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By Bill Bullock 

 

I recently served as a chaperone with our youth group from Jonesville United Methodist Church 

during a Conference youth retreat at The Wesley Center in Woodworth, La. I was completely blown away 

with what I saw and experienced there. I guess my best descriptive comparison would have to be a 

combination of an Arkansas Mountain brush arbor revival from my youth with my grandparents, a rock 

concert and an LSU pep-rally just before the big game against Ole Miss! It was unbelievable! And of 

course it was not the program, but the kids! 

I am 74 years old and no longer in the prime of life. During the retreat, I did not get to open a door 

for myself … some youth always insisted on opening it for me! I was constantly addressed as “Sir” with a 

smile . . . but as time passed, I became “Mr. Bill.”  At every meal I was invited to sit at a table of young 

people from groups other than ours and was never allowed to carry my tray back to the kitchen.  

During large group meetings, the whole assemblage sang with the gusto of a pep-squad in praise of 

God and their Christian beliefs. They obviously were extremely proud to demonstrate their beliefs and the 

fact that they are Christian and extremely proud of it 

The youth assembled cleaning buckets to be shipped to the survivors of the Sandy Mega-Storm in 

the north east. I was allowed to hand out the empty buckets as the youth came through the line. Many of 

the youth came back and asked if they could make up a second bucket after completing the first. Each 

group took their buckets, set them together and joined hands, often on their knees, and prayed for the 

buckets to be a help to the storm survivors, for the survivors themselves and inevitably gave thanks that 

they had been allowed to help in some small way.  

At the night-time service the exuberance was continued and multiplied. Many gathered in small 

groups, formed a small circle and prayed together. This was not done to draw any attention to themselves, 

but in a Christian spirit.  

The music was unbelievable. The band (sort of rock with a Christian flavor) sang while several 

display screens showed the words to the songs. Groups formed, dissolved and reformed with other 

members in a fluid and dynamic flow of worship and of camaraderie. Many times I saw members of these 

groups reach out and pull the shy non-demonstrative participants into their group and later saw these new 

“converts” doing the same to others. I could go on and on, but hope this has demonstrated just a glimpse 

of what was seen at every hand. 

The parting was both the great sorrow and the great joy. On the last day, everyone had a sadness on 

their face and in their eyes even as they sang and worshiped. There was just a hint of somberness on faces 

of joy. I asked several of the youth I had met why this was and the universal answer was, “Because now 

we have to go back to the ‘real world’ when what we want is to stay here and have this go on forever.” 

My own two grandsons gave the same answer when asked. They did not want it to end, but accepted that 

it must. 

My oldest grandson is a Type I diabetic. He reminded me of a time when he believed he was the only 

7-year old in all the world who had to take shots and carry a test kit with him everywhere he went. As can 

be imagined, living in a small rural town, he was exposed to a tremendous level of harassment. But one 

day we went to the Leesville Lions Club Youth Camp. When he walked in, he was suddenly in the 

presence of over 300 youth just like himself. Then he knew that he was not alone in this world … there 

were others just like him. 

At Woodworth the same thing happened to a multitude of kids who apparently are ridiculed at some 

level for their beliefs as Christians in their everyday lives. Then they walk into a room with over 200 

others just like themselves and realize they are not alone. They are a member of a multitude! There, they 

found others just like themselves and they were and are allowed to celebrate their beliefs together, gather 

strength and prepare to return to the “real world” to share their message of hope and redemption with 

others. And next year they can come back again and recharge their souls. As for me, my aged “battery” 

could uses a shot of recharging as well. So our group, no matter how large or small, will be, God willing, 

at the senior high youth retreat, soon. 

Now, a personal observation: the United Methodist Church needs to formulate some way to help the 

youth carry the spirit they gained at Woodworth back into the world and their daily lives. It does not need 

to be a structured formula because these become too restrictive over time. Rather, the youth need to be 



assisted to form their own unique means to this end. Then us old folks need to step back and watch the 

show! 

 


