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received an ayin if she spoke enough ivrit for one day, I received three for the 
entire summer.

Camp Ramah in the Poconos, 1954: I was a camper-waiter in Machon, 
thanks to a scholarship arranged by my teacher, Levi Soshuk, z" l. We were 
having an edah meeting. I stood before the entire Machon and chastised them 
for not setting a good example for the younger campers because we were not 
speaking enough Hebrew.

Autumn, 1954: I entered the Seminary College of The Jewish Theo
logical Seminary (JTS) in the Aleph class while completing my senior year in 
high school. I was active in Leaders Training Fellowship (LTF) and tutored 
Hebrew school students to earn some money. I did all this because of the won-
derful experiences I had at Ramah.

During my college years, I worked at the Ramah camps in Connecticut, 
Wisconsin, and California. After my last summer at camp in 1960, having 
graduated from Brooklyn College and JTS, I moved to Columbus, Ohio, to be 
one of the first teachers in the Melton pilot school where I met my husband.

When our oldest son, Alan, went to Ramah Wisconsin in 1974, we 
went to visit him. For me, it was like coming home. The best part was when 
Burt Cohen, the camp director, asked if we would be on staff the following 
year. That began my second career at Ramah. I served as teacher and head 
teacher from 1975 to 1982. My husband Marv served as camp nurse and also as 
the musical accompanist for all the musical shows. (I really think Burt needed 
Marv more than he needed me on staff.)

Ramah has played a part in every phase of my life from childhood to 
middle-age, and even now, as I approach seventy, I often find myself thinking 
back to those wonderful experiences and friendships.
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I 
 have no doubt that Judaism is the basis for both my personal and professional 

life and the motivating force of my soul. As a child brought up in the Diaspora, 
I am indebted to my parents for choosing to educate me at Jewish schools and 
to send me to Camp Ramah in Canada, where the history of the Jewish people 
and more importantly, Jewish values, were inculcated into my consciousness 
and became an integral part of my being. My belief in humanity, in pluralism, 



332 reflections

and in education emanate from the experiences I accrued during those crucial 
years. I was profoundly influenced by Ramah staff members who, motivated 
by their Judaism, chose to go to the South to convince black Americans of the 
importance of voting, thus empowering them to evoke change. It was these same 
staff members who escorted Martin Luther King’s cortege upon his death.

At Camp Ramah on Tish’ah Be’av, after the reading of Eichah on the 
floor of the beit am, the staff chose to show pictures and to read poems from 
the renowned book I Never Saw Another Butterfly, a collection of children’s 
poetry and drawings from Terezinstadt, the German concentration camp in 
Czechoslovakia. This was an emotional experience that was to have an ever-
lasting impact on my life. As a nine-year-old, I could not conceptualize the 
difference between myself, an affluent child in the serene and beautiful sur-
roundings of Camp Ramah and those nine-year-old children who were tor-
tured and brutally murdered, only because they were Jewish. From the depths 
of my soul, and from the innocence and naivete possible only in one’s early 
years, I vowed to avenge their deaths and to give meaning and pay homage to 
their lives and deaths.

I never lost sight of my vow, and it is from that promise that I chose to 
make Israel my home and to bring up my children there. It is the values of 
Judaism and my identification with basic tenets of our humanity that effected 
ever-lasting change in me. It is the tradition of prayer, the connection to my 
God, and Judaism, which I love and cherish, that form the perspective of my 
essence. It is also the spirit of my own personal interpretation of Judaism that 
is the driving force of my professional life.
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W 
hen I think of camp, my mind instantly races to any given Friday. It is a 

hectic work day for everyone. For swim staff, the day begins early; classes are 
jumbled with free swims, and you only get five minutes to eat lunch, which you 
must eat in the pool house instead of in the h

˙
adar ochel. While the rest of camp 

is at the Friday afternoon oneg, swim staff is in a meeting, assessing the past 
week, making preparations for the one to come, and admittedly goofing off in 
the water before the pool reopens for after-camp swimming. As the end of the 


