
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Sparkle and the Gentle Wind 
Once upon a time, in a beautiful valley surrounded by hills, there lived a little light named Sparkle. 
Sparkle was not a giant lighthouse or a bright star in the sky. She was a small lantern light that 

glowed warmly in the village square. Every evening, when the sun went down, Sparkle helped people find 
their way home. 

Sparkle loved her job. She loved seeing children laugh as they played outside. She loved helping 
grandparents walk safely through the streets. She loved lighting the path for travelers returning home. 

But there was one thing Sparkle worried about. She was small. 
Whenever she looked up at the moon, she thought, “I wish I were brighter.” Whenever she saw the 

stars sparkle, she thought, “I wish I were stronger.” And whenever a storm appeared, she became afraid. 
One evening, dark clouds gathered over the valley. The wind howled through the trees. Rain began 

to fall. Sparkle felt her flame trembling. 
“Oh no,” she whispered. “I’m not strong enough for this.” 
As the storm grew stronger, Sparkle’s light became smaller and smaller. Soon she could barely 

shine at all. 
At that moment, a gentle voice spoke beside her. “Why are you afraid, little light?” 
Sparkle looked around. Standing beside her was Wind. Not a frightening wind like the storm clouds 

brought, but a gentle, warm breeze. 
“Because I’m weak,” said Sparkle. “Look at me. I can barely stay lit. I wish I were stronger.” 
Wind smiled. 
“Do you think your job is to be strong all by yourself?” 
Sparkle thought for a moment. “Isn’t it?” 
Wind shook softly. “No. Your job is to keep shining. My job is to help you.” 
Before Sparkle could answer, Wind gently wrapped around her lantern. 
The storm still raged. The rain still fell. But somehow Sparkle’s flame steadied. It stopped shaking. 

And though she was still small, she continued to shine. 
That night many villagers found their way home because Sparkle’s light remained visible through 

the darkness. 
The next morning, Sparkle felt proud. “Maybe I’m stronger than I thought!” 
But a few days later something else happened. A group of children gathered near the square. One 

child pointed at Sparkle and laughed. “That’s the smallest light in the whole village!” Another said, “Why 
don’t they replace her with a bigger lantern?” The children ran away giggling. 

Sparkle felt hurt. She tried not to cry, but her flame grew dim. “Maybe they’re right,” she thought. 
“Maybe I’m not important.” 

As evening came, her light became weaker than usual.  
Again, Wind appeared. “Why are you hiding your light today?” he asked. 
Sparkle sighed. “Some children said I wasn’t good enough.” 
Wind gently moved through the trees. “Tell me something, Sparkle. Last week, when the baker 

came home after sunset, who lit his path?” 
“I did.” 
“And when old Mrs. Harper dropped her basket, who helped her see the apples?” 
“I did.” 
“And when the travelers arrived after dark, who welcomed them?” 
“I did.” 
Wind smiled. “Then perhaps your worth is not measured by how big your light is, but by how 

faithfully you shine.” 
Sparkle thought about that all evening. Slowly her flame grew brighter again. 
Months passed. 
Then one winter, something even harder happened. The village became covered in snow. The 

days were cold and long. Many people stayed indoors. The square became quiet. 
Sparkle felt lonely. No children played nearby. No travelers passed through. 



Sometimes hours would go by without anyone seeing her. “What’s the point?” she wondered. 
“Nobody even notices me anymore.” 

Day after day her light grew weaker. Not because of storms. Not because of hurt feelings. But 
because of discouragement. 

One freezing evening, Sparkle nearly went out completely. Her flame was just a tiny spark. 
Wind arrived once more. This time he sat quietly beside her. Neither of them spoke for a while. 
Finally Sparkle whispered, “I’m tired.” 
“I know,” said Wind. 
“I don’t think I can keep shining.” 
“I know.” 
“Maybe I should just give up.” 
Wind remained silent for a moment. Then he asked, “Do you remember the storm?” 
“Yes.” 
“And the children who laughed?” 
“Yes.” 
“You survived both.” 
“But this feels different.” 
“It is different,” said Wind. “Sometimes the hardest battles are not around us. They are inside us.” 
Sparkle stared at her tiny flame. “What if I really am too weak?” 
Wind’s voice became warm and gentle. “Then you are exactly where I can help you.” 
Sparkle looked up. “What do you mean?” 
Wind moved around her lantern, protecting the little spark. “When you think you are strong enough 

by yourself, you forget to ask for help.” 
Sparkle listened carefully. 
“But when you know you are weak, you learn to trust.” 
“Trust who?” asked Sparkle. 
“Trust the One who made you.” 
Wind continued, “You were never created to shine alone. You were created to depend on the One 

who gives light in the first place.” 
Slowly, the tiny spark began growing again. Not because Sparkle suddenly became stronger. Not 

because the winter ended. Not because her problems disappeared. The spark grew because she stopped 
trying to carry everything by herself. 

She trusted. And as she trusted, Wind strengthened her. 
Soon her lantern glowed warmly once more. 
Years later, Sparkle became known throughout the valley. Not because she was the brightest light. 

Not because she never struggled. But because she kept shining through storms, hurt feelings, loneliness, 
and fear. 

Whenever young lights asked her secret, she always gave the same answer: “There were many 
times when I was weak. There were many times when I thought I could not continue. But every time my 
light grew dim, the Gentle Wind came and helped me.” 

And whenever she said those words, Wind would quietly pass through the village trees, reminding 
everyone of a beautiful truth: 

Sometimes we discover God’s greatest strength when we finally realize we cannot shine on our 
own. 

And just as the Gentle Wind helped Sparkle, God’s Holy Spirit helps us when we are weak. 
For God’s grace is sufficient, and His power is made perfect in weakness. 

 
This story was adapted from Rev. Lucas Bruder’s sermon “Perfected in Weakness”, with the assistance of AI tools. 
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