
334 reflections

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.
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And then I heard a faint note — it was my friend who began to softly 
hum the tune to one of our favorite se’udah shelishit songs. I couldn’t help but 
join in. I no longer felt the wobbly bench, nor did I notice the fact that I had 
not dressed properly to face the storm that was rapidly approaching. For those 
last few minutes of Shabbat, I felt an experience more powerful than ever 
before; a moment when I felt as though there were an everlasting bond between 
man and the Almighty, but even more so, a perfect harmony between man and 
his fellow man.
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I 
 grew up in a typical “second-generation” Jewish home in Milwaukee. The vast 

majority of my contemporaries dropped out of Jewish education after their bar 
or bat mitzvah, and they generally remember the experience of religious school 
as meaningless and boring.

My own case was very different because my parents sent me to Camp 
Ramah in Wisconsin. I was twelve years old during my first summer at Camp 
Ramah, and I am convinced that had I not been there then, I would have 
dropped out of Jewish religious life after my bar mitzvah ceremony the follow-
ing June, following the example of virtually all of my friends. It was not that I 
had some kind of religious revelation at Ramah; at the beginning it was simply 
a nice camping experience. Even at age twelve, however, I was impressed by 
the fact that Judaism was truly a way of life for the people at camp. It was not 
restricted to prayer and study, although we did more of those than I had ever 
done before; Judaism affected every aspect of life at camp, from discussions 
with friends to the evening activities to the sports field. I loved the singing and 
the dancing; the Hebrew that I was learning to speak in classes, at the water-
front, and on the baseball diamond; and the beauty of the traditional Sabbath 
observances. It was all so natural and unselfconscious. For the first time in my 
life, Judaism was a source of guidance and joy and not simply a burden that I 
carried as a member of a minority in a Christian culture.


