STAR FISH

A MAN WAS WALKING ALONG A BEACH, reflecting on his life. He
fad a!zbayf; wanted to make a difference, but no matter what hie
tried, e wound up feeling as though he was spitting nto the
wind.

Suddenly, the man heard a loud ‘crunch’, and looked down
at his feet. Right where he was stundin g and for as far as the cye
could see in either direction, there were thousands upon thou-
sands df tiny starfish washed up onto the shore by the vcean
waves and tide.

The man continued walking, thinking to humself about the
apparent cruclty of the ocean. After all, those starfish hadn’t
done anything wrong! Yet before the day was done, they would
be dead, washed up on shore and left to die.

Affrfr a time, the man came across an old woman stmzdﬁr-zg at
the dcean’s edge, throwi f*’zg Sfmjﬁ.f;’}'r that had washed up on shore
Lack into the sea.

When he asked her what she was doing, she said she had
always wanted to make a difference, and she had decided that
today was g good doy fo begin.

The man tooked from her to tie thousands upon thousonds of
starfish that lay dying along the coastline and said, 'For every
starfish you throw back into the ocean, three more wash up onto
tize shore! Howe can you possibly be wminking i difference?’

The woman lpoked toughtful for a moment, then she
picked wup another starfish and threw it back into the sea. ‘Made
a difference to that one,” she said, and she smile

d the niost bequy-
_______f_zﬁ»t! stile the man had ever seein



