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of the successful transmission of Jewish values and a commitment to Jewish 
tradition.

California 
New England ■ Poconos

R a b b i  D av i d  Wolp    e
Sinai Temple, Los Angeles, California

C 
amp is a series of snapshots: in the Poconos on the lake, in California on 

the mountains, at Palmer on the vast green. As a camper I enjoyed Ramah; as a 
staff member I loved it.

I’m sitting on the porch reading Bertrand Russell, my hero of the 
moment and the most persuasive atheist I have ever read. Walking by the bunk 
is Rabbi Michael Brown, who asks what I am reading.

“Bertrand Russell,” I answer aggressively, ready for a theological fight.
“David, how old are you?”
“Seventeen,” I answer.
“Well, I am glad then that you are reading Bertrand Russell.”
I was shocked. “Why?”
“Because,” he answered, “I would rather you grow out of him than grow 

into him.”
The prediction came true, and for me that interchange summed up so 

much of what was wonderful about camp. Beliefs that were open to challenge, 
friendships leavened with humor and acceptance, the promise — even the cer-
tainty — of growth.

Camp memories range from learning Hebrew terms to misbegotten 
romances to astonishment that campers I knew are now CEOs and parents and 
rabbis. The magic quality that summer has in one’s youth never leaves; every-
one who has gone to Ramah, lived there, and learned to love so many things, 
feels the special glow of foreverness that summer plants in our hearts.

Ramah was instrumental in my Jewish education and in my decision to 
become a rabbi. Along with so many others, it was at camp as a staff member 
that I first had the opportunity to turn from a student into a teacher. The 
campers looked to us as role models, and as a result, we began to become what 
we were expected to be. Inside ourselves, we found the Jews we spoke about.

“Youth and black hair are fleeting,” Ecclesiastes tells us, and so many of 
us who recall our time at Ramah see it not only as Ramah, but also as a tableau 
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of early life. Its preciousness is that we were lucky enough to spend that early 
life in a place that was warm, safe, nurturing, and Jewish. Dayyenu. For many 
of us at the beginning of our respective journeys, that was surely enough.

Berkshires ■ Nyack ■ Poconos
J o n at h a n  Woo   c h e r ,  P h . D.
Chief Ideas Officer and Director of the Lippman Kanfer Institute,  
Jewish Education Service of North America, New York, New York

I 
 spent most of my summers during that wonderful decade, the 1960s, at Camp 

Ramah — or better, Camps Ramah: the Poconos, Nyack, Israel Seminar, back to 
Poconos for Mador, and then three summers at Ramah in the Berkshires, where 
I ended my Ramah career as segan rosh machon. As for so many others, Ramah 
was a life-shaping experience for me. Most important, I met my wife there. 
Dayyenu. But all the other clichés were true as well: Ramah sustained me during 
high school when few of my fellow students shared my interests and concerns. 
I was fortunate to live in the New York metropolitan area, where I could see 
my Ramah friends fairly regularly at regional Hebrew high school, Leaders 
Training Fellowship (LTF), at The Jewish Theological Seminary (JTS), and by 
hopping the train down to Philly. My Jewish knowledge and skills received a 
huge boost. And, as I moved from camper to staff member, I had some of my 
first experiences as a “Jewish educator” — and learned to take that role seriously 
(thank you, Schwab, Havighurst, et al.).

I left Ramah when I began graduate school and rabbinical school at the 
Reconstructionist Rabbinical College (why not at JTS is another story), but 
I’ve always felt pride in having been part of what I consider to be one of the 
singular successes of American Jewish education. I display my framed bunk 
picture from 1961 in my office. And, even though neither of my children really 
clicked with Ramah, I would recommend it without hesitation to any family 
that wants to deepen and enrich its Jewish life in manifold ways.

As I look back on my years at Ramah, I do so with more than nostalgia 
because the longer I have been involved in Jewish education, the more I have 
come to appreciate what I learned at Ramah about what good Jewish education 
can and should be. In many ways, just as the people I met at Ramah became a 
central part of my life, so too the Jewish education that I encountered at Ramah 
has become a source of inspiration for my professional thinking. As a camper, 


