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I as a teacher. What a summer! We had a super group of teachers working 
with Rabbi Neal Kaunfer as rosh h

˙
inuch. We taught the Joseph stories to the 

upper camp and ate, slept, and drank Joseph for nine weeks. All of us read the 
Thomas Mann version in Joseph and His Brothers and had the great good for-
tune to study the text with Professor José Faur.

Following camp we left for Israel for Michael’s fourth year of rabbinical 
school. It was just after the Six-Day War and an amazing time to be living in 
Jerusalem. We stayed the next summer to be counselors on Ramah Seminar. 
I became pregnant with our older son Uri that summer. I went to the group 
leader and asked if I could be excused from climbing Masada as I thought 
I was pregnant. “That’s too serious a decision for me to make,” said the rosh 
kevutzah. “You’d better ask David.” Yup, David Mogilner was directing the 
Israel Seminar program. Our lives were still running in tandem!

Several years later, in 1976, Michael and I were living in Philadelphia. I 
got a call from David. He was coming to America to direct Ramah in the 
Poconos for one summer. He wanted me to be rosh h

˙
inuch and Michael to be an 

advisor in the Mador. “But I don’t know how to be a rosh h
˙

inuch,” I replied. 
“Don’t worry,” he said. “I’ll help you.” And so he did until that terrible day at 
the end of the sixth week of camp when he collapsed, and we, the hanhalah, 
had to absorb the shock, break the news to the campers and staff, and manage 
the camp for the remainder of the summer. I remember walking around the 
campus with Michael Brown, who was directing the Mador. We were all in 
shock. Every place we looked we saw David’s shadow. And I still do. Quite 
regularly, a word, phrase, or action by an educator or other leader triggers an 
automatic response in me, which I know was instilled by David Mogilner. And 
I am not the only one. A whole generation of Jewish educators, rabbis, and lay 
leaders were shaped by his dynamic personality and charismatic teaching. His 
memory is more than a blessing, it is an on-going inspiration.

California ■ New England ■ Nyack
S u s a n  No  r t h  G i l b o a
Jewish educator, special needs program director, and dance instructor 
Encino, California

M 
y life’s journey took me down a path of no return when I spent my first 

summer as a camper at Ramah in Palmer, Massachusetts, in 1968. From that 
point on, I felt the only time I matured each year and learned about life and 
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friendships was during the eight weeks I was at Camp Ramah. At age twelve, 
I was buddies with a camper in the Tikvah program. Although I thought that 
I needed to help her do or learn things, it was she who taught me to look at 
what someone with special needs can do. I was blessed with the opportunity 
to dance with Tirza Hodes, who was among the pioneers of Israeli dance and 
was a member of the Palmer mishlah

˙
at. She shared her love of dance, of Israel, 

of children, and of life. She had a strong personality coupled with a smile that 
could make anyone dance. Tirza became my first Israeli dance mentor, teaching 
me Israeli dances while teaching me about our culture and our people.

I had another life-changing experience when I went to Israel for the 
first time with Ramah Seminar in 1973. Seeing Israel with close friends with 
whom I had already shared such intense experiences at camp, meeting relatives 
for the first time and being proud to tell them I was traveling for six weeks 
with other American teenagers, and meeting Israelis who shared their passion 
for the land and its people — all contributed to creating my strong connection 
with Israel.

I can honestly say that the choices I made as a teenager and later in my 
adult life have largely been the result of my experiences with Ramah. I have 
dedicated my life to giving back to Ramah, the Jewish community, and to 
Israel. I became a counselor at Ramah Nyack in the summer of 1974 and went 
on to be a seganit rosh edah for one year. Shulamit Kivel (also my Israeli dance 
mentor) supported and encouraged me to be rosh rikkud, a position I held for 
six years.

After living in Israel, where I taught pre-school children with spe-
cial needs and received an Israeli Dance Instructor’s Certification from the 
Ministry of Education, I returned to the United States to earn my Master’s 
degree in Special Education and Creative Movement. Then I accepted a teach-
ing job in California, where I met and married Rami Gilboa. Early in our 
relationship, it was clear to Rami that Ramah was going to be a part of our 
lives. In 1990 I became rosh rikkud at Ramah in Ojai, California for the sum-
mer camp program, as well as the yearly Family Camp. Our children’s early 
years were spent in the loving arms of campers and staff at Ramah. After seven 
years of being a camper, Talia went on Ramah Seminar 2005 and Aviv went on 
Seminar 2007. (I must say that receiving daily e-mails is quite different than 
the communication system we had when I was on Seminar in 1973.) Following 
their summers on Seminar, without hesitation, both Talia and Aviv applied to 
be counselors. They would say that it was not only important to their parents 
but that it was also important to them to give back to Ramah, and that the best 
way to give back was to give other kids the kinds of experiences that they had 
when they were campers.
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I’m proud to be a Jewish educator who has had the opportunity for the 
past thirty-five years to teach and share the love of Israeli dance with hundreds 
and hundreds of Jewish children and adults.

The influence of my family, the synagogue where I grew up, and my 
rabbi, Albert Thaler, who first suggested that I go to Ramah and later was 
director of Ramah Nyack, cannot be understated in my choice of career. As a 
Jewish educator, the passion and love I have when teaching Israeli dance, along 
with my desire to create and direct programs for children with special needs, 
comes directly from my earliest experiences at Camp Ramah.

Wisconsin
R a b b i  N e i l  G i ll  m a n ,  P h . D.
Professor of Jewish Thought, The Jewish Theological Seminary

I 
 first came to Camp Ramah in the summer of 1956 after having spent eleven 

summers in a conventional summer camp in Canada. By conventional, I mean a 
camp that featured a robust sports program, a color war, dances every Saturday 
night, and a culture that encouraged competition, hazing, and socializing with 
the girls at a camp located across the lake. As I grew older, I discovered that the 
lake was eminently bridgeable. I have very few fond memories of those eleven 
summers.

I entered the Rabbinical School at The Jewish Theological Seminary 
(JTS) in the fall of 1954 with almost no prior knowledge of the institutions 
of the Conservative Movement. During my second year there, my classmates 
urged me to accompany them to Ramah, and there seemed to be no question 
that by Ramah, they meant Wisconsin.

After overcoming my memories of my earlier camp experiences, I 
applied to join the Wisconsin staff. I discovered that I had to undergo an inter-
view with the camp hanhalah. Seated around the table was an imposing group 
of Ramah veterans — Jerry Abrams (then the director of Ramah Wisconsin), 
Burt Cohen and the late David Mogilner (the rashei edah), Jack Bloom, Bezalel 
“Buzzy” Porten, and others. I knew nothing about how to be a counselor, and 
nothing about education. The interview was grueling, as grueling as my admis-
sions interview to the Rabbinical School, and I’m sure I made a fool of myself. 
But I was accepted and assigned a Machon bunk.

To my amazement, the camp staff began to meet in mid-winter for two 
hours on Sunday nights in a JTS classroom. Every piece of counseling — not 


