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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.
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My first year at camp was 1983. I was twelve years old. My dad described 
Ramah to me and my sister Liza as a place where we would pray, study Hebrew, 
and hopefully, find husbands. Needless to say with that introduction, I wasn’t 
completely enthusiastic. Within a few hours of being at camp, I realized that 
he was right. We would pray and study Hebrew, but his description didn’t do 
justice to the wonderful environment that made tefillah and learning so much 
fun. I also had no idea that at Ramah I would meet some of my best friends, 
including my very best friend Judi Price (Rosen).

From our first summer together in Arazim, Judi and I were inseparable. 
Our friendship has mainly been long-distance. When we met, she lived in 
Burlington, and I lived in Ottawa. We always counted the days until we could 
be together again at camp. During our university years, we were lucky enough 
to live together in the same city for a couple of years, but schooling and fate 
again forced us to resort to our old ways of communicating, mainly by mail and 
by phone. Just when we thought we would finally be in the same place at the 
same time again, Judi married a wonderful man and moved to Winnipeg. I was 
so pleased to be the maid of honor at her wedding — seventeen years after we 
had met. Three years later, she returned the favor and entertained my wedding 
guests with tales of my idiosyncrasies dating back to camp. So here we are, 
twenty-four years later: in two different provinces, two husbands (one each!) 
and now, two babies! My friendship with Judi is the best thing I took from my 
years at mah

˙
aneh Ramah. Tov li!
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I 
 was a camper at Camp Ramah in Wisconsin from 1999–2004, a participant 

on Ramah Seminar in 2005, and a counselor in 2006.
It was a rather cool Saturday evening, and only a few minutes were 

left before Shabbat would come to a close. My friend and I were sitting on 
slightly wobbly benches as we discussed our favorite contemporary musicians. 
Suddenly, we heard a symphonic crash, and our eyes darted toward the usually 
calm Lake Buckatabon to find a powerful storm brewing. We were not fright-
ened but rather curious at how nature’s display could be so completely out of 
sync: the dazzling lightning bolts seemed to be completely independent from 
the booming thunder as the two of them advanced toward camp.


