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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 
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camp day approaches, the lifeguards collectively cross the gesher to join the rest 
of the h

˙
anichim and tzevet to dance our hearts out.

In accordance with tradition, Friday afternoon dancing ends with 
Michael Edelstein lowering the flag, everyone singing “Hatikvah,” and of 
course, dancing to “Amen” and welcoming Shabbat.

The hours between the h
˙
anichim leaving the campgrounds and light-

ing candles are always filled with delightful high-paced activity: visiting the 
local old age home, decorating the h

˙
adar ochel, handing out Shabbat-o-grams, 

racing to shower while there is still hot water. I personally fill time by waiting 
on the migrash with a friend for the hustle and bustle to clear as we lie on our 
backs in the shade and enjoy each other’s company.

At 6:15 p.m. every Friday during the eight weeks Camp Ramah in 
Nyack is in session, a miracle happens. Everyone in camp is in the same place, 
at the same time. No one is carrying a cell phone or car keys. We are all dressed 
in our finest summer threads; and with that well-known approving smile of 
our director, Amy Skopp Cooper, the community opens their siddurim and 
begins to chant “Yedid Nefesh.”

This may sound like an exaggeration, but this is very possibly the 
moment I live for. It’s not just a moment I look forward to at the end of each 
summer week, it is an experience I cling to during the year as well, when the 
reality of life separates our Ramah community, and we spend our Friday nights 
singing “Yedid Nefesh” in different communities. No matter where I might 
physically be on any given Shabbat, my heart is in the beit keneset of Camp 
Ramah in Nyack.

Camp is my home. I have spent some of the most influential years of my 
life there and made the longest lasting friendships I probably will ever have. 
Ramah has given me love and nourishment for five years, and it will continue 
to be a part of me for the rest of my life.
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I 
 want to share this story because Ramah Canada is one of my most favorite 

places in the world, and my experience there was life changing and one of the 
highlights of growing up.


