The letter below was written by Perry Klein, a volunteer counselor at Camp Mishkon, and originally published in HAMODIA (August 13, 2008 | 12 AV 5768). 

Camp Mishkon is a program of the Jewish Board of Family and Children's Services housed on the grounds of Camp Sternberg in Narrowsburg, NY. The camp is a summer home for over 50 special-needs children who receive loving care from their counselors, and provides a much-needed respite to parents and caregivers.

_________________________________________________________________

GIVING IS GAINING

To My Dear Mishkon Camper,

Caring for you, dear camper, taught me to maximize my inner potential. You taught me the most valuable lessons. Just by sitting in your wheelchair with that exuberant smile on your face, you gave me what not many have given me. You taught me what to focus on in my life.

No, Special Camper,

You cannot walk

You cannot talk

You can’t raise your voice

You can't make a choice

Your movements are so few

As are your sounds and reactions, too

You cannot run

But still, with your vibrant smiles

You carried me away — miles

Miles away from where I was before I met you.

You taught me so much; every day brought something new.

With all your handicaps, you're still happy and you smile to everyone around you.

You taught me to appreciate all my limbs.

You would not let go of the little black siddur you held on your wheelchair tray on that beautiful Tuesday morning. You taught me to thank Hashem that I can daven and cry out to Him whenever I need to.

You have to be satisfied with holding a siddur.

Just by your silence, you taught me to cherish my speech.

Just by your refusal to eat on Tishah B’Av, you taught me to value every fast day.

Just by the way you wake up to new nisyonos every day, you taught me to treasure every one of mine.

Just by your shaking your head "no" to food when brachos weren’t said for you first, you taught me to hold dear that I can say brachos whenever I need to.

Just by you going from therapy to therapy, day in and day out, you taught me to be grateful that I can come and go to school every day

Just by watching you try to swallow your sixteen pills each day, you taught me to be thankful that I am healthy.

Observing you trying so hard to lift that cup, you taught me to cherish every skill Hashem gave me.

Just by gazing at you sitting in your wheelchair, you taught me to be happy that I can walk.

...You taught me so much.

You taught me to “look at every burden as an opportunity, not every opportunity as a burden.”

You taught me what priorities in life are, with your unspoken words.

You don't have to learn — you are self-taught.

You taught me, you teach me, and you will continue teaching me.

You are teaching all who “care” for you ultimate lessons of a lifetime.

Powerful lessons.

I took care of you? You definitely took care of me. And you still do.

You don’t have disabilities. You have abilities. You have the ability to give me what no one can.

Dear Camper, you are the one doing a chessed for me.

You are my teacher.

With much appreciation,

Your counselor,

Perry Klein

