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I adored my late mother. She 
was wise, spirited, loving and emi-
nently sensible.

But that all somehow 
got jumbled and conten-
tious when she offered 
advice about a subject I felt 
belonged to me: how to 
mother my own daughters.

I let it be known that 
this was my turf. I didn’t 
need help or even advice.

It was foolish pride perhaps 
and, just as likely, young mother 
insecurity disguised as certainty.

That could have gone on and 

on, and I would have missed a 
daughter’s greatest opportunity: 

to learn from her very own 
mother.

But now, decades later, 
I remember the day when 
all of that changed. The 
advice of that day has 
served me well in so many 
areas of my life, but none 
more important than as a 
mother.

Here’s the backstory:
It was a lovely spring afternoon 

in the mid-1960s, and Mom and I 
were enjoying time together in the 

tiny yard of our first home.
Three-month-old Nancy was 

napping in her carriage, and big 
sisters Jill and Amy were scamper-
ing around when suddenly there 
was one of those screams that gets 
everyone’s attention.

And there was 3-year-old Amy 
lying facedown in the grass — and 
5-year-old Jill was looking mighty 
uncomfortable.

“She pushed me down,” Amy 
wailed. “She made me fall. I hate 
her!”

And in that moment, with her 
chin bleeding and her pride hurt, 

too, she surely did hate her big 
sister.

There had been ripples of trou-
ble all day between these two. I 
was exhausted, pushed to the brink 
by the taunting.

To my everlasting shame, I did 
what I had always vowed I never 
would. I lost it.

I grabbed Jill by the arm, 
screamed at her, and without even 
listening to her side of the story, 
I took her into the house, leaving 
my mother to calm the sobbing 
Amy. Blessedly, the baby had slept 
through it all.

In that episode, all my vows 
about calm and fair motherhood 
had vanished. Not only had I 
heard only one side of the story, 
but I had humiliated Jill in front 
of her grandmother, whom she 
adored. So, of course, now there 
were two sobbing daughters.

Back outside, I was certain my 
mother was judging me for my 
horrible maternal behavior. But 
she generously reminded me that 
she, too, had been sorely tested 
when my sister and I were young.

A grandmother’s wisdom about waiting is a living legacy

By Kristen CoppoCK
Staff writer

J
ars were filled with water, 
insects, fish, larvae and plants for 
the children to examine. They 
each lifted the glass containers 
up to their eyes in an effort to 

            better view what was inside, with 
curiosity winning out over any aver-
sions to unfamiliar creatures.

At the nature center in the woods, 
the group of fourth-graders from Elea-
nor Rush Intermediate School in Cin-
naminson had stopped for an ecology 
lesson. Elsewhere, classmates were in 
boats on the lake, walking along trails 
and participating in a variety of other 

educational sessions that only a day trip 
to camp could deliver.

The students were among hundreds 
of thousands of children and families 
that have enjoyed YMCA Camp Ocka-
nickon’s piece of the Pine Barrens over 
the past 110 years. Since it was estab-
lished in 1906, campers and commu-
nity members have had opportunities 
to enjoy the great outdoors by strolling 
the trails, swimming in the lake, eating 
meals in a log cabin dining hall, and 
camping overnight in the rustic cabins.

And many past visitors would relish 
the opportunity to do it all again.

In recognizing its legacy to gen-
erations of outdoorsmen (and women) 

and in celebration of the Medford 
camp’s milestone anniversary, Camp 
Ockanickon is hosting a special Alumni 
Weekend, Friday-June 19. The reunion 
event affords anyone with a connec-
tion to the camp, and their families, an 
opportunity to enjoy an overnight expe-
rience, while re-connecting with old 
friends and making new ones.

“We wanted to do something dif-
ferent and give another way for people 
to connect with our camp once they’ve 
aged out,” said Greg Keresztury, direc-
tor of operations for the 800-acre prop-
erty. “(Alumni) can come out and do 
archery with their kids.”
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Visiting schoolchildren paddle on the lake 

at Camp ockanickon in Medford.

Boys sit on 
the edge of a 
dock at Camp 
ockanickon.
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Medford camp celebrates 110 years with alumni reunion

See Friedman, Page d2

See Camp, Page d2

“When you go to camp, you kind of enter a world that 
no one else understands unless they’ve been to camp.”

Lynne Stanwood-Leadbeater, oCkaniCkon Board MeMBer
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Remember the “Wait-
Wait Rule of Five”? she 
asked. I didn’t at first. And 
then it came rushing back.

It was so simple:
If there was a tempest — 

if a war erupted between two 
sisters and we came rushing 

to our mom looking for jus-
tice — there was an inviolate 
system we followed unless 
someone’s health or welfare 
was in dire peril.

“Wait-Wait” was a kind of 
fire drill of the psyche.

Both warriors were sepa-
rated from each other. There 
was no such thing as a time-
out back then, but this was 
the equivalent.

The official timekeeper, 
our mother, required five 

minutes of separation, and 
each sister was given a prim-
itive timer. Yes, they existed 
even all those decades ago.

It was OK to cry, even 
scream, but there was to be 
no communication between 
the warriors until those five 
minutes were up.

It’s tough to remember 
now exactly how that felt, 
but I have some sense 
memory of how those five 
minutes seemed both an 

eternity and also way too 
short to be a complete balm 
for the soul.

But in five minutes — 
300 seconds — even the 
human spirit of a child can 
begin to find reason.

Had one of us done 
something to incite the 
other? Was there a reason? 
Was someone fibbing 
“(“lying” was a word my 
mother used only in extreme 
circumstances).

And this was the big one: 
Was a “Wait-Wait” apology 
due?

Five minutes. What a dif-
ference they made.

In the chaos of early 
motherhood, and the con-
stant testing and daring of 
being a mother, I’d lost sight 
of that wise way of both 
cooling things down and let-
ting kids have reckonings 
that mattered.

From that day on, I 

implemented that purpose-
ful waiting game.

And of course, I’ve 
reminded those three 
daughters, now all mothers 
themselves, to remember 
their grandmother’s wisdom 
— and her legacy.

She’s no longer with us, 
but her wisdom is.

And oh, how right that 
feels.
Sally Friedman is a freelance writer. 
Contact her at pinegander@aol.com.
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Alumni Weekend par-
ticipants will enjoy a variety 
of traditional camp activi-
ties, such as arts and crafts, 
campfires and boating, as 
well as the site’s newer ame-
nities, including the pro-
gressive Challenge Course 
and a climbing wall. The 
weekend also features an 
adults-only social, for par-
ticipants age 21 and older, 
while younger campers will 
play Capture the Flag.

A dinner banquet for 
all participants is planned 
as well. And in true Camp 
Ockanickon style, a tribal 
ceremony will commence to 
award the weekend’s most 
deserving campers with 
symbolic feathers. They 
typically acknowledge those 
who have demonstrated the 
YMCA’s core values of car-
ing, honesty, respect and 
responsibility.

Ockanickon board 
member Lynne Stanwood-
Leadbeater, an alumna of 
the camp, said although 
there have been informal 
gatherings for alumni, this 
is the first organized pro-
gram being held on-site. 
The weekend’s itinerary was 
crafted to give visitors an 
opportunity to re-experience 
some of their old camp 
traditions.

“When you go to camp, 
you kind of enter a world 
that no one else understands 
unless they’ve been to 
camp,” she said.

Weekend programming 
starts at 5 p.m. Friday 
and runs through 10 a.m. 
Sunday. Keresztury said the 
camp is expecting former 
campers and staff of all 
ages, from the 1970s to the 
present.

Since its establishment 
in 1906, the camp has 
maintained an overnight 
program for boys. However, 
Ockanickon has continued 
to adapt and expand.

“The core values 
are consistent, but the 
business has evolved,” said 
Keresztury.

Camp Matollionequay, 
the overnight program for 
girls, was established in 
1937. The camps operate 
on the same parcel of 
Ockanickon land, but with 
separate facilities.

In 1990, Lake Stockwell 
Day Camp, a 10-week 
program for elementary-
age and older children, was 
started as the YMCA’s third 
youth camp on the property. 
Utilizing designated areas 
apart from the overnight 
camps, Stockwell’s success 
has inspired another 
expansion.

“We’ve added a pre-
school camp in the last 
couple of years,” said 
Keresztury. “We’ve just had 
a lot of growth.”

The property remains 
active in the off-season, 
as evidenced by a recent 
weekday morning.

While the Cinnaminson 
students were moving 
about the property for 
various lessons, a group of 
volunteer men worked to 
build a boardwalk extending 
from one of the buildings 
and newly hired summer 
staff were being trained on 
the Challenge Course by 
going through the obstacles 
themselves. Also on the 
property was the nonprofit 
South Jersey Sudbury 
School, which leases space 
for its educational program.

The YMCA’s outdoor 
education center also draws 
schoolchildren regularly for 
day and overnight sessions, 
as well as corporate team-
building events, Scouts and 
other community groups. 
“That keeps us busy,” said 
Keresztury.

Meanwhile, members of 
the community who pur-
chase camp memberships 
often come on-site to walk 
and bike on the trails, fish 
in Lake Stockwell and swim 
from a designated beach. 

The YMCA also organizes 
a series of off-season events 
for the public, including 
overnight programs for fam-
ilies and special events, such 

as the annual Breakfast With 
Santa. Birthday parties and 
other private events also are 
held on the property.

Camp Ockanickon has 

hosted weddings in the past, 
including some couples who 
met as campers or staffers. 
However, Keresztury said 
the YMCA is no longer 

able to accommodate them, 
largely due to the amount of 
activity on the property.

“Our mission is more 
about youth development,” 
he said.

The YMCA also hasn’t 
forgotten staff members 
who have made significant 
contributions to the 
camp. During the Alumni 
Weekend, the organization 
will honor former property 
director Rick Hiles.

According to Stanwood-
Leadbeater, Hiles retired 
in the late 1990s after 30 
years of service to the camp. 

“He built just about every 
bridge and cabin out there,” 
she said. “We’re naming 
a Council Ring after him. 
He’ll be there to help break 
ground for some of the new 
benches going in.”

The new Rick Hiles 
Council Ring will be utilized 
by Stockwell campers.

To register for Alumni 
Weekend, call 609-654-8225 
or visit ycamp.org and click on 
the “alumni” tab for the regis-
tration form or register online.
Kristen Coppock: 609-871-8073; 
email: kcoppock@calkins.com; 
Twitter: @kcoppockbct
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Newly hired summer staff are trained 
on the Challenge Course by going 
through the obstacles themselves.
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leela Colley, 9, a student at the Eleanor rush 

intermediate School in Cinnaminson, looks at a jar of 
plant life and fish she collected at the Medford camp.

ContriButeD
in a 1950 photo, young campers enjoy time in their cabin bunks.

ContriButeD
Girls in the 1940s posed on a diving board at ockanickon. The YMCa 

introduced Camp Matollionequay for girls in 1937. The two camps share the 
800-acre property, but have kept separate facilities over the years.
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a bunkhouse at Camp ockanickon is one of many on 

the grounds for those who stay overnight.

ContriButeD
Tribal ceremonies have long been a tradition at Camp 

ockanickon, as demonstrated in an archival photo.


