
336 reflections

Through my summers at Ramah as a camper and counselor, and through 
my Jewish studies during the academic years that intervened, I came to rec-
ognize the factors that were involving me more and more in religious life. I 
liked the depth of the relationships the Jewish environment created. We were 
certainly not saints in any sense of the term, but at Ramah we had a height-
ened awareness of moral norms and of the need to be sensitive to other people’s 
needs. We were not embarrassed by talking about behavior and helping people 
with their problems; it was simply part of what was expected of every one of 
us.

The intellectual stimulation grew by leaps and bounds as I became older. 
Indeed, the most exciting and mind-stretching conversations I had took place 
at camp. Ironically, in this religious environment, rather than anywhere else, I 
felt more able to raise any questions that occurred to me. The leaders of the 
camp, in fact, prodded us to confront our problems with religious commit-
ment. We were encouraged to ask questions we had never dared to discuss 
publicly, and the leaders themselves raised issues none of us had ever thought 
of. This exciting intellectual ferment was coupled with a sense of structure, of 
rootedness, and of purpose to life that was missing in the lives of all of my non-
religious friends. Consequently, when I decided to become a rabbi, my chief 
aim was to reproduce the experiences Ramah had given me — to share the 
spoils, as it were.
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I 
 definitely would not have moved to Israel if it were not for Camp Ramah. 

Looking back on all these years, I think that camp, like Israel, was a kind of 
utopia. It was a perfect world; it was a perfectly artificial world that was created 
for use by people who had great intuitions and a great vision.


