
The Love Story of Alphaios and Betta 

A myth told by Sarah Baker. 

 In the beginning God created the heavens and the earth…. And God said, "Let there be 

light," and there was light. God saw that the light was good, and He separated the light 

from the darkness. God called the light "day," and the darkness he called "night." And 

God said, "Let there be lights in the expanse of the sky to separate the day from the night, 

and let them serve as signs to mark seasons and days and years, and let them be lights in 

the expanse of the sky to give light on the earth." And it was so. God made two great 

lights—the greater light to govern the day and the lesser light to govern the night. He 

also made the stars. God set them in the expanse of the sky to give light on the earth, to 

govern the day and the night, and to separate light from darkness. And God saw that it 

was good (Genesis 1:1,3,4-5,14-18). 

 

The Stars light our universe, millions upon millions of tiny candles in the darkness. 

Pondered, mapped, and studied as long as man has walked the Earth, much has been 

gleaned of their composition and ways. Little, however, is known of their lives. 

 

This particular story is about Alphaios and Betta, known on Earth as Centauri A and B, of 

the Alpha Centauri binary star system. Two Stars, orbiting each other in the expanse of 

the night sky. But why?  

 

You see, Alphaios and Betta did not always dwell together. In the beginning, they were 

solitary governors of the night and timekeepers of the universe.  



 

The tale begins with Alphaios, a purple star, positioned as sentry of the southern sky. As 

Creation began to take shape, he looked down upon Earth at the animals and trees and the 

air and the clouds and Adam and Eve, and he felt sad.  

 

Then God came to him. Alphaios, why are you so dim? Why are you so quiet? 

 

Alphaios responded, Because each of your Creations has a companion. The animals and 

their kind, the trees and their kind, the oceans and the sand, the clouds and the air, the 

Earth and the Moon. But I am lonely in my sky; I have no one nearby. 

 

And God understood. Like man, it was not good for a star to be left alone. I promise, I 

will bring to you a suitable companion for your sky. 

 

And God brought to him a small blue star. 

 

When Alphaios saw her, he burned even brighter. What is your name? he asked. 

 

Her aura flared a violet shade. My name is Betta.  

 

I am Alphaios. I govern the southern sphere…But you are the loveliest star in the entire 

sky.  

 



And Alphaios felt a strange pull, such as he’d never felt before. Betta seemed to be 

coming closer. I think something is happening. I think we’re moving… 

 

The two Stars drew together, very close, and began to circle each other. Locked into 

simultaneous rotation, an orbit around one another; there was no pulling away. 

 

Alphaios gasped, flashing an unsure lavender hue.  

I did not know it was possible for Stars to bind…D-did you, Betta? 

 

No, she whispered, her blue hue deepening slightly.  

I think we may be the very first…I believe we’ve been mated.  

 

And Alphaios and Betta were wed that day, becoming the first of many married Stars, ‘til 

death doth part the two. 

 

Such is the love story of Alphaios and Betta of the Centauri system; they have become 

one flesh, one star; for from Earth, the two can only be seen as one, unless you’re looking 

very close. 

 

So remember, when you look upon the night sky, that you gaze upon the faces and the 

lights of appointed guardians, sentries of the night, and a growing population of lovers.  

 

Bright star, would I were steadfast as thou art--  
Not in lone splendour hung aloft the night 



And watching, with eternal lids apart, 
Like nature's patient, sleepless Eremite, 

The moving waters at their priestlike task 
Of pure ablution round earth's human shores, 

Or gazing on the new soft-fallen mask 
Of snow upon the mountains and the moors-- 

No--yet still steadfast, still unchangeable, 
Pillow'd upon my fair love's ripening breast, 

To feel for ever its soft fall and swell, 
Awake for ever in a sweet unrest, 

Still, still to hear her tender-taken breath, 
And so live ever--or else swoon to death.  

- John Keats 


