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Besides hikes and work, we reached out to our “affinity groups” in Christchurch. We had a 
pleasant time participating in two Israeli folk dancing groups, one on Thursday evenings and another on 
Monday evenings. Both are conducted in local community halls which seem to host multiple activities, 
at different ends of Christchurch. Both groups are small, but warm and welcoming, and both dance from 
7:30 to 9:30 PM.  

Last Shabbat (7 March) we attended morning services at the Christchurch Synagogue. The 
building was seriously damaged in the earthquake, but has been functionally restored, except that the 
masonry ark is temporarily replaced with a simple wooden cabinet, while awaiting funding. Much of the 
furnishings (i.e. the pews and bimah) were transferred to the current site on Durham Street from an 
1860’s structure. The massive wood furnishings survived earthquake quite well, as did a gorgeous large 
circle glass window. Only 6 attended, including one other tourist from Baltimore, so the service 
consisted of praying individually, led by an émigré originally from Budapest. Chatting with the members 
after the service, we learned that the congregation, though nominally orthodox, encompasses a wide 
range of Jewish practice, and has about 80 families, and suffers from their small size. Though there are 
larger numbers in Aukland, Kosher meat is not available in New Zealand, and bringing it from Australia is 
prohibitively expensive. Finding a minyan for prayer services is difficult, except when they have a bar-
mitzvah. But the community came together in the aftermath of the earthquake for a communal seder, 
and cultural activities tend to be more successful. 

Edie visited at another La Leche meeting, this time in the nearby South Christchurch library in 
Beckenham, and also went to a lecture in the same location by Nancy Mohrbacher, a visiting lactation 
consultant and author from the Chicago area.  She had a good time chatting with the many Leaders who 
attended, and with Nancy, an acquaintance from back in the 1990s.  On another note, Edie went with 
Sean to his weekly Toastmaster “Sunrise” group. She was a bit sorry that it hadn’t worked out to go 
earlier – the group is quite congenial and the concept of learning public speaking by doing very 
interesting. There are over 30 Toastmasters groups in Christchurch – more per capita than any place in 
the world – we’re not going to even venture a guess why this is so.   

On Sunday 8 March we again took the advice of V, our hostess, and travelled to Hamner Springs, 
about 2 hours north of Christchurch. The weather was a bit cloudy, and the hour a bit late, so rather 
than climb Mt. Isobel as suggested, we opted for a circuit hike to Dog Stream Falls. The view from the 
rock where we ate our lunch down on Hammer Springs and the Hammer Valley was spectacular. 
Although the 40 m waterfall was not spectacular in terms of the meager drought-starved water flow, it 
was quite beautiful because of the moss covering the rock face. After the hike we soaked ourselves in 
the hot mineral springs in the middle of town, and felt our muscles rejoicing. We completed the day 
with a pleasant meal in the Indian restaurant suggested by V, and of course driving back to Christchurch. 

 



 

A view of Hamner Springs and the surrounding valley. 

 

A fantail on the trail. 



 

 

Dog stream falls. 



 

Ray’s last day at the University of Canterbury was marked witnessing the annual Resistor Race 
organized by the Department of Electrical and Computer Engineering. This year it was held in the lovely 
gardened grounds between the Staff Club and the hockey field, since their usual venue is now being 
remediated from earthquake damage. A dozen or so tables were arranged along a starting line. Each 
was equipped with a reflective safety vest, safety glasses, and a soldering iron. The sophomore EE class, 
together with senior faculty and the technical staff, formed teams of 5 at each table. At the sounding of 
the horn, one member of each team donned the vest and glasses, and searched for the “path of least 
resistance” to the magic tree. Depending on the path chosen, the runner could pick up goodies (candy 
bars, etc.), or be doused with high power water guns and water bombs, by the graduated students and 
post-docs who set up ambushes. At the magic tree the runner picked up a resistor, and ran for the table, 
upon which he deposited his resistor, and gave his apparel to the next runner. In the meantime, the 

members at the table soldered the collected resistors together, with the objective of forming a 1 M 
resistance with an interesting topology. After the allotted time, prizes were given to the most drenched 

runner, and the teams having a resistance closest to 1 M and the most interesting topology. 

 

 

Armored resistor dispenser, at the magic tree. 



 

 

A runner negotiating the path of least resistance, and a water ambush. 

 

Soldering the resistor network. 



 

Winner of the most interesting topology award. 

 

And their prize – digital ohm-meters. 

 



This Shabbat we took it easy. Edie had developed knee problems while dancing Thursday night – 
probably cumulative, not related to the dancing which was not very vigorous. She spent the day Friday 
with leg up and cold pack on, working on the book. Saturday, we read in bed until late morning, and 
ventured out only when the sun came out in early afternoon to take a small walk along a river park at 
the foot of the Cashmere hills.  

 

 

 



 

Last night, we had a special meal with Vee and Sean, gin tonics, and lots of wine. We managed 
to get to bed by 10 pm to get up for our flight to Sydney at 3:30 am. We were sorry to say goodbye, 
hopefully only so long!  

 

 

Vee and Sean’s lovely kitchen 

 


