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A baptismal meditation delivered by The Rev. Dr. Timothy
C. Ahrens, Sr. Minister, The First Congregational Church,
United Church of Christ, Columbus, Ohio, June 28, 2015,
Pentecost 5, Proper 8, dedicated to Benton Myles Ahrens
born Thursday June 25 as the first son of Luke and Kirs
Ahrens, to Scott, Harper and Keegan on their baptismal
day, to the amazing Biloxi Mission Trip team who returned
early this morning, to the UCC General Synod meeting in
Cleveland, Ohio, to Rev. Emily Corzine and the First
Church Staff and in grateful thanksgiving for the members
of First Church, last and present who have been star
throwers through the generations, and to MARRIAGE
especially to my wife Susan Sitler who has been by my side
for thirty years of ordination and always to the glory of God!

“The Star Thrower”
Il Samuel 1:1,17-27; II Corinthians 8:7-15;
Mark 5:21-43

R E S e R T e N R ST E
Let us pray: May the words of my mouth and the
meditations of each one of our hearts be acceptable in your
sight, O Lord, our rock and our salvation. Amen.
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He was a scientist on vacation walking the beaches of
Costabel early one morning seeing what the ocean had
offered the sandy shore during the night. In his book, 7he
Immense Journey Loren Eiseley tells this story of what he saw
early that morning. As a scientist and philosopher, Eiseley
was witnessing what the ocean does to its offspring. As he
walked, he said to himself, “In the end, the sea rejects its
offspring.” How true — as he watched tiny shelled animals
seeking to return to their ocean home and hundreds of
starfish cast to the sand by the stormy sea.

He continued down the beach in the predawn hour
and came upon many professional shellers as they gathered
the beautiful, helpless starfish from the sand and stuffed
them in their bags — bags filling with dying starfish. As he
turned a corner around the bluff, he saw the rising sun
projecting its rim of light onto the stormy sky ahead. There
before him was the arc of gigantic rainbow shimmering into

existence.

At the foot of the rainbow, far in the distance he caught
the image of a human figure. He could hardly make it out
but as he came closer he could see that the figure was going
through motions which he thought to be a dance. He would
stoop low to the ground picking something up, rise



gracefully, take a step toward the water and fling an object
into the breaking sea. Time and time again along the water’s
edge, the man repeated this motion.

As Loren came closer he saw what the man was
reaching, grasping and flinging into the sea. It was the
starfish. The man repeated this motion and action over and
over and over again. When Loren found himself beside the

man he stopped and spoke.
In Loren’s words:

I called out "Good morning! May I ask what it is that you
are doing?" The young man paused, looked up, and replied
" Throwing starfish into the ocean." Loren replied, "I must ask,
then, why are you throwing starfish into the ocean?” To this,
the young man answered, "The sun is up and the tide is going
out. If I don't throw them in, they'll die.”

Upon hearing this, I commented, "But, young man, do
you not realize that there are miles and miles of beach and there
are starfish all along every mile? You can't possibly make a
difference!” At this, the young man bent down, picked up yet
another starfish, and threw it over my head and far out into
the sea.



As it met the water, he said, "It made a difference for
that one.” I nodded and walked away, leaving him there with
the great rainbow ranging up the sky behind him. (found in
The Immense Journey, Loren Eiseley, first published, 1957).

As Loren neared the bend in the coast he turned back
and saw The Star Thrower casting yet another living being
upon the waves. Ponderous in his walking, Loren turned
completely around after losing sight of the man and
returned down the beach.

Something inside of him changed. He too wanted to
love the world the way this man did. He too wanted to be
a Star Thrower. So he found his way back to the man’s side
and there he silently joined him. As the Star Thrower
looked at him Loren smiled and said, “Call me another
thrower.” He continued for a while until finally he
returned up the beach. But changed by his encounter,
Loren Eiseley was now and forever a Star Thrower — as he
stooped low, lifted and flung life back to the sea each time
he came upon the stars.

This story has been dancing in my consciousness since |
read it 40 years ago — the first time I read 7he Immense



Journey. Then it was a story. Now it calls me deeper into
another story — our story of faith.

Consider this.... Our God of the Universe spins the
worlds into existence. And then one day when greed and
death have grabbed hold of humanity, God sends a Star
Thrower into the mix of this world. His name is Jesus from
the tiny town of Nazareth in the occupied territory known
as Palestine. Like the Star Thrower, Jesus stoops low and
lifts up life and hope in the midst of so much death. He
says, ‘I love the whole world. I love every creature great and
small that has washed up on life’s shores.”

Wrapped in the Spirit of God, he walks the earth
healing, teaching, and changing the world around him. He
speaks in parables (stories) and heals with miraculous
power. Everyone can understand him. Against the assault of
inhumanity, he flings the starfish of this world — the rich
and the poor, the orphaned, the widowed, the lonely, those
who have lost their faith and those who never knew faith,
the confused and conflicted — back into the sea of life.

He calls twelve to join him in his star throwing




