
             This is the story of The Young Adult Gathering of January 2015.  

 

The afternoon was bright as summer. The only difference was a vast silence and 

pleasant absence of insects. The sun shone like a great golden oil lamp, sputtering out 

in the west. I arrived with my comrades, Silouan and Seraphim, about half an hour 

before the starting time. We entered the church, with smell of incense mingling with 

baking rice and beans: The smell of a parish function on a fast day. Silouan’s sisters 

were in the kitchen, and we chopped carrots and celery with them as people started to 

arrive. The group amounted to about forty or so by the time everyone got there. We ate 

dinner, with a merry chorus of pleasant conversation. Afterwards, we convened in the 

chapel and Father Paul told one story, and read another, both about the providence of 

God. The first was from his own experience, talking about the adventures of a young 

lady looking for love... it had a very happy ending. The second he read was an 

incredibly sad story, about a man lost after denying his faith in order to save his 

children. It was not until the man’s deathbed that a sudden miracle rescued his 

wounded soul.  

 After the story, a few of us got together and talked about the direction that we 

feel the gathering should take. We threw many exciting ideas around, and came, like a 

good bureaucracy, to absolutely no conclusions.   

 I had a long speech written out that I was planning on reading to the group, but at 

the last minute, I chickened out and decided that it wasn’t worth reading. I did get up 

and say a few things about the art of conversation... making a veiled jab at technology. 

A young man sitting in the back, Carl is his name, raised his hands and asked me: 

“does technology speak for us, or do we use it for ourselves?” I had been waiting for 

years for someone to ask a question like this. (I am a self-professed Luddite, who is 

striving to use technology as little as possible.) I let it all out, talking about how 

technology separates us from one another instead of bringing us together. I spoke of 

how it was causing people to feel like they had many connections, while they were 

starving for human conversation.  

 The rest of the evening, after small compline, was spent over a sink full of dishes. 

It is one of my best memories from the gathering. The playful conversation, soapy 

hands, and bustle of bodies hurrying about their jobs, was an absolute joy to be a part 

of.  

 The following morning a dim rain was falling, mixed with snow. We all gathered 

back in the chapel, and read the Akathist to the Prophet Elias. The words, speaking of 

fire, chariots, drought, and ancient prophecy, filled me with an unquenchable thirst for 

the God that the Prophet served. A desire to be close to that Divine energy... that 

mysterious Grace.  

We had a smashing breakfast afterwards of granola and yogurt... a thick, 

creamy, homey dish. We talked about this and that, mostly Ray Bradbury and Tolkien in 



my group. Then it was I heard that Father Paul wanted all of us to break into three 

groups and have a discussion on technology. This excited me to no end, and with great 

anticipation, we split in three.  

 It was an intensely interesting conversation. We discussed what social media has 

done in our lives, and how many of us have become frighteningly dependent on it. We 

talked about how much we use it every day, versus how much we actually need it. We 

came to an interesting conclusion. We decided as a group, that during Lent we would 

fast for 1-2 days a week from unnecessary technology, and while doing that, we 

decided that each day during Lent, we would write a handwritten letter (yes, with pen 

and paper) to a different person in the group. This will encourage connection with one 

another that is not based on digits, but on something more valuable. Father Michael 

Shanbor gave some incredible words on internet connection and communication, 

conversation and words. He talked about how words have been cheapened... and finally 

how God is the Word.  The gathering ended with some of us traveling down to Yakima 

to participate in their walk for life, and the rest beginning their long journeys home.  

This feels to me like it has the potential to be so much more than a “youth group.” 

I hope that it can be an important vehicle for giving the rural parish a community. During 

the gathering, I suddenly looked around at all the faces talking, laughing, serious, and I 

realized that we are the next generation of the Church if we choose to be. These are the 

Godparents of my future children, these are the friends that someday might come over 

for Sunday dinner. And I saw with a fierce clarity, that if we isolate ourselves and try and 

go it alone, we won’t last very long. But if we band together and take seriously God’s 

greatest gift to mankind, we have a far, far better chance.  
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