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For thousands of years, butterflies have
been a popular theme in art, inspiring
people everywhere with their beauty. In the
Minoan culture (3000 - 1050 BC), located
on today's island of Crete in Greece, men
and women enjoyed a highly evolved
collaborative relationship, beautifully
described by Riane Eisler in her book, The
Chalice and The Blade. Minoans believed
the butterfly to be a special messenger,
come to inspire human beings to live
peacefully and to create beauty.
Traditional Hopi Indians, whose culture
dates back tens of millennia, also consider
the butterfly a messenger, ushering in a
new era of world peace and healing.
Chinese consider two butterflies to be the
symbol of true love. And today, the butterfly
also serves as the logo of the
growing hospice movement,
symbolizing the soul's flight from
the body as it returns Home to
Source.

The metamorphosis process that the
caterpillar-butterfly goes through also
has caught attention down through the
ages and all around the world.
The earthbound caterpillar, who eats
voraciously, is so different from the
beautiful butterfly that flits from flower
to flower! Thus, the butterfly has been
universally embraced as a symbol of
transformation and rebirth.

In Butterfly —a tiny tale of great transformation, now available
electronically (click here), I introduced in simple poetic language the
idea that we can learn from the caterpillar -butterfly's metamorphosis
process for transforming ourselves.
My “aha” moment came over 30 years ago, in 1982. After the initial
revelation, I spent eight years asking entomologists to teach me
about metamorphosis. By 1985, I had an understanding of the
process and was telling the story in talks and workshops. In 1988, I
wrote Butterfly in one inspired sitting—and met Charlene Madland
the same day.
Since publishing Butterfly on Earthday 1990, the story has spread
around the world, thanks to the many teachers who use this as a central theme in their own beautiful work —
Deepak Chopra, Barbara Marx Hubbard, Elisabet Sahtouris, Alan Moore, Nicanor Perlas, Bruce Lipton and Steve
Bhaerman, Paul Ray, Rowan North and others.
Over these past 23 years, thanks to these teachers helping to spread the “Good News”, I’ve been about to work
quietly, building networks of great collaborators around the world and continuing to design systems and programs
that can actually facilitate our own "human metamorphosis.”
More recently, my novel, Return To The Garden, Book One in the series I’m writing called The Eleanor Chronicles,
lays the foundations for a credible rapid global transformation. In my book I also tell the story of the amazing
circumstances that led me to that “aha” moment and the research and inspiration that led me to write Butterfly.
I'm currently completing Money, Power and Purpose, Book Two in The Eleanor Chronicles, in which I describe the
new monetary and economic systems that I believe can support the emergence of a "global butterfly civilization"—a
civilization that benefits everyone and rewards us for living peacefully and regenerating our natural environment. I also
show the foundations of a new global security system to replace the current dysfunctional national security system.

Then, unexpectedly, in 2010, I began drawing 1001 butterflies.
This ebook you are reading tells a bit of the story of how the
butterflies began—and how, I sincerely believe, they helped
save my life and, just maybe, may have a role to play in our
global human metamorphosis as well.

How the butterﬂies began….

On August 23, 2010, I received an unusual "Assignment from
God". My husband, Richard Wheeler, and I were facing a very
challenging situation that we had absolutely no idea how to
resolve. The details of these difficult circumstances will be
shared later but aren't important here. What’s important is
that, since I didn't have a clue what to do, I "went infinite" and
asked God for help.
The response to my call for help that day came as a voice in
my head that said very clearly, "Start drawing one butterfly
every day for 1001 days." I recognized this as a Divine
Assignment, as I’ve received many such assignments over the
decades. Immediately I asked Richard, "Where are the art
supplies?"
Richard pulled them from storage and I chose the pastel
pencils. Within 15 minutes, I'd drawn my first butterfly. She
had an inscription beneath her that set the stage for this long
butterfly journey:

May all be blessed with peace,

love, joy and prosperity in this new world
we are now creating together.

I learned how to ask God for help when I was a small
child. When faced with difficult situations, I found I
could do what I called "go infinite and ask for help".
I started by remembering that I was part of a reality
that is MUCH bigger than me or the "drama" that was
upsetting me. Part of a reality that went on forever, in
time and space. Quite early, I realized I could "talk" in
my mind with this Infinite "Being" and get wonderful
solutions to any problem.
Long before I learned the word "God", I realized from
my own experience that this Infinite Being, of which I
was a part, had intelligence and wisdom far beyond
my own that it was always ready to share with me.
All I needed to do was ask—and then listen and
follow the answer I received. If I did these things,
somehow, no matter how difficult the situation I
faced, I would come through it fine.
The method was simple: I took a few deep breaths as
I opened out my mind, expanding my awareness in all
directions simultaneously until I experienced myself
connecting with the endless Mystery of All That Is.
When I was fully connected, I would know it because
I would feel completely at peace, filled with a sense of
love—and a sense of confidence that I would be
given a good solution to my problem.
In this connected state of being, I would ask our
Infinite-Eternal Creator for help—feeling a powerful
sense of gratitude for the answer that was coming.
Even today, every time I do this, wonderful answers
come—answers I could never have figured out on my
own. The more I have used this process over the
course of my life, the easier and faster it has become.

….Then came the full-blown

PANIC ATTACK!!
How can I possibly do this?!
Two or three days into this project, I had an almost
overwhelming sense of terror:
How on Earth could I ever come up with 1001
original butterflies? It truly seemed impossible.
But then, I realized that I could simply “go Infinite”
each day and ask God to create beauty through
me….and then feel enormous gratitude.
This prayer became my daily practice: It works.

My early sketches were simple and childlike in quality.

A month into the project, the butterflies had
become so complex that a single butterfly
could take me four. five or even six hours to
draw and color as I struggled to get the two
wings in perfect proportion.
Then, after 42 days, one morning as I sat
down to draw the next butterfly (number 43),
Richard said to me, "Why don't you let me
help you?" He’s trained in scientific illustration
and is a very good artist.

As the days passed, the butterflies began to get more complex.

Richard explained. "Why don't you just draw
half of the butterfly and I can trace it on my
graphics tablet?" With his graphics tablet, he
can greatly magnify images, making it possible
to do far more accurate and detailed work.
Then he added, "After tracing the half-butterfly,
I can copy it and flip it horizontally to create an
exact mirror image. Then I can join the two
halves to form the whole butterfly...and print it
out as a line drawing for you to color."

"This way," he said kindly, "you can focus more attention
on the creative designs and on coloring the butterflies—
and you will have time to do your other projects."
I "went Infinite" and asked God if t would be cheating to
follow Richard's suggestion. The response was
immediate and very clear: the fact that Richard was
offering to help was an important breakthrough in this
Cosmic Assignment.
So Richard and I began working together. I would do the
initial pencil sketch of a half butterfly and give it to him to
trace.

Once RIchard has traced and refined my lines and
circles, he calls out, "Line check." I sit down with him
and together we review the half butterfly on the
graphics tablet, spotting places where a line is a little
flat or wobbly or the curve is not quite right....or the
circles aren’t evenly spaced.
Richard then makes the corrections. We both want
the butterflies to be as beautiful as possible. But this
process takes him 15-20 minutes instead of taking me
a couple of hours! Plus, we love collaborating!

Only after we’re both happy with the final image, RIchard
copies and flips the half butterfly, creating a mirror image
that he then connects to the original half. This creates a
perfectly symmetrical butterfly for him to print out. These
line drawings are a joy for me to color!

When I finish coloring each new butterfly, we tape it
up on a large piece of plywood, building a "flock" of
16 colored butterflies which we photograph. Finally,
we archive the butterflies, digitally and manually.

And, On May 19, 2013,
we completed our final
butterfly, Number #1001
The 1001 Butterfly Blessings fill 20
notebooks, each with 50 colored
butterflies, 50 pencil sketches and 50
line drawings.

One final important note about this "Divine Assignment"
is that somewhere around Butterfly #100, I came to
understand that what we are doing has another meaning:

The 1001 butterflies are a
"Butterfly Countdown
to Global Transformation."
What does this mean?
We sense that these 1001 butterflies have a role to play in the
great transformation humanity is currently going through.
An “aha” moment has already come and at the end of this ebook, we invite your collaboration in developing and refining
these just-born ideas, as well as suggesting other ways for how
these 1001 Butterfly Blessings might support our collective
human metamorphosis.

Meanwhile, the Butterfly Blessings have
already played an important roles in our
transformation. Here’s what happened….

How the butterﬂies helped save my life
In June of 2011, Richard
and I went on a trip to
Vilcabamba, Ecuador,
where we have a small
home. The night we
arrived, while I was asleep,
I was bitten in the left groin
by an unidentified insect.
In the morning, I noticed a tiny red welt there. It itched
slightly. I washed it carefully with soap and water,
covered it with antibiotic cream and didn't think any
more about it.
Three days later, the area felt a bit strange. I took a
closer look. I was startled at what I saw.
The welt was now over an inch long, over a quarter of
an inch high and wide. And the whole welt was very
hard to the touch. All around it was an angry brick-red
patch of skin, about eight inches long and a couple of
inches wide!

My whole life
was about to change dramatically.

In less than a week, the redness became lighter—but now
it had spread to cover my entire torso—all the way around
my body! I didn't feel well. I felt totally exhausted and had
no appetite. I spent my days in bed.
To make a long and very unpleasant story much shorter,
before long, I was extremely ill. In less than a month, I lost
40 pounds. By early August, I weighed only 100 pounds.
Since I'm 5 feet 9 inches tall, I looked like a cadaver.
By now, too, I could barely walk. And as the effects of the
insect bite spread, the skin of my torso felt as if it were on
fire. My torso was becoming so tightly constricted that
breathing was very difficult. Not only was the area
spreading, but the tightness was also increasing in
intensity.
This experience of this spreading and ever-increasing
tightness was especially terrifying: Would there come a
time when I’d be completely unable to breathe??!!

There were days I felt so bad that I wondered if I
really could draw a new butterfly. But then, I simply
turned my task over to God: “Thank you for creating
beauty through me.” And, miraculously, each day a
new and original butterfly was “born”.

By early August, Richard and I had already
made several visits to the local clinic. The
doctor wasn't particularly concerned about
the insect bite, saying that the tightness
would disappear within a month or two.
"Don't worry about it."

I was enormously inspired by this. For there I was,
unable to walk without help by now, barely able to
breathe or cough or swallow….my
organs were shutting down. On several
occasions I fainted, once hitting my head
hard on our brick terrace.
I was hovering between life and death.
Yet, somehow, thanks to the Infinite
Creative Force that moves in all things,
including my pain-wracked body, I could
still create my butterflies!

The doctor was wrong. I grew steadily
worse. Over the next few weeks, we sought
a variety of medical help, traditional and alternative.
Nothing helped.

Late one night, I was given the choice:
to live or to die. By now I hurt so badly
that dying looked much more attractive than living.
Lying in bed, I reviewed my life.

To keep from collapsing into fear, I found myself
pushed to connect with the Infinite more and more.
Whenever I began to feel afraid, I would work on my
butterfly for the day. And, I quickly found that this
simple act of drawing and coloring a butterfly helped
me escape from fearful thoughts.

I'd accomplished a number of
things I felt good about. But as I
looked at all the work I'd done
over the last 45 years, I also saw
so much that was still needed to
create the peaceful, sustainable
world I knew I’d come to Earth to
help create with people like you.

In particular, I thought, how could I die without completing
the 1001 butterflies? Or without finishing writing the other
books in The Eleanor Chronicles?
I thought, “I’ve worked
so hard to understand
how we can transform
human civilization If I
die now, all of that will
be lost. What a waste!”
I then looked over at
Richard, asleep beside
me, and thought, “It
would be very mean of
me to die and leave
Richard alone, too.”
I spent the rest of that
night repeating aloud
very quietly (so as not
to awaken Richard) but
also very firmly,
"I choose life.
I choose life. I choose life. I choose life….."
I affirmed this CHOICE OF LIFE literally for hours.
Near dawn I fell asleep, knowing with absolute certainty
that I was going to live.

My making this clear, powerful decision to live, to
complete my work, was a key turning point.
Despite the fact that my
physical health continued to
deteriorate, my attitude was
now extremely positive. I knew
that whatever happened,
I was going to live. I was
going to finish the work I'd
come to Earth to do in this
lifetime...

...However,
I had absolutely
no idea at all
how rigorously
I was about
to be tested in my resolve
to live, to complete my work.

By late September, after seeing several doctors
and trying everything we could think of, a
panicked doctor insisted I be hospitalized. The
next day, I ended up in a modern hospital in
Cuenca (Ecuador).
Breathing was almost impossible now. And I
could only stagger a few feet without assistance.
By now, too, my bowels had stopped working
and I had to do an enema every day.
In the hospital, I was given every diagnostic test
you can imagine but they yielded no clues.
Finally, blood tests sent to Quito showed that
I had contracted Lyme disease!
The doctor said that I was only the third person in
Ecuador to be diagnosed with Lyme disease, a
strange and debilitating illness that now affects
so many people in the US and Europe.
Indeed, as we learned later, Lyme disease is now
the fast growing infectious disease epidemic
in the world!
We’d not planned at all for the 20-day hospital stay in Cuenca, and so we hadn't thought to bring Richard's
graphics tablet with us. So, while I still continued to draw a new butterfly each day, I collected them in a
folder. Some days my hand shook so badly the lines were all zig-zags. I asked God for help—
And immediately I “got” that I could simply incorporate that shakiness into my designs!

The doctor prescribed high levels of oral antibiotics and put
me on prednisone. But after 18 days in the hospital, I
wasn’t getting better.
Indeed, I was getting increasingly worse.
That morning I said to Richard, "If I stay here, honey, I'm not
going to make it." When the doctor arrived in the morning
rounds, he agreed. "You should go back to the US for
treatment," he said. Then, "And, you should go immediately,
as you have a narrow window of opportunity while you're still
physically able to travel."
Within 15 minutes, Richard left for Vilcabamba, six hours
away by bus, to pack a couple of suitcases for our trip—
and get his graphics tablet. My job was to buy airplane
tickets. In my condition, that was a truly daunting task.
Two days later, we flew home to the States, where we’d
made arrangements to stay with Richard's sister, Sharon,
in Seattle, while we looked for medical help.
The 30-hour trip from Cuenca to Seattle goes down as
one of the most difficult things I've ever done. The
morning we flew home, I "went infinite" and asked God
for help in surviving this trip that looked to me like
climbing Mount Everest. The answer was clear: "Just
stay present, stay connected with Me in each moment
and take each moment as it comes. Everything will work
out."
This advice was invaluable.

The plane trip home….
By now, sitting up was extremely difficult for me
because in that position, I couldn't breathe at all.
Richard pushed me through the different airports in a
wheel chair, while I lay as horizontal as I could get
without falling out of the chair, gasping for breath the
entire time. Cuenca, Quito, Panama, Los Angeles,
Seattle…
On each leg of the flght, all of the airlines personnel did
their best to help us by putting an empty seat between
Richard and me so that I could lie on my back, with my
head in his lap—horizontal, so that I could breathe at
least a little.
As I describe below, it is a miracle that we were finally
connected with a doctor in California who knew what to
do and saved my life. I was completely running on
determination and faith in God by this time that
somehow, I was going to live and complete my
life’s work.

One day at Sharon’s house, I made the mistake of looking
at myself in the bathroom mirror.
I was stunned! Who is that old hag?! An emaciated 90year-old face stared back at me in shock from the mirror.
Her eyes were sunken and had a glassy stare. Her face
was skeletal. I looked away quickly and swore never to look
at myself again in the mirror until I felt a whole lot better!
I took full responsibility for my condition and worked to learn
every lesson I could. I examined my thoughts, pulling out
negative ones like weeds from my garden. One day,
perhaps a month into our stay in Seattle, I finally came to a
place of gratitude: gratitude for all the difficulties I’d faced in
life, including this illness.
Embracing gratitude for my illness and its lessons was a
huge turning point. I spent days looking for the gift in each
challenging experience over my whole life. I saw how each
experience had made me stronger, taught me new things,
made me more compassionate for the sufferings of others.

As I meditated on these lessons, I
also colored LOTS of butterflies. By
the time we got to Seattle, Richard
had a month's backlog of designs to
trace on his graphics tablet.
So, as I lay in bed gasping for breath
in bed, looking for the gifts in my
life’s challenges, Richard would
bring me the butterflies as he
finished printing them out. Except
for going to different medical
appointments, I worked all day long
to catch up on coloring them.
While I was busily engaged with
drawing and coloring the butterflies,
I could almost forget about being
sick. I felt calmed by the simple
activity of drawing and coloring.
Some days, I spent seven or eight
hours just coloring butterflies, plus
drawing my new one. By the time
we left Seattle to start medical
treatment in California, we had
gotten completely caught up to date

with the butterflies. That gave us a
sense of enormous accomplishment
More than anything, however, the act
of drawing and coloring the butterflies
helped me remember that, ill though I
was, The Creative Force was still
moving through me. Yes! I was
alive. I could still create something
beautiful each day. And my beloved
Richard was with me, supporting me
and collaborating with me on this truly
amazing project.
I also experienced a healing effect
from working with the beautiful colors
that I was using on the butterflies.
It was during that time in Seattle, that I
resolved someday to collaborate with
Richard in telling this story and in
creating a series of coloring books to
help support people with health and
other problems.
Maybe coloring butterflies could also
help others heal more quickly, too!

How we found the doctor in California was a miracle.
I was speaking on skype one day with Szuszi, a friend who lives near Santa
Cruz, CA. She mentioned that several days earlier, she’d run into a friend,
Dusty, whom she rarely saw. And, Dusty looked wonderful, better than
Szuszi had ever seen her.
Szuszi asked Dusty what she’d done to look so absolutely terrific. To which
Dusty replied, “Oh, I’ve been suffering from Lyme disease for seven years
and have tried everything. But nothing helped. Then, about a month ago I
found a doctor in Monterey, California, and he cured me!”
“Szuszi,” I said, stunned, “I was also diagnosed with Lyme disease. Maybe
this doctor can help me, too!”
“Oh, dear!” she exclaimed in distmay. “I don’t have Dusty’s phone number….and I don’t know her last name...and
she didn’t mention the name of the doctor….and I NEVER run into Dusty…..”
Here is the miracle: Literally an hour and a half later, in another part of Santa Cruz, Szuszi ran into Dusty again!
This time, Szuszi got Dusty’s last name, phone number and email address. She also got the name and phone
number of the doctor –Dr. David Craig Wright of Monterey, California. As soon as she got home, Szuszi called me
with the information. I called Dr. Wright immediately but his office was closed for the evening; I left a message. I
was crying by the end of it.
Dr. Wright returned my call that same evening and the next morning he emailed me a list of 15 blood tests he
wanted me to have done right away. Two weeks later the results came back: I had TWO types of Lyme disease,
with bacterial loads higher than anything he’d ever seen.
A couple of weeks later, Dr. Wright told me that, to fight the Lyme bacteria, my immune system had generated four
times more antibodies than anyone he’d ever seen in over 35 years of doing infectious disease medicine!

Dr. Wright jumped me over the new
patient protocol which required waiting
10 days to start treatment. “Get down
here as fast as you can,” he said sternly.
wo days later, Richard and I flew down.
Several weeks latehe doctor admitted to
me that when he saw my blood tests, he
was very worried that I might not live.

Szuszi and her husband, Paul, invited us to
stay with them while I did the treatments.
The treatment was straightforward: for 42
days straight, I received freshly mixed
antibiotics every day, delivered intravenously.
I also did several alternative therapies, which
were very helpful as well.

Within three weeks, I could walk and my
breathing had improved somewhat.
I began to push myself, climbing the very
steep driveway by Szuszi’s and Paul’s
house. Every day, no matter how I felt, I
made myself climb a little higher….a little
higher….until, two days before I completed
the antibiotics, I’d made it all the way up to
the top of the hill. What a sense of victory!

As I got stronger and felt better, the butterflies reflected this. They became increasingly complex and more
colorful. Finally, I could even look at myself in the mirror. Over time I can see myself growing younger again.

Today, too, I am able to live a fairly
normal life. I’ve regained most of
the weight I’d lost and can now
walk several miles at a stretch.
The one residual effect is that my
whole torso is still quite constricted
and uncomfortable, despite the
fact that the blood tests indicate
the Lyme bacteria has been
eliminated.
As I seek ways to complete my
healing, I’m grateful for the prayers
and the many treatment
suggestions that friends and
colleagues around the world
continue to send me. I remain
serenely confident that one day
my torso, too, will normalize.

As Richard and I complete this ebook and also the five Butterfly Blessings Coloring Books
(see below), we’ve just recently completed drawing & coloring all of the 1001 Butterflies.
We invite you to try out for yourself the healing power of coloring butterflies!

We have created for you and
your loved ones
five unique coloring books,
each with twelve original
butterflies you can download
as PDF files to print and color.

We sincerely hope you enjoy coloring our Butterfly
Blessings and giving them your own grace and spirit.
May the butterflies support you in your own journey to
great good health, joy and prosperity!
In the coloring books, we've added a word or two
below each butterfly to give you positive thoughts to
focus on while you're coloring. We did this because I
found that the more I was able to focus on positive
thoughts, the more it helps me in my own journey back
to health.
Our hope is that the Butterfly Blessings can help many
people, just as they have helped us.
If you would like to share your healing story with us or
if you have ideas for how the butterflies might help
humanity as a whole in healing and transforming, we
would love to hear from you! To learn more about our
ideas for future projects please visit our website,
www.butterflyblessings.net
We look forward to collaborating with you in creating a
Global Butterfly Civilization.
Thank you for everything you are doing to create
beauty and harmony in your life and in the lives of
others.

Love and Butterﬂy Blessings,

Norie Huddle & Richard Wheeler
www.butterflyblessings.net

Together we can do what no one of us can do alone.

www.gardenofparadise.net

Thank you for sharing this free
e-book, The Healing Power of
Butterflies, with your friends
and loved ones.
We deeply appreciate your
purchase of one or more
butterfly coloring books as this
supports the work we’re doing..
Each coloring book costs just
$1.49 and contains twelve
different butterflies from our
collection of 1001 original
Butterfly Blessings.
You can also opt to buy all five
coloring books, a total of 60
elegant butterflies, at a
discounted price of $5.00.
Click here to order.
We use Paypal to process orders.

Go ahead and

splurge!

Click here to purchase
All Five Butterfly Collections
- $5.00
60 original butterfly designs

Additional Resources

Now available for the first time
An electronic edition of Norie Huddle’s beautiful classic book

Butterfly
—called “The Myth For Our Times”—
Only $2.99

Click here to purchase

Return to The Garden
BOOK ONE of “The Eleanor Chronicles”

“Like the Celestine Prophecies, only much better!” —Reviewer
When young Ecuadorian lawyer Luis Alvarez meets the mysterious “Eleanor” on a bus
traveling to Quito, he has no idea that the conversation they’re about to have will so transform
his life and his entire understanding of what is going on in the world. He tells his story here.
Prepare to be surprised, delighted, and inspired by this powerful little book!
“One of the best books I have read in the genre! So InspirationaI
I absolutely loved Return to the Garden! It is incredibly motivational. I don't think I have
ever read such an inspiring book. It gave me hope that change in the world could
actually happen fast! There are so many fabulous true stories...and I loved the surprise
ending - don't read ahead!
I read it in one sitting. This book deserves to be read by millions and it will help us all
transform the world! just do it get this book today!”

Amazon Review by “Risson123”

“Read this book; change your life.

Just $7.77 on Amazon Kindle

Return To The Garden is one of those books you don't want to miss. Extremely
timely, the book speaks of a way of seeing the good in the changes that are taking
place all around us. It points to the many opportunities for positive change given
us in these turbulent times. If you are struggling with all the bad news you are
hearing in the media and don't see how we as a species are going to survive,
reading this book will give you hope. I'm anxiously looking forward to the next
installment from Eleanor.”
Amazon Review by “Sageman”

To read more reviews & excerpts & to purchase click here

