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that would change my life, and then by extension, the life of my family. There 
were a handful of individuals who influenced me to follow my career choice 
of medicine. It was Ramah, however, that influenced how I would ultimately 
elect to live my life as a Jew and create a Jewish home. It was at Ramah that I 
developed a love of the Hebrew language, a commitment to Jewish observance 
and traditions, and a real attachment to the State of Israel.

I was introduced to my future wife by our Hillel rabbi. Barbara had 
never gone to Ramah; however, she had attended a Federation camp. When 
Barbara and I talked about getting married, I insisted that we visit Ramah 
together. So one Sunday in the summer of 1968, we drove up to Ramah in 
New England. On the way home, I informed her rather matter-of-factly that 
someday our children would go to Ramah. For me this was a given, not even 
open for discussion. Barbara developed her love for Ramah as she watched 
our four children go through Ramah Berkshires from Kochavim to staff. I, of 
course, relived my Ramah experience vicariously through my children, sum-
mer by summer.

It has been more than fifty years since I first walked into a Ramah camp. 
Ramah has grown, and its programming has changed with the times, but its 
educational mission is unchanged. Ramah continues to offer those magical 
summers that change the lives of both campers and staff. I hope that fifty years 
from now my grandchildren will still be as enchanted by Ramah as I continue 
to be.
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Y 
ears ago we decided that it would be very nice to have all eleven kids on my 

husband’s side of the family attend the same camp. Because my sister-in-law in 
Beverly Hills was on the board of Camp Ramah in California, we chose that 
camp in Ojai. Today, our kids’ best friends in life are the friends they met at 
Camp Ramah. I don’t expect them to make college friends as close as the friends 
they have made at Ramah.

Because of the influence of Ramah, our kids want us to invite more 
people to Shabbat dinner, to engage in intellectual discussions on Jewish top-
ics, and to sing songs and do the bentshing. They now feel a duty to the com-
munity as Jews.
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They now also have a very special relationship with Israel because of the 
Ramah Israel Seminar experience. Ramah has created for our kids a wonderful 
worldwide network of friends. Camp Ramah was the best thing that we have 
ever done for our kids. Ever!
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A 
 camper at Ramah Berkshires (1966–1971), a counselor at Berkshires 

and Poconos (1973–1976), and then a yo’etz and educator at New England 
(1993–2000), my memories of Ramah span three phases of my life: childhood, 
young adulthood, and fatherhood. Ramah enhanced each of those three 
distinctive times.

As a camper at Ramah, I was happily surprised to find an observant 
Conservative Jewish community. I had been familiar with two different kinds 
of marginalization: a Conservative kid in an Orthodox yeshivah ketannah in 
Paterson, New Jersey, where the principal made it a point to tell the children 
not to attend worship services in my father’s synagogue, and the rabbi’s son 
in that congregation, where the other children and their parents expected my 
family to be vicariously observant for the entire membership. Ramah was a 
delightful glimpse of what an elite, yet real and functioning, Jewish commu-
nity could be like. Kashruth, Shabbat, tefillah, and talmud torah were norms 
of life, along with swimming, baseball, drama, nature, and hospital corners. 
No wonder that I made the most intense friendships of my young life in those 
summers. Forty years later, I still keep up with some of my peers from camp.

As a counselor, I learned critical lessons about responsibility, about edu-
cation, and about functioning in loco parentis, at just the period in my life 
when I was committing to a career as a Jewish educator. To this day, I consider 
the education class I took with Rabbi David Mogilner, z" l, as the most effec-
tive, single course that shaped my subsequent professional work.

As a yo’etz, and one of the “old men on campus” in a community staffed 
predominantly by eighteen- to twenty-three-year-olds, I gained a unique 
appreciation of the chain of generations upon which Jewish continuity depends. 
Acutely aware of both the limitations and the immense promise of the apprentice 
adults to whom we entrust the summertime education and care of our children, 


