 You Camp go Home Again by Tony Kornheiser  

This past weekend I went to my camp reunion. Camp Keeyumah was in business twenty-five years, from 1949 to 1974. (Official motto: “Send Us Your Child for Eight Weeks, and If We Don’t Send You Back Your Child, No Sweat, We’ll Send You Somebody Else’s.”) About two hundred people showed up, ranging from their forties to their seventies. Because I’d gone to camp for sixteen summers as a camper and counselor, I knew almost all of them, though their faces had changed; now they had the fuller, weathered faces of their parents that I remembered from Visiting Day thirty-five and forty years ago. 
In the main, the women had aged better than the men. I say this because some of the men were so fat they could have been entered in the Pennsylvania State Fair. Women are quicker at recognizing the perils of aging. For example, women usually know when to stop wearing halter tops. Men blithely continue to wear form-fitting shirts even when their “form” now resembles a big old sack of feed. Women would never be so blissfully ignorant. Like the woman in her mid-forties who showed up with spectacularly platinum blond hair, and when a man said she looked like Marilyn Monroe, she responded: “Do I look like Marilyn Monroe when she was alive or dead? 

As much as a reunion- any reunion – is about glory and camaraderie and reliving the best moments of your life, reunions are also about time gone by and friends lost. When you go fifteen, twenty-five, thirty-five years without seeing somebody, sometimes it’s too late.  These were people I spent every summer of my youth with, people I loved in a place I adored. And lately I’ve begun to count the wrinkles and the bald heads and the artificial hips, and I know there’s more time behind us than ahead. You come together on occasions like this, aging and slowing, and you don’t know whether to cry or laugh. 


At the end of the reunion, we gathered at the lake, where people made small speeches about the campers, counselors, and staff who had passed on—then we lit candles that were fastened to paper plates and cast them out onto the water. One of the people we mourned was my Aunt Shirley, who had died recently. My Aunt Shirley and my Uncle Arnie owned the camp and were beloved by all who went there. Arnie, now in his eighties, was the last to place a candle on the lake. 


I loved being there, rocking in the cradle of my childhood, seeing dear friends, deceiving myself into feeling momentarily young again. But every step I took I saw my aunt, and I felt the presence of my mother and father, coming one last time to visit me. Mostly I wandered around alone, standing silently in old, familiar places, inhaling the aromas, and trying to press every square inch of the camp into my mind’s eye like flowers in a book.


There would be other reunions, but I guessed I’d never be back again. The book of the dead would be too long. So I wanted to memorize this one perfect day and hold on to it forever. And I stood on the shore and looked out at the lake, crying gratefully as the tiny flames bobbed in the water. 
Weathered- worn, old, aged, 


In the main- Generally/mostly


State Fair- where farmers compete to see who has the best pig.  


Perils- dangers 


Blithely- happily, without worry


Sack of Feed- a bag of rice 


Blissfully ignorant- happily unaware 


Camaraderie- friendship 


Mourned- grieve, feel sad about someone’s death 


 Fastened – attached to, glued onto


Passed on- died 


Momentarily- for one second 


Aromas- smells 


Mind’s Eye – memory/imagination 


Bobbed- move up and down in the water














