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FAIR WINDS

& FOLLOWING SEAS




The O0YAN Summer Workshop always changes me.
And every year 1 struggle for the words to explain how
and why. Its a conference for young writers, after all.
And I'm part of the team that runs it Youd think that
grinding the sausage would ruin my appetite, Instead, it
owhly makes me hungrier,

Family and friends who have seen photos of the
workshop ‘on Facebook always ask me ﬁow itk wenkt
afterwards, and I appreciate’ their interest. But I stopped
Erying to explain it a few years ago. There is always too
much to say, and I kinow my lengthy answers movx'% hit
the mark. So I settle for “Great!” and “Really amazing!”
and “It's my favorite week of the year:” ALl of which are
true.

But those answers are a reflection of the problem,

This year Carrol and I were asked to explain the
Summer Workshop ot a house church we were visiting.
And I realized, looking at that room full of unfamiliar
faces, that my difficulty describing the workshop has
always stemmed from the same thing.

ge wear masks. Public and private and professional:
masks for work and for school and for church, Masks
for family. Masks for marriage. Masks for the mirror.




Acting ourselves is
risky, The world is often
inditferent, and sometimes
hostile, to real originality.
A mask offers protection.
We dont care too much i
the mask is rejected
because it isnt real. And
because it isnt real, it
safe.

But if we are always
wearing masks, what are we
giving the world? And if
we hever dare to be, whak
are others really loving?
Those who never take off
their masks are never truly
appreciated.

It was Carrol loving
the real mwme, the man
behind the mask, that
made me understand the
price we pay for not being
ourselves, Perhaps this is
whjhfame seems to produce
such heartache, why movie
deals and mansions do not

uarantee personal
?ut&ttmem&. Perhaps tk's why
s0 many marriages fail.

This is what I bried
to exptaiu i Ehat house
church Living room: we all
khow what its Like o wear
masks, But do we khow
what its Like to feel safe
enough to remove them?

For mwe, this is what
malkes the O0YAN summer
woﬂzshop unique. For one
weelk 200 young Peapie
come from all over the
amum&rj and the world to
share i each obther’
E,Mciéviduai.é&v.

The 0YAN
community isnt pewfea&. if
ik were perfect it wouldnt
be real. And I'm sure that
some students go home
each summer withoutb
futtv experiencing this.
For some, the masks wont
come off for another
summer or btwo. But
everyone feels it—the
invitation to be yourself.
To be valued for what’s
behind the masie,
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Some expressions are obvious and even noisy: the
weird and wonderful costumes of a hundred fairdoms
(and sometimes fandoms of one), the LARP battles and
Quidditch games on the lawn, the impromptu drum
sessions and spontaneous fiddle music in the foyer of
the Bell Center, (Is there anything more haunting,
mysterious and heart-stabbing than a violin played
e

Other expressions are more subtle, I Listened to a

artial reading of Tarzan, and Baileys commentary on

dgar Rice Burroughs was brilliant and hilaricus. 2
watched dry Lighthing crackling against the night sk
with a group of old-timers who were just enjoying the
silence of friendship. I saw acts of appreciation for
those suffering loss, gifts of kindness given to alleviate
boredom, clothespins of jov fastened to the
unsuspecting like Little wooden remorasx,

.
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I saw humawn crutches
and improvisational
critique groups and food
shared unconditionally
with the hungry or
chocolate-challenged.,
Hundreds of unique
expressions—and each of
them sharing a single
basic message: you matter.
Who you are—who you
really are—is important to
me, even if no one else
cares.

I Ehinle thak’s whj 50 mahy
O0YANers come back again
and again.,

I Ehinle Ehalb’s whj F:kev-—we—-
call it home,

* A kind of fish, often called a
suckerfish, that attaches itself to larger

fish.
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Going into this workshop, 1
thought I knew what I was getting
myself into. I'd been to five previous
full OYAN Summer Workshops
- that’s all of them - and while 1t’s
true that they were each different, I
expected this one to follow the same
general pattern as the others. I knew
that I’d learn new things about
writing and life, that 1t’d be a joy to
see my friends again, and that’d 1t
be sad when 1t ended - these things
always happen, and this workshop
was no exception. But while these
features were the same, my overall
experience at this workshop was very
different than how I thought it would
be.

I expected my week to
primarily be about encouraging and
guiding younger OYANers - leading
a critique group, organizing events
like Doctor Who Day and Quidditch
Night, and just being present to help
people. I told myself that while the
Winter Workshops were more for
my own benefit, the Summer
Workshops were primarily for me to
help others learn. This sounds nice
and noble - but I was wrong n thus,
and I recognize now that this way of
thinking was actually a form of false
pride. I was silly enough to believe
that I was somehow above being
touched by the workshop - that there
was not much else for it to teach me.
I was, of course, wrong.

% | j \
Throughout the week, I felt a
sense of unity and peace permeating
MNU campus like I had never
experienced before. There was that
same excitement, wonder, and joy as
1s always present at OYAN
workshops - but it was the peace
that struck me this time. During

past workshops, I have always felt
the need to constantly run back and
forth between everyone, to make the
most of every moment, to wear ALL
the costumes. At this workshop, 1t
was the quiet, ssmple moments that
touched me most - a silent display of
breathtaking lightning,

illuminating the sky hike a firework
display. A quiet stroll across campus
following the final session, with two
of my closest friends. A short and
swerving golf cart ride through
campus, bringing laughter when I
most needed it. These small
moments, and others, each taught me
even more than many of the sessions
and critique groups - though those
were also as wonderful as always.



I learned many unexpected lessons at this workshop, and God 1s still
teaching me things through 1t. And 1 another unexpected twist, I learned one of
the greatest lessons after it ended. The week atter the workshop was especially
ditficult for me. My summer graduate courses began the Monday immediately
following the workshop, and 1t was stressful getting back into the swing of constant
readings, lectures, and assignments when I really just wanted to pray and process
everything I'd learned. Working at MNU right after the workshop was also
difficult, because of the workshop memories it brought back - and to make
matters even worse, my car died unexpectedly. Experiencing this influx of stresses
and responsibilities immediately after a week of such transcendent peace was
definitely a shock to me - but even though it was hard, I am thankful for 1t.
Sometimes learning to navigate through a storm teaches us more than do all of
our plans and preparations during the safe times.

A ship 1s meant to leave harbor, and I knew this both before and after the
workshop. I also knew that there would not always be “fair winds &
following seas” - there would be dangers and storms as well. But while the winds
of this world are not always fair, and the seas in our lives often contlict with the
paths of our ships, there 1s a way to ensure that even despite this, we will make 1t
to port. God 1s the perfect Captain, and He does not lead us astray. Even if we do
not end up at the port we were planning for, He will always leads us to the right
destination. He’ll take us through fair seas, and He’ll also take us through storms
when we need them - but unlike lesser captains, He will never let us sik.

I wish you all Fair Winds & Following Seas - but I also pray that even n the
mevitable (though often unexpected) storms, you will remember who your
Captain 1s. If you follow His direction, you will always find your way.




The Summer Workshop has been
a part of my life since 2012. From Jeff
Gerke’s Water Break Applause, to “FREE
STUFF,” and the very, very permanent ban
ow glitter (“Flee from glitter, and the glitter
will flee from you”), 've seen it all.

So whew | drove to the MidAmerica
Nazarene University campus the Monday
of Workshop, it was with somewhat of a
slightly jaded, albeit excited attitude. tt was
great to see my friends and the S.’s again.
Shoot, it was even great to see the Stockton
dorm again (excluding the bathrooms).

But was | getting too old for the
Summer Workshop? Too ola for the
costumes, the Late nights, and the
wownderful, oddball madness of OYAN
concentrated Lnto one college campus?

n retrospect, this was a hilarious
concern to have. But when you've just
graduated high school, your point of view
can be a Little askew. Your ego skyrockets
almost as high as the wmortarboards thrown
at graduation.

Thank goodwness for gravity.

Gravity started pulling me down
almost tmwmeediately that week. At furst, it
was the Little things: Reading my Scuttle
kids’ (yes,  unofficially adopted my
critigue group) incredible stories; Listening
to the ﬁrst—g ear Workshoppers’ critiques,
and knowing for a fact 1 didn't produce
insight like that my first year; Gaping as
Lightning webbed across billowing, dark
purple clowds against the sunset; watching
the Open Mic Night performances, and
realizing that, surprise, U'd been rubbing
elbows with some insanely talented people
that week.



[ was wot “too old” for these
moments. | was not “too old” to

be blown awa Y bg the students,
the writers that | hao the privilege
of “Mom-Lng” for the week. | was
not “too olal” to be awe-Lnspired as
a Kansas summer thunoerstorm
lowdly and incredibly remindeod
me of God’s power.

But my feet didn't
completely touch the ground wntil
Friday wight, following Mr. S’s
last sesston (wWhich was, | might
add, centered around humLLi’cH.
Yes, God does have a sense of
huumor).

As the applause of the
standing, misty-eyed audience
faded, so did the Bell center
awditortum’s Lights. wWe’d watited
all week for this moment, an tdea
coneocted by Mrs. S. on Tuesday
morning: To turn on our phones’
flashlights and raise them Ln the
dark for Mr. S.

But what had started as a
fun, end-of- the-week tdea became
S0 mueh more Ln mere seconds.
Looking from the Schwabauers’
faces, illuminated bg the lights,
to the faces of the students who
held them up, | realizeo
something. | am wot too old for
stlliness. [ am wot too old for
fellowship. t am wot too old for
“We love you” spelled out in
countless lights tn the dark.

Bveryone comes to the point
where they think they might be
“too old.” The trick is to Look up
and Look outward at the
wonderful, bright and shining
huwman betngs around you, and
realize that you may have some
growing up to do after all.




When I look back on Summer Workshop 2016, I remember Lights.

The Lights on the highway, when we arrived in Kansas well inko
Tuesday morhing.

The lights inside every heart that reached out to me,

The Lights of inspiration and revelation that sparked throughout
the weelk,

Bub most vividly, the lights in the auditorium that final night.
Lights that represented every soul,

every path taken, every joy and sorrow found along the way
The ?Lgh&s of each individual Life,

coming toqgether to celebrate the home we've built together,

No makter how dark the pakh ahead might gel, I will never
forget those Lights.

And in the back of my mind, they're still shining.




Home

Home 1s where the heart 1s,
So I hear them say.
But when my heart 1s far from

home,
It’s hard to face the day.

Other places have smiles and
laughs,

But they just don’t feel the same.

Here smiles are brighter and
laughter 1s louder,

And family’s not born, but made.

It’s the special-ness that makes 1t
sad

When the time comes to depart,

But you’re not really leaving,
you're not really gone,

You’'ll remain inside my heart.

Our home may be 1 Kansas
For just one week of every year.

But mside each other’s hearts,
We'll always be held near.

So though I'm sad to have left,
I’'m happier to say

That I got to spend this week
In such an amazing way.

Time will pass and seasons
change,

And soon our thoughts will turn

From back behind to up ahead,

When to home we will return.

Our reunion might be over,

But we’re a family through and
through,

And the time between will sweeten

The next time I see you

B R,




The Summer Workshop this year was ineredible. Everyone |
met-whether we hung out most of the week or | simply walked by
them once or twice and satd “Hey, you"'-was an AMazing person.

L used to think it was impossible to really, Legitimately Love more
thaw a few people. OYANers, after three years and three workshops,
have taught we that there is no Limit. (t's pretty darn hard to run
out of storage space tn Your heart.

Awnd Lt's wotjust the students who are amazing. This year, |
introduced myself to many of the OYAN parents who attended.
The speakers, too, continue to wow me every year — an adult who
wasn't dragged here by their crazy teenager, who actually wants to
sit in the cafeteria and talk philosoph Y with us (and wateh our arm
wrestling matches, too)? Who wants to stand around after sesstons
telling us about tshirts with philosophical jokes on them? who
wants to discuss serious writing with a bunch of teenagers who
have “Vote saxon” writtew all over thetr arms? (Oka Y oka Y, that
wasjust me. It’s what happens, uw{ortuwatel,g, whew You Let your
friewo have a sharpie and Your arm.)

Awnd, on top of it all, they want to come back. t guess | can't
blame them, because | want come back, too. | can’t watt to come

back.
/Z{W 5.



Summer Workshop 2016 was
filled with Laughter and tears,
music, coffee, friends,
wonderful sessions, cosplays,
foam sword battles, fantiction,
dancing, show tunes, Polaroids,

Lot bunnies, adventures,
ninja, the human knat,
critiguing, brainstorming,
drabbling, taliking, Doctor Who,
and the Ss and all the staff’s
self-sacrifice and love.

We learned to be humble, to
be brave, to be wise, to be kind.
We learned how ko wrike
realistic characters, how to
markel, how to prioritize, how
to brainstorm.

We laughed, we wrote, we
sang, we cried,

We are qoing to respect
art, be humble, s&auj i touch,
change the world,

We are O0YAN, we are
writers, we are family, and we
are di{(ferem‘:e nakers,

Reera /M




My 2016 SW experience was a
truly amazing one--perhaps even more
amazing than all my past SWs. I think
I even cried for the first time--but they
were happy tears, not sad ones, and
that encapsulates the entire experience
for me.

As with every year, I gained a
host of new memories which I shall
treasure: being shocked to find Caleb
at SW, teaching Cynthia how to sword-
fight, retaking the Striped Clan
picture, going through Micaela’s
Europe pictures with her, being Kylo
Ren and throwing a temper tantrum,
performing again with the Writers
Who Don’t Do Anything (even though
I forgot my line during the perfor-
mance), swordfighting Scott again,
“selling Wonder,” #grumpyBoba, John
Otte’s unsurpassable romance
expertise, videoing Father Dots
giving a deep and inspiring speech
about OYAN whilst blowing bubbles,
having a “war of the gods and men”
with the adjacent critique group and
turning out their ights from our room,
arm wrestling, having a yes vs. no
balloon fight with Josh, The Hunger
Games, the foam sword battles, swing
dancing, and experiencing that surreal
final night with the Home song and cell
phone flashlights as Mr. and Mrs. S.

stood on stage beholding the reward for

not giving up on the gift that God
wanted to give the world through
them. That was when I cried.

At the end of this workshop, I
felt the usual sadness of leaving my
friends, but I felt a stronger
happiness and hope as well. Mr.

S. gave a session on the last night
about humility, and 1t inspired me
to go back to my life determined to
live out that humility and spread the
amazing love I had felt at OYAN.
The first post-SW week has been
hard for me, but each day I've kept
remembering the glorious hope and
love I felt so strongly at SW, and 1t’s
kept me going. It’s kept me
determined to spread that love even
when I don’t feel like 1it. I’'m
learning to focus on how I can give
love mstead of how I can get 1t.

I know we shouldn’t search for
perfection 1n life, but I feel like God

blessed me with something
PERFECT last week.




Maybe it was the fact that ( grew up a Little, and didn't seramble
around the workshop yelling my head off like the excited newbie t once was.
Maybe it was because ( didn't follow my sister and her friends around-
because ( had my own people now. But this year was different.

n 2013, my 4th workshop, and second tive as a student, | knew as it
drew to a close | wouldwn't be coming back for a while. tt was an odd
experience...somehow God decided to drop that over my head ow the last day.
[ remenmber walking from the Bell Center to the beloved Tipping Lounge with
a friend and telling him t didn't think ( was coming back. ( don’t know in
what way God told we that, but t knew it would be a while before [ saw that
caMPUS again.

2014 went by. My sister Rachel left and came back from the
workshop, and maybe, yes, | sulked a little bit about it. But t hadn't gone-

[ wasn't meant to go. 2015, and it was financially impossible to go. 1 had
gone to Mexico a few months before and that had drained my savings. it
didn't hurt quite as bad, and t was still writing, nwow turning into a ghost
own the forum, becomiwg a Lf,wgeriwg oldie that couldn’t qui’ce alisappear.
The 2015 -16 school year began and 1 dove headlong into my real passion-
music. | took Lessons of all sorts, ended up in the public school system for
two ineredible classes, and thought that maybe, just maybe, OYAN was in
the past for me. Music was what 1 did, and while | Loved to write, it wasn't
the primary goal anymore. And yet, whew registration opened, [ wound up
bn front of the computer, signing up for the 2016 workshop. A few months
Later, ano somehow | was wandering around the campus with frienos




Mowday morning, waiting for the crowd to show wp. [ watched as they
screamed and ran in cireles, jumping into each other’s arms and
lawghing so hard ( thought their hearts would burst. (t’s one of the most
beautiful pictures in the world to see, and while | wasn't quite among the
throng of excited teenagers anywore, | felt their joy and grinned ear to ear
standing against the wall with my best friends.

[ was a critique grouwp leader, a student helper, an oldie who had
abandoned ship a couple years ago and hao somehow found herself back
home. My role was different this time around, and the workshop was still
priceless. Still taught me more about writing, about God, about myself and
the people around me. More than | could ever manage to express in a short
Journal entry.

For someone who thought her writing days were almost over, You can
lmagine my surprise when after Jill williamson’s lecture, t found myself
frantically scribbling dowwn wotes to a story idea t had been considering the
past two years-without the courage to write it. Why in the world, did every
single lecture exactly Line up to a story idea U'd been trying to figure out?
why were my fingers again itching for the feel of a keyboard, and a screen
slowly accumulating words? (t was odd. | wasn't sure what to think. 'm
wot sure what to think. But my writing days aren’t over yet.

BY the last day of perhaps the most peaceful workshop 've attended, |
was getting another message from God 1 didn't know quite how to handle;
two words came whistling from the sky and hit me hard on the head,
foreing me to stagger back.

Welcome back.



what?? { thought ( had satd goodbye
three years ago, walked off the campus
with a feeling it would be a while...but
thew, | suppose it has been a while. And
somehow [ wound up at another
workshop. And why am ( called back
again to OYAN?
| don't know. | have another

ttehing, another Lnspiration and
wmotivation to write another story.
Maybe my last story, but at least (
have another one. Am | supposed to
come back to more workshops? Be more
active ow the forum? Just keep
writing? For some reason, and Lk some
way, 'm back. 'm not guite done with
this place, with these beautiful people
L thetr wetrd costumees, fuwwg
accents, tncredible stories, and
amazing hearts. 've come back. OYAN
has another part to play in my Life...
and 'm Looking forward to walking
throwgh the next chapter.

CW%/@ G.




Several months ago I joined

the O0YAN group not knowing how

great of an impact OYAN would
have on my Life. I had heard of
this mysterious curriculum from
my sister who had quit before
giving ik a chance. Since the daj
of my joining I spent my time
i thought about the boolke that I
would write during the process
of taking the curriculum. M
thoughts moved from the depths
of space to the invasions of
World War 2 until fimo&b‘j I
decided on a story sek thh
ancient Rome. Thein I began

to write,

Now, close to ¥ months
later I am home after spending
a weelk among, iy I ma
borrow a quote from Tolkien,
“Such excellent and admirable
[0YANers].

I have been to many
different week Long
endeavors, from TeenPact to
various christion summer canmps,
all of which have impacted m
Life. However the 0YAN summer
workshop has atreadj had (even

though it ended mere hours ago)

the most unique impact of them
all,

At the workshop I saw
the epitome of brilliance and
craziness melded inkto a
single week of learning.
From elves sharing the same
hallways as Kylo Ren to
Colonel Shepard interacting
with Scarlet Wikch, the
Workshop created iks owi
Land where everyone could
be a part of a s?orj that was
utterly unique and
umra§ea&abte..

t staggered me how
these people of my own age
could be developiing
thnumerous worrcis and
characters, each one with a
marvelous story to be told,
and yet no story was
considered less than the
obhers. A more perfect
environment ofF friendliness

and camaraderie could not
be asked for. And yet
despite all of Ehis%
remained separate, unwilling
to bake part in the fun
happening all around me.




I remained separate not wanting to join with the
OYANers despite the perfect opportunity to truly become, what I
have dubbed, one of the Children of 0YAN.

The Children of OYAN are a group of lost bo:js and girls
all following the example of the man who has remained young
by telling stories and nfluencing Lives. They write and create
worlds, the pour water across worlds and see it settle inko rivers
and lakes. They imagine hills rising and mountains for
ming. Air shipstake to the sky and catapulls are raised from the
ground to sow mayhem o the world. Dragons sleep and cities
are built in the dark. Lost memories are remade and {airv tales
retold. Loved ones are lost and the underworld conguered, and
these are ownly the stories I had the privilage i hearing told or
helped tell during my time ot the workshop. And yet even what
I saw there barely scratched the surface for a whole communit
exists within the ;::J:homs of the forum, a community that I have

ignored up till this point, But I wish to change that.". .

Bew WV,




It has been interesting for me to
see this year the reactions of my
comrades to the session about
humility the last might. And I would
agree with their reactions: we needed
that. We all did and didn’t know 1t. It
Was necessary.

Mr. S. emphasized that we need
to be servants but not to let ourselves
get run over. Those two things are
hardly ever presented together which I
think 1s a huge problem 1n our
soclety, especially within Christian
circles. We are told to be servants, to
“be nice to people” and we get run
over. We become doormats. And
Jesus was not a doormat. We still need
to keep our backbones as we serve
one another.

Our kindness needs to be
intentionally well-meant with a heart
for Christ, not a begrudging “nice”
gesture. That doesn’t well-represent
our Father at all. Mr. S. reminded us
that we don’t do these things to
impress ourselves, impress the world,
or even to impress Mr. S. We do
these things to glonty God.

Lela G.




rRaindrops flooded down on me
as ( stepped out of the shuttle with my
friends, some new, some old. An
overwhelming amount of famtliar
faces met us, and arms were thrown
around us, no one caring that we were
all soaking wet. This was my second
worRshop. And t was ready to do
everything right.

t was ready to find my people and
to be myself around them. | was ready
to be focused in critique groups, and
to give the best critigues | could. t was
ready to perform “Thank God 'm an
OYANEr,” with Joshua and Bmily at
Open Mic Night, even though we'd just
funished writing the Lyrics the night
before we arvived.

But | wasn't ready to feel Lost.
Awnd yet, that was how I felt for the
first couple of days. | thought the
fact that | knew everyone would make
Lt easier thaw the year before, but
somehow Rinowing more people made it
even harder to dectde who to hang out
with. So, | strolled along the edge of the
crowd, watching, adwmiring, waiting.

until Thursday. on
Thursday morning, [ sat with
Brandon/wesley Turner for one
of the morning sessions. He made
funny comments that t couldn't
quite hear throughout the whole
sesston, and we Langhed together,
whether 'd understood what he'd
said or not. At lunch | met up with
Awnvard, my eritique group from
last year, and we wewnt over our
instde jokes and other memories
together in one of the cormer booths.
own Thursday night | hung out
with my friends backstage,
anxiously waiting for Open Mic
Night to start. we all pressed tnto
the doorway of the stage, listening
to the acts that came before ours,
sometimes running down the hall
ano into the auditorium so we
could see what was going on. Then
we sang our song, and had such a
great time with it, despite our
mistakes. Afterwards we gathered
Ln the gym. watersnail gave me
a piggyback ride. Writergirl14
pulled me tnto a running chain.
Bmmily taught me some swing
dancing. Joshua and t Led a



parade singing and playing “Hey Brother” as we walked back to the dorms
with some others, annouwncing curfew to the people that were still dancing
outside. We ended the night by singing “wake Me Up” outside of Stockton.
Thew we parted ways. | got back to my dorm feeling like | finally
understood why God had brought e to this SW. L had kinown that He
wanted me there from the start, but something clicked that da Y- But Lt was
Thursday. There was only one day Left.

Awnd we made sure to make that last day count. Friday night alone was
worth the wait from last year to SW 2016. Towards the end of the night, a
few of us sat together tn the lownge b5 the ggm,\jus’c singing and having a
good time. After we played through songs like “t See Fire,” and “Howe,” we
shifted into our repertoire of worship songs. Joshua played his electric guitar,
and t followed him on my acoustic. Brianna played her whistle, and Cobalt
Girl joined b on the flute. 1 didn't realize how big of a crowd sang along
with us until t watched the videos, but all | knew was that t was surrounded
by other kids who loved worshiping the Lord. They closed their eyes and
swiled as they sang. Some lifted their hands. t for one felt tears come to my
eyes, because this moment was exactly what U'd been waiting for. Not only at
the Sw, but in my everyday life. Before | came to Kansas ow June 13, | hao
been Longing for some friends that had the same desire for God that t did.
Awnd on that Friday night, ( realized that 'd found thewm. (t didn't matter
that | didn't want to be a full-time novelist, or that 1o never seen an episoole
of Doctor Who. ALL that mattered was Jesus. Anad | couldn't be more thankful
for the time we all spent worshiping him together at the 2016 Summer
Workshop.

( don’t kinow where God will Lead me i the years to come. | pray He
will Lead ws all back howe at some point. But whether or not our paths cross
again, you've all shown me that 'm not alone. Nowe of us is. And that’s all (

need to Rnow.
Baé@ Z



i Lifserod.i.j cannol even

Find words to express the pain.
A missing piece of my heart;

My world will never be the same,

I'm not afraid of qetting hurt;
This pain cuts deep inside.
But only for my ﬂfo\miiv

Could it ever touch my Life.

Without their undeserved love,
How could I feel lost

At leaving them, unsure

Of when our paths might cross?

In this pain I revel

Because I khow, ho doubt,
Their love for me is endless:
Impossible to count.

Without the darkest points in Life-
The vo\LLe-js, o\i.tejs Low-

How could I truly fathom

How high the mountains go?

p@//l/l.



Right after I jomed the One Year
Adventure Novel Student Forum 1n
June 2015, 1t seemed like everyone left
for the Summer Workshop. I wasn’t
sure what this whole workshop thing
was, but I was determined to find out.

Throughout the year, I watched
all the SW memory videos I could get
my hands on, and I read the Summer
Workshop 2015 Journal more than
just once. I was enthralled. This
Summer Workshop thing looked like
heaven on earth.

I began saving up my money, and
when May 2016 rolled around, I was
registered to attend the 2016 Summer
Workshop. No one could’ve been
more excited than I was. My brother
drove me 15 hours straight to take me
all the way to Kansas. (We were kinda
late, but better late than never.)

For the first couple days of
Workshop, I was almost disappointed.
Everything was awesome, of course,
but...I didn’t feel any, well, magic. I
had dreamed of Narnia, and Middle
Earth, and Neverland, and all I found
was...well, a college campus. Don’t get
me wrong, those first few days were
absolutely amazing, and meeting all
the people I had talked to online was
the coolest thing ever. It just wasn’t as
magical as I had expected.

By Friday, my mind had
been changed. There was magic
at the Summer Workshop. I felt
it that last might, and 1t almost
overwhelmed me. I had never felt
like that before. It was beautiful.
It took me a whole week to find
it, but 1t had been there the whole
time. And next year, I won’t have
to waste time looking for 1t, be-
cause 1t will already be mnside of
me.

God bless you, Mr. and Mrs.
S. Y’all changed my life. To both
of you, fair winds and following
seas.

/Mm% vilde




L just came back from the Summer Workshop. People have been
asking wme all week what my favorite part of it is, and, while 1've been
answering “the people,” | really howestly don’t Rnow. | mean, “the people”
Ls right, but it’s also so tncomplete as to be wrong. There were the sessions,
e which [ not only Learned about writing, but ( also learned things about
Life and faith, things that were more meaningful, more
applicable, than awgthiwg 've ever heard at a Yyouth group retreat.

Thewn there was the muste. Honestly, the muste and evergthiw@
related to it was one of the major highlights of the workshop, for me. on
Tuesday night, whew Firiel, Sir Marshall Longsword, The Maw with a
Plan, and ( sat down and played, it was wonderful, the furst time ( felt
that ( really fit. And then the next night, when there was a Large circle of
us playing. And Friday night the whole lounge we were in was
singing. And the people. The arm-wrestling battle in the midodle of the
cafeteria. Falling asleep on someone’s shoulder. Frying Pan chasing
someone around the Bell Center. The in-jokes L critique groups. The
clapping that sprang up everywhere (1 know | have become an OYANer - |
clap for everything). The clothespins. The swing-dancing. My roommate
and | awake to the wee small hours of the morning.

At the end of the workshop | was friends with maybe ten people, but...
everyone was family. we're a giant family, even when we don't kinow
each other. Before the workshop, t had seen all these things about not
building your expectations up too high, how people had heard it was
magieal and thew whew the magic didw't happen for them they were
disappointed. But it did happew. It was... honestly, | don't think there’s a
word tn the English language to descrtbe it.

Actually, there Ls. And that's OYAN.




one memory | will always, always
carry with me s of the last night. Mrs.
S had come up with the idea a day or
two earlier, and Mr. S had wno clue. As he
concluded the last sesston, and we gave
him a standing ovation, they dimumeed
the Lights. The whole theater went dark.
Awnd we tirned on our flashlights, owr
phownes, our book lights. We stuck them
up in the air. And then music played.

At furst Ldidnt recognize the song.
Thewn ( realized what it was. tt was Howme.
Mrs. S came up on the stage with Mr.
S. wWe swayed and waved our Lights
Ln timee to the musie, and sang along.
Then came the line of the song, 'm
gonna make this place your home. |
broke dowwn. They were tears of
happiness, of belonging. Mrs. S was
cerying, and [ think Mr. S was tearing
wp, too. It was then that it hit me. 'm
part of a family, we've all part of a
family. And this s our howe.

Brianna .




A Week of Wonder.

That is what is on the
Summer Workshop page.,

My first Summer
Worlkes op was more than a
week of wonder, it was an
experience I will
never forqget. When I
wallked through those
doors inko the Bell Center,
a place I had seen in
cfwc&u.re_s for a year, it

idint feel real ot first.
This was the place for
which I had saved
every penny I could for
the past year,
his place had magic

i the air. This was the
lace I had wanted to g0
o for so long, to meet
new Feopi.a and malkee
friends,

And malke friends I
did.

I had so much fun
talking with other kids
about ships (because whak
else would we kalk about?)
and Life on my dairy farm,

Grelbting ko meet authors
whose books I had read
was so heak as well, though
frankly I thought I would
faint when they asiked what
my book was about. One of
my favorite things was
critique qroup. 1 Lloved
talking about my work
with others, and 'my group
Poih&ec\. out flaws ?ko& 1
Adidint even see in m

novel. One memor&b?&
moment was when I rode
with Mr. S on the qolf cart
and we got smacked in the
foce with the sprinklers...
which wasnt so bad,
because it was hot,



Mrs. S, I Lloved your Mmoriing inbroductions. You
should have a morning show, I would totally watch it,

Friday night was also special. As the lights went
dim and our %Lo\skugk&s came on, and the song played
the words, “Just know 'jou,"re not alone, ‘cause I'm
qgoing to make this place your home,” I think everything
Ehak happew\eci Ehat week, all the Love, the fun, and the
friendships made came crashing down on me, sweeping
away Pai,wfu,t memories Like a tidal wave, And I knew
Ehabk I wasnt alone, and that bhis was home. That is
another memory that I shall never forget.

My first Summer Workshop was more than I could
have éver hoped for. I came home feeling so refreshed
and rejuvenated. Ready to take on my writing and
Life’s problems. I made friendships that will last a
Lifetime and I have memories that I will forever hold
close. Thank you Mr. and Mrs. S. for this workshop that
you kwo put together... I am entirely grateful.

I hope to see you all again socoin. Until thew,

Fair Winds and Following Seas

R L




Ever since the summer workshop ended, a day hasn’t gone by that 1
haven’t thought about what I learned there. That week has thus far been the
highlight of my year. I doubt that anything else coming later will top it.

Part of what made it the best week of the year was Mr. S’s speech on

Friday might. I had no 1dea what to expect, which made the message even more
powerful. He conveyed to the entire OYAN community gathered n the
auditorrum that we are living 1 a time of fear. Mr. S. also told us that to live
courageously, we have to humble ourselves before God and others. I realized
how focusing on others brings true joy and courage to stand for what we
believe . The greatest heroes of all tme have been the most humble people.

Humble yourself before God to receive grace, mercy, and courage. As
Mr. S told me afterwards, the lesson on humility was not Mr. S’s words, but
God’s. It 1s the lesson which all of us need to put mnto practice in our daily
lives. When we do that, anything 1s possible because 1t 1s God who 1s working,
not us. So, it seems that the best way to remember the 2016 Summer
Workshop 1s to remember how it 1s bigger than any of us and how amazing 1t
was to be able to touch it.

On Monday the excitement brewed as everyone reconnected with old
friends or found new ones. Mrs. S. set the right tone for the rest of the week at
dmner (as only Mrs. S. could). Mr. S. laid out the theme of the workshop and
the guidelines for how to make the most of the week. The evening ended with
me getting pulled out of my shell by some wonderful friends of mine. Tuesday
through Thursday each presented a blast from early in the morning until late
at night. Amazing speakers taught in the morning and evening about everything
from writing characters and creating contlict to theology 1n ficion and
publishing. The speakers from previous years still wowed us with their skills,
and the new ones fit nght n.



Perhaps the most memorable
moments of the week were filled
with laughter. Examples range from
“When you think romance, you
think John Otte,” to Steve Laube
telling the hilarious story of when
one author called him to vent about
how his novel’s hero died by
walking 1n front of a bus. Or how
every morning, Mrs. S. would put
a smile on everyone’s face with the
ritual “Mrs. S. 1s herself.”

The other moments which
stood out were the moments of
serious reflection or wonder. Mr. S.
giving his final talk on humility and
his challenge to the OYAN
community. Steve Laube
confronting us with how many 1 the
world are poised against the fiction
we write. Mark Wilson reminding us
of how the world, even when 1n
rebellion, responds to the 1dea of
a good king returning to set things
right.

The list could go on and on. Stories
of the world’s best martial artists.

Magical moments of instruments being
played under the stars. Golf cart rides
to the dark realms of MNU. The most
helptul feedback from other writers i
critique groups.

All of the above written here would
not be possible without the amazing
people who made 1t happen. Thank you
to the OYAN students, staff, and
parents. Thank you also to the guest
speakers, and of course, a huge thank
you to Mr. and Mrs. S. Most of all 1
thank God for all of you and for the
summer workshop. It 1s far bigger than
any of us, I am thankful I got the chance
to touch 1t.

Fair winds and following seas to all
the OYAN community past, present, and

future,
Nattar E.

Chameleon

Soli Deo Glornal



The people are the core of it, Yyou know. The people are why we come
back year after year, seraping together funds out of our broke-teenager
pockets, making sacrifices ano commitments, throwing ourselves deep
Lnto debt, all for a single week in June.

The people are why we sit in the airport for hours while our flights
are canceled and rerouted, why we write songs and poems and parodies,
why we struggle off the atrplane at 10:00 A.M. on Sunday morning
Looking more Like the other people in the airport than we ever wanted to.

The people are why we open up our hearts and pour out love tn ways
we didnt kinow we could, why we dance our souls out on Frida Y night
even though we're not sure how, why we give, give, give without grasping
for anything, because we're assured, wo matter how much we give, it will
be returned to us tenfold.

(t’s the people who draw us, the friends we find, not make, wnoler the
sun in an unsung suburb of Kansas City, the friends who love us wmore
thawn we feel we could ever Love them back, who we talk dowwn from cliffs
and talk onto diving boards, who we argue with about theology and
sing with about nothing at all, who we play music for even though it
embarrasses us, and thew realize that it didw't embarrass us, after all.

The people are the beginning and the end. The people are the ones
we Love; they 're the ones who paint the week rose and gold and blue ano

gray.




They're the ones who stand in the
lightning with us, helping us bear
the breathless wmarvel of the soundless
beauty that’s Leaping above us, the
ones who hold us so tightly that we
know we're safe, nwo matter how scareol
we felt before, the ones who slam tinto
us from behind to embrace us and
don't even care if they get soaked by
the downpour as they greet us,just
because they love us so much.

Ma 5[0& [ see too mueh L them; |
dont think so. 1 believe that what ( see
Ln the people is real, the respect and
Lrreverence, the love and the

anwnoyance, the way thelr feelings
turn upside-down and right-side-out
again just because You tolo them that
yes, they were Lmportant.

The people Love me, I think. |
know 1 love them. That’s enough to
bring me back every time.
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