
B usy,  busy, busyé. 

Itõs a line from the 

holiday movie òFrosty 

the Snowmanó  spo-

ken by Professor Hin-

kle.  (It is his hat that 

brings Frosty to life).  I 

think about that line 

for two reasons: 1) It 

has been very busy in 

the Camp Kudzu Of-

fice, and 2) wasnõt it 

just December the 

other day?! 

While you may have a 

professor of your own 

keeping you busy, busy, 

busy, we hope that you 

join us in looking for-

ward to a great sum-

mer.  Already, we have 

525 campers signed 

up for camp and 

more wanting to at-

tend.  

We canõt wait until 

camp! We canõt wait 

to see you there! 

ñ Kat Shreve, Camp 

Director, and the 

 Reading the Volunteer Vine?  

Summer Camp ï Are you In?  

Kat and Mary Katherine 

will spend a significant 

amount of the next cou-

ple of weeks interview-

ing prospective new vol-

unteers.  It is a great way 

to meet persons who 

are interested in being a 

part of Camp Kudzu this 

summer.  Last year, we 

had 379 volunteers sup-

port our campers and 

our camp program.   

Wow! 

This summer, we will 

need just as many volun-

teers!  Additionally, we 

will need that many vol-

unteers to be evenly dis-

tributed across the three 

weeks of camp that we 

are offering this summer.  

With the school sched-

ules across the metro 

area interrupting what 

used to be summer, 

our campers are having 

to choose sessions 

they typically donõt at-

tend.  Please complete 

your volunteer applica-

tion ASAP so that we 

can make sure we have 

space for you.  Find the 

application at 

www.campkudzu.org/

volunteer/volunteer.asp 

Special points of interest: 

Issues will be archived on the volunteer page of 

the Camp Kudzu website 

Please feel free to contact the Camp Kudzu 

Office with questions 

404 250 1811 phone 

kshreve@campkudzu.org 
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The bus pulls around the curb on 

the bumpy, dirt road; I see the first 

lake.  My parents and I walk down to 

the gym for registration.  Weõve 

been doing this for 

over five years, but 

every time I come 

back I get butterflies in 

my stomach.  We 

make the trek up to 

the Teen Village.  I 

never thought Iõd 

make it to this village.  It is highly 

respected and anticipated by all 

other campers.  This year, we take 

my sleeping bag all the way to the 

farthest cabin (well, itõs mostly just a 

screened-in porch but they call it a 

cabin anyway) and pick out my bot-

tom bunk.  I am in the oldest girlsõ 

cabin this year.  We meet my coun-

selors and fellow campers who have 

already arrived.  I am excited beyond 

belief to see that my cabin mates are 

the same as the year before; these 

are some of my very best friends. 

After a little persuasion and coaxing, 

my parents leave.  Through all the 

excitement and nerves, I know my 

heart is at home.  Itõs finally time for 

my place of escape from the outside 

world.  Itõs time for me to be re-

leased from expectations and expla-

nations.  I have arrived at Camp 

Kudzu once again. 

 

Camp Kudzu from the camperõs per-

spective is extraordinary.  Not only 

is it a place filled with magic, itõs a 

place for support.  Without Camp 

Kudzu, I would not be where I am 

today.  Without the support of my 

peers, counselors and clinicians I may 

not even be here at all today.  Diabe-

tes is a scary disease.  Sometimes, it 

feels like a lonely disease.  No one 

can completely understand what it is 

like to deal with this chronic disease 

on a daily basis unless they too have 

to deal with their own daily diabetes 

battle.  My parents have always been 

there for me.  Theyõve listened to 

my problems and 

woes, but there is 

no comfort compa-

rable to that which 

is given at Kudzu.  I 

am refueled to fight 

this disease every 

time I attend camp.  

It is comparable to 

a car running right on E with the gas 

light on.  You know you only have 

about 5 miles before it hits rock 

bottom.  Then you arrive at the sta-

tion and refill. Your car now has 

more than 

enough to 

keep on going.  

Yeah, thatõs 

what it feels 

like to be a 

camper at 

Kudzu. 

 

Now that I am 

too old to be 

a camper and 

am almost 

finished with 

college, I look 

back at how 

important of a 

role Camp 

Kudzu truly played throughout my 

life.  I have camp to thank for my 

desire to attend nursing school.  

Camp helped me through bouts 

with depression.  Camp allowed me 

to make strong connections with 

fellow individuals with diabetes that 

still influence my day to day life.  As 

an added bonus, those connections 

have given me places to stay in Bos-

ton, Seattle, New York and beyond.  

Most importantly, Kudzu allowed 

me the support group that every 

child and teen with diabetes craves.  

Not only do they crave these rela-

tionships, but they need these rela-

tionships to survive.  Without 

Kudzu, I would not have the hope of 

success over this disease and 

throughout lifeõs journey that I have 

today. 

 

Being a camp counselor or clinician 

or staff member is a heavy burden.  

It resides upon you to make this ex-

perience what it needs to be for 

these children.  Without you, the 

camperõs longing desire to feel con-

nected, loved, safe and extraordinary 

could not be met.  However, Kudzu 

does not 

choose you to 

be a staff mem-

ber if they do 

not see what 

great potential 

you have to 

offer to camp.  

Know that you 

are the bridge 

to fill the gap 

for these camp-

ers.   You have 

the power to 

make or break 

this camperõs 

journey.  Re-

member, as 

Jenn Morrell 

has said for ages, òThis is not your 

journey anymore.ó We are simply 

there to aid these campers in 

finding the joy we all know that 

Camp Kudzu can offer.  We are 

there, essentially, to pay the guy at 

the counter for the gas that the 

campers require to keep up the 

good fight and keep on trucking on 

this journey towards controlling 

their diabetes. 
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To Be a Camper Againé By Camp Kudzu Family Member, Bethany Kinsey 

òI have arrived at Camp 

Kudzu once again ó 

VOLUNTEER VINE  

Bethany (pictured here on the far right with purse) volun-

teered in January at the Teen Girls Retreat as both a cabin 

counselor and the oldest teenõs clinician.  Volunteer Jenn 

Morrell peeks over the group from the back row (center) 

wearing  the white turtleneck. 



VOLUME 1,  ISSUE 2 

tics.  Proceeds from the July 4th cele-

bration will benefit Camp Kudzu.   

 

Kudzu Clipper 5K ñ08/21/10 

Camp Kudzu is now organizing a com-

mittee to plan all aspects of its 5K race 

and family fun run, the Kudzu Clipper. 

We are particularly in need of individu-

als to recruit $500 - $2,500 sponsor-

ships from small to medium sized com-

panies. If you enjoy party and event 

planning, raising funds in support of 

Camp Kudzu's programs, or have race 

management experience, this is the 

committee for you!  

 

Ongoing  There are always records 

to file, photos to label and tasks to 

accomplish in our sunny Smyrna office! 

 

Call the Camp Kudzu office at  

404-250-1811 to learn more about 

these volunteer opportunities.  

 

Bitten by the Volunteer Bug?  

There are opportunities to volunteer 

for Camp Kudzu outside of Summer 

Camp. See below for a listing of events 

that need YOU in order to be success-

ful. 

 

July 4th at Crooked Creek Marina  

Visit Crooked Creek Marina on Lake 

Oconee for good food, fun, musicé

and fireworks! Volunteers are needed 

to direct traffic and other event logis-

At any given moment, there are 

nearly 400 campers and staff scur-

rying around camp during the day.  

We make sure that campers and 

staff where name tags so that we 

can identify everyone for security 

and emergency reasons.   

 

Additionally, when the gates open 

on Sunday after all the staff have 

arrived and all the campers show 

up in the cabin and begin to fill 

camp, there will be several names 

to refresh yourself with or learn 

for the first time.   

 

You may be one of those people 

who are great at parties or have 

some mnemonic devices at your 

disposal to instantly let you move 

through your huge family reunion 

as if you see those family members 

every day instead of every 5 years.  

IF you arenõt, thereõs scientific evi-

dence to help you explain your lack 

of recall. 

Canõt remember a face?  Blame 

your genesé  If you are one of 

those people who has trouble re-

membering faces, you can blame 

your parents. And if you never for-

get a face, you can thank them.  In 

a recent study done at Wellesley 

College, researchers compared 

hundreds of fraternal twins who 

share only half their genes with 

hundreds of identical twins who 

share all their genes. All the twins 

took a test that involves memoriz-

ing six faces. Then, participants are 

shown 

three 

more 

faces: Two 

unfamiliar 

and one 

from the 

group 

they've 

memo-

rized. 

 

The ability of a pair of non-identical 

twins to recognize faces often dif-

fered quite a bit, but that wasn't 

the case with twins who were iden-

tical.  The study found that identical 

twins are extraordinarily similar to 

each other, evidence that face rec-

ognition ability is a highly familial 

trait. 

Researchers also wanted to know 

whether recognizing faces was a 

separate skill or just an aspect of a 

broader ability to remember things. 

So, they tested several thousand 

people via an Internet site, on a 

range of recognition and memory 

skills. Findings revealed those who 

were good at face recognition abil-

ity were not necessarily good at 

verbal ability and 

were not necessar-

ily good at abstract 

art memory. All of 

this supports the 

idea that there is 

some part of the 

brain that special-

izes in processing 

faces. 

The most likely can-

didate is the 

"fusiform face area".  Weõll have to 

ask our medical staff where that is! 

Whew, thankfully everyone wears a 

nametag regardless of their genet-

ics or their brainõs unique way of 

perceiving faces. 
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Whew, Everyone Wears a Nametag at Camp Kudzu  


