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I began my new assignment in time to experience the power of Tish’ah 
Be’av at Ramah. I learned of the significance of the day at the same time I chal-
lenged my teenagers to ask their own questions of God and Jewish observance. 
In the evening, we gathered at the lake to listen to the chanting of Eichah, the 
Book of Lamentations. Out on the water, Hebrew letters spelling eichah had 
been affixed to a floating platform. Late in the reading of the Eichah text, the 
visual message of our people’s vulnerability transfixed us as fire engulfed the 
Hebrew letters. By the end of that evening, I realized that religious faith must 
include doubt, which challenges us to question God’s role in history, as well as 
the excitement of inspirational moments.

Before that summer, I had already made the decision to broaden my col-
lege experience by transferring to New York University. By the end of camp, 
my real enthusiasm for my move to New York was the thought of studying 
Jewish texts at The Jewish Theological Seminary. My Ramah experience pro-
pelled me on a trajectory so strong that it would lead to a lifetime of traditional 
Jewish observance and Jewish service through the rabbinate.

I returned to Conover in the summer of 1959 as head waiter. By that 
summer, I had decided to become a rabbi. I was also very much in love with 
Beverly Aronson, the daughter of an Orthodox rabbi. I encouraged her to 
come to camp as a counselor. Ramah was an indispensable part of our decision 
to marry. It has continued to influence the Jewish life of the family we have 
created. Nothing captures my gratitude for my Ramah connection more than 
the joy Bev and I have known watching our five children in their own Ramah 
experiences.

Together with all of those associated with Ramah, I celebrate the cour-
age and determination of those who first dreamed of Ramah as a way of help-
ing to assure our Jewish future. I thank all who provided the resources for 
expanding the original vision to include many new camps and innovative pro-
grams that have increased commitment to Jewish life. Best of all, Ramah at 
sixty is a dynamic work still in progress.

Poconos
R a b b i  Ya i e r  L e h r e r
Adat Shalom, Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania

M 
y initial contact with Camp Ramah in 1963 was by virtue of the fact that 

both of my parents, my father Menachem Lehrer, z"l, and my mother Rachel, 
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were members of the teaching staff. Their love of Judaism and Israel brought 
them to Ramah. I am constantly reminded of the stories my father used to tell 
at Ramah of his days in the underground in pre-1948 Israel. These accounts 
fascinated those who had never learned this part of our history. Sitting around 
a campfire on the far side of the lake and listening to stories of modern Jewish 
warriors was a dramatic moment for all who were there and a precious moment 
for me as well, even though I had heard the same stories countless times at 
home.

From the time I was eight years old, Ramah was an integral part of my 
life. Many of the friendships and relationships that I forged in my years as a 
camper, on Ramah Seminar, and as a staff member are still part of my life. 
As a Jewish educator, I am often in contact with colleagues throughout the 
world, and I remember many of them as campers and staffers. Now, of course, 
they are rabbis, educators, and leaders within the Conservative Movement. I 
venture to say that many of the most influential people in the Conservative 
Movement would not have reached their current positions without the immer-
sion in Judaism and Hebrew that they received in those great summers at 
Camp Ramah in the Poconos.

The next time you visit any of the Ramah camps, take a good look at the 
campers, especially at some of the most ill-behaved ones. They are our future 
leaders.

California ■ Nyack 
Poconos ■ Wisconsin
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Clinical psychologist, Van Nuys, California

I 
t was Friday night, June 29, 1956 — the first Shabbat of the first full summer 

of Camp Ramah in California. One hundred and fifty of us, probably dressed in 
white, sat nervously on benches in Kikkar Tziyyon, as that area of camp had been 
named, waiting for the kabbalat shabbat service to begin. The candles were lit. 
As we held orange-colored Shiloh siddurim in our hands, the service began. At 
some point during the service, a regal man strode to the small wooden lectern. I 
can see his face as if it were yesterday. He was Simon Greenberg, zecher tzaddik 
livrachah, then the vice chancellor of The Jewish Theological Seminary (JTS). 
Pointing to the Ojai Valley to his left, he intoned, “This is the first time these 
hills and valleys have ever heard the sound of Jewish prayer.” At that moment 


