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WORSHIP FOR SUNDAY 26th August 
9.30 am   Mornington D Poultney 
10.00 am  Mosgiel G Davis & LMT 

11.00 am  Glenaven D Poultney 
1.00 pm  St Kilda TBA 

 

THERE IS A LARGE CONTAINER full of wonderful sewing materials free to go 
to a good home.  If anyone would like them please contact Katrina at the 
Mission Office on 03-466 4600.  

PARISH BULLETIN 
19t h August 2018 

 
 
 

Dates to remember: 
Today  2.30 pm  Dunedin Musical Society concert, Mornington Church 
22 August 2.00 pm  Dunedin MWF, Mornington Church Lounge 
 

http://www.dunedinmethodist.org.nz/
mailto:parish@mmsouth.org.nz
mailto:admin@mmsouth.org.nz
mailto:rmasterton@actrix.co.nz


 
 

 

 

2 

DUNEDIN MUSICAL SOCIETY CONCERT Sunday 19th August 2.30pm at 
Mornington Methodist Church. Featuring the Rare Byrds with Renaissance 
and Baroque songs and instrumental music. Also Jenny Whitaker and Jan 
Harrington-Versteeg singing duets by Mendelssohn, Bach, Handel and 
Mozart. All welcome. cost $2 
 

DUNEDIN METHODIST WOMEN'S FELLOWSHIP at MORNINGTON   The 
August Meeting will take place on Wednesday the 22nd of August in the 
Church Lounge at 2 p.m.  The Guest Speaker will be Dr. David Fielding & his 
subject will be "Child health and child labour in Africa".  Everyone welcome 
to come along & hear this interesting, but unbelievable to us, talk.  (David is 
a Member of the CWS Board).   Please remember The Fellowship of the Least 
Coin & because we are now into our new year - our Subscriptions are due. 
 

MOSGIEL FOOD BANK requires the following items: Noodles, Pasta Sauces 
and Spreads - jam, honey, marmite, vegemite, peanut butter. 
 

BULLET POINTS FROM THE PARISH MEETING 
• We have purchased a van for Parish use.  Contact Sailosi Pole 455 0096 
• The Glenaven strengthening work has been completed and the reroofing 

of the Mosgiel church has been approved. 
• Visit from Carol Barron from the Methodist Alliance on Friday 31 August. 
• St Kilda youth have been invited to perform at the Methodist Conference 

to be held in Christchurch.  This is a personal invitation from the newly 
elected President Rev Setaita Veikune who will be inducted at this 
Conference. 

• Parish Council agreed to inform our congregations of our financial 
position, with a view to lifting current levels of giving. 

 

OPEN LECTURE - 15th ANNUAL PEACE LECTURE 
Can we think our way to peace?  Dr Rachael Kohn of The Spirit of Things, 
Australian Broadcasting Corporation.  St David Lecture Theatre, Monday 20 
August, 6.15-7.30pm  
Supper to follow at All Saints’ Anglican Church Hall, 786 Cumberland St.  
Please share this event via Facebook 
https://www.facebook.com/events/673980249629904/ 
Further information: Rev Greg Hughson University Chaplain 
greg.hughson@otago.c.nz 03 479 8497 

https://www.facebook.com/events/673980249629904/
mailto:greg.hughson@otago.c.nz
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STREET AND WORLD 
A week ago, a renovator painting our bedroom 

commented that “we are all citizens of a street.” He went on to state that 
our most formative experiences are to be found in the street where we 
spend much childhood. In his opinion, humankind is hard-wired from infancy 
to understanding our place in the world based on the events which impacted 
on us in our childhood street. 
 

It reminded me of Irvine Street in Mosgiel where my parents owned number 
41. Towards King Street into which Irvine Street runs, were the neighbours, 
the Armstrongs, particularly the “Armstrong girls” Sally and Ruby, who were 
like maiden aunts to me. Across Mure Street lived Mr Rogers and his 
housekeeper, Miss Dunbar. I cut the lawns for them and on Sundays often 
Mr Rogers requested that I accompany him on the violin when he played the 
piano. He also seemed to want me to learn the Latin names for plants. 
Opposite was old Mr Bates, who delighted in showing his stereoscopic cards 
of European scenes. Working up the street towards the centre of town were 
the Condons, strict Roman Catholics, Mrs Smith and the Cooper family, the 
Faggs –Mr Fagg had the only car in Irvine Street, Mrs Kennedy of fierce 
reputation and her Scotty dog, the Williamsons, the Revilles and Constable 
Brown and his family. Up in the next block were the Prestons (we only found 
out years later that old Mrs Preston and my mother shared the same great-
grandmother, Elizabeth Palmer of Brightwater, Nelson). Opposite them were 
the Dowells, returning on our side, Danny Pearce and his wife, the Smiths 
(Isabel was a Sunday School teacher at the Methodist Church), the Baptist 
manse and paddock where Old Man Green, a ribbon and scissors traveller 
parked his horse and wagon, the Harveys who were friends of my parents 
from Outram railway days, Mrs Woods, and next door in the old bungalow a 
succession of renters until it was demolished and replaced by a modern 
1960s brick house built by Mr McLeod. 
 

The street was gravel in my youth, with grass verges and a continuous ditch 
which was a problem to mow. It was a great street for a growing lad who was 
mad keen on rugby. You could boot a ball up and down till dark with 
assurance that no car was likely to come along. The only hindrance was Mum 
calling out when tea was on the table. In winter the rough paths froze over 
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providing slippery ice patches to skate on to school. The Maungatuas snowed 
over and the icy southerly could cut through you. There were no carpets on 
the floor until about 1952 when I was 10 years old. Sometimes my shirt froze 
solid in the bedroom! 
Life was simple. Get dressed ready for school, wash, have breakfast. Brush 
teeth with pink goo in a tin shared by all, sit down with Mum and go through 
the Schonell spelling list for the day. Make sure shoes were clean, pack the 
satchel, pick up sports gear and walk or run to school. Only when I was 11 
was I allowed to ride a bike to school. The bike was inspected for road 
worthiness by school traffic officers assigned to check lights, brakes, steering, 
the bell(!), tight chain etc. You got a sticker on the mudguard if the bike 
passed the test. 
 

Life in the late 40s and early 50s was tightly regulated. Everyone in the town 
seemed to know each other. On Friday night the whole town it seemed 
gathered in the main street, Gordon Road, mostly to talk, or yarn, as my Dad 
said. Crime rates were very low; the only trouble came when men poured 
out of the two hotels at 6pm. 
 

Church around two corners was twice on Sunday – a procession of ministers 
tending to the post-war flock – Mr Carter, Mr Henderson, Rev Mr Tardif who 
came from the Jersey Isles and had been interned by the Germans, Mr Stan 
Gouge and his wife Marie. Our lives growing up were busy with events, and 
became busier as the world opened up into secondary school at The Taieri 
High School in its foundation year of 1956.  
 

A view of life from the street to the town and the world quickly became more 
complex. It was the Cold War period and soon the Cuban Crisis was upon us. 
School cadets seemed adopt a more serious function. As I got older with my 
mates on the street, new knowledge and new friendships arrived, some from 
overseas, like Pak Leng Young from Canton and Nel van’t Wout from Holland. 
Each built on the foundation that had been given in the street of my youth.  
 

It is hard to assess exactly how the Irvine Street environment impacted on 
me. Suffice it to say just that I know it did and that I was lucky to have the 
experiences which formed a base for many of my attitudes today. 
 
 

George Davis 


	Dunedin Methodist Parish

