
Day Camp Stories – Commandments, Prayer, and Gratitude 
Week 6 – August 1-5 

 

 
It was the last session, and we could all feel it.  We were down three counselors from the previous week, 
and even with a smaller group of children, we still averaged 35-40 kids a day.  Some counselors were out 
sick for a day or so (including myself!) and the staff was able to adapt beautifully with a good sense of 
humor.   
 
A large group was coming to the campground for the weekend, so it was decided that Thursday would 
be our last morning at the site, we would clean everything up and bring it to the conference center, then 
load the kids on the haywagon and bring them there too.  Some of the children helped pack things up.  
At the end, the kids were able to see the empty rafters.  It was a little sad.  I asked the children to line up 
in height order to get on the wagon.  The smallest child was brought to the big bell, and with a little help 
she rang out the end of camp.  We all cheered!  Behind the wagon drove the counselors in their cars-a 
caravan on the move. 
 

 
 
On Friday we were all together for the whole day, and spent the morning at the basketball court playing 
ball and jumprope, drawing with chalk, coloring, and getting faces painted by Valexia!  The Park Rangers 
came at the end and taught children about the life cycle of a butterfly using pasta shapes.  Bonzli 
wanted to eat the artwork but was encouraged instead to lead the hike back to the conference center. 
 

 



After lunch, We told the children that they were going to make thank you cards for someone in their life.  
So, with colored paper, markers, and stickers, the children worked hard on their cards.  It was touching 
to see children making cards for their counselors, and I was delighted to receive a few cards myself.  
Two children wrote in their card “Thank you to all the counselors for making Koinonia Camp.”  An older 
counselor made sure that all the other counselors saw that card.  At the end, we played fun music and 
danced together, then packed up and sat around the campfire to eat our second cupcake of the day, 
given out by Mila.  Children were picked up, the counselors got hugs or waves.  And like that, it was 
over.  All’s well that ends well. 
 
Bible Study 
Addison and Maddison kept moving through the Sparks family Bible.  They shared the story of the 10 
commandments – the rules that God asked us to live by.  The stories always came with discussion and 
questions.  On Thursday, Maddison read the story of how Saul, a person who wanted to hurt Christians, 
had a visitation from Jesus, became Paul. Paul spent the rest of his life traveling and telling everyone he 
met about Jesus. As we were indoors at the conference center, sitting near the chapel, there were 
questions about the Taize cross and why Jesus was killed and why it was on a cross.  One of the children, 
who had been visiting for a few days from a foster care agency, let us know the names of the criminals 
on the right and left, and what Jesus said before he died “Father forgive them because they do not know 
what they do” and “Father, into your hands I commend my spirit.”  This part of Christ’s story is a difficult 
one to unpack with children yet seemed very important for them to understand.  As I tried to explain the 
broken Koinonia cross, it reminded me so much of the story of Saul, and how it is Christ that heals our 
brokenness, and our broken relationships. 
 
On our last day it was just Maddison and me.  We gathered closer on the floor near the cross.  Maddison 
read a chapter on Jesus teaching the people the Lord’s Prayer.  Maddison asked the children if they 
prayed and how, then she and I shared how and when we pray.  I asked the children if they would like to 
pray the Lord’s prayer together, and they agreed.  We sat in a small circle, and the children echoed the 
words.  It was very quiet, and something happened to us all.  I asked them what it was like to pray 
together like that.  One shared that “It made them think of a grandfather that had died, and that 
everything would be ok.”  Another said “peaceful.”  And then an older child said, “It felt like God was 
with us.”  Wow.  We then went around the circle, so each child could either say a prayer aloud, or pray 
silently and then say “pass.”  Everyone waited patiently, solemnly, prayerfully.  We prayed the Lord’s 
prayer together one more time, and were going to close up when on child said, can we sing “Mary had a 
Baby?”  We did.  “Can we sing Rise and Shine?”  We did.  And when I thought we were finished, a child 
asked “ Could we do the poem?”  A last prayer together, binding us forever in the love of Christ.  
Something powerful had happened over those six weeks of bible study. 
 
Earlier on that week on Monday drop off, I had the pleasure of meeting a former camper and staff 
member of Day Camp, who now was bringing her “Godson” to Nature Camp.  She was so glad that the 
camp was back in operation, and she spoke of the many summers that she had spent at Koinonia as a 
camper, as a staff member, and as a daughter of the Camp Office Manager.  “I was brought up Catholic,” 
she said, “But Koinonia is where I found God.  Where I found my faith.”  Perhaps, like in summers past, 
this summer children were transformed by God in an outdoor environment to love and serve one 
another. 
 


