
The Lantern Keeper

n a village nestled in the shadow of the great mountain, there dwelt a man named Calen,
the Keeper of the Lanterns. Each evening as the sun slipped beneath the horizon, he
would light the lanterns along the winding streets, casting a gentle glow that led his

people through the darkness. His work was humble, yet he loved it dearly. But over the
years, he had grown troubled by the arguments and discontent he saw among the townsfolk.
He believed that if he could help them see things differently, they might live in harmony.

So he went door to door, sharing advice and wisdom, urging them to be more understanding
and kind. For many, his words seemed to vanish in the night air, leaving no mark. Others
among the villagers, hearing Calen’s words, sought to walk the path he shared. Yet the
change they wore was like a garment put on for a day; soon, they cast it aside and returned
to their familiar habitual ways. The arguments continued, and Calen began to feel frustrated
and defeated.

So Calen’s heart grew heavy, for though he lit the way through the night, he could not illu-
minate the hearts of the villagers. They quarreled over small things and let bitterness grow
between them, and he wished deeply to bring them peace. “If only they could see as I do,”
he thought, “then would they know harmony.”

One night, troubled and weary, Calen sought out Ada, a wise woman who had walked the
path of wisdom longer than any could recall. “I have tried to help them see peace,” he
told her, “but my words fall upon them like rain upon stone. I tell them of gentleness, of
understanding, yet they remain as they were, unmoved.”

Ada looked upon him with kindness and said, “Come with me, Calen.” She led him up to
the highest hill in the village, where the last of his lanterns flickered like a small star. “Why
do you light these lanterns each night?” she asked.

Calen’s answer was simple. “To show the way, so that others may walk without stumbling.”

“And tell me,” she continued, “do you give instruction to each passerby? Do you tell them
where their steps should fall?”

He shook his head. “No, the light does not command — it only shines. It is theirs to choose
the path they walk.”

Ada placed her hand upon his shoulder. “Yes, Calen. So it is with the light within your heart.
If you wish to bring peace to others, be as the lantern. Radiate kindness and quiet strength.
Let others be drawn to your light, not by words or commands, but by the warmth that flows
from you.”

Calen pondered these words and, from that day on, he ceased trying to instruct the villagers.
Instead, he turned inward, nurturing the flame of his own heart. He sought stillness and
patience, letting go of judgment and finding a gentler way. And as the days passed, the light
within him grew strong and steady, like the lanterns he kept.
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In time, the people of the village took notice. They saw in Calen a man who carried peace
as one might carry a lantern, quietly, without need of acclaim. Drawn to his presence, they
found themselves softened, their hearts illumined by the calm he radiated.

Years passed, and the village grew gentler, not by decree or command, but by the unspoken
influence of one who had learned to shine from within. And so it was that Calen came to
understand: True change cannot be forced upon others; it must first arise within oneself. To
truly change others, one must begin by becoming the light oneself.

—William Zeitler
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