Star Island Church Service developed by Phil and Carrie Sears
Phil and Carrie Sears have kindly offered the text of a church service they presented at Mount Kisco Fellowship last year as part of the LOAS Fill All Beds initiative.  

Excerpt from a note from Phil Sears to Joe Watts:  

“A Star Island service is a very good way to tell people about the island and the conferences. The outline can serve to help other people, who would like to deliver a Sunday service, but are not sure where to start. 

The service was very well received and generated a number of inquiries. We used a CD of LOAS photographs that Alex Wolff put together as a fund raiser for the scholarship fund. The slide show was shown during the length of the service and was an important part. The photographs helped to bring the spoken words to life. I am sure Alex would let others use the CD with proper credit.”
The slide show on CD in the tool kit is also a very good background for this service.

Service Leader:  Carrie Sears

Trustee of the Day:

Worship Assistant:  Marion Halberg

Time on a Star

Welcome and Announcements

Greeting One Another

Prelude (begin to project images of Star Island on screen)

Opening Words (Carrie)


Good morning. I am Carrie Sears and have been a member of this fellowship for  over  25 years.  


On a return flight from Europe several years ago, Phil pointed out the window.  “Look,” he said.  And below us lay a cluster of islands, looking just like a post card so familiar to me. What a thrill, for we had an unscheduled and unique glimpse of dear little Star Island.  

My story with Star begins in 1987, before video games, laptops, ipods, and cell phones. Rick Holt introduced Phil and me to Star at a service here at the fellowship.  I remember Rick describing the different kinds of water on Star, precious water ferried from the main land for drinking, cistern water collected off the roofs for bathing, and salt water for flushing the toilets (that you could see phosphoresce in the dark!).  Now the island has overhead sprinkler units in case of fire and a new dock. It has its own desalination plant and sewage treatment plant (two distinctly separate facilities). Showers, however, are still limited to once or twice a week. Laptops and cell phones are discretely used.  Star has changed with time, but the essence of Star remains the same. These words written by William Schultz remind me of the stone chapel high on a rocky knoll:

#429 (William Schultz)


Come into this place of peace

And let its silence heal your spirit;

Come into this place of memory

And let its history warm your soul;

Come into this place of prophecy and power

And let its vision change your heart.

*Chalice Lighting  


May the light of this flame illuminate our lives..  May it guide us in our spiritual journeys, and inspire us to heal misunderstandings, strengthen love and work for justice and peace.

*Unison Affirmation 


Love is the doctrine of this fellowship


The quest for truth is its sacrament


And service is its prayer


To dwell together in peace


To seek humanity in fellowship


To the end that all souls 


Shall grow into harmony


Thus do we covenant with one another.

*Gathering Hymn #21 For the Beauty of the Earth

Story for All Ages   The Teddy Bear that was left behind 


          Excerpts read by Katie Hardiman

Singing the Children to Their Classes


Peace be with you and our blessing. (Repeat 3X)


As you leave us now.

Candles of Joy and Sorrow

Words by Carrie  

Back to my story: our children were not thrilled with our plans for a summer vacation at Star Island.  No television, bathrooms down the hall, washbasins and pitchers of water in the room.  We had two skeptical adolescents.

The Star Island experience follows certain routines.  The ferry ride across, a line of welcoming people on the dock, cookies and tea on the porch, registration, the fire and water speech, and the first family-style meal in the dining  hall.  The week officially begins the next day with breakfast, morning chapel, the theme speaker’s talk, morning workshops or youth group sessions, lunch, afternoon workshops or youth group sessions, dinner. Evening activities vary—talent shows and untalented shows, square dancing, slide shows, but always include evening chapel, with the procession of people carrying candle-lit lanterns to the little stone chapel on the top of the rocky knoll.

It took four visits for Star Island to become my spirit’s home.  It took 24 hours for my children.  They morphed into their youth groups, traveled together, ate together, and even seemed to breath together.  Soon we were asking them to please check in with us at meal times.  In later summers, we requested that they join us on Lobster night (and, as our insurance policy, we kept the vouchers in our possession).  

When a ferry load of people leave the island, others stand on the dock and chant “S-T-A-R! S-T-A-R! You will come back, you will come back.”  When we left that first summer, my daughter shed adolescent tears and begged us to come back.  As we drove home, I whispered to Phil, “I saw 3-generation families on that island.  I want to start a tradition.”  My earliest interest in Star was self-serving.

This summer, we went to Star with our daughter, her husband, and their 8-month old daughter, Arielle.  I beamed as I watched my daughter live each day with a joy that spoke of dreams come true.  Her husband showed great wisdom in adapting to Star Island.  And the baby!  She overcame stranger anxiety in the dining hall and on the long veranda filled with rocking chairs and people.  

Over the years something about Star seeped into my soul.  There is the simplicity of life on Star, the comfort of the routines, the lack of pretense.  There is the indescribable beauty of Star, captured in Child Hassam’s impressionist paintings. There is the co-mingled terror and joy of living with the powerful, unpredictable natural forces of ocean and atmosphere.  There are the sounds—sea gulls, waves, wind, -- and smells and ever changing sky. And there are the people, the ones that take care of my daily needs, the ones that stimulate my thinking and touch my heart, the ones that I meet for the first time and may never see again, and the ones who regularly return to Star.  The stories they tell, the bells they ring, the music they make. 

There is the sense that this place was here before me and will be here after I am gone. Yes, with time, something about Star has seeped into my soul.

Spoken Mediation (read by Michael Hardiman)


“The Purpose of Time is to Prevent Everything from Happening at Once”

A poem by X.J. Kennedy
Suppose your life a folded telescope

Durationless, collapsed in just a flash

As from your mother’s womb you, bawling, drop

Into a nursing home. Suppose you crash

Your car, your marriage—toddler laying waste

A field of daisies, schoolkid, zit-faced teen

With lover zipping up your pants in haste

Hearing your parents’ tread downstairs—all one.

Einstein was right. That would be too intense.

You need a chance to preen, to give a dull

Recital before an indifferent audience

Equally slow in jeering you and clapping.

Time takes its time unraveling. But, still,

You’ll wonder when your life ends: Huh? What happened?

Silent mediation

Meditation Hymn sung by the choir (Home Again…dedicated to Star)

Hymn #4 I brought my Spirit to the Sea, (first & second verse only)


Words by Marion


Are you on Star Time yet? It’s a strange phenomenon, in a way, this Star Time. It happens for me, usually, sometime in the middle of the week, right about now. The excitement of arriving and rediscovering the island, the people, the traditions or encountering and trying to drink it all in for you new shoalers somehow releases me and lets me sink back into a rocker and breathe, just before I realize that before I know it the boat will be leaving for the mainland once again. I struggle with finding the harmony between Star Time and real time/un Star time. But each year it gets easier for me and for that I am thankful.

I lead a life, as many of us do, marked by time. Michael and I make our careers in schools where bells single the change of classes and every moment of the day is ticked off, factory style, in increments of time. I am the family’s officially unofficial timekeeper, always making sure the alarm is set, the children are awakened and keeping the whole crew aware of what exact time it is and when exactly our next event will occur and how many minutes/hours we have to prepare for it. It’s marking time that becomes the problem, though, doesn’t it. Even waiting for Star, how many of us have ticked our summer days away? And while we’re here, have you all been able to turn off your cell phone, lap tops, concerns about what is happening off island? I know its hard to do. When we get off island, I have my work life back in full swing and the calendar is already filled to overflowing with things to do. But being on Star gives me the opportunity to remember to sit back and be. Try to be.

This year our daughter, Katherine, read Sharon Creech’s Walk Two Moons in her Seventh Grade English class. One day, after they discussed the book in school, I cam home to find a long list of sayings from the book posted on the refrigerator in Katie’s hand. They were certainly food for thought. When I made it upstairs to my bedroom, there was a single slip of paper cut from a loose-leaf page with a special message obviously meant for me. It’s an important quote for me. I use it each time some unStar like worry invades the harmony I have found here on the island.

The slip of paper read in my then 12 year old’s writing read, “In the course of a lifetime, what does it matter?” 

Offering

Offertory Music:  Just the motion by Richard and Linda Thompson (Marion CD)

Closing Words  (#688)

Chalice Extinguishing


Carry the flame of peace and love until we meet again

Closing Hymn  As you Go )Piirainen/Lynch)

More information about Star Island will be available following the service.

