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be, there is always more time for community involvement, service, and leader-
ship; for volunteerism; for gemilut h

˙
asadim — I learned from camp not to say 

“I don’t have time for that,” but rather to say, “I will make time for something 
so important!”

It is this blessing that has become the most meaningful for me. It is 
why I return to camp each summer. It is why I am president of my shul, why I 
go to minyanim at shiv’ah houses and bar/bat mitzvah celebrations and beritot, 
why I tuck my kids in at night and sometimes even get to wake them up in 
the morning, and why putting on tefillin is the most peaceful and rewarding 
moment of my day.

Shehecheyanu, vekiyyemanu, vehiggi’anu lazeman hazeh! Mazal tov to 
Ramah at 60, and may it continue from strength to strength in its mission of 
sanctifying time and infusing its campers, staff, and supporters with the love 
of Judaism, Jewish life, and lifelong commitment to Israel and the Jewish 
people.

Wisconsin
M aye r  S t i e b e l
Member, Camp Ramah in Wisconsin Board of Trustees

I 
n 1947 I was a sixteen-year-old in the Machon. My last summer was 1951, 

when I had the uniquely combined positions of camping and canoeing counselor 
and third cook. In later years, I was a Ramah Wisconsin vice president and also 
served on the National Ramah Commission for twenty years.

As we easily drive to Camp Ramah in Wisconsin today, it is difficult 
to understand how remote and isolated the North Woods, and our camp site, 
were in 1947. County K, the highway leading from Conover to Buckatabon 
Road, was gravel; and Buckatabon Road to Bauers’ Dam resort and then to 
camp was merely dirt with ruts wide enough for a vehicle’s tires.

Electricity was provided by two old and over-burdened generators; 
power outages were frequent. The one stove in the dairy kitchen was wood-
burning, and the newly built meat kitchen used bottled gas. There was no 
telephone. One night a week was movie night for the campers, and the movies 
were brought in by seaplane.

We were only ninety-seven campers in 1947, and there were no new 
buildings for us to use. But all of us, along with the staff, were able to use the 
current educational resource center as the beit am.
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Ramah certainly was the major Jewish influence in my life. The atmo-
sphere and the friends made at camp committed me to a life of Jewish values, 
education, tzedakah, and volunteer work for the Jewish community. This has 
endured for sixty years and continues to this day.

Wisconsin
R a b b i  S h e ll y  S w i t k i n  ( S w i t t y )
Community Professor, College of Social Work, The Ohio State University, 
Columbus, Ohio

I 
n 1947, all Chicago area summer camps began on Monday, June 30, because 

in those days, the Chicago public schools finished on the last Friday in June. 
The old Chicago and Northwestern Railway station seemed in utter confusion 
that morning. Several camp participants, all destined for the Eagle River 
area, were leaving on the same train. My parents and I pushed through the 
crowds, anxiously searching for the sign “Camp Ramah.” After several minutes, 
we located the banner and as we approached, we were greeted with a hearty 
“Shalom.” I said my good-byes and at that moment, I began a journey that 
would not only separate me from my parents for eight weeks, but would become 
a dominant factor in molding the rest of my life. I had no hint then that June 30, 
1947, would become a defining moment in my life.

It all began with a notice from Hebrew school that the Conservative 
Movement was opening a Hebrew-speaking overnight summer camp in 
Wisconsin. The announcement made absolutely no impression on me, but I 
did bring it home, unlike some of my classmates who turned the notices into 
paper airplanes.

Things then began to happen at a rather hectic pace. My parents became 
quite excited about the idea of Ramah, an educational camp with Hebrew as 
the spoken language. They had started me in Hebrew school at the age of 
seven, in 1944, during the height of World War II, when every day, thousands 
of Jewish children my age were being murdered by the Nazis. This is a vision 
that has remained with me all of my life.

I was interviewed at Anshe Emet Synagogue in Chicago, and after reply-
ing more or less correctly to a series of questions in Hebrew, I was accepted. 
My parents were concerned about the tuition — $375 — an astronomical figure 
for a working-class family in 1947. Our synagogue, B’nai Zion in Rogers Park, 


