
Falling Stars 

 

Here is a small story about my own experience: 

 

When I was a little boy, I discovered that anytime I looked to the sky in the night, I saw 

my little face on every single star. I was so amused by this; I could not wait for the night 

to fall so that I might count my faces in the sky. That was my little secret. One day I saw 

my parent reciting some religious verses when a star fell from the sky (this is a common 

practice in Islam for shooting stars). I asked my dad why they uttered such invocations. 

He answered that anytime a star falls, it is a soul that is falling. In other words someone 

was dying. I must admit that in our poor hamlet, there was always someone dying every 

day. The whole thing made sense to me. I still could not understand why those stars 

obviously bearing my face would fall and someone else would die while I was growing 

strong like a rock. 

 

Later when I came to term with those beliefs thanks to the white man's brainwashing 

school, I could look at the sky and laugh at the faces; because now I knew that stars are 

bigger than the earth and cannot fall as I was raised to believe. One thing that stuck me 

though was that the faces in the sky were no longer smiling at me. I took it they were 

sad because they could not fool me anymore. 

 

I gradually distanced myself from staring at the sky and ultimately lost the habit.  

 

One day after I have traveled the world and discovered the difference between cultures 

and races, I was feeling lonely and forsaken. I came out in the middle of the night and 

looked at the dark sky. I saw one blinking star that had my face and the others had 

different faces this time: white, red, black, yellow etc... 

 

A voice resounded deep inside: “You were everybody in candor now you are alone in 

knowledge, you were eternal in ignorance and now you are a simple mortal in 

knowledge. Take care of this star; the day it falls, so will your soul!" 

 

To be continued 


