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Star Light, Star Bright 
 
Let us pray… 
 
 
Once upon a time there was a little star, named Shirley.  She and her 
sisters got their names from that ancient text, the 23rd Psalm, that says 
“Shirley, Goodness, and Mercy shall follow me all the days of my life”.  
Their father, Deneb, was a remarkably bright star, and their mother, Nunki, 
was part of the Little Dipper.  Great things were expected from stars of 
such illustrious parentage.  And, indeed, Goodness was in line for a spot on 
a new constellation, and Mercy was going to get to be the first star in the 
night sky in a few months.  She was making her family crazy by constantly 
chanting, “Star light, star bright, first star I see tonight…” 
 
No such astronomical success was coming Shirley’s way, and she didn’t 
allow herself such lofty aspirations.  She’d always been smaller than her 
sisters, and her light never shone as brightly, so she didn’t expect a leading 
role in the Milky Way.  She just wanted to add her own little light to the 
cosmos, to contribute what she could to the heavenly display, maybe 
occasionally be part of some sailor’s navigation.  But she was struggling so 
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much with her SGEs, the Star Glow Exams.  She had a really hard time 
with the new light-year math.  In her senior project, when she was 
supposed to create a new element, she just kept coming up with more 
hydrogen and helium.  And the creative arts teacher had nothing good to 
say about her interpretive dance to Twinkle, Twinkle Little Star.  The Star 
Team – those angels responsible for training stars and assigning them their 
sky position – tended to look at Shirley with dismay and shake their sparkly 
heads.  At this rate, Shirley was going to be assigned to staffing a black 
hole, and her light would never shine in the universe. 
 
One day, all the young stars were abuzz with the news that a very special 
and prestigious assignment was coming up.  A Guiding Star was needed.  
To be a Guiding Star was a true thrill – Guiding Stars got to interact in 
some way with creatures on the planets.  That kind of assignment didn’t 
come along every day, and Guiding Stars tended to be famous, with poems 
and paintings and songs dedicated to them.  Guiding Stars had helped 
heroes find their way, and illuminated special events, and marked the 
places where amazing things had happened.  It was even a bigger deal 
than being a Shooting Star.  Everybody wanted to be a Guiding Star. 
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The stars were just fading in the morning sky when an Angel came to 
Goodness, Mercy and Shirley’s house.  Lumen was the head of the Star 
Team, so Shirley figured somebody was in trouble.  When Lumen asked to 
speak with her, Shirley’s light wavered with anxiety.  But then Lumen 
explained that Shirley was needed to be the new Guiding Star.  This 
Guiding Star would need to go close to the earth, and stay there for a 
number of days, to mark the spot where something special was about to 
happen.  Bigger, brighter stars would burn up the earth with the force of 
their light.  Shirley’s light – weak in comparison to her sister’s – would be 
gentle enough to not harm the planet yet would seem brilliantly bright to 
those who needed a guide.  Glory of glories, Shirley was going to be a 
Guiding Star. 
 
The next day, Shirley was thrown into an extensive training regimen.  She 
spent light hours practicing how to move smoothly through the sky, and 
then spent more hours practicing how to hold still in one place.  Lumen 
created obstacle courses of mountain peaks, cloud banks, and lofty pines, 
and made Shirley run them until her performance was fast and flawless.  
But that training was just the beginning.  The Star Team believed that it 
wasn’t enough for the Guiding Stars to just physically perform their 
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assignments; they had to understand the meanings and implications as 
well. 
 
And so Guiding-Star-In-Training Shirley began to learn about human 
beings, the brave and fragile and challenging creatures on the planet Earth.  
Like every other living thing in existence, these human beings were little 
reflections of The Great Light, the divine Source that gave the very stars 
their glow.  These human beings, then, were holy things, made to increase 
the God-Light in the world.  But sometimes they got confused about their 
purpose, and got distracted with arguments and competitions and rules and 
power over others.  When that happened their lights flickered and dimmed, 
and hampered the warm glow of the whole universe.  And so a teacher was 
about to be born, a teacher who was particularly good at shining his God-
Light.  This teacher would remind the people of what they learned before 
they were born, that they are creatures of the light, and this teacher would 
help them make their light shine more brightly in the world.  His journey 
would be difficult, and brief, but like a star whose light can shine millions of 
years after it has died, the teacher’s light would echo through the ages.  It 
would be Shirley’s job, like so many Guiding Stars before her, to mark the 
time and place of the teacher’s birth.  (It had been noticed that human 



5 

 
 

 

beings were more likely to pay attention to things when they were 
announced with flashing lights and loud music – someday humans would 
replicate starlight and angel choruses with search lights and DJs at used 
car sales.)  So that was Shirley’s assignment as a Guiding Star, to 
illuminate the place where the teacher – Jesus – was to be born.  He was 
going to be born in the Middle East, in an occupied territory, and his 
parents would be poor and far from home at his birth.  But thanks to 
Shirley’s light, shepherds would come to visit the child, and astrologers 
from a far country would track her path through the sky to find the child.  
The Star Team warned Shirley that legends and songs and even sacred 
texts would speak of her work, so she’d better get it just right. 
 
Finally, the time came, and Shirley was as ready as she was ever going to 
be.  Lumen brought her to the Earth’s atmosphere as dusk was descending 
on Palestine, and reminded her of all that she had been taught:  to travel 
surely, and shine steadily; to reach her beams toward the hard-working 
shepherds and the traveling wise ones; and to remember that she was an 
emissary of the God-Light, a symbol of hope when times are hard, a way 
home for those who are lost, a source of inspiration for every open heart.   
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Shirley fastened herself securely to the velvet night, ready to her burning 
core for the task with which the God-Light had entrusted her.  For twelve 
earth days she moved through the sky, journeying by dark and resting, 
stock-still, during the daylight hours.  She was amazed by all she saw, but 
especially the human faces, turned up to gaze at her.  Each face was so 
different, but as they looked at her every face shone with the same glow, 
each set of eyes twinkled with the same sparkle – her light, her starlight, 
that each human being caught and reflected back to her.  It was like an 
embrace, each exchange between human and star, capturing each other’s 
light and sending it back.  By the time Shirley came to rest at her final 
destination, over the little stable in Bethlehem, she had expected that she 
would be tired and dusky.  On the contrary, her light was brighter than ever 
before.  She blazed down through the cracks in the stable roof, her starlight 
falling on the olive skin of the baby resting on the hay.  The teacher’s infant 
hand stretched and grasped as if to grab the star, and Shirley remembered 
that everything is made of star-stuff.  And so she and the child were one, 
both sent to reflect the God-Light in the world.  
 
That was over 2000 years ago.  Shirley took her place in the cosmos, and 
saw from a great distance as the baby Jesus grew into the teacher Jesus 
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who loved the people and taught them and healed them and lifted up those 
who were laid low and challenged those who were in power.  And Shirley 
saw how he suffered, and how he died, but how the God-Light in Jesus did 
not dim even for a single moment.  And she saw that when Jesus died, the 
God-Light within him could not be contained but exploded to fill the whole 
world. 
 
Still, today, Shirley hangs in the sky, watching for our upturned faces 
reflecting her light back at her, all of us shining the God-Light that is part of 
every one of us.  A light shines in the darkness, and the darkness does not 
overcome it.  That light, that God-Light, existed long before we were 
thought of and will still shine long after we are gone.  Nonetheless, the light 
beckons us to fan that flame, to increase the light like one candle lighting 
another.  We do that so we can be light for each other in the darkness that 
is, invariably, a part of life.  For we are not only made of star-stuff, we are 
stars ourselves.  We are the stars that help guide those who are lost, we 
are the stars that illuminate the miracles happening in this world, we are the 
stars that prick holes in the darkness so that Love can enter in.  We are 
stars shining the God-Light in this world. 
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Poet Ann Weems wishes she could give you a star –  
“Something to take out in times of darkness, 
 
something that would never snuff out or tarnish, 

 
something you could hold in your hand, 

 
something for wonderment, 

 
something for pondering, 

 
something that would remind you of 

 
what Christmas has always meant: 

 
God’s Advent Light into the Darkness of this world.” 

 
But, actually, you have already been given a star, the star-bright holy Light 
that dwells within you.  God has come to dwell “among us” – not on our 
planet or in our country or in this sanctuary, but within our very beings.  We 
are, all of us, Guiding-Stars-In-Training, helping each other and ourselves 
to find our way, see what matters, and bathe this world in the light of love.  
Amen. 


