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INTRODUCTION 
 
  

 

 "Stella Matutina" is a Christmas tale for children, 

published in 1936 in France by the Imprimerie Franciscaine 

Missionnaire, and it has not been edited again since. The copy 

I have belonged to my grandmother, and I read it as a child. 

After being read by several generations, it was not in good 

state, so I first scanned it to print it for my nephews.  

 After several unfruitful attempts in  Quebec  and France  

to find the actual owners of the rights, I came to the 

conclusion they had disappeared. 

 

 Though the content of the story refers to a religious 

context, this publishing does not stand in such a step, as this 

tale is a Christmas tale, like any other one. I put it on line on 

internet because of the quality of the graphics, and also in the 

framework of my job as a psychotherapist, to put it at 

childrenôs disposal, because this story contains elements 

allowing to liberate from problematics of guilt, and existential 

ones, based upon a tragic, absurd and desperate vision of 

human life. 

 I translated this book and Paul O'DONOVAN corrected 

the translation. It also exists in French, in the original text, 

published by Interzone Editions. 

  

 Isabelle AUBERT-BAUDRON 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

                Once upon a time, there was a small star who was playing in the 

deep sky of a summer night, with her sisters, the other small stars. She was 

running so fast she was called: the shooting star. Passing in front of a 

window, she saw little Mimi in her bed who could not sleep. Mimi had not 

asked for a light to see while sleeping though she did not cry. So the small 

star came and settled on the edge of the balcony (this is very extraordinary 

for a star)é She cast light on little Mimi and told her engagingly:  

 

       "Good little girl, do you want me to tell you a story which I brought 

from my journeys ?ò 

       -ñOh yes !ò said little Mimi. 

       - ñWhat kind of a story ? I know so many, good little girl.ò 

       - ñI think,ò said little Mimi kindly, ñthat a star story would be perfect 

for a start.ò 

       - ñI know one,ò the star said, ñwhich is about Little Jesus, the Blessed 

Virgin, a little angel, a little boy éand a staréò 

       -ñThat is what I should like,ò said little Mimi, making herself 

comfortable on the pillow. 

Then the star began :  
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

        

       Once upon a time, in the garden of 

heaven, there was a little angel ï a tiny 

one ï who was playing with other little 

angels. They were playing at all kinds 

of pleasant games as one would play in 

heaven. 

  But often the angel would leave his 

games and run to lean over the 

balustrade of heaven, to watch the 

earth. It was so far away that the small 

angel could not see much, though he 

stayed, pensive, forgetting everything 

else. Behind him the hoops were 

bowling, the balloons were bouncing, 

the  birds were singing, and the oranges 

 

  

were fragrant in orange trees 

that were always in blossom. 

The cherub did not hear 

anything, did not feel anything, 

and did not see anything, 

nothing except the small round 

ball; so far away, so far away, 

the place that was the earth.  

He remained watching it 

throughout many long hours, 

so long that the big angels, 

intrigued, had told Our Lady 

about it.  
 

 



 

 

 

 

      Therefore, one day, as if by chance, Our Lady 

approached his side. The little angel was so absorbed 

that he did not hear the light noise of her coat on the 

pink gravel of the alleys, - usually, when the angels 

listen to this gentle sound, they are delighted, because 

they love Our Lady so much, as she is so beautiful and 

so good that nobody can tell just how much ï but 

certainly, our little angel did not hear anything. 

 

       "What are you doing here ? " asked Our Lady 

sweetly.  

 

 

 
 

       The little angel 

turned round quickly, 

quite ashamed, as if 

he had been caught in 

the act, but he did not 

say anything and bent 

down his head. 

       "What are you 

doing here, my little 

angel ?ò  repeated Our 

Lady so sweetly, that 

the little angel 

plucked up courage 

and whispered : 

       ñI want to go 

down to the earth...ò 

 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 
       - ñWhy would you want to go down to the earth ? 

Donôt you feel well here ?ò        

       -ñOh! Yes, Queen Mummy.ò (In heaven, the little 

angels are allowed to call the Blessed Virgin: Queen 

Mummy). ñOh! Yes, I feel well, but I would like to go 

down to the earth with little JESUS when he goes for 

Christmas. A grown up angel told me that on the earth, 

there are children who look like us, I would like to see 

them and give them toys.ò 

       The cherub stopped, he did not dare to look upé If 

he had looked up, he would have seen that Our Lady 

was smiling. 

 
 

 



 

 
 

In heaven, must not all the wishes be granted ? This is 

why, when Our Lady went away, the little angelôs heart 

was full of hope. 

       This is also why he spent all the following days 

flying from one tree to another, over the flowered lawns 

of heaven. Didnôt he need strong wings to undertake the 

long journey from heaven to the earth ? This is also 

why, on Christmas Eve, early in the morning, he was 

nominated alone, - so little an angel among the big 

angels who were to go with The Christ Child in his 

round, to give toys to good childrené 

 

 

 
 

 

 



 

 

 

 

  

      This whole day was spent in big preparations. Our 

Lady filled herself her little angelôs basket with the most 

wonderful things one can dream about, beautiful to see, 

good to eat. 

 

 

  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

        As soon as the blue of the sky became darker, so 

that the stars lighted one by one, and the evening came, 

upon the pavilion of heaven, brightly illuminated, the 

royal cortege met. Christ Child said good bye to his 

Mum who had come with him, and promised her to be 

back as soon as the first lights of Christmas dawn 

would appear. Then, holding the little angelôs hand, he 

came down to the earth.                       
 

 


