we’d play paper dolls and put on talent shows and play dress-up—all the games of imagination that ignited in me dreams of being an actress and living a different life.
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