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leaders and educators at Ramah Darom and soon will be ordained by JTS as 
a rabbi.

The other key Ramah moment in Dave’s life occurred when his grand
father, Frank Baum, came to visit him at Ramah. Dave became quite emotional 
as he recalled the time:

My grandfather was a survivor of the Holocaust, but he never ever, in all 
my life, spoke about his experiences during the war. After spending Shab-
bat at camp with me and my younger sister, Sandy, who was a camper, my 
grandfather stunned us by saying that he wanted to talk about his experi-
ences in the Holocaust to the children at camp. The word “camp” had deep 
associations for him, and the stark contrast between the “death camp” he had 
experienced and “this camp of unbelievably vibrant Jewish life” moved him 
to speak for the first time about his experiences during the war.

The Ramah experience worked its magic on Dave Baum. The tension 
between choosing a career with the greatest possible financial rewards and a 
career in a helping profession works itself out differently for every young per-
son. Simply being aware of this tension and making young people aware of 
their potential for spiritual, educational, or other types of leadership is one of 
the true signs of success for any Ramah educator. Thanks to the nurturing 
mentorship of Rabbi Loren Sykes and the powerful experiences at Ramah 
Darom, Dave Baum will be helping and educating others for many years.

Berkshires
C a r ol   Fa n g e r  B e ll
Jewish day school educator, Norwood, Massachusetts

I 
 am sure that your essays about Ramah experiences usually come from those 

who came to Ramah as children. I found Camp Ramah as an adult, yet it has 
influenced my life significantly. I have taught at Jewish day schools for many 
years. In recent years, I have been on a personal Jewish journey, which has led 
me to realize that I love being Jewish, a concept that I always hope to instill in 
my students.

In May 2002, my school was invited to send our fourth-graders to 
Ramah Berkshires for a Shabbaton. My principal sent me as a chaperone, say-
ing that she knew I’d love camp as much, if not more, than the children. She 
was right. Davening outdoors and watching the female counselors with their 
tallitot made a tremendous impression on me. I contacted Ramah Berkshires 
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during the year to see if they had a place for me for the summer. About two 
weeks before the camp season started, I got a call offering me a position with 
the Gan program, assisting the gannenet.

So I quickly shifted into gear, packed up my classroom, and went to 
camp, leaving my husband, twenty-five-year old son, and twenty-one-year old 
daughter. Before the first week was over, the gannenet left unexpectedly, and 
I inherited the job!

That summer was the best gift that I have ever given myself. It gave me 
another place where I can enjoy being Jewish. I am only sorry that it took me 
so long to discover the specialness of the Ramah camps; it seemed like all the 
other adults there had been coming for years.

Glen Spey
B e n  S .  B  e r n a n k e ,  P h . D.
Chairman, Board of Governors, U.S. Federal Reserve System

I 
 did attend Camp Ramah one summer. It was a good experience for me, as 

there were relatively few Jewish young people in the town (Dillon, South Caro
lina) where I grew up, and the summer gave me a chance to be immersed in a 
Jewish, Hebrew-speaking environment (although my modern Hebrew wasn’t 
that good — I had learned biblical Hebrew from my grandfather). I enjoyed the 
sports, social events, and participating in a theater production.

California ■ Connecticut 
Poconos ■ Wisconsin

A n n e  S c h i f f m a n  Bo  n o w i t z
Jewish educator, Columbus, Ohio

C 
amp Ramah in the Poconos, 1950: I was twelve and had received a scholar

ship from my synagogue so I could attend camp that summer. I think I was the 
only girl in my bunk who was not the daughter of a rabbi, a cantor, or some 
other Jewish professional. I certainly was sure that I knew less Hebrew than 
anyone else. It wasn’t until sometime in the fifth week that I even understood 
the most basic announcements in the dining room. At a time when each camper 


