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September 2013 Retreat 

Atlanta Friends Meetinghouse 
 
On the weekend of September 13-15, 2013, the Southern Appalachian Young Friends 
met at the Atlanta Friends Meeting. This is our witness. This is our story. 
 
 
This Retreat I got yelled at a lot, I don’t like the food (no meat ), and I didn’t feel very connected to 
people. The Shaman changed that because although I fell asleep for most of it, I was awake for our 
mountain journey. I LOVED the Journey. I remembered why I come to SAYF. I was having doubts 
about being here, but the people fixed my doubts. I can deal with the yelling and food differences but 
only if I’m here with ALL OF SAYF!! I miss Lillian, Zan, Asa, Lorena, and everyone else. I needed 
you SAYF. My connection with my faith was on a tight rope and you caught me before I fell. I love 
you SAYF. ♥♥♥♥♥♥       -Sarawila 
 

 
 
 
 
SAYF! YEAH! THIS MONTH’S RETREAT WAS SO FUN! MEETING 
THE NEWBIES, GETTING ENGAGED, AND AGAIN BEING 
REMINDED OF ALL THE AMAZING TALENT IN OUR COMMUNITY 
WAS, NEEDLESS TO SAY, THE TITS! I CAN’T WAIT TO SEE ALL OF 
YOUR SHINING FACES NEXT MONTH IN DURHAM! 
-UNTIL NEXT TIME, 
BEN G BEATS. 
 
 
 



I love SAYF 
By Alexandre 
 
I love SAYF. 
Did you know I 
Love SAYF. My 
Friends at  
SAYF love  
Me too 
Is SAYF awesome yeah SAYF is 
Awesome! 
 
Fifty-five AMAZING Young Friends at our Retreat this weekend! YEAH! An Awesome organizing job 
by the Nurturers and the Atlanta planners, And a really powerful opening circle query. 
 
The adult leaders of our workshops in Theater Improv, “Speaking up against racism,” and the Shaman 
Spirit Journey expressed great appreciation for the respectful presence and enthusiastic participation of all 
of our SAYFers. Our own Young Friends did an extraordinary job of leading workshops and activities as 
well. 
 
The 100% vegetarian meal planning presented challenges in guiding our Young Friends and FANs to 
more health conscious eating, but the generous contributions of our Atlanta kitchen angel from 
Gainesville provided a truly “gromet” menu. 
 
All in all, a tremendously and literally GAY Retreat (in our reclaimed joyful and joyous meaning of the 
words). 
 
In peace, with love and thanks 
Lead FAN Aaron 
2013.09.15 
 
 
Dear SAYFers, 
Since there are so many newbies I thought I’d write about SAYF.  
 Welcome to SAYF! Leave any ego or I’m better than you thoughts 
at the Door. And pick up a complementary hug on the way in, actually 
take as many as you want, we have lots. Oh the first day (Friday) you’ll 
see a lot of new people, but don’t be afraid, they don’t bite (most of the 
time). Next is Saturday. You can hang out with these new Friends Allll 
Dayyyy but don’t be a doughnut group. We have many activities, 
Spiritual ones like: meditation, silent walks, yoga, etc. Fun ones like: 
Acting, improve, crafting. And many, many more. You’ll also get a 
history lesson in Zanarchy and how it took over the U.S. Then on the last 
day, we all gather together to say good bye. But don’t be sad, you’ll see 
them again. 
 
 
This was my first SAYF other than SAYMA. It was awesome! This was probably the best weekend I’ve had in 
awhile. Seriously though, it was the Tits! Thank you for an awesome weekend  and a great time! 
    -Sincerely 
          Jonas 



How can you say goodbye? How can you just leave everyone who means so 
much to you? Do you leave suddenly and leave all the emotion, or 
prolong your departure and fill each hug and kiss goodbye with “I love 
you?” I can’t decide, it’s never been easy. When you find people who 
fill your broken jigsaw puzzle of a heart with laughs and love, how 
can you ever take back out the pieces? How can you leave yourself with 
a broken heart, awaiting their return? Just wait a month, because it 
won’t be long till we meet again, and our hearts don’t have to be 
broken anymore. We can fill our hearts back up with hugs and kisses, 
laughter and love, and most importantly, we’ll be together. 
 
I love you all, 
Benjamin Chapman 
 
 
This is only my second time at SAYF. IT WAS AMAZING. Even the car ride was pretty 
cool. I met even more new people and I will definitely miss them. I am definitely coming to 
more SAYF retreats, this one made my weekend (even though I won’t be happy Monday). And 
yes for all those who are wondering, I will make Chapel Hill people come to the retreat in 
Durham. 
 
This retreat we had a glitter party (trust me, it was crazy), we stayed up all night and had 
the most random conversations. I think some people don’t realize how much we are like a 
really big really dysfunctional family. I wish I had started coming to SAYF in 7th grade not 
9th. I would have had 2 more years to get to know people. I hope SAYF continues even after 
we all leave. 
  Love, 
  Emelia (I’m the only person from Chapel Hill ) 
 
 
Dear SAYF, 
 Thank you. The love and kindness that exists within your hearts could heal a thousand sad teenagers. 
You’ve already got one down. From hanging out with friends I see a lot, to friends I see a little, all the way to 
jumping up and screaming “Bippidy Bippidy Bop!” I’ve had a magical weekend. Maybe there’s something in the 
water, but I think it might just be you guys. Again, thank you. 
       with love, 
       Laura Kelley ♥ 
 
P.S. if you have any ideas for pie, call me 
 
 
Each retreat it feels different. It’s always changing. Sometimes I wish it would just stop changing for awhile. 
People are getting older. Newbies come. Change is hard for me. But I’m happy I get to meet new, amazing, and 
beautiful people. I hope all of you know I would do anything for you. If you need me I will always be there for 
you. 
        JULIA 



When I arrived to meeting this morning, completely unaware that a SAYF retreat had 
occurred, I saw two young friends walking to their car with smiles on their faces that showed 
they had a weekend of great joy. Me, recognizing this type of smile but not recognizing the 
people had me to assume that a lower school retreat had just occurred. But as soon as I 
walked into meeting I saw the beautiful people I had grown to love and know when I used to 
participate in SAYF. I was so overwhelmed with joy and sadness that I had  to walk out so I 
could compose myself. When I came back in Grace runs up to me and gives me a great loving 
hug as if she knew why I had left. Then Aaron invited me to come to epistles as I walked to my 
seat. I first said no through fear, but then quickly changed my mind. After meeting rose for 
the youth and I got up, I saw Emma and she gave me a hug, the type of hug that exhibits the 
most sincere love, the type of hug where you feel so excited to be the huggee and not the 
hugger. She then simply said, “You have been missed.” This is the type of love that I miss. 
The type of love I received no where but SAYF. Even though some of you do not know me 
and since I have grown and changed so much I am not the same Kofi anymore. Even though I 
do not know all of you, I will and will always have a deep place in my heart set for this 
community. And the type of love that flourishes within it is the type of love I see all around 
this room right now.  With ♥, 
    Kofi 
 
 
mr moon mr moon 
you’re out too soon 
the sun is still in the sky 
go back into your bed & 
cover your head until the day goes by 
 
twas on a summer’s evening 
I walked the forest through 
when suddenly I heard it 
a soft & sweet cuckoo 
 
 
 
Writing this at the last minute just to point out that this retreat has been especially 
difficult to manage. 
 
Shoutout to all of you? 
“Friends!” means be quiet. 
-anon 
 
 
 
YO YO SAYF! 
So this was a good retreat. I think this was my 8th? We did a lot. The shaman experience was very 
interesting (and sleepy). I liked doing the Sswag workshop. It was pretty swagulous. I really really 
don’t remember what the fox says. Can you help me? – Miles 
 



SAYF, 
 Lately I’ve been having a hard time and I can’t put into words how helpful it was to be 
here with you all. I needed to be with people who love me for at least a couple of days. It 
reminded me of how important this life really is. Thank you so much, and I love you with all my 
crooked heart. 
 
 

This retreat was pretty cool. Y’all are pretty cool. 
i  luh you. 
Finding my spirit animal was hella awesome. Y’all are hella awesome. 
i luh you. 
The talent show was weird. Y’all are the weirdest. 
i luh you. 
 
So, like I stated before, this retreat was nice. I was trying to savor it and stuff (only a little more than usual) 
because of the fact that I most likely won’t be coming to the next few retreats due to volleyball and basketball. I 
guess good things do come to people that wait. In the meantime text me, OK? 
 
OK anyways SAYF, have a good nights sleep tonight. I love you, 
 Merrick 
     Rose 
         Owan 
 
 
These are just amorphous reflections on some of the activities and events of the 
retreat….. 
Not really crystalized yet for me: 
What am I able to pack in that pre-journey box, what to let go of and leave behind? I 
look forward to moves for this reason, transitions, both with the anticipation of casting 
off what I do not need to carry any more, lightening my burden, but also with some 
anxiety at how much work this entails, how deep I must dig into my own stuff, how 
closely I must examine the contents of boxes already stored away. Am I ready to let go 
… of fears, of unrealistic expectations, of resentments, of frivolous items or status 
symbols. I remember (my own personal spirituality) that I am not alone, that guidance 
and wisdom are there at the opening of my heart and mind and that that which is 
greater than just me has already taken on my burdens. 
 
 
Friends – Thank you for allowing me in your space and allowing me to take care of you in 
the way of feeding you as best as I know how. I look forward to more adventures with you 
guys. 
        Jen 



Medicine Pouch 
By Maia 
 
you’re hunched over at a craft 
table, squeezed into a tiny blue 
chair, your frame too big to fit. 
 
in one hand, kid scissors; in the other, a 
long green thread, as you feed 
it through the chopping blades it leaves 
snippets spraying onto the table 
 
three piles of snowflakes, one dark 
green, one light green, and yellow. 
now you look at the pouch, 
covered in brown and purple paint 
growing up in a tree trunk 
 
and over the branches you spread 
the tacky glue and on goes the  
thread like sprinkles on a 
cookie. 
you press them into the glue and 
voila. 
a tree. 
 
 
I enjoyed the workshops on Saturday S-SWAGing (sp?) – I learned to move the body to 
warm up, and to use the body & voice to express myself and be in a moment. It was fun. 
 
I enjoyed the afternoon ceremony to help us be connected to each other, to the universe. 
The circle was held together by kindness and love by Dwight. I wonder how many people 
actually stayed awake, but it didn’t matter. Everyone looked rested after the ceremony. 
 
The food was so nourishing. Thanks to Atlanta and chef Jennifer. Thank you for the 
amazing talent show everyone. It was so tits! You are walking in – LOVE + LIGHT 
          Mari 
 
 
September 2013 
 When our van arrived at SAYF, the explosion of excited arrivals sent some QT slushies 
flying out of our vehicle. That highlights the energy that everyone had about arriving for the 
first time after the summer. I had so much fun at this SAYF, from the improv workshops to the 
shaman worship/naptime. I saw people I hadn’t seen since April, or even longer. I had a lot 
of fun at SAYF, and I’m excited for my home meeting, Durham, to host SAYF next month. 
 
Best of luck, 
Julian 
 
 
 



Dear SAYF, 
 S.S.W.A.G. was amazingly fun. Everybody did a great job on their scenes. It was great to read some of my writing 
in the talent show. Every SAYFer has so much talent and are bound to do great things. A vegetarian retreat, finally! It is 
amazing that we had two FANs who were great at cooking at this retreat. They made amazing cuisine. The shamanistic journey 
was weird AKA extraordinary/amazing. I want to thank you all for being such amazing people. 
        Love, 
        Noah 
 
 
Dear SAYF, 
 This was a pretty chill weekend, and a great start to the new SAYF year. Nothin like Levi’s 
falling act to start it off right. I slept a lot more than I usually do at SAYF retreats, so maybe I’m 
like…getting old or something. 
 On a more serious note now (because not everything can be warm and fuzzy), this is 
officially the beginning of my very possible last year of existing with you wonderful people. By the 
next retreat I will have made and sent my application to the school I will be attending in Sweden (so 
pretty much Antarctica) and the ball will be rolling. So it is here that I say with a warm and heavy 
heart that I can’t wait for the rest of this SAYF season. 
 
P.S. Do any of the SAYFers who’ve been coming as long as I have start to feel old? 
All dez newbies on mah lawn! 
 
P.P.S. Hit me up newbies, y’all are super cool and I can never get enough of y’all!!  
          -Sven 
 
 
So I'm sitting in the car and I'm faced with a Theme Statement essay about the crucible. My theme 
is The Good in humanity. My theme statement right now is "some people are not good people". I 
can hear you guys laughing in my head. 
As I'm thinking about this theme I'm trying to figure out how this can be true if there is that of God 
in everyone. I'm thinking Anne Frank's quote "...despite everything I do believe that people are really 
good at heart." 
If she can believe that how can't I? 
Luckily, I've got the rest of today and much of tomorrow to figure it out. 
I love you all so much and this weekend was great. You are the good guys. 
Love,  
Grace?  

 



 
Atlanta Young Friends, and Atlanta FAN's! Thank y'all so so so much. This retreat was *queue frosted 
flakes tiger* grrrrrrreat! 
Writing this in the van... Things I liked most about this retreat: 
Shamanic Journeys! 
Newbies! 
Soups! 
Guitars everywhere and a wonderful talent show! 
Everything, duh. And my mom came! :D 
This retreat was fantastic(FAN-tastic?), and I was surprised to enjoy the vegetarian food as well. 
Shoutout to everyone I hung out with for being excellent.  
Love You,  
Patrick(Star!) 
P.S. Bad things: I lost my capo in the high school room. Sad days. 
 
 
 
 

 


