
During these ongoing Covid days I have 
found that some of my favourite books 
bring me solace, lift my spirits and make 

me smile. In these 
strange and 
uncertain times, 
some reassurance 
is needed, often to 
counter the 
challenges. These 
very short stories 
are taken from 
Margaret Silf’s 
“One Hundred 

More Wisdom Stories”. They lift me out 
of the gloom to see the world afresh. I 
hope they do so for you too.  

 

FINDING GOD  

One day a little boy decided to go and 
look for God. He set off after breakfast 
and headed for the nearby park. He was 
only a small boy, with short legs, and by 
the time he reached the park it was 
time for a snack.  

He sat down on a bench and got out his 
sandwiches and lemonade. Soon an 
elderly lady came and sat down on the 
bench beside him. She looked tired, and 
the little boy was sorry for her and 
offered her some of his lunch. She 
accepted his kindness with a grateful 
smile.  

After lunch the two of them sat on the 

bench and chatted together. The boy 
told the woman about his family and his 
school and his hopes and dreams for 
the future, and the more he told her, 
the younger the woman felt, and the 
more inspired and energized. She in her 
turn listened to his story with a loving, 
knowing smile, and told him a few 
stories of her own.  

When the little boy got back home, his 
mother asked him, “So, did you find 
God?”  

“Oh, yes,” he replied without hesitation. 
“And she has the most amazing smile.”  

And that evening the old lady told her 
husband of her day’s encounter. “I met 
God in the park today,” she said, “and 
he is much younger than I expected.” 

Source Unknown 

 

COUNT THE STARS  

There was once a young girl who had a 
secret dream. She longed to be able to 
look into the eye of God. One day she 
confided her longing to a wise old man, 

PARADISE FOUND  

There was once a very discontented 
man, who wanted to discover the way 
to paradise but had so far had no luck. 
One day, after listening to the wisdom 
teacher talking about paradise, he 
decided to set off to find it.  

It was a long trek. By the end of a long 
day’s walk he seemed to be no closer 
than he had been at the start.  

When night fell he lay down to sleep, 
but, fearful that he would not remember 
in the morning which direction he had 
been heading in, he placed his shoes 
pointing in the right onward direction.  

But in the night the trickster came by, 
and turned the man’s shoes right round 
to point in the opposite direction.  

When the man awoke, he put on his 
shoes, having noted the direction they 
were indicating, and set off again. 
Another long day’s walk followed, and 
by nightfall he arrived at what had to be 
paradise. But it looked strangely familiar. 
It looked just like his own village. It 
looked just like his own house. And, 
sure enough, there was his wife, cooking 
dinner for them both. And he realized 
that he had discovered what he had set 
out to find, and they both lived happily 
ever after.  

Retelling of a traditional Jewish story 

SMALL BEGINNINGS  

There was once a young man with big 
dreams. He lived in a little cottage on 
the hillside, but in his dreams he 
imagined living in a beautiful forest, 
where he would raise a lovely family.  

One night as he slept, an angel hovered 
over him and watched him dreaming of 
the great oak forest where he would 
like to live. The next morning he awoke 
to find a perfect acorn, placed at the 
foot of his bed.  

The next night the angel hovered again 
and watched him dreaming of a fine 
flock of swans gliding on the lake in his 
dream forest. The next morning he 
awoke to find a small but perfect egg, 
placed at the foot of his bed.  

The third night, as the angel hovered, the 
young man dreamed of the happy family 
he would like to raise. The next morning, 
just as he was waking, he heard a whisper 
in his ear. It sounded like music, and the 
music expressed the whisper of an angel – 
a simple word of love.  

Great dreams have small beginnings. A 
single acorn contains the potential for a 
whole forest of oak trees. A single egg 
contains the potential for a whole flock 
of birds. A single word of love contains 
the possibility of an entire dynasty of 
happiness.  

Margaret Silf 

 

Taken from Margaret Silf’s book: “One Hundred 
More Wisdom Stories.” Lion Hudson. Kindle Ed. 
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creator’s spirit there.  

One little girl, however, kept on coming 
back, to sit there in the silence and the 
stillness. Years passed and she became a 
wise old woman. Every day she rejoiced 
in the wind and the waves of her island 
home and every day she spent a quiet 
half-hour in the chapel. People began to 
ask her why she did this.  

“Well,” she explained, “if I listen 
carefully to the deep stillness there in 
the chapel, I hear the wind and the 
waves, the seagulls and the trees, right 
inside my heart, where they can never 
fade or die, and the creator spirit invites 
me to take a walk inside my soul. And 
the spirit seems to whisper: ‘Outside, 
inside, I am everywhere: beyond you, 
within you, beside you, above you, 
below you, around you. There is 
nowhere that I am not. Be at home in 
me.’”  

Margaret Silf 

 

CIRCULAR GOD  

There was a heated debate going on at 
the theological conference. Learned 
scholars were arguing over whether 
human beings really contain a spark of 
God.  

Some declared that there is that of God 
in everyone, while others insisted that 

only those who believed certain things 
could be saved.  

Some said that it was supremely 
important to belong to a particular 
religious group and to hold to the tenets 
of that group and defend them 
rigorously. Others were more open in 
their understanding, and declared that 
no one group could ever hold the 
complete truth.  

Finally, a young man, whom hardly 
anyone knew and who had never 
written any books or been ordained in 
any church, stood up and told them 
about an ancient philosopher called 
Empedocles, who had lived six centuries 
before Christ, and who had asserted: 
“God is a circle, whose centre is 
everywhere and whose circumference is 
nowhere.”  

There was a stunned silence in the 
auditorium. Then they began to murmur 
and demand that the young man explain 
himself.  

“Well,” he said, “I think this means that 
God is in every particle of creation, and 
in every human heart. Therefore God’s 
centre is simply everywhere. And God’s 
circumference is nowhere, because 
there is no edge to divinity. It is 
impossible to be outside the circle. 
When we draw circles that include 
some people and exclude others we are 
not being true to the divine intention.”  

And with this the conference adjourned 
for lunch.  

Margaret Silf 

 

 

 

who told her the secret.  

“If you want to look into the eye of 
God, you must begin to count the stars, 
starting with the middle star of Orion’s 
belt, and counting towards the east. 
Don’t count any star twice, and don’t 
miss any. When you reach the 10,000th 
star you will be looking into the light of 
God’s eye.”  

So night after night, week after week, 
month after month, the girl counted the 
stars, not missing any and not counting 
any star twice. Eventually she was 
nearing the end: 9,998… 9,999… And 
as she reached the 10,000th star, she 
realized that it was the very same star 
with which she had begun, the middle 
star of Orion’s belt. Through the year 
the constellations had rotated through 
360 degrees. She was surely gazing into 
the light of God’s eye. She was 
overjoyed.  

She ran to tell the wise old man, and he 
told her the meaning of her marathon 
star count.  

“You see,” he explained, “when you 
began you couldn’t recognize what was 
right in front of you all the time. So God 
moved heaven and earth to bring you 
to this moment.” 

She gazed 
again at the 
heavens, and, 
as she did so, 
the star 
twinkled back 

to her – the middle star of Orion’s belt, 
the first star and the last, and God 
smiled: “See how much I love you.”  

Retelling of a story by Megan McKenna and Tony 
Cowan 

 

ISLAND CHAPEL  

There was once a beautiful island. The 
islanders would walk along its shores 
every day. They listened to the waves 
crashing. They caught the wind in their 
faces. They tasted the salty tang in the 
air. They felt the sand between their 
toes, watched the seabirds soaring and 
swooping, and heard the breeze rustling 
through the trees.  

They were so overawed by the beauty 
of their island home that they felt a 
deep desire to praise and worship its 
creator. So they built a little chapel in 
the middle of the island. But when they 
went inside their chapel, they were sad 
to notice that they could no longer hear 
the waves or the rustling of the wind, or 
see the seabirds wheeling, or taste the 
salty air or feel the kiss of the breeze or 
the caress of the sand between their 
toes.  

To try to make up for this loss, they 
filled the chapel with their own words 
and songs in an attempt to recapture 
the magic of the mystery. But they 
disagreed about which words, which 
songs to use. Once united in 
community, they began to fragment into 
opposing factions. Gradually more and 
more of them stopped going into the 
little chapel because they didn’t find the 

 


