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We are well into the Fall season! There is a 
mysterious, pleasant, musky scent in the 
woods. Migrating thrushes are feasting on 
scarlet dogwood berries; their calls sound 
exactly like water dripping into a puddle. The 
gum trees below the garden are shining red. 
Leaves on the giant tulip trees at the Lagoon 
are turning yellow. Even the pine trees are 
green and yellow and brownñtheir two-year-
old needles are falling to the ground, to be 
replaced next year with new foliage. 
 
Many of our campers attended our Fall 
Gathering at Azalea Rocks, and had a chance 
to meet some other friends of our camp. We 
shared stories, songs, quiet time, campfire 
smoke, good food and good music.   
 
Our campers also experienced something that 
they may not have anticipated: Rapp Nature 
Camp seems like a very different place among 
all the sights and sounds and scents of 
autumn. Every season is different, and every 
day is different too.   
 
That is one of the things that is intriguing about our summertime camp: Every weekõs 
session is different, and every day has its own story. And it is you, dear campers, who make 
it so. You will notice many changes next year at camp, as Rachel is now Camp Director and 
Lyt is taking on the new role of Artistic Director.  Weõll have new (and familiar) songs to 
sing, new (and well-worn) trails to explore, new projects to share, and surprises every day.  
 
But rest assured, noisy amphibians will be in the Frog Pond, frisky butterflies will be flying 
around looking for nectar, and high in the sky and far underground, the unseen Singing 
Creek will still be flowing. And surely the wild White Horse will be watching us from the 
trees. As always, there will be natural treasures all around, just waiting to be discovered. 
 
See you at camp!    

 

Lyt hands Rachel a handmade flute at our Fall Gathering. -Emily S. 2 
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DRAGONHUNTER 
by Penelope Thomas 
 
I, the Dragonhunter. 
I creep upon you 
the wind beneath my wings. 
I feed on moths, 
I feed on flies,  
the ones more vulnerable      
 than I. 
I carry my title like a crown.  
 
I, the Dragonhunter.  
Large and beautiful, 
my sea blue color  
bounces off the sunlight. 
 
I, the Dragonhunter. 
I fight through the night, 
honing my title. 
Rivals come, rivals go; 
I beat them down. 
King of the woods 
I am now. 
 
I, the Dragonhunter. 

-Eliza 

-Alice 
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HAIKU 
by Eliza Cobb and Ellie Gillick 
 
Here, a bamboo stick 
Is a plant and a marker 
For your Quiet Spot 
 
The sounds of water 
Make me calm and relaxed 
Mini waterfalls 
 
All covered in moss 
Green plants growing out of it 
A very old rock 
 
The big and small rocks 
Are all put together to 
Make a cold river 
 
Water pushing through the cracks 
Rushing to be first 
To reach the last stopping point 
 
A part of shipwreck 
All covered in rust and dirt 
How did it get here 

-Isaac 

QUIET TIME 
by Alice Hunt 
 
I hear the breeze and the wind and the cars 
driving. I am thinking of the letter R and Iõm 
very very far from home. I hear the creekõs 
water flowing across the rocks. 
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