
Melbourne: Short and Bittersweet (15-21 November 2013) 
 

Arriving in Melbourne was a bit like a stop back in Israel. Leah, our neighbor Eli’s daughter and 

babysitter for Ben and Yoni way back when, and her husband Gil welcomed us into their home. They 

really went out of their way to provide every comfort – from Gil picking us up at the airport, to Leah’s 

constant preparation of Israeli salads, to providing us with a car and being easy about our comings and 

goings. Most of all, Leah was just an incredible listening ear and sounding board for Edie who, from the 

midpoint of our visit, was struggling with saying goodbyes to her Dad by skype and agonizing about 

whether she should try to make the last minute trip to Connecticut.  

 

We arrived on a Friday afternoon, and it was fantastic to enter into a real Shabbat atmosphere. Ray 

went with Gil to their nearby synagogue. Leah’s good friend Helen and family joined us for an Erev 

Shabbat dinner which Leah must have taken all week to prepare. This was also a bit of a farewell for Tal, 

Leah and Gil’s youngest son, who was off to Cambodia early in the week for a post-uni stint of volunteer 

work.  Tal and his older brother are close friends with Helen’s sons, in fact the connection between the 

two women developed through the children. Helen’s oldest son, Binyamin, was helped with translation 

in our meetings in Shunde (China) back in July, so it was especially a treat to meet the rest of his family. 

   

Saturday, we wandered a bit around Melbourne. We walked to Federation Square, admired the super 

modern Australian Centre for the Moving Image, and walked quite a distance along the Yarra River 

ending up in the new area around the gigantic convention center. At some point we got diverted looking 

at various street art locations, but gave that up after we came to the conclusion that their quality was 

similar to that of the graffiti tunnel Ray walked through every day at Sydney Uni.  Christmas window 

scenes were already out at the major department stores,  attracting large crowds – and with good 

reason, they were no less elaborate than in Lord and Taylor and Macy’s in Manhattan – and somewhat 

more creative!  From what we saw, Melbourne seems less of a big bustling city than Sydney, although 

no less charming and friendly. 

Signs everywhere directed to Saint Kilda, a major suburb, and the name of a major sports team. We 

were curious about the origin of the name, having never heard of Saint Kilda, and indeed checking 

Wikipedia confirmed that there is no saint of that name. Saint Kilda is the English term for a Gaelic name 

of a group of the outer Hebrides Isles in Scotland.  There are many theories about the name’s origin – 

one of which is that it is a corruption of the Gaelic Hirta – the largest island in the group. There are 

“Saint Kildas” in many places where Scots settled – according to Wikipedia, also in Canada and New 

Zealand.  

Sunday, the weather was brightening and we headed out of town to the Cathedral Range, near 

Marysville (the honeymoon capital of Victoria).  This whole area was severely damaged by a catastrophic 

bush fires in 2009. In the forests, the majority of the large trees are visibly damaged; however, there is 

much new growth.  The circuit hike we did including Jawbone Peak and the small Cathedral Peak was 

one of the more difficult hikes we did while in Australia – not as challenging as Mount Sorrow in terms 

of terrain but with a similar ascent in total, and very rocky and lengthy ridgeline which played havoc 



with the knees. There were quite a lot of other hikers at the two ends of the hike, but we only met one 

other young man on the ridgeline. The views more than compensated.   

  



Hiking in the Cathedral Range, NE from Melbourne 

  

  

  

 

Monday was another beautiful day, and we headed off west of Melbourne to the Werribee Gorge 

National Park.  We hadn’t gotten a very early start having spent the first hours of the day on phone calls 

to the USA, as was the case the rest of the week, so it was almost noon when we started our hike. We 

met up with two girls who were just completing their walk, after having done a lengthy return trip rather 

than the 10 km circuit because their dog couldn’t handle the rock climbing needed along the bottom of 

the gorge, very near the end of the circuit. (Dogs weren’t allowed on the hiking trail, apparently for very 



good reason!)  We were relieved that the parts that were impossible for the dog didn’t present any 

challenge to us. 

In Werribee Gorge, W of Melbourne 

  

 
 

  
 



Tuesday, we decided to explore the beach – a rather limited section along the Port Phillip Bayfrom 

Beaumaris to Black Rock, along an “art trail”. Posters telling about the artists (many from the Heidelberg 

group) and their works painted in the area – usually “right on the spot” are scattered along the cliff trail.  

We wandered between the cliff trail and the beach, returning from Half Moon Bay where we had a 

glorious fish lunch with view. 

Along the beach    

  
  

  
On the beach in Melbourne. Cerebus – at Black Rock: first British 19th century 

steel hulled war ship with two gun turrets – now 
scuttled to form a breakwater. 

 

  



Tuesday night, we went out to dinner with Leah and Gil and got to see the gas fire ball display lighting 

the Melbourne South Shore area.  

  
 

We were amused to see that we would be missing a Sex Convention at the Convention Hall, starting the 

day after we left – and open to the public.  

Wednesday, the rain returned, and between our low motivation to go out in the storm and Edie’s 

involvement in transoceanic skyping, we ended up only getting out of the house to pay a late afternoon 

visit to the nearby Heide Museum of Modern Art. The museum is the former home of John and Sunny 

Reed from the 1930s- 1970s), which they opened and expanded to serve as a base for the sponsorship 

of many Australian modern artists.   They were a wealthy couple, and used their wealth during their 

lifetime to support many artists whose paintings grace the establishment, and at their death, donated 

their property to a trust which runs the museum.  The museum spreads over three buildings and 

extensive grounds which feature sculpture and two very elaborate kitchen gardens - each attached to a 

residence from a different period.  The first residence is a traditional, very attractive, wood frame 

building, the second is a highly interesting stone edifice of their often quirky design which flows into the 

surrounding grounds.   Although John was a lawyer, they were apparently a rather Bohemian couple, 

and Sunny had an open affair with Sidney Nolan, who they supported for many years and who is the 

creator, amongst many other works of the Ned Kelly series exhibited at the National Gallery in Canberra.  

We’d originally thought to go to Israeli folk dancing in Melbourne – unlike Sydney, there are several 

groups and dancing almost every day and every evening. Our friend Miri even put us in contact with her 

former teacher. As things developed, we weren’t in the mood for dancing  – this is one of the things that 

we say – “on our next trip”.    

Thursday, Ray met with colleagues at RMIT in downtown Melbourne, and in the late afternoon we left 

for our New Zealand adventure, with Don’s admonition to enjoy every minute of it. His youngest sister 

Dorothy was there with the WAVES in WWII, and had always wanted to return – and her fascination had 

rubbed off on him over the years.  


