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Life at 33 Lloyd Avenue, Mt Albert
My memories by Jack Morgan

Recent photo of 33 Lloyd Ave

Richard Monk, a sash and door factory owner, and later a
Member of Parliament, built 33 Lloyd Avenue, on what was
then Mary’s Lane, in the early 1860s, on land purchased
from Allen Kerr-Taylor. The house was then surrounded by
fields. The front door and verandah faced north toward New
North Road, but from 1920 the quarter acre section ensured
bungalows were built right next door blocking out the
panoramic views. Muriel Kerr Taylor told my mother (Alma
Morgan) that 33 Lloyd Avenue was built before Alberton.

Since being sold, after 60 years of Morgan ownership, it has
sprouted dormer windows and has much changed inside.
The War Years. I remember my father in an uncomfortable
army uniform, and a big black gun in his dressing room, and
soldiers marching through the Mt Albert shopping centre.
Dad was often away in the army and Mum had to look after
three little boys by herself. At school we ran and jumped
into trenches because the Japanese were going to bomb us.
Walking home from school early, we looked up and saw
planes flying overhead and wondered if they were Japanese.
When the Americans came, two of them came to our place,
and gave me American coins.

My parents, Reg and Alma Morgan started their lives together
in Bournemouth Avenue, Sandringham where I was born.
But Reg was looking for a family home. There were three
houses in close proximity for sale in Mount Albert. Clay’s
large two storeyed house with its Italian tiles, on the corner
of Lloyd Avenue and Allendale Road for £1800; Dr Martin’s
house next door to the bowling green in Allendale Road for
£1600; and 33 Lloyd Avenue, a storey and a half house was
£1200. Reg bought 33 Lloyd Avenue in 1935. The story
goes that he raided my piggy bank for enough money for
the deposit. The old house’s fine colonial look has been
partially lost by extensive modernisation. Reg, my father,
changed the elaborate parlour with a large bay window and
a door opening onto the verandah, into the main bedroom.
He made the living room the parlour, lowering the ceiling;
enlarged the kitchen and brought a semi-outside toilet inside
and added a modern laundry on the back. A new addition
adjacent to the kitchen became the dining room. When we
were young, he was hammering all day every Saturday. One
downstairs bedroom became a sick room where we all had
measles and mumps and the flu. When we lived there, the
bedrooms were original, four upstairs and three downstairs.

It was a lovely house to live in, with the big back garden
with sheds where I kept horse drawn buggies, fruit trees, the
view over Burgess’s orchard towards Mt Albert Presbyterian
Church, other windows gave glimpses of the harbour, and
the Norfolk pines at Ferndale. My father read me the whole
of Ben Hur on Sunday afternoons on the verandah. Father
leased a paddock on Alexis Avenue for twenty years. For
some years we kept a cow and made butter, but mostly I
kept horses for riding and driving. My brother Harvey, used
to build trolleys and tandem bikes in the garage. I always
admired brother Harvey. He rose early for years and did a
Herald delivery run to make money to buy materials for
his creations. My other brother Garth cooked and baked in
the kitchen when Mother wasn’t well. Garth appeared to be
the quietest of us all. He seemed to spend most of his time
at his homework and later, studies for accountancy, but on
Saturday, decked out in white, he went off to play tennis.
When my sister Alison was small she climbed into the
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matchboxes, and sand saucer gardens, and took part in fancy
dress occasions. All these creative pursuits were encouraged
by my mother. Every Christmas we sent the cow to the Mt
Albert Grammar School farm, loaded the boat upside down
on the trailer on top of the luggage, and the canvas tent, and
went to Simpson’s Beach, near Whitianga.

Life at 33 Lloyd Ave cont…

Citroen car and let the handbrake off. The car rolled down
the drive, across the road, mounted the kerb and banged into
Miss Phillipson’s stone wall. Alison wanted to be a nurse, but
Mother wanted her to be a secretary, because she would see
too much of the ways of the world if she was nursing. Alison
attended a shorthand typing course for a year, but in the end
she got her way and went nursing.

The hardest thing about living at Lloyd Avenue was that we
boys had to walk over a mile barefoot as five-year olds to
Owairaka School. I remember it was hard to stay awake in
class after that long walk.

We did many creative things at home, made puppets,
decorated eggs, made miniature doll’s furniture out of

Jack Morgan March 2014 (Eldest son of Reg & Alma Morgan)

The Morgans of Mt Albert
One of MAHS most recent members is exploring her Mt Albert roots, which go back to her maternal
great Grandparents. Rebecca’s mother’s parents were Reg and Alma Morgan whose family home 33 Lloyd
Avenue was in the family for 60 years from 1935-1995.
Born in 1905, Alma Clark was brought up on 106 Taylors Road, Mount Albert in a large house
with a central hall and a big verandah across the front, which her father Hector Clark built on
three acres where he also planted an orchard. They kept a cow which grazed on what became the
football fields of Mount Albert Grammar School. Hector Clark owned a boot factory in Kingsland.
(Clark Shoes will be a familiar name for many readers.)

Reg aged 29

Alma had two sisters and a brother. They used to play in a creek that flowed across Alberton
Avenue and often saw the Kerr-Taylor horse and buggy splash through. She and her sisters and
brother used to walk to Gladstone School. Sundays were spent at St Lukes Anglican Church where
Alma was in Sophia Kerr-Taylors Sunday School class. Highlights were when the Sunday School
class was invited to the Kerr-Taylor drawing room on Sunday afternoons for a special afternoon tea.
Alma started going to Bible Class when invited by Sir Harvey and Ethel Turner in her teen years to
the then new Mount Albert Baptist Church where she met her husband to be Reg Morgan.
In her twenties she worked as a secretary in Australia, and on her return they were married in the
Baptist Church which they attended for the rest of their lives.
Reg Morgan’s parents were Henry and May, who lived down a long drive in a house surrounded
with an orchard, at 32 St Lukes Road. To my knowledge the house is still there. Henry was a builder.
Reg and Alma bought a one and a half storey house at 33 Lloyd Avenue. Reg modernised it
extensively. He was an architect with the Ministry of Works. Before he was married, he had a job
designing buildings to replace those that had been damaged in the Napier earthquake. Every
weekend, he drove back to Mount Albert in his Baby Austin 7, returning to Napier the next week.
In later years he owned a keeler which he loved and sailed round the Hauraki Gulf and up to the
Bay of Islands.

Alma aged 18

Reg and Alma had three sons and a daughter. There are countless stories from the childrens’
childhood of life up and down Lloyd Avenue, including many animals, horse and buggies, they
even milked a cow in their back yard.
Alma Morgan was artistic. She collected shells and stones. She had a
garden full of flowers and flowers in her house. She persuaded her sons to
enter flower competitions in which they were quite successful. One of her
sons who later pursued a career in art was allowed to draw at the dining
room table at any time. She was a wonderful mother, and a good cook.
When the family were grown up and came home on Sundays, she would
produce the most marvellous dinners.
On an ancient typewriter, she wrote many letters to her friends and
relatives, while the tide of family life swirled around her.

Morgan family at 33 Lloyd Ave, 1960
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Alma Morgan spent the last years of her life in Aranui Rest Home and
Hospital, Woodward Road, where she died. She had spent virtually all
her life, except for when she worked in Australia, living in Mount Albert.
As told to Rebecca Ormiston by her Uncle Jack Morgan March 2014
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M.A.H.S Dates To Remember
May 10, 2014 (Saturday) 2pm. Ferndale House, Mt Albert. Mr Harvey Stewart will give us a presentation on
the construction of the Waitakere Dams. He is a retired engineer having been with Watercare. All welcome.
$2.00 entry.
July 12, 2014 (Saturday) 2pm. Ferndale House, Mt Albert. Trevor Pollard gives a down to earth talk on his
many and varied experiences of growing up in Auckland in the areas of Eden Terrace, Mt Albert and Titirangi.
All welcome. $2.00 entry.
August 23, 2014 (Saturday) 2pm Ferndale House, Mt Albert. Mt Albert Historical Society AGM.
Our speaker is Debbie Dunsford who is writing our book and will bring us up to date on progress of the book.

Heroes

WOMEN IN WAR TIME

No record of New Zealand's war
activities during the past year would
be complete without reference to the splendid spirit shown
by women throughout the Dominion and the conspicuous
success they have attained in their service for the Empire.
Immediately it became known that New Zealand was to
bear her share of the burden of war, her women, with the
pain of impending separation and loss resolutely put aside,
set about working for the men chosen for the advance guard
which left New Zealand in August of last year. Sewing
committees were formed, street collections organised,
and money for comforts and articles of equipment were
obtained in ample supply for both advance guard and Main
Expeditionary Force which left in October.

As this newsletter comes out so close to Anzac Day,
it is timely to remember that this year is the 100th
commemoration of the start of WW1, which began for
the world on the 28th July 1914 and lasted until 11th
November 1918. Every year as we draw near to Anzac
day it is an opportunity to muse on what it means
to be a hero. The Oxford dictionary definition: “a
person who is admired for their courage, outstanding
achievements, or noble qualities, as in “a war hero” or
there is the online dictionary definition: “hero - one
who acts, without a thought to his or her own safety, to
help another human being who’s in peril.”
With great pride and sadness we remember our Mt
Albert boys. We know that for the younger ones, they
went with a sense of adventure, not knowing what
awaited them in the trenches. Then the older men
whose true act of heroism was that they left all that they
cherished and loved and held most dear, to fight in
another land. Some returned, some didn’t but all were
heroes in their own right. And our women – a total of
640 New Zealand women volunteered as nurses, 17 of
whom were killed. Ten of those nurses died when their
transporter was torpedoed.

Naturally women's thoughts in wartime turn first of all to
work for the wounded, and the Trained Nurses' Association
was one of the first to offer help. Altogether 162 New
Zealand nurses have been despatched for service abroad
within the last year, while two well-known women doctors,
Dr. Emily Siedeberg and Dr Jessie Scott have been accepted
for war service in Europe. Ambulance classes have become
the order of the day, school girls, working girls, girls of
leisure alike entering with enthusiasm. The two most
important undertakings in which Auckland women have
taken prominent part this year have been the equipment
of No. 2 stationary hospital and the New Zealand hospital
ship. Work for the former was organised and carried out
entirely by women, while the remarkable success of the
work in connection with the latter was, in great measure,
due to their efforts. In the matter of sewing and providing
comforts for the wounded, all women have worked together
in splendid unity.

NURSES HEROISM. London, November 11
The Morning Post, on the authority of a captain of a French
cruiser, narrated an incident worthy to live in the history of
the Empire, and illustrating the capable part our women are
playing. He was on a cruiser recently assisting in saving life
after a transporter had been torpedoed in the Aegean Sea
with 36 nursing sisters aboard, of whom ten were drowned.
When the French boats arrived the nurses with one accord
called out: “Fighting men first”.

New Zealand Herald, 2 Aug 1915, Page 11

And finally a quote at the end of WW1 from Marshal
Ferdinand Foch, Supreme Commander of the Allied
Forces. After the Treaty of Versailles, because Germany
was allowed to remain a united country, Foch declared
“This is not a peace. It is an armistice for twenty
years”. His words proved prophetic: the Second World
War started twenty years and 65 days later. wikipedia

VICTIMS OF MARQUETTE The newspapers give
prominence to a casualty list containing the names of ten
New Zealand staff nurses who are missing and believed
drowned in the loss of the transport “Marquette”.
New Zealand Herald, Volume LII, Issue 16073, 12 November
1915, Page 6
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QUEEN STREET IN THE 1950-60s
little green shed raised up for viewing, housed a tram
inspector who clocked in the trams as they changed
over power poles and rails for their return journeys.

After the Second World War my father returned to his
trade of retail menswear. He worked for Jaffe’s Mens
& Womens Clothing Store in Upper Queen Street,
opposite the Auckland Town Hall. He was in charge of
advertising and window dressing as well as serving in
the menswear department. There was limited choice of
fabrics and readymade clothing due to the war. Jaffe’s
offered a ‘made to measure’ service for men’s jackets and
trousers. The wool and worsted fabrics came mostly
from England. I remember Dad bringing home a faded
piece of brown serge suiting that had lost its colour in
a window display due to the hot sun. Mum made me
a pleated skirt of the material on a calico bodice and
knitted a brown and yellow twin set to match. I was so
proud of that skirt as the pleats flared out as I twirled in
the school playground.

My brother was eight years older than me and when I
was 13 he invited me to lunch in the Customs Street
West Restaurant. He was a law student and worked part
time as a law clerk. I was very excited to be taken to
lunch by my handsome brother but dismayed when the
bill arrived and he didn’t have enough money and I had
to lend him some of my precious wages. However we
had a few laughs at the typing error on the menu which
featured “Girls – five minutes wait”. My brother told
the waitress that he wanted one of those and the poor
woman was very embarrassed.
Further up Queen Street was Milne and Choice
Department Store and I loved to gaze longingly at the
beautiful expensive clothing and take the lift to lingerie,
china and gifts. A stroll further up Queen Street towards
Victoria and Wellesley Streets there was Dadley’s shoes
which were imported and expensive shoes with elegant
high heels and brightly coloured leather. John Courts,
another department store, had lift operators who
announced the floors, opening the doors with a flourish
for customers. In Wyndham Street the Farmer’s Trolley
bus carried customers free to their Hobson Street store.
Visiting the 100 year old parrot Hector was always fun.

My paternal grandfather was a professional tailor and
my father always ensured that our family had good
quality tailored clothing especially in winter. Every
second winter I was taken to a dressmaker who made
me a fully lined wool winter coat. I had bright red, deep
blue and light beige coats over the years. I loved those
coats that kept me warm each winter. In my teenage
years there was a good selection of clothing available
made in New Zealand.
In the 1950’s my father had a menswear shop at 43
Queen Street. It was called Brough’s Menswear. This
building has now been replaced with a Westfield Mall.
Opposite my father’s shop was the Central Post Office
now the Britomart Railway Station. In the school
holidays I helped in my father’s shop and enjoyed
earning four pounds a week for my efforts. All the shops
in lower Queen Street bring back some wonderful
memories. Next door to Brough’s Menswear there was a
tobacconist who also stored parcels for ferry passengers
from the north shore or Waiheke. They collected their
parcels before returning home. Towards the ferry
buildings there was the Oxford Theatre and Phillips
and Impey’s Hardware Store. At the corner of Customs
Street West and Queen Street there was a sandwich bar
and often I bought lunch for my father and I. At the
corner into Customs Street West there was an upstairs
restaurant with a view over Queen Street and the trams
that completed their journeys from the suburbs. A

A trip to Queen Street was a treat and an outing looked
forward to by Aucklanders in the 1950’s and 60’s. Most
shoppers dressed for the occasion. The pace of life was
slower and people had time to travel by bus or tram to
the city and visit the department stores and specialty
shops. New movies were screened at the city cinemas
and Queen Street really was the centre of Auckland. I
have many happy memories of those days and I think
growing up in the 1950’s and 60’s was wonderful.
There were many venues for young people to attend
dances, rock and roll music and the fashions were
exciting. We didn’t need huge amounts of money,
alcohol or drugs. We made our own fun and enjoyed
every minute.
By Glennys McGlashan (Glennys is the motherof MAHS
Committee member Anna Mc Glashan and has kindly shared this
story with us.)

For further information on the Mt Albert Historical Society visit
www.mtalberthistoricalsociety.org.nz
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