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There was a time once when no stars shone in the sky, when the first people God had 
made looked up and saw only darkness.  The reason, of course, was that each star was 
given only so much light, and when it was gone the star would fall from the sky, a star no 
more.  So they selfishly guarded their light from human eyes for a long time. 
 
But as people began to spread across the land, building cities and kingdoms, fighting 
wars and weathering floods, the stars began to open their eyes, to look down upon the 
world with curiosity and wonder, and, in turn, people looked up at the stars and dreamed 
mighty dreams. 
 
In time, stars grew old.  It took a very long time, of course, and some grew old faster than 
others since they held their eyes open widest so as to see more of the world.  This meant 
more of their light was lost, and those were the ones who shone the brightest.  One of the 
oldest of these was a star named Twinkle.  The other stars called him that because it was 
what he did.  His curious eyes would look this way, then that, always watching the people 
below.  It was why Twinkle was the first to notice the great change in the world, and it 
began with the birth of a new star. 
 
It was a beautiful star.  A brightly shining jewel in the crown of night.  So bright, in fact, 
that no other star, not even Twinkle, could hope to match it.  Twinkle, being a kindly star, 
felt it was his duty to warn this new star about the danger of giving away so much light. 
 
“But I must,” the new star said in answer.  “It is why I am here.” 
 
“Yes,” said Twinkle.  “I have come to understand the humans think so.  They gaze up at 
us and believe they can read their futures.  They see signs in our movements, and imagine 
pictures within our light.  But this is not so.  We are only stars, and the light we give is 
the measure of our life.  Nothing more.” 
 
“No,” the other star disagreed.  “We are, most certainly, more than that.  We are God’s 
gift of wonderment and awe.  We are the messengers of dreams, and beacons of hope.  
But I have been sent for a special purpose.  I have been sent to light the way to him who 
will bring light to all the world.” 
 
“Who is he?” asked Twinkle.  “Who is this person who deserves your sacrifice?” 
 
And the star smiled, saying, “Why, none other than the Christ-child, my friend.  The great 
Redeemer whose golden light will defeat the darkness in the hearts of women and men.  
That is why I give my light.” 
 



 

Twinkle said nothing after that.  He had a lot to think about.  It was true that mankind 
seemed to have lost its way.  Perhaps the bright star was right.  God had sent someone 
special to show everyone how to believe in goodness again.  And, most certainly, that 
was worth any price. 
 
Down below, people were moving.  Twinkle saw them, Kings and shepherds, magi and 
others, all moving toward the same spot.  That, he realized, was where the Christ-child 
must be.  Many were traveling to see him, coming from all directions and some from far 
away, all guided by the new star’s bright light. Not all would complete the journey, 
Twinkle knew, for even then the bright star’s light was beginning to fade. 
 
“How many must see the Christ-child?” Twinkle asked.  “How many need to follow your 
beacon so that they might know him?” 
 
“All will know of him in time,” said the star.  “Those who believe will tell others.” 
 
“Not all will believe?” Twinkle asked, surprised. 
 
“Some will doubt,” the star answered. 
 
“Many voices speak louder than one,” said Twinkle.  “I have seen this to be true.  How 
many voices must speak of the Christ before all will listen?” 
 
The star could not answer, for it did not know and said so.  “Then you must shine for as 
long as you can,” said Twinkle.  “Take my light.  I have little left to give, but if it helps 
you to last one day longer then that is how it will be.” 
 
“If you give me your light,” the beacon-star said, “then you will fall.” 
 
“Yes,” agreed Twinkle.  “But I am old.  I will fall soon anyway.  I would rather fall for a 
purpose than none at all.” 
 
So the bright star accepted Twinkle’s gift, and Twinkle went dark and fell from the sky.  
It was a scary thing, that long fall down to the ground, and he landed in high grass at the 
edge of a meadow. 
 
Everything was suddenly new and strange.  The feel of hard dirt, the tickle of grass, the 
sweet smell of the wind and sounds of many animals moving around.  Twinkle wished he 
could hide, but without his light he couldn’t move by himself.  Besides, if he hid he could 
not see the beautiful sky above, dotted with stars in their quiet homes.  And brightest of 
all, the beacon-star. 
 
How long he lay there, Twinkle didn’t know.  But eventually the tall grass parted and a 
face appeared.  It was a girl, Twinkle saw.  A girl with long dark hair, dressed as a 
shepherd.  “Oh,” she said, seeing Twinkle.  “So you’re what scared the sheep.” 
 



 

“I’m sorry,” said Twinkle.  “I didn’t mean to.” 
 
“That’s all right,” the girl started to say, and then stopped with amazement on her face.  
“You can talk!” she said, almost shouting. 
 
“You understand me!” Twinkle replied, just as surprised. 
 
“Rachael?” a man’s voice called, making the girl turn.  “Who are you talking to?” 
 
“Uh, no one,” said the girl.  She scooped up Twinkle and dropped him into her pocket.  
“Just to myself,” she added. 
 
“Well, come along.  We have to gather up these sheep.” 
 
“Yes, Father,” the girl said.  Twinkle was jostled around a bit as the girl ran, but settled at 
the bottom of the pocket happily.  He was warm here, the pocket felt soft, safe.  He 
listened to sounds he could not recognize, of sheep and dogs and tinkling bells, and after 
what seemed to be a long time the girl took him out of her pocket again.  She peered at 
him strangely. 
 
“Is something wrong?” he asked. 
 
She showed him a wide smile and said, “You really can talk!  I thought I had imagined 
it.”  An adult shushed her, and Twinkle could see the girl sat at the edge of a circle where 
many shepherds were gathering. 
 
“What’s happening?” Twinkle asked. 
 
“A village meeting,” the girl told him.  “Some shepherds out with their flock were visited 
by angels who told them Christ has been born.”  The adult shushed her again. 
 
“I know!” Twinkle replied eagerly.  “The bright star shows the way.  Will you take me to 
see him?” 
 
“If I get to go,” she said. 
 
“Rachael, you must be quiet,” the adult said, frowning. 
 
The girl scooted away from the circle and bent over Twinkle.  Whispering, she asked, 
“Why can’t they hear you?” 
 
Twinkle was surprised to realize she was right.  None of the adults heard him at all.  He 
thought hard about it, and finally he said, “Newborn children do not speak, because they 
still hear the songs of angels.  As children grow, they listen less and talk more.  You are 
still young enough to know magic is real.  When you are older, you will have to try much 
harder to hear God’s voice.” 



 

 
“Oh,” was all she said.  Twinkle wanted to tell her he wasn’t sure it was true.  He was 
only, after all, a star, and a fallen one at that.  But she put him back into her pocket as the 
meeting began, and all he heard were muffled voices.  It was a very long while later 
before she brought him out again.  He saw she was walking along a city street, following 
another child who followed several adults. 
 
“Where are we?” he asked. 
 
“Bethlehem,” she said quietly.  The group passed an inn and came to a place where 
animals were kept. 
 
“Here?” Twinkle asked. 
 
“Here,” Rachael agreed.  They entered the manger, and Twinkle saw there were many 
people there already.  Someone had used straw to make a bed in an empty stall, and 
laying there on a blanket was a woman holding a baby.  An older man kneeled by her 
side, a hand on her shoulder, and they were both smiling.  Not at the gifts which were 
piling up in front of them, not at the visitors in their finery or rags, but at the child.  The 
child who smiled back at them from a chubby face, with eyes like the foaming sea and a 
sun-drenched sky. 
 
Twinkle saw the child, and like the others he knew without having to be told that this was 
the Christ.  This was the one whose light would fill the world.  This was the Savior. 
 
Rachael moved forward, and when it came her turn to offer a gift to the baby, she 
hesitated.  Then, not sure if it was the right thing to do, she held out Twinkle. 
 
Twinkle wasn’t much to look at anymore, just a dull gray blob as hard as rock.  It was all 
she had to give.  “Hello,” Twinkle said to the child.  “My name is Twinkle.”  The baby 
laughed happily. 
 
“What’s his name?” Rachael asked softly. 
 
“Jesus,” said the woman.  The baby laughed again, and suddenly everyone was smiling.  
Twinkle looked into the eyes of baby Jesus and saw beyond them the pure heart of God’s 
love.  He was filled with such a feeling of joy that he thought he might crack in two.  
Rachael held him closer to the baby, and Jesus reached out. 
 
Twinkle began to hear music.  And oh, such music it was!  The melody of Heaven, the 
song of God, the voices of mighty angels.  The child touched Twinkle, and he suddenly 
began to glow. 
 
Warmth spread through the little star.  He glowed brighter and brighter, until everyone 
had to look away.  Everyone but the child.  And Twinkle understood what the music was 
telling him. 



 

 
“We are blessed,” he said to Rachael, to all who could hear.  “We have all wandered in 
the dark, and we are come to the kingdom of God.  We have thought of ourselves, when 
we should have thought of others.  We have hoarded our light, when we should have lit 
the way for all.  Praise be to God, for his Son has come, and we are blessed.” 
 
His light filled the chamber, matched only by the radiance of the child.  Rachael took him 
outside to hold him up in the air where a wind lifted him skyward.  It felt like the beat of 
mighty wings, and soon Twinkle was in the sky once more, shining as brightly as he ever 
had.  He felt young again, reborn. 
 
To all the other stars he told the story of his fall and of his meeting with the Christ-child, 
and all the stars rejoiced.  In time, the beacon-star went dark, refusing the gift so many 
other stars offered, saying “My job is done.  Farewell, friends!”  With that his light was 
gone, but he did not fall as other stars had.  Instead, he was swept away into Heaven on 
the wings of Angels, just as all Lightkeepers one day will go. 
 
The other stars remained, and those who listened to Twinkle’s tale and believed began to 
twinkle as well, so that all who looked into the night sky might be reminded that they are 
not alone in this world, that someone keeps watch against the darkness. 
 
Sometimes a star will fall to Earth, and sometimes that star will be found by a child.  
When that happens, and the child is young enough to listen, the star will tell Twinkle’s 
story.  The tale of how giving to others makes you rich in uncountable ways, how 
meekness does not mean the same as weakness, and that we might all be touched by the 
hand of God if only we believe.  And, should we need reminding, we have only to look 
up at the stars above to see God’s eternal promise of Hope, Peace, and Love written in 
radiant light for all to see. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


