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On the weekend of February 22-24, 2013, the Nurturing and Steering Committees of the
Southern Appalachian Young Friends met at the West Knoxville Friends Meeting. This
is our witness. This is our story.
As I sit in this circle, I was struck by three particular figures: the first was Wren,
sitting so grounded, her hands woven together in her lap, her head down, hair
framing the sides of her face as she seemed lost in deep thought. The second,
Lincoln & Emma, seeming as one figure, one unit, who know each other so well. They
are elders here and they seem to balance each other perfectly. The third, Lillian, who
sat erect in her chair, hands in her lap, feet firmly on the ground, eyes closed, yet
staring straight ahead. She seemed light and strong and appeared to me as though
a Buddha.
I felt this retreat was very hopeful, but can’t place what in particular made me feel
that. I hope it was good and I’m extremely happy with the 2013/2014 schedule. Some
exciting retreats are in store. Lastly, I am finally noticing the even mixture of people
in SAYF. Austin handed me a journal with signatures from Samantha Tippin, Braden,
Tessa, and Hannah on it. Yet in the back were also signatures from newbies, Mary
and Bailey. That struck me. Anyways, this is long.
Bye!
Love,
Patrick
P.S. This is my 3rd epistle and my 22nd retreat, 2 of those epistles being at nurturing
retreats.
How nice to sit in silence after a weekend of long meetings and much laughter!
Though I love spending time with the people here at SAYF, it feels like a harbinger of hope and
spring that the woods were filled with birds. The hawks, red-headed woodpeckers, and cardinals
remind me of the life and rebirth of nature in spring.
And in the midst of these thoughts, I realize that I also ate too much and slept too little this
weekend. Yet there is something freeing about choosing a late bedtime and a little gluttony for a
weekend. I don’t always allow myself that choice.
Your CLOP,
Jonah
Hello my lovelies,
This was my second retreat and last retreat as a nurturer. I loved it so much, and felt so wonderful
being with you all. By the way, I got married to Ruby. We have matching rings. Be jealous! The worship
circle this morning was lovely, and the birds made it much more lovely, and dare I say it, spiritual (yes, I
said it, but it was!!!)
I love you all and hope to see you at the next retreat.
With love,
Mama SAYF (aka Lillian)

At this retreat, I felt like we had a very cohesive group of Nurturers and Steering
Committee members. Kind of like a loving family, where everyone was accepting and
comfortable with each other. There are an unusually large number of people who are not
graduating this year, so instead of being concerned about so many people leaving, I think
there is more of a feeling of the continuity of really building towards the future. So many
of our group are on the same page of wanting to move towards more spiritual retreats, I
feel like the theme of SAYF for the next year will be, “What is spirituality?” I am looking
forward to all of us pursuing the answers to that query throughout the next year. As an
adult, I really look forward to seeing all of you growing into the leadership I see budding in
you all.
In answer to our unanswered question of what to call our adults, I have an idea: How
about calling us “Adults.”
With love for all of you,
Wren

This was my first nurturing retreat, and it was NOT what I expected. It was
actually 10x better than I thought it would be. I got the chance to talk and get to
know some SAYFers a bit more and you guys are even more amazing than before.
There was butter, queso, clops, and a lot of creative thinking. Coming to this retreat
made me realize how much work & effort the nurturers and FAPs (CLOPS) put into
SAYF, and I would just like to say Thank You. I can’t wait to see what the rest of
the year brings to us. See you all soon! ♥
Love,
Dee 

Tuts, Butter, Sage, Polaroid pictures, telepathically talking, and more butter. This has
been my 3rd nurturers retreat and it was cool. I had a weird conversation on how we’ll
communicate in the future, got married (again) to my wonderful wife, Lillian, watched
butter “art” be made, and then relaxed by saging it out with Rebecca, Dee and Jane. I
wanna thank everybody for this awesome retreat, especially the clops.

And my first nurturing retreat draws to a close. I expected it to be more different from a
regular SAYF retreat. It was pretty much the same as a regular retreat, except instead of
planned activities, we had business meeting. While I usually like business meetings better than
some people, I will admit that tedious compromises on where to have next year’s SAYFs were a
bit boring. I think I’m going to like being a nurturer, and with all of high school ahead of me,
I’ve got a good long while to enjoy it.
-Ethan
P.S. I had nothing to do with a certain manly butter sculpture. My alibi is I was trying to get
people to play bear at that time.
It is rare to find a place where I don’t feel like I have to apologize for being who I am. SAYFers
manage always to form such a space.
Thank you.

As we leave here, my heard
Goes with each of you.
With love,
Mary Linda
Bright colored paper
Folded into shapes and strung
Lumious pleasure

I’ve come to the conclusion that when a bunch of otherwise mature SAYFers gather, we
become 6th graders again. It’s fantastic. See: Shortening Richard “SAYF Epistles 2013”
Oliver Lanning. Jonah Press. © 2013.

