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during the year to see if they had a place for me for the summer. About two 
weeks before the camp season started, I got a call offering me a position with 
the Gan program, assisting the gannenet.

So I quickly shifted into gear, packed up my classroom, and went to 
camp, leaving my husband, twenty-five-year old son, and twenty-one-year old 
daughter. Before the first week was over, the gannenet left unexpectedly, and 
I inherited the job!

That summer was the best gift that I have ever given myself. It gave me 
another place where I can enjoy being Jewish. I am only sorry that it took me 
so long to discover the specialness of the Ramah camps; it seemed like all the 
other adults there had been coming for years.
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I 
 did attend Camp Ramah one summer. It was a good experience for me, as 

there were relatively few Jewish young people in the town (Dillon, South Caro
lina) where I grew up, and the summer gave me a chance to be immersed in a 
Jewish, Hebrew-speaking environment (although my modern Hebrew wasn’t 
that good — I had learned biblical Hebrew from my grandfather). I enjoyed the 
sports, social events, and participating in a theater production.
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C 
amp Ramah in the Poconos, 1950: I was twelve and had received a scholar

ship from my synagogue so I could attend camp that summer. I think I was the 
only girl in my bunk who was not the daughter of a rabbi, a cantor, or some 
other Jewish professional. I certainly was sure that I knew less Hebrew than 
anyone else. It wasn’t until sometime in the fifth week that I even understood 
the most basic announcements in the dining room. At a time when each camper 


