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This past Sunday I was privileged to be at a most unique inauguration event for a new Torah scroll. 

Called a "Hachnasas Sefer Torah" (literally “bringing in the Torah scroll”), these are always joyous 

celebrations accompanied by lively music and dancing. Ok, yes, there is usually good food as well, 

but (in case my wife ends up reading this), I ONLY PLANNED ON VISITING THE SALAD BAR. THE 

CHEESECAKES AND DOUBLE CHOCOLATE FUDGE COOKIES DID NOT TEMPT ME IN THE SLIGHTEST! 

(Phew. I think I covered myself.) 

 

Anyway, a Torah scroll can take up to a year to write, and these inauguration ceremonies are not 

something that happen every day, so this was a pretty big deal. What made this particular one so 

unique is that it took place in The Zone in Gilboa, New York. The Zone is one of the most incredible 

Jewish summer camps in the world and my wife is lucky to be volunteering there for the past 7 

summers. If this sounds like a plug for The Zone, it is. Seriously, it’s an unbelievable camp and I 

cannot recommend it enough! 

 

Many of the 400 or so campers have had very little experience in Jewish mitzvah observance, so this 

was a real eye opener to them; everyone, adults and children alike, no matter their level of 

observance, were reveling in the emotionally charged atmosphere. Considering that The Zone is also 

home to a wide variety of farm animals, it all added to the uniqueness of the event. 

 

Now, I use the term “farm animals" loosely. Old MacDonald would feel really out of place here. The 

diversity among the camp animals feels like some sort of divine fulfillment of the prophetic verse 

“the turkey shall graze with the alpaca.” I’m kidding. There is no such verse but you get the point. 

The camp mascot is actually a live camel named Kishka! 

 

So here we were, dancing and singing the new Torah down the hill,  with a specially designed truck 

with flashing lights and music leading the procession. On one side of the road you had the camp 

sheep, goats and horses (seemingly oblivious to the proceedings) and on the other side you had 

Kishka the camel pacing back and forth, casually checking out the crowd. As an aside, the camp 

does have a parrot named Matzo Ball who likes to dance every time it hears singing, although sadly 

for Matzo Ball, he is kept in a different building which is not near the procession. 

 

As we made our way down the hill to the plaza where the Torah would be kept, I couldn’t help but 

think how this unusual gathering and intersection of human and animal life was actually more 



appropriate for the occasion than one would think. 

 

Simply put, the Torah is what sets us apart from the animal world. Too often, as human beings, we 

get so caught up in our materialistic pursuits that we lose sight of what really matters, what’s really 

important in life. Animals are concerned only with self-preservation. Other than maybe looking out 

for their next meal, there’s not much else on a horse’s daily calendar, with apologies to Mr. Ed of 

course. Though he was the exception to the rule. Animals don’t have the ability to think lofty 

thoughts, perform acts of kindness or dedicate their lives to living with a higher purpose. There’s no 

moral compass which guides them. 

 

We, on the other hand, have an incredible gift called the Torah. When we study the Torah and 

dedicate our lives to living each day infused with holiness, we are elevated to a completely different 

plane, far beyond our animalistic nature. We don’t just become a two-legged mammal that can 

speak, walk and watch football on Thanksgiving. Our entire existence becomes elevated and 

exceedingly meaningful. 

 

As we sang and danced our way down the road, the contrast between all of us and our animal 

friends who surrounded us on both sides could not have been more stark. Other than perhaps lifting 

up their heads from the grass to glance over at the proceedings, they went right back to doing what 

they do best: eating. And yet for all of us, a glorious hodgepodge of Jews of all stripes, the music 

may have ended and the dancing may have come to a stop, but none of us remained the same as we 

had been just an hour earlier. 

 

We had been elevated and inspired, imbued with a renewed resolve to become just a bit closer to 

Hashem and his Torah. To paraphrase Mr. Ed himself: A horse is a horse. Of course, of course. But a 

Jew learning Torah? What a powerful force! 


