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Introduction

My father had a saying that ‘the cream rises to the top’ and I believed him. The cream 
referred to people who were the best at what they did and to be the best meant that all 
you had to do was work hard. 


In my case, the work was going to be music and I now knew that if I worked hard enough 
I could achieve anything at all. It was all incredibly exciting and it was all going to happen. 
I was absolutely sure of that.


Now after hearing, playing and studying so much music, I don’t want to hear any music at 
all unless it is a personal favourite or is unique in some new and interesting way. 


I believe that film music is the most interesting genre. A dramatic situation can stretch a 
composer making him write things he would otherwise, never have chosen to do and the 
choice of instrumentation is literally limitless. The music can be orchestral, electronic, 
pop/rock, ethnic or all of the above. Nowhere else does a composer have so many 
choices and there is no budget like a film budget. 


Apart from a theme in the opening titles and closing credits, film music needs the film 
because every change the music makes, is for dramatic reasons rather than musical ones 
so the music rarely stands up on its own.


I love the movies. Together the pictures and the music can take us to just about anywhere 
but having said that, music can actually take you even further, on its own.




	 	 	 	 	 


	 	 	 	 	 	 Two Houses


In the beginning there were two houses. The Lyall Bay house was our family home. Most 
bungalows had a room either side of a central hallway and then a few more behind going 
through to the back yard. Our house had one room on one side of the hallway and two on 
the other so it was quite big, wide actually.


 

252 Sutherland Road, Lyall Bay


It was as at the bottom of a hill with steep steps that went right up past the haunted 
house on to a zigzag, then over the top and down to the tip. This would be called a 
‘refuse facility’ these days but to us it was the tip, where you tipped your rubbish or 
maybe because the rubbish trucks were tip trucks, I don’t know. I can still see the face of 
the guy who drove the huge bulldozer that pushed the rubbish around, eventually filling 
up a valley which has become playing fields. He had a big chin that was thrust forward 
and was losing his hair.




 

	 	 	 	                     Wellington’s best surf beach


Over the road from our house was Lyall Bay beach, the only surf beach in Wellington. A 
few doors down was the Petherick’s house where my brother’s mate Laurie my sister’s 
friend Barbara and their mother who we called Aunty Peg and who was the gentlest and 
loveliest lady I have ever met, lived. Mr Petherick (Claude) was a traffic cop and had a 
shiny black 1948 Ford V8 coupe. This was a big American car with just two doors and 
two seats, not a lot for such a big car. 


He once lay in wait for a renegade milk truck driver who he had been told, drove past 
early every morning, far too fast. There it was, 5.30 in the morning and the milk truck was 
speeding around the bays but it was no match for the V8 and the ‘milky’ sped no more. 
Then Claude was no more when he walked into a door. In the middle of the night he 
walked into the edge of the bathroom door and had a heart attack. Next thing he was 
toes up.


The other house was on the other side of the harbour, at Days Bay and this is where our 
grandmother lived. It is a very special place built on the sea side of the coastal road, on a 
rocky point between two bays. At high tide, you could jump over the garden wall into six 
feet of water but it was hammered in storms. The wind either came screaming down the 
Hutt Valley and across the harbour with first stop being our grandmother’s house or from 
the South, straight in from Cooks Strait, one of the most wild stretches of water on the 
planet, first stop our grandmother’s wall. 


The pounding from the wind and rain was bad enough but when the sea came into the 
equation it was seriously scary. When I was young it didn’t worry me at all. I remember 
being inside on stormy days, playing with my toys, while my grandmother would be 
knitting in her rocking chair with the waves crashing against the window. Sticks and 
seaweed and anything that wasn’t actually on the sea floor, would appear through the 
foam that would hit and run down the window, each time another wave came over the 
wall. I always thought the house was invincible until Wahine Day years later, when the big 
new inter island ferry sank in the harbour but I will tell you more about that later. 




Recently the house was wrecked as the storms are worse with the rising sea level as you 
can see in this clip from a TV News Story. It makes me very sad to see this but the house 
has been rebuilt and elevated a bit since this storm.


	 	 	 	 	 	 	 Days Bay Storm

Us Cockburn kids were half New Zealanders and half Scots with a smattering of Jewish 
we reckon, but that side was never discussed or recognised. My mother’s father was 
Reubin Lamb and with a name like that he had to be Jewish - a London Jew actually, not 
nasty like Fagan from ‘Oliver’ but a quietly spoken little chap. ‘Gub Gub’ as he was known 
to his grandchildren (not me, I never knew him) was a chemist in Rattray Street, the 
steepest street in downtown Dunedin and he married a real battle-axe. 


Minnie Lamb always reminded me of Ena Sharples from Coronation St, right down to the 
hairnet. She took no prisoners and was a very strong and opinionated woman. Now, late 
in my life, I have come to the conclusion that strongly opinionated people are often totally 
wrong, but refuse to budge from their often stupid opinions. I say that because I have had 
a lot of contact with people like that.


My mother was not allowed to see her father’s Jewish side of the family even though they 
lived just around the corner. Catholics were also regarded as peculiar in our house, so 
there was something strange about the Guy family who lived down the back street. 
Racism and any sort of discrimination is ridiculous and you can’t reason with it. I have 
been on the end of it several times but I’ll tell you about that a bit later too.


	      	 	 	     Music and Theatre


In recent years I found out that my father’s father was waiting at a train station in Glasgow 
when he saw a temporary stall that was set up to sell life insurance. He bought one, got 
on a train, it crashed and he was killed. There was a half page article in the paper when 
he died which goes to show that he was really well known and popular. I added that 
extraneous piece of information because we all like to be liked, even when we have gone 
and I am glad that our grandfather was well liked.


The recently acquired insurance policy allowed his wife Janet, to take her nine kids and 
leave harsh old Scotland for far off lands, which were paradise to people in Scotland. She 
dropped off two or three kids in Canada, a few in Australia then another lot in New 
Zealand where she stayed. One of those was my father Cecil, who began life as a 
seventeen year old riding a delivery bike, but he quickly worked his way up the ladder in 
Cadbury Fry Hudson, the chocolate, biscuit and chocolate biscuit company.


In Dunedin, the town where lots of the immigrant Scots went, he met Vivienne Lamb. He 
was a tap and ballroom dancer and she was a ballet dancer and gymnast. The two of 
them together, became Dunedin’s answer to Fred Astaire and Ginger Rogers, creating 
their own choreography and becoming ‘show’ ballroom dancers.


They married, had three children and moved north to Wellington where the fourth child, 
me, was born a few months later. Almost immediately on their arrival in Wellington, my 
father was offered a directorship of Cadburys back in Dunedin, but mum wouldn’t have a 

https://vimeo.com/146337831


bar of it. “I’m not going back there, it’s too cold!” So we stayed in Wellington where it is 
slightly warmer, but there is a hell of a lot more wind and he remained the National Sales 
Manager for Cadbury Fry Hudson. I thought he was pretty important and everyone loved 
‘Sandy’ Cockburn as he was known. When he was happy he would whistle with a vibrato 
like an opera singer and on Sunday mornings, he would whistle hymns but again, with 
vibrato. It sounded really silly.


 


Cecil and Vivienne Cockburn




In many ways we all thought we were pretty flash and generally a ‘cut-above’ but our 
upbringing was quite harsh and I am glad that it was. We were literally never praised but 
our mother was clearly proud of us and we grew up thinking we could do anything. When 
I say we were never praised, I mean, we were never praised!


 

L - R Daryl, Aldwyn, Sylvienne, back is Mum with me


Parents don’t seem to be as strong with their kids these days. I have heard praise being 
lavished on a child long before it was deserved. I think it gives a child an unwarranted 
sense of confidence and is more destructive than constructive.


Then it happened! I was cruising along like any normal little boy when whamo! My life had 
found its direction and there was no plan B. When I was seven or eight I heard the music 
of George Gershwin and was completely transfixed. ‘Porgy and Bess’ with songs such as 
‘Summertime,’ ‘It ain’t necessarily so’ and ‘Bess you is my woman now,’ went straight to 
my central nervous system. I thought they were absolutely magic and his ‘Rhapsody in 
Blue’ also had a massive effect on me. 


When my parents played Victor Sylvester records, which were strict time ballroom dance 
music, it had no effect on me at all, but I loved watching them dance. Dad would have a 
blissful smile on his face while Mum would always find something wrong, usually it was 
her shoes that were the problem.


Over the road in a house built right on the beach, lived two elderly sisters. Every Sunday, 
Florence (who would become my music teacher) and Dorothy McCartney (who was a 
teacher at Wellington East Girls College), would walk to St Jude’s Anglican church a few 



blocks away. I have never to this day, seen anyone as bandy as my dear old music 
teacher. There were about three feet between her knees but her feet were as close 
together as people with normal legs.


 

Just starting out.


Florence had rung my mother and asked her to stop sending Aldwyn to lessons. I don’t 
know what he had done or hadn’t done, but it was ‘no more music’ for him. My mother 
was not going to suffer such humiliation again so did not automatically send me to piano 
lessons at age five, as she had my older brothers and sister. I had to nag her and even 
burst into tears, before I was finally allowed to have lessons at nine years of age but I 
advanced very quickly. 


One thing I remember and appreciate (I appreciate my mother more, the longer I live) was 
to wash my hands before I played the piano, which gave me respect for the instrument. It 
is very strange that only in the year before writing this, did I find out that she was a very 
good pianist and had been a piano teacher. Why did she hide this from me? Why did she 
never play the piano? I reckon she had some sort of complex that I believe I inherited.


It was really she who brought us up as dad was hardly ever there but I wish he had been. 
He may have made things easier for her and kept a little more order. It was out of control. 
My brother Daryl would chase me down the hall, out the front door, around the side of the 
house, in the studio door, down the hall, out the front door, around the side of the house, 
in the studio door, down the hall . . . . it must have been awful for Vivienne.


When I came along, my big sister Sylvienne who was nine at the time made a huge fuss 
of me and still refers to me as her beautiful baby brother but it is more than a wee bit 
tongue in cheek these days. She soon became a star of local musical theatre and was 
well loved in Wellington. I thought everything about musical theatre was magic, especially 
seeing my big sister on stage. She would do song and dance routines like the Mexican 
Hat Dance and then she was Jack in ‘Jack and the Beanstalk’ at the Grand Opera House!


I loved the Opera House and can still smell it, it has a definite venerable old theatre smell 
of its own. As a teenager I got a job as a lolly boy there and saw “My Fair Lady” twenty 
three times but I missed the bit ten minutes either side of interval when I would be loading 



or cleaning up my tray. The play “Pygmalion” which “My Fair Lady” is based on came up 
in the mid year English exam and I did really well but unfortunately, not so well in the more 
important end of year exam when it did not come up.




This is Sylvienne doing a solo number in Ben Wrigley's "Mother Goose” when she was just 
twelve and she was particularly impressive as ‘Mad Margaret’ in “Gilbert and Sullivan’s 
“Ruddigore” but that was just a school production.



	 	 	   	 	    Sunday lunch

The writer Katherine Mansfield’s father built the Days Bay house as a summer home in 
1906. At that time there was no road so you could only get to Days Bay between the tides 
and it would have taken a lot longer than the twenty five minute drive from town that it is 
now. 


Every Sunday we would visit our grandmother at the Days Bay house. My father was a 
quietly spoken gentleman and could not stand up to the fury of my mother or even worse, 
her mother. Every Sunday we would visit the old girl at Days Bay and she would rip into 
poor dad. It was awful. I remember her referring to him as ‘not having a feature on his 
face’ but we thought he was a fine looking chap and loved him dearly. Although she was 
really tough on everybody, particularly my father, my grandmother loved me very much. 
We were very close and someone suggested that perhaps I was a replacement for her 
sons.


 

With my grandmother on the Days Bay ‘platform’


I didn’t realise that World War Two had ended just a year or so before I was born. I always 
thought that the photos of my mother’s two younger brothers Ronald and Erwin, were 
very old but they were actually quite recent. Both had been killed in the war and my 
mother and grandmother were still grieving but as a child, I had no idea that they were. I 
was the only one of the kids who had never known these two uncles, but wish I had. 


Lancaster bombers were used to lay flares for the bombers that actually carried bombs, 
as there weren’t any smaller planes to hand. Our uncles must have been terrified in those 
huge rattling and freezing machines, that flew at just a few hundred feet above enemy 
flak. It is amazing that any of them got through and tragically Erwin, who was a frail young 
man, perished on his first mission.




My grandparents went to look for the graves of their sons in France and were in separate 
cabins, probably on the lower deck as they were not well off. Grandfather Reuben shared 
his cabin with the young New Zealand bass baritone Inia Te Wiata, who was on his way to 
make a life as a singer in England. From that time on, my grandmother was very vocal in 
her support of Maori people and their musical ability. ‘You will never hear a Maori sing out 
of tune’ she’d say.


It must have been terribly traumatic for my grandparents to see the grave of Ron and the 
memorial plaque for Erwin. Gub Gub had a huge heart attack while in England so was 
buried there. I never heard my grandmother mention his name.


Being of Cornish descent she was also loyal to Mother England Ron who was a singer, 
recorded ‘There’ll always be an England’ while he was there. He had a nice baritone voice 
although the acetate recording made him sound more nasal than he would have been, it 
was scratchy and sounded pretty bad. There was music all through Mum’s side of the 
family.


I was just nine years old when ‘Heartbreak Hotel’ turned my 
life around. I decided that the guitar was the coolest 
instrument and I was going to play one! First I learned to 
play ‘Say Mama’ from Laurie Petherick over the road in Lyall 
Bay but there was a more serious guitarist at the Days Bay 
house. 


Len Price was a tenant who lived in the bach which was a 
single room detached from the house, with a bay window 
that protruded even beyond the sea wall right out into the 
sea and was the scariest room in a storm. Len had a big old 
acoustic guitar that was painted shiny black which I thought 
was normal but I have never seen a guitar painted like that 

since. 

	   Me aged eleven 

	 	 	 	 	    It had an electric pickup on it and it was amazing when I saw 
him playing with a couple of other old guys. One piece he played was ‘Caravan’ and I 
worked out how to play it with one finger on my $14 Antoria ‘F’ hole, blonde acoustic 
guitar. So while I was learning classical piano I was teaching myself electric guitar. I stress 
‘electric’, because I couldn’t play acoustic at all, apart from strumming, as I knew nothing 
of finger style playing.


Rock’n’Roll was totally foreign to my mother and after the music of Gershwin and Bach it 
probably sounded just plain stupid. Most older people were sure that it wasn’t going to 
last but it became more acceptable to my dancing parents, when the ‘jive’ and rock’n’roll 
dancing came in. They liked that. Quite soon my grandmother was also on board and 
would make me sing Elvis’s ‘All Shook Up’ before I was allowed to go out and play. 
Sometimes she would play the piano and make me sing ‘Short’nin’ Bread.’


 “Mama’s little baby loves short’nin’, short’nin’,  
mama’s little baby loves short’nin’ bread.” 



            	    Cockburn - The Scottish clan

Cockburn is not an easy name to live with but it is a grand old Scottish clan. We have two 
tartans, ancient and modern, and I am very proud that it is my name, even though I have 
had to tell people how to pronounce it, every day of my life. Coburn I say, Coburn. I 
remember the singer James Gaylyn signing a tax form at a recording session and seeing 
the spelling of the name. ‘How the fuck do you get Coburn out of that?’ he said in his 
American accent.


But I am proud of the real spelling and wish that the mother of my two boys had not 
changed it by taking the offending ‘ck’ out of it. They only found out what their real name 
was in their teenage years and by that time, there was no turning back. They thought it 
was the funniest thing they had ever seen and there was no going back. From now on, all 
future generations of my immediate family will be spelling their name incorrectly. 
Apologies to my ancestors - I am very sorry!


My grandmother insisted that the names of her son’s be remembered in those of her 
grand children. Very cleverly, the end of Ronald and the end of Erwin were put together to 
make Aldwyn, the name of the middle son. But according to him, life would have been a 
lot simpler if had he been called John Smith. Aldwyn Cockburn is a helluva handle.


My parents had already made up a child’s name from their own names. ‘Sylvienne’ was a 
name that has been used before very occasionally, but her creative parents chose it for 
their daughter. Phonetically it is the end of Cecil (Syl) and the end of Vivienne. (vienne). 
Sylvienne. Quite clever actually.


	 	 	 	 	 Lyall Bay Teenagers


When I was 12 my brothers were 16 and 19 so I naturally looked up to them. They were at 
university, which is where everybody went automatically in those days. You didn’t have to 
pay for your education and there were no such things as those awful student loans that 
hang over the heads of kids for years. Aldwyn’s chemistry degree ended with his thesis 
about “2 phenyl 5 methyl pyrocoline” and that made him a Master of Science. 


Then he became my chemistry teacher in my last year of school. I tried to make it as easy 
as I could for him, but he was convinced that I was causing trouble in his class. Not true 
in fact, exactly the opposite, I was trying to make it as easy for him as I could and I quite 
liked the subject. I still remember some of the formulas like sulphuric acid (H2SO4) and 
sodium chloride (NaCl2) but in my end of year report he wrote, of his own brother, ‘this 
subject is beyond him!’ 




Daryl studied for about a decade and ended up with a long list of qualifications including 
an M.Sc. like Aldwyn but by default. He had so many units that they just happened to add 
up to him being a Master of Science as a bonus, when he was actually studying 
architecture and town planning.


In October 1962 the Cuban Crisis happened and we thought we were all going to die. 
Russian ships were on their way to Cuba and America had to stop them so obviously 
World War Three was imminent. This was the real thing and even though it was a million 
miles away and in the middle of the ocean, we were pretty bloody scared!


Here is the scene. A really ordinary kitchen table with a grey imitation woodwork formica 
surface, surrounded on two sides by a dark blue, vinyl bench seat. Under that seat was 
the full selection of Cadbury Fry Hudson’s biscuits in large tins that our father brought 
home. Sometimes he brought us a new line in biscuits so we may have been the first kids 
in the country to sample Chocolate Chippies, Shrewsburys, Chocolate Sultana Pasties 
and more. 


Three feet away was a large, top loading, shop freezer containing a couple of two and a 
half gallon cartons of ice cream. This is all fantastic food for the spotty complexions and 
also a great draw card, for our childhood friends who just happened to drop in, yet again. 
Gary Hansen, Laurie Petherick, sometimes Errol Harrison and maybe even Bob Adams 
(who was decidedly strange), would often appear. The freezer and ice cream were there 
because dad had befriended Len Malaghan, who had started the Tip Top Ice Cream 
Company. Len’s father had wanted him to be a train driver but the son had far more 
grandiose ideas. He was a nuggetty, square chinned little fella who was always laughing 
and smoking. 


Bournvita was a product of the Cadburys Company and when added to Vanilla ice cream, 
made Maple ice cream, which is a flavour I haven’t seen for many years. Len drove my 
favourite car of all time, a ’57 Chevrolet, yellow with a white roof and silver fins. I saw the 
same model as a toy recently and bought it for myself. I am hiding it from the grand 
children who would never treat it with the hallowed respect it deserves. 


Len was such a heavy smoker and ended up in hospital at quite a young age. The 
doctors opened him up and promptly closed him up again. He was on the way out. 
Riddled with cancer poor chap but from that, came the Malaghan Institute, which is a 
highly regarded cancer research laboratory.


Back to the alarming world situation. My brothers and their friends, who were far smarter 
than me, wrote to the young president JFK asking, I can’t remember what but probably, 
to stop all this terrifying warlike activity. Below the signatures were added the 
qualifications they were expecting to attain in the next few years but even so, The White 
House didn’t reply which was rude quite frankly.


Daryl could do no wrong by our mother and this very strange situation continued until she 
finally passed away at the wonderful old age of ninety seven. Late in her life, he and I 
went to see her and for some reason she wasn’t speaking to me and wouldn’t even look 
at me. When I appealed to my brother for some support and to help me find out what was 
going on, he just grinned and said ‘good eh?’ Then he laughed. To this day I do not know 
what was going on but I do know, that he was perfectly happy to accept this unwarranted 
favouritism.




In his student days he would make models of his architectural assignments. One was a 
brick church built on a steep hill and another was the Overseas Passenger Terminal, 
which became a Wellington icon. The photo on the left shows it huddled between two 
ships.


  

  The Wellington Overseas Passenger Terminal and the Reserve Bank


He also designed the Reserve Bank in Wellington with a happy little round English guy 
called Terry Gooch. Their office for the project was a little old house over a little old street, 
directly behind the site of the very new big building, which is on the TV news all the time. 
The Reserve Bank was a hole in the ground for years but for good reason as there are 
about five floors of vaults below ground level.


I was extremely proud of him and as for Aldwyn, well he must have been really smart. 
Lots of figures and formulas and a helluva lot of swotting. He was a heavy smoker and his 
ashtray which he would fill while burning the midnight oil, had been a large tin of Nescafe 
coffee. John Yeatman (the Mustangs muscle man drummer) visited and chucked off at 
him saying ‘get out in the sunshine and get healthy’ at which point Aldwyn, looking grey, 
tired and spotty, flew into a rage and flattened him.


Our mother’s life was never the same again after she stopped dancing and there may 
have been a little resentment towards us kids. She loved us very much but she didn’t love 
cooking and although we were always well fed, we were very aware of the depression of 
the 1930s that she had known, so food was never wasted. One result of this was that the 
bread was always stale. I reckon if we had thrown out a couple of loaves ten years earlier 
and still bought bread as regularly as we did, we would always have had fresh bread. To 
this day, fresh bread is one of my favourite things. On the odd occasion when we did 
throw food out, apart from the regularly thrown out scraps at the end of a meal, one of us 
would be told to take it across the road to the seagulls. 


‘Floor to ceiling windows’ was a term in those days and very much to be bragged about if 
you happened to have one. Home after school one day I was day dreaming, looking out 
of the big new ‘floor to ceiling’ window we had just put in, across Lyall Bay to the 
Rongotai Aerodrome. Huge earthmoving machines called Euclids would barrel up and 
down, flattening out the hill near the northern end of the runway like a long strip of 
fettucine, to lengthen the runway and make the big new Wellington International Airport. 


Suddenly the servery door, between the kitchen where my mother was cooking and the 
dining room where I was day dreaming, was flung open and she shrieked ‘You can never 



replace lost time!’ and slammed the door shut. It gave me a helluva fright and has 
influenced me for the rest of my life. It taught me how never to relax.


Turbo prop was a new engine that planes were using and the Vickers Viscount was one. 
These planes created a screaming whistling sound that travelled across the water of the 
bay and on a calm night was so loud, it seemed as if you were right there beside the 
aircraft. 


Then there was an Air Show and Aldwyn had a job wielding a broom handle with a nail on 
the end with which to pick up lolly papers and other bits of rubbish, from the runway. 
There he was, applying himself to the job when he noticed a plane approaching. It 
appeared to be far enough away to allow him to pick up a bit more before it landed but 
the Control Tower was not of the same opinion. Through some sort of P.A. he was 
shouted at to get off the runway but too late, the plane had to go around again burning a 
lot of fuel and annoying a lot of people. 


Back to the fright I got with my mother shrieking - ‘You can never replace lost time!’ A few 
years later I had to play in the band and wanted a quick afternoon nap before I did. When 
I asked to be woken at 5.30pm they let me sleep thinking that catching up on sleep was 
more important than playing in the band. Consequently I was late and those two things 
together have made a lifelong difference. Now I find it virtually impossible to sleep during 
the day and am conscious of how I spend every hour of every day.


 

Daryl, Sylvienne, Mum, Aldwyn, Dad and me 


at a Days Bay Cadbury’s picnic.




 


Sylvienne, Aldwyn, Daryl, Vivienne and me a bit later


	 	 	  	 	 The Baby Grand


When given a new piece of classical piano music to learn, I could read the notes but not 
the timing, so would buy a record and copy the timing. It was like playing half by ear. 


Being a skinny kid, I had a weak back, not saying I was spineless, but just a bit floppy. I 
was much more interested in playing guitar in the band than classical piano, so my 
parents bought me a very special piano to encourage me to keep practicing. The old 
upright was replaced by a beautiful little Chappell baby grand and I was completely 
blown away. It was the best thing I had been given in my life!


My mother was strict and made me practice every day. By this stage I was taller and even 
floppier, so I had to pull the grand back so I could lean against the wall to be able to sit at 
the keyboard for the three hours of compulsory practice time on a Saturday morning. I 
became a bit of a showpiece for her so young Clive would be summoned to play while my 
mother casually nattered to her friends as if the rather intrusive performance was just 
what happened in our house. “Really? Your children don’t do this? Oh dear, how sad, 
never mind.” 


I have to say that I was a petulant little bugger and it would annoy me if people were 
talking while I was playing. I once slammed the piano lid down and stormed out of the 
room creating much loss of face for my ‘keeping up appearances’ mother. At these 
occasions which were usually ‘pre-ball drinks,’ my father would pour himself a gin to have 
with a friend and then, while his friend’s back was turned, pour his own gin into a pot 
plant. There were a few drunk plants in our house and a couple of the more fragile 
varieties had a permanent hangover but my parents never did, as they weren’t great 
drinkers.


I thought that the difference between the top ten classical pianists in the world was 
infinitesimal while the difference between composers such as Gershwin and Chopin was 
huge. Already I had realised that to be really successful you had to have a point of 
realised difference so there was no point in being a classical pianist. Even if you were the 



best pianist ever, you would not live on as composers with their unique individuality do 
and I wanted to be immortal. 


The action on the new baby grand was so heavy that you had to have really strong fingers 
to play anything remotely fast. This meant that whenever I played another piano, my 
fingers flew relatively effortlessly over the keyboard. I don’t mean to sound arrogant, it 
was just something I noticed and was very pleased about. When digital keyboards came 
in with absolutely no response physically, it was like playing in soft glue. It was ghastly. 


	 	 	 	 	 The Mustangs

It’s amazing how things fall into place. Almost right beside the Onepu Road shops in Lyall 
Bay, was the Chums Club. Godfrey White was a retired lay preacher and scoutmaster 
who ran the club. At some stage of every meeting he would turn out the lights and tell a 
ghost story freaking us all out with a blood curdling scream at the end!


        	
	                                    The Chums Club (me third row on the left)


Kevin Leong, (second row, third from right) was a Chinese kid in the club whose father 
had bought him two electric guitars, a bass guitar and a set of drums. These are the 
instruments of a rock band but he had no one to play them. What an opportunity! In steps 
moi! The instruments were permanently set up at his house a bit further down the road 
and just a couple of blocks from Rongotai College where we went to school. 


I reckon it all started when we were about thirteen. Every lunchtime we jumped on our 
bikes and pedalled down to 100 Onepu Rd to practice and often, after school as well. Our 



first professional job was at Arohata Girls Borstal (home for wayward girls). When we 
walked in John dropped a cymbal and the girls went nuts. 


I knew nothing of American guitar based blues that had been developing for forty years 
and was so influential to English musicians of my era like 
the young Clapton, the Stones, Jeff Beck and many 
more. Instead, I spent hours with my guitar around my 
neck copying records note for note, not knowing that 
the idea was to make up solos that were different every 
time you played them, I actually spent all my time trying 
to sound like Hank Marvin of ‘The Shadows’ as did a lot 
of other guys in NZ.


‘The Mustangs’ were not named after the horse, or the 
WW2 fighter plane but a fairly obscure Shadows track. 
We would practice our ‘steps’, (meaning moving like 
The Shadows), even before we learned the song. A 
mirror reflected three scrawny kids doing their best to 
look cool. 	This is Apache by The Shadows.


I think that the first band I ever saw was The Premiers at the Wellington Town Hall and I 
was completely awe struck. They were a great looking band too and Peter Hindmarsh 
was the smoothest looking dude you ever did see. Andy Shackleton did a drum solo in a 
blackout with luminous sticks and I will never forget it. His brother Mike was rhythm 
guitarist and lead singer but it was Neil Harrap the lead guitarist, who became an instant 
hero of mine. 


 

Kevin Leong (bass), Gary Denhard (rhythm guitar), John Yeatman (drums) and me (lead guitar)


Before being in bands I was really in the ‘out crowd’ and I don’t know why. I just got up 
everyone’s nose, even those of the teachers. Whenever our history teacher ‘Bonk’ 
Scotney referred to my friend Paul Hansen and myself he’d say ‘Paul and Cockburn’ not 
Paul and Clive or Hansen and Cockburn. Paul and I still laugh about that. But gradually I 
became regarded as less of a freak and even almost cool, when the other kids saw our 
band. Soon we didn’t have to be clever or witty or have to charm the girls, they thought 
we were pretty cool and I liked that!


John, Gary and I decided to go on a bike trip. The first leg got us to Paraparaumu where 
we stayed with Sylvienne at Tony Shelly’s beach house in Golf Road, right by the Golf 
Course. That is when I discovered that ‘The Premiers’ were playing down at The Blue 





Moon Dance Hall every night!!! So we pedalled down to the hall to watch them every 
night, for a couple of weeks I reckon. During this time they received what may have been 
the first set of Fender guitars in the country, two sunburst Stratocasters and a Bass. 
Nothing had ever looked better to me in my life and we had to have a set of guitars like 
that one day!


It is amazing how Leo Fender made one of the first electric guitars ever and it is still the 
most sought after guitar in the world. The Gibson ‘Les Paul,’ named after the brilliant 
guitarist, is also still right up there. In fact, the early models are more in demand than the 
later ones, not just because they are collector’s items but because they sound better. 
Making those original pickups had to be a stroke of luck.


Many years later at an ad agency Christmas Party out in the country, I was talking to Sally 
who I had worked with in television when Neil Harrap, who is a sporty chap, floated down 
from the sky in a parachute. I introduced him to Sally and they got married and had a little 
girl.


Finally we three Mustangs continued on our bike trip. When we got to the Desert Road 
we got a lift in an old Ford ute. There are lots of steep hills and valleys on the North 
Island’s Volcanic Plateau and the driver made the most of the downhills, going across the 
bridge at the bottom of each dip flat out, so he could get up the other side. It was a V8, 
noisy as hell and seriously smelly, so I was really relieved when he dropped us off. But we 
didn’t get any further as we were completely buggered so got the train back to 
Wellington. I was throwing up, suffering from exhaustion and went to bed for a week or 
two, when we finally got home.


 

The Lower Hutt Town Hall


The first really big job we had was playing at the Lower Hutt Town Hall, which was next to 
and linked by a short hallway, to the Horticultural Hall. Both halls had bands going and 
when we came off after the first set at the Horticultural Hall, we realised we must have 
been quite impressive because there were several people waiting to book us for jobs. We 
were on our way!


Gary and I bought matching Hofner electric guitars from Mal Guerney, a guitarist at that 
gig. They weren’t great but we couldn’t afford stratocasters. Our speaker boxes were 
home made and had a chrome ‘DeLuxe’ sign on them from a couple of old Chevrolets.




Philip Oliver sat behind me at school and was particularly brainy and a helluva nice guy. 
My job in this particular Upper 6th physics class was to plan the set lists for the band that 
night so of course, I couldn’t do the physics assignments. But I couldn’t have done them 
anyway, even if I wasn’t playing that night at the Wellington Town Hall. The Wellington 
Town Hall!!! Playing at the Town Hall was incredibly exciting and far more important than 
Mr Hyslop’s (Slop’s) physics questions but I didn’t have a clue of what the right answers 
were anyway. I would surreptitiously hand my assignment behind me, to Phillip who filled 
in just enough of the answers correctly so I wouldn’t look too stupid. 


The Town Hall stage was bigger than we usually had and I loved walking all over it and 
playing to the crowd. Piano players can’t do that, another reason that playing guitar was 
much more fun! It was about then, that being onstage became the most comfortable 
place I could be. Thirty years later in a band reformation gig, I walked onstage and it was 
like going home. 



L - R Me, Kevin Leong, Gary Denhard, Errol Harrison (manager and friend of Aldwyn’s) John Yeatman and 

standing is Ricky Gits who was lead singer at the end.


We travelled in a 1948 Chevy Van with a trailer made from the back of a National Dry 
Cleaners Ford V8 Pilot van. The lettering was really smart and we had enough space for 
the amps and guitars and drums for about four bands. We didn’t have all that stuff like 
huge P.A. systems and fold-back speakers and lights like bands do these days, so we just 
needed the big van and trailer for the sign writing.


I would have been about seventeen I reckon when we landed the Christmas season at the 
Rotorua Sound Shell. After playing to Mums and Dads with their kids sitting on the grass, 
we would sign off with the ‘Woody Woodpecker’ song or the theme from the TV series 
‘Bonanza’ which was a big hit in those days. We would then move the gear through a 
door in the back of the sound shell and straight on to the stage of the Dance Hall, where 
we’d play another few hours with The Satellites. They were very good but should have 
been, as they were very old, some even in their late twenties. The (really good) singer was 
Ivor Fisher who passed away quite recently.

The Rotorua Sound Shell was the first and only time I saw the Howard Morrison Quartet. 
We were all watching from the van and I was with my first real girl friend Jeanette Cooke. 



A couple of years before Sir Howard died I went to see him at his home, which I found to 
be just a block or so away from the Sound Shell in a Maori marae and village, so he really 
was a local boy. I introduced my wife Caroline to him and she said she had met him when 
they were both young at the White Heron Lodge in Auckland. He asked, “Did I hit on 
you?” “Yes” she said looking a little embarrassed. He too looked a little embarrassed but 
he was a bit of a lad our Sir Howard.		 


Caroline tells me she came to Wellington from her home in Patea, which is a tiny little 
town in Taranaki and saw The Mustangs. She was most impressed by the boy in the 
white jeans, who winked at her. She swears it was me and was probably right. I remember 
having a pair of white jeans and I would have seen her for sure as she would have been 
the best looking girl in the hall, but she would have been wrong about the wink. I could 
never wink, even though I practiced.	


	 	 	 	 	 Days Bay Runaway


While all this was going on I also wanted to learn about orchestral and classical music. 
Even though I was doing well at classical piano, it still didn’t spin my wheels and I knew it 
should. I was pretty sure I must have been missing out on something. While not having a 
clue what it was going to be like, my father bought me a record - pianist Leonard 
Pennario’s ‘Concertos under the Stars.’ This was light classical music with pieces like the 
Cornish Rhapsody and Warsaw Concerto. I liked to listen to it, absolutely by myself.


 

In the Lyall Bay house was a very 
special lounge room that was only 
used when we had visitors but it 
was also where I would sneak in to 
listen to my music. A curtain could 
be pulled across in front of a long 
window seat and the space behind 
became my secret hiding place. I 
would put a record on, lie down on 
the seat and pull the curtain.

Listening to music in that situation 
was terrific but one day my special 
private time was disturbed 
dramatically. 


For some reason it irritated Daryl hugely, so he tore open the curtains and let me know, 
I’m not quite sure what exactly, but he did let me know. That is when I decided to live with 
my grandmother. Mum was no doubt grateful as it would have given her some peace. 
Daryl and I were constantly fighting and the break would be good for everyone.


Music was always in my head and my concentration during my School Certificate exam 
went straight out the window because I had just heard Cilla Black’s “You’re My World.” It 
was going round and round in my brain and nothing else was doing that, certainly not my 
schoolwork. 


One night I went to the movies in Eastbourne but came running back to Days Bay from 
the wrong direction as I had walked a girl home to Mahina Bay. I was not meant to have 
anything to do with girls and my grandmother was at the gate. I was late and in big 



trouble. She rang my parents at that late hour and the next day Aldwyn came out in a 
Cadburys van and I was unceremoniously loaded in the back with my stuff and taken 
home to Lyall Bay.


The relative safety of the Eastbourne bus which I travelled on to the city was a thing of the 
past and I was back on my bike. After being cut off on a corner and coming off my bike I 
got into a fight and broke two fingers in my left hand, on the kid’s head. A few weeks after 
my hand was out of plaster, I broke the little finger of my left hand again, this time in an 
altercation in the school fair ‘Crazy House.’ 


I had just begun to enjoy playing soccer but the doctor told me that I may not be able to 
play the piano if I broke my fingers again. Playing the piano was more important than 
soccer to both my parents and me and being the good Scot that he was, my father sent 
me to learn Highland Dancing. ‘You’ve got to do something with those skinny legs.’ I went 
on to get eighty six percent with honours, for the Highland Fling. Cool eh? I can 
remember him stopping for petrol and some of my mates walking towards the car where I 
was marooned in my kilt. I was so worried that they might see me that I slid down onto 
the floor under the dashboard, to hide. 


The second break had caused two of my knuckles to disappear somewhere into my left 
hand. To put them back where they should be I was given an exercise to squeeze a tennis 
ball while rubbing oil into the back of the hand. I was playing grade eight piano by then, 
so while my mother was at work at the Island Bay library, I learned Chopin’s 
‘Revolutionary Etude,’ which has a dazzling difficult left hand. A few weeks later when she 
had just arrived home from her job at the library, I casually sat down at the piano and 
played it, which made her so happy she cried, which was the desired effect. My hand was 
fine. I also made a bit of a fist of Rachmaninoff’s ‘’Prelude in C# Minor’ (which he wrote 
when he was just twenty, those great composers were so incredibly clever!) and then got 
into Beethoven’s Emperor Concerto. I remember learning the first thirty-six pages off by 
heart, but then just couldn’t be bothered. I wanted to be a rock star!


“The Mustangs” went on a TV 
programme called “Have a Shot” and 
television was ‘live’ in every way in 
those days. Our amps were all 
plugged into the one power socket 
and there we were, our big break, 
when some clown tripped over the 
power lead and turned us off. There 
was an instant drum solo as the 
heads of the three kids playing 
guitars, turned to look behind them in 
perfect sync, to see where their 
sound had gone. Everyone in the 
country who was watching the tele 
witnessed our embarrassment, as 
there was only one TV channel in 
those days.


Then it was the end of the “Mustangs” and “The Avengers” was born.




	 	 	 	 	 The Avengers

Manager Ken Cooper asked me, if I would like to be in a new band. He had already asked 
Dave Brown from The Wanderers and Dave Diver, the drummer from The Librettos but he 
didn’t join so we were bassless and drummerless. 


I had seen Eddie McDonald and thought he looked 
pretty good and with ‘looks’ being the main pre-
requisite, I went to find him. I was vain enough to 
think it didn’t matter if he could play or not, I’d show 
him what to play and he could just look good. Eddie 
was suspicious and I thought a bit up himself as at 
first as he didn’t lap up the opportunity to be in a 
band with me. But very soon he became the bass 
player of the new band.


“The Avengers” L - R Dave Brown (vocals and rhythm guitar) 
Back - Hank Davis (drums) Front - Clive Cockburn (lead guitar/
organ) - Eddie McDonald (bass). The clothes had to be given 
back to The Vault.


Then we found Ian Davis, who had recently come to 
Wellington from Napier and was working as a clerk 
in the Railways. He was a big guy and didn’t look 
like a rock star to me but I am awfully glad he joined 
as he has been a great friend for fifty years now. Me 

being the little Hitler as I was in those days said, ‘you 
can’t have a name like Ian and be in a band. It’s too straight.’ So, I suggested he change 
his name to Hank (after Hank Marvin). He did and he is still called Hank. The silly thing is 
that Ian is certainly just as much of a rock star name as is Clive, but I wasn’t going to 
change my name!


We were very much manufactured and publicity shots were taken before we could even 
play as a band. The posing seemed to go on forever but even then, none of us actually 
believed any of the publicity. Then we started learning some songs. Dave could work out 
the chords quicker than me but I used to listen to the vocal harmonies and sing everyone 
their part. We were known as a harmony band, kind of Beach Boys although I don’t 
remember ever playing a Beach Boys song.


Ken Cooper made us a household name very quickly, firstly by running a competition to 
name the new band. Several suggested ‘The Avengers’ after the TV programme that was 
so popular at the time, so that was it and it was all on. I persuaded Hank to leave his job 
and he came and lived in Lyall Bay where we also practiced. Thank you for that mother 
dear, it must have been awful for you.




Then Hank got a flat in Wadestown and we rehearsed there. In a lot of ways I was the 
driving force and dictated what we did but the sound of the band was Dave. He was a 
great singer and we didn’t really appreciate that at the time. He was always in tune and 
nothing was ever too high for him.


When we weren’t touring, we were the 
resident band at ‘The Place’ in Chews 
Lane in Wellington. It was a medium 
sized room and there were often a 
couple of bands. One thing that was 
really awful about those days is that the 
bouncers were out of control. If they 
came to work in their suits and looking 
flash, you’d know that no one was going 
to get dealt to but, if they were in jeans 
suits or clothes that were a bit rougher, 
some poor bastard was going to get 
done in. It was awful.


A year or two later when pop music became more orchestral there was often an organ in 
the song so we had to have one too. I didn’t want to be a keyboard player but was the 
only one who could play keyboards and someone had to do it. Not only did I resent being 
glued to the spot behind this table like thing but an organ couldn’t sing like a guitar. A 
keyboard player can’t bend notes and add vibrato which are so important to a guitarist. 
Instruments like guitar, violin or sax can really sing compared to a keyboard.


‘The Avengers’ were promoted all over the place, played for thousands of hours over the 
next few years and travelled all over the country many times. But each time we would go 
to a town, the local band would play all the songs we’d played when we were there last, 
even if they had been quite obscure album tracks. It was virtually impossible to rehearse 
when traveling, as the dance halls were almost always above shops or offices, so we 
couldn’t make much noise and that was really frustrating.


We used to use the three hours on the ferry across Cook Strait to answer the fan mail. 
Virtually every letter required a similar answer so, even though it was nice to be so 
popular, writing the same thing a few hundred times was excruciatingly boring. 


Cambridge, in the North Island, is like a hub to a lot of other towns so we sometimes 
stayed there for a while. On one such occasion we were instructed to vote for ourselves in 
the upcoming Loxene Gold Disc Awards. Different coloured pens and telephone books 
from various towns were delivered to us and we then had to go through the phone books 
and fill in a whole lot of voting forms. We changed the pens and tried to vary the 
handwriting to make out that each vote was from a different person. Bogdan Komanowski 
a.k.a. Mr Lee Grant was scheduled to win the Gold Disc so HMV which was the record 
company, hired schoolgirls and gave them phone books and ballpoints as they had for 
us. There were more schoolgirls hired than there were members of The Avengers, so he 
had more voters and was certain to beat us, but he would have won anyway.


Back in Wellington, after a four-hour gig (about eighty songs) we would pack up and 
move up the road to the Platter Rack. This was a tiny little club that went on to the wee 
small hours and it was where we first saw ‘Max Merritt and the Meteors.’ Max’s band and 
‘Ray Columbus and the Invaders’ were both Christchurch groups and two of the original 



big name bands in New Zealand. The Meteors were exciting and totally in control of what 
they were doing.


This current lineup had Max playing lead guitar and singing, Peter Williams playing rhythm 
and singing and Billy Christian playing bass. Billy had been in the rival band ‘The 
Invaders’ and is a legend in NZ music. Almost fifty years later I asked him to come and 
talk to the students in my music course about bass playing. He was a little embarrassed 
when I said, “Class please rise. God has just walked in!’ Musicians don’t always receive 
the accolades they deserve, especially peer approval, so I like to be able to say things like 
that. The drummer in that lineup of ‘Max Merritt and the Meteors’ was the late Bruno 
Lawrence and I had never heard such a whack on the snare. On that same night that Billy 
was my music course guest, I mentioned Bruno to him in a fairly hallowed way. He 
grinned and said ‘Bruno didn’t play the drums, he played the song.’ Drummers can 
charge insensitively through a song without making adjustments for the dynamic highs 
and lows, but when you ‘play the song,’ you do take notice. 


Dave (on the left) looks like he’s had one too 
many publicity shots taken. He wasn’t even 
trying to look interested. 


Dave was particularly taken with the 
R.M. Williams riding boots boots of The 
Meteors so we got some too. There was 
a particular way they had to be seen. 
The 24” bellbottom of your pants, had 
to cover the boot to just an inch or two 
of the chisel toe and apart from that, 
only the heel should be seen. It was a 
great look.


The Avengers often finished the night with a burger and maybe a waffle at the ‘The Step 
Aside’ which was just over the road from the Basin Reserve and run by Lucky and Costa, 
a couple of very likeable Greek guys.


We often saw the sun come up over the Basin, from ‘The Step Aside.’ After playing for six 
hours you can be pretty hyped and going to sleep is impossible. I would have to drive the 
half hour around the harbour, back to the Days Bay house where I was living for yet 
another period of my life, but this time it was with Aldwyn and his wife Janet. I have never 
been a good sleeper and in those days could never sleep until I heard the first seagull.




	       HMV


In the HMV (His Masters Voice) studios we could record for as long as we wanted. That 
does not happen these days so we were incredibly lucky and recording engineer (the late 
Frank Douglas), was endlessly patient. I wish the production had had more bass but for 
some reason the producer (the late Nick Karavias) thought that a thin trebley sound was 
all the go but we didn’t and we were right. The recordings lacked depth and sometimes 
Eddie’s bass sounded like a rubber band to me.


Nick introduced us to a wandering American hippie named Chris Malcolm, telling us he 
had heard some songs he had written. We were terribly suspicious and actually wanted to 
write our own songs ‘thank you very much’ but we never had. In fact no one apart from 
me showed the slightest bent towards writing, so we may as well see if this guy’s songs 
were any good.


 

An autoharp


Chris was a tall chap with long hair, a big moustache, some sort of cloth bag over his 
shoulder and carried a very strange looking musical instrument. It looked like the 
workings of a miniature grand piano and was called an autoharp. It had a jangley sound 
and was played by depressing wooden bars onto the strings. The pads of the bar with C 
written on it deadened every string that was not in a C major chord. That is how it 
worked.


Years later i heard that people like the Carter Family played an autoharp tucked under the 
chin like a violin and strummed with plectrums on several fingers. We didn’t know that 
was how it was played so Dave just put it on a flat surface and strummed and that is the 
sound of the intro to “Everyone’s Gonna Wonder,” the first song we ever recorded. 


Here is a verse and a chorus - 


We did more of Chris’s songs and one that I quite liked was “Water Pipe.” I sang it and it 
was all about smoking illicit substances and ‘floating away.’ At the time of recording the 
song, none of us had done any of that, but we got into the frame of mind. All those 60s 
psychedelic recording tricks like extreme amounts of reverb and echo were exciting at the 
time. 


You can hear the last verse here - 


While we were setting up to play at Ali Baba’s an academic looking guy came in with a 
song he had written. That was Tony Backhouse and he was to become a life long friend. I 







have always liked Tony’s songs and later in life played in a couple of bands with him 
before he went on to a very successful lifetime of conducting gospel choir workshops 
around the world. That song was “You don’t understand” and Dave did a great vocal. I 
saw it as a chance to do an original screaming guitar solo, so borrowed a Jansen 
Bassman 50 amp and wound it right up. But still, the production made it sound thin. How 
did we let that happen? 


Here is a verse and the solo - 


Nick Karavias found songs that were not quite good enough to be released in New 
Zealand and got us to make them better. This meant that the fundamental thing was not 
that good to start with, but a couple of them were ok. “Love, Hate, Revenge” was one of 
these and was all about making a girl cry by using a voodoo doll - 


If I want you to cry bet your life you’re gonna cry 
I put three drops of water in this little doll’s eye 

              


My guitar was a Marvin Burns made especially by Burns of London, for Hank Marvin so 
naturally, I had to have one. It is a great looking instrument but didn’t sound as good as a 
Stratocaster so Dave, very kindly swapped a pickup with me from his strat, which made 
the Burns sound like a strat.


For this song I used an open ‘D’ tuning and played a broken D Minor chord which was left 
ringing forever it seemed, by a massive amount of compression that Frank the engineer 
put on it. I had heard of ‘slide’ guitar but this was early days of playing electric guitar in 
New Zealand and I actually didn’t know what it was. The song had a Middle Eastern kind 
of thing to it and I thought ‘slide’ might create that sound quite well. Even though that 
music has nothing to do with American slide guitar, that is what we did. All I knew was 
that a glass or steel tube is fitted over a finger of the guitarist’s left hand, touching the 
string but not pushing down hard enough to touch the guitar neck. This meant that the 
guitarist could slide up and down the neck smoothly, ignoring the frets, so I gave it a go in 
the solo. Then we did the vocals and were totally confident that we had won ‘The Gold 
Disc’ Award that year until, along came Alison Durbin with ‘I have loved me a man’ and 
blew us out of the water!


“The Days of Pearly Spencer” was my favourite of all the songs we recorded and along 
with “Out of Sight, Out of Mind,” was the only lead vocal that I did of the Avengers 
singles. The lyrics are terrific.








A tenement, a dirty street 
Walked and worn by shoeless feet 

Inside it’s long and so complete 
Watched by a shivering sun 

Old eyes in a small child’s face 
Watching as the shadows race 

Through walls and cracks and leave no trace 
And daylight’s brightness shun 

This clip is from a TV show made about eight years after we had broken up. Dave hadn’t 
played at all in that time and neither of us had sung but Hank and Eddie were match fit 
having played in ‘Bakery’ for several years. It was good to see each other and I was really 
enjoying myself but it is a serious song and I shouldn’t have been grinning like that.


	                                   	 The Days of Pearly Spencer 

John Charles is a lovely piano player and brother-in-law of drummer/actor Bruno 
Lawrence and also, film director Geoff Murphy. Those three blokes married three sisters. 
Naturally enough, Geoff got his bro’s in law, to act in and score his movies such as ‘Utu’ 
and ‘Good-bye Pork Pie.’


John was brought in as musical director to 
Avengers sessions from time to time as 
was Terry Crayford. On this occasion John 
played the arpeggio hook that goes 
through the chorus on the piano while I 
played it on the little Hammond. One 
special thing that happened was when we 
overdubbed the drum track, Hank was 
playing a very groovy thing between the 
snare and the bass drum that he had not 
realised he had done.


The Loxene Gold Disc Tour brought all the 
top NZ acts together and we were playing 
theatres rather than clubs. There was a 
curtain that went up and down as it does 
in ‘real’ shows and it was exciting. ‘Mr Lee 
Grant’ was top of the bill and we backed 
him. It may have been one of the last 
things he did before he left the country for 

good, which he had no choice but to do because he was the most popular singer in New 
Zealand and there was nowhere else to go but down. 


On that tour Larry’s Rebels were highly impressive and looked pretty cool in their 
coachman’s coats and bellbottoms that were colours like Lime Green, Burnt Orange, 
Ming Blue and Shocking Pink. ‘The Avengers’ then had similar suits made but these were 
all different paisleys and we are wearing them on the cover of the third album “Medallion.” 
One newspaper article said we were wearing ‘cut-offs from lounge suites’ but my mother 
thought they were styley and wore my jacket until the day she died. She was more 
supportive than she let on and I heard that she used to drop into every record store she 
passed and bring her little boy’s records to the front of the bin.


https://vimeo.com/78601995


	 	     	 	 The Favourite ‘Band’

‘The Avengers’ played nearly every song that was on the radio or so it seemed, but apart 
from commercial radio songs, we had a few favourite groups. One of my greatest 
influences was ‘The Band.’ I remember hearing them for the first time and being 
absolutely intrigued. 


‘Music from Big Pink’, which was the big pink house 
where they wrote and recorded the music had a 
massive effect on me. They were all great players but 
often seemed to play over each other so it was messy 
but exciting. The Band certainly did not suffer from over 
production.


I saw Eric Clapton playing ‘Stormy Monday’ in a 
reunion of ‘Cream’ and it was one of the best blues 
performances I have ever seen. Clapton and a few 
other British musicians really brought American blues 
into everyone’s home but The Band’s music was based 
on old American music that I am more attracted to.


The Band was never trying to be ‘cool’ in fact many would have thought they were 
decidedly ‘uncool.’ They played authentic strange instruments like accordion, fiddle, 
strange horns, mandolin and accordion. All of these are not at all “rock’n’roll” and I would 
not have been seen dead with an accordion around my neck.


If you play an instrument in a band as opposed to being a frontman singer, then singing is 
just something you do while you are playing. This meant that apart from learning our 
vocal parts, we never worked on our singing at all or even thought about it. But ‘The 
Band’ seemed to have even less respect for their vocals. Several of their songs were in a 
key that was too high for the singers but songwriters nearly always keep a song in 
whatever key they wrote it in and it is often too high. 


The Band’s voices sounded scrawny, raw and unpolished compared to what I had been 
listening to for the last few years. I saw a clip of The Beatles singing ‘Can’t Buy Me Love’ 
and couldn’t believe that it was John Lennon and Paul McCartney in unison and phrasing 
incredibly closely. The ‘Beatles’ were extremely tight vocally. I had always thought it was 
Paul double tracked and so phrasing with himself, which is not difficult. 


‘The Band’ was fascinating though so I played it again, this time with my ear into the 
speaker on the old Gulbransen. By the third playing I was totally hooked and thought they 
were brilliant but listen to these totally scruffy vocals. 






When I was listening to ‘The Band’ for the first time I can remember my father being a 
little uncomfortable with my intense and excited reaction. He wanted me to keep music 
for a hobby and reminded me again that he and mum had been offered a contract to 
dance in Canada and turned it down, in favour of a home and a ‘real’ job. Dad loved his 
Cadbury’s job but the blissful look on his face when he was dancing, was on a whole 
other level and I reckon that is what life is all about. I think people should spend as much 
time as they can, doing what they love. I remember Johnny Yeatman telling me quite 
proudly, that his father ‘lived for his weekends’ and me thinking, ‘what a waste of five of 
the seven days in a week’ and I was not going to do that.


Back to ‘The Band’ story. Garth Hudson was the quietly spoken keyboard wizard who 
played a thunderingly loud distorted organ in a song called “Chest Fever.” I presumed it 
was a Hammond B3 like all the other rock organists but recently I read that it was a 
Lowrey probably like the one he had played in his uncle’s funeral parlour. Organs like 
those were such ‘correct’ instruments before ‘rock’ got hold of them. Garth was the only 
one in the group who had had a music education and his parents only allowed him to play 
in a band if the others paid him for lessons. In that way the lessons that they had paid for, 
would not go to waste. This is the intro to ‘Chest Fever.’


“Up on Cripple Creek” was the first time I had heard a ‘Hohner Clavinet D6.’ Garth 
Hudson used it with a wah-wah pedal and in a documentary, I saw that very serious bloke 
give a little smile as he chuckles about the really silly but groovy sound he is making. You 
can hear it at the beginning and muttering along like a grumpy old man before he 
changes to organ with the Lesley spinning fast and then back to the clav (very quickly). It 
sounds a bit like a Jews harp - 


The clavinet was also the hooky sound in Stevie Wonder’s ‘Superstition.’ It is like an 
electronic harpsichord, which was the predecessor of the piano. The difference is that a 
piano has felt tipped ‘hammers’ that hit the strings while a harpsichord mechanically 
plucks them. No matter how hard or soft you play the notes they sound at the one 
volume. The clavinet is a fantastically funky instrument the lower you get.


Every Christmas ‘The Avengers’ had a contract and played for four hours, twenty-three 
nights in a row, at the YMCA in Nelson. No bands do gruelling contracts like that any 
more but we just did it - no problems at all and no-one was ever sick or complained. It is 
quite amazing when I look back on how hard we worked. During those Christmas 
contracts we stayed in a tiny little bach in the bush up the Maitai River across a swing 
bridge. A couple of us were on camp stretchers and I remember waking up with a helluva 
fright because there was a possum underneath a stretcher. Aah - the comforts of life at 
the top! I always got up earlier than the other guys and one particular year I would often 
put on The Band’s album to get the others to like it, as it was my musical ‘bible’ at the 
time. 


Thinking of ‘The Band’ and my other influences reminds me that this is what music is all 
about and it would be wonderful to always be in that world. When a musician is immersed 
in their music it is like meditation. The most elevated mental state I have ever had has 
been when either writing, playing or listening to music. I become so absorbed that I have 
had some huge frights when someone starts talking to me while I am concentrating. The 
worst, is the creepy hand that is suddenly there on your shoulder so as not to ‘disturb’ 
you. It gives me a helluva fright when someone does that!








	 	 	      	 	    Wahine Day

We were all set to go on a South Island tour when a screaming southerly came up and the 
Days Bay house was battered as never before. The Wahine was a big new ferry that 
travelled between Wellington and Christchurch and in this storm was blown backwards 
onto Barrett’s Reef when coming into Wellington harbour. It lost its propellers and 
foundered with the loss of a hundred and fifty lives. 


 


The reef is quite close to the Seatoun beach so most of the bodies were washed up there. 
A few were washed up on the Days Bay side of the harbour including a baby that was 
found on the rocks over our sea wall. When asked if there had been any more, we said we 
hadn’t looked and would rather not ‘if they didn’t mind.’


On that dreadful day, I awoke having no idea what had happened and tried to drive my 
dear old 1951 red and yellow Vauxhall Wyvern to town, to get the ferry! I had no idea that 
a ship had sunk right there in the harbour and that all sailings were cancelled. 


Off I went and that was when I realised that this was a very big storm. Thank God the car 
was old, so higher than more modern models and it didn’t stall in the seawater that I 
could see was all over the road but I couldn’t tell how deep it was. Suddenly I was driving 



over big bits of driftwood, rocks and all sorts of stuff that I hadn’t seen. Keeping the revs 
up I managed to turn the car around and head up the hill, so I could crash start it if need 
be. I then ran back to the house where all hell had broken loose. A tree root as big as a 
small room had come down the Hutt River and a wave had hurled it against the concrete 
wall, smashing the wall and letting the waves come straight at the house. 


Maurie, the local Eastbourne butcher who lived in one half of the house  was trying to nail 
sheets of corrugated iron over the gaping hole where his kitchen wall had been a few 
minutes ago. The wind and waves were so powerful that I was pushing him against the 
house trying to stop him being blown over or washed away by the waves while he 
hammered away. Even though we were standing right beside each other it was so noisy 
that I had to shout to tell him when the next wave was coming and to hold on. 


Finally I went on the tour. When I came back I saw that the sand, rubble and rocks, shells 
and seaweed, was all around the house and up to the level of the window sills. There was 
so much rotting fish and shell fish, that our insurance claim which had been put in late so 
was about number 500, was made a priority because there was a danger of a typhoid 
epidemic starting from my dear old gran’s house. 


It was a fine day so now I could also see the capsized and half submerged Wahine on the 
horizon. That  was very dramatic. How could such a thing happen actually inside the 
harbour? The sea had come through every room but one and the whole place stunk! A 
bulldozer picked up enough of the hedge to let itself into the property and then 
proceeded to push everything back into the sea through the hole in the wall that the 
surfing tree root had made. Sodden carpet is extremely heavy but somehow I managed to 
pull it up and drag it into the path of the bulldozer.


Arriving home after playing one night I saw a mouse with its little twitchy nose and little 
scratchy feet, trying to get out of the almost closed, cutlery draw. I released the wee 
rodent and looked around at the state of the place. It was dreadful. It was cold and it 
stunk. In fact, it was so bad it struck me as funny. I had pulled the furniture away from the 
sodden walls and I sat down at the old piano that was also in the middle of the room. 


People’s lives and problems (like mine and my wrecked house) are so important to them 
but I knew the house would be fixed one day and that ultimately everything just carries 
on. I pictured the world being like a toy land full of people getting on with their lives. I 
knew what I wanted to say but before I gave any thought to how I should say it, started 
playing around with the names of characters like Daniel Boone. It was all very silly and 
sounds particularly silly after ‘The Band’ but it has made a few people smile. 


Here is the start of it - 


The sea level is higher than it was a hundred years ago so in recent years, the house has 
been even more badly damaged in the storms. I saw it after a recent battering and 
thought it would be demolished for sure. It was very twisted and had obviously been 
hammered more than in any of the storms I had known, even on Wahine day. Then I heard 
that it is to be preserved as a heritage building which is great news.






                           	 	 The ‘live’ album


Ali Baba’s was the former ‘Koolman’s Gymn’ that had been turned into a club. It looked 
like a cave with plaster walls which made a great atmosphere and we were to make a 
‘live’ album there. This meant that the band would be recorded as it really was, rather 
than the relatively tame studio recordings.


 


This was the 60s and New Zealand was one the destinations of ‘R and R’ troops from the 
Vietnam War and an American ship was in port that night. Engineer Frank Douglas had to 
shift his recording gear up the stairs and into the club but the place was crammed and 
became more packed and rocking as the night wore on, so dear old Frank was stuck. He 
couldn’t get his precious equipment down the stairs through the extremely relaxed but 
badly behaved crowd, so he kept recording until two or three o’clock.


My parents rarely saw us play but that night decided to come along. Another time they 
came when we were playing at Victoria University and on that occasion they decided to 
do some pretty dazzling ballroom dancing to our pop songs. While the kids were all 
standing in one spot shaking whatever they shook, my dear old mum and dad took off at 
high speed and circumnavigated the crowd several times in just one song. It was great to 
see and I couldn’t help being a bit proud.


We continued to play at The Place and tour the country every two or three months. There 
were girls everywhere when I was an Avenger. It was fantastic fun and no bloke on this 
earth would have turned the ladies down. I was enjoying myself and so were they. It 
seemed that any girl at all wanted to say hello and very intimately. 


They were great days but the weird thing is, I don’t remember much about them. The halls 
I do remember with most affection were The Milky Way in Dunedin, the Top Hat in Napier 



(Hank’s hometown) and the Memorial Hall in Wanganui. A thousand or fifteen hundred 
kids would come to see us in those places. A power failure in Wanganui stopped us from 
playing but the compere Pete Sinclair’s mic was still going, so he plunged down into the 
crowd and kept them entertained for quite a long time. He is the chap who introduced me 
as The Lone Avenger when I played ‘Out of Sight, Out of Mind’ solo, on my return home 
from Australia after we had broken up. Peter was a very clever man and did a lot more 
than present pop shows on the tele. 


Dave Abrahams was the promoter and had the door keys to all of the other rooms in The 
Memorial Hall including the concert chamber, which had a big Steinway grand. He 
encouraged me to come and play it and I remember flying over the keyboard so much 
more easily than on the baby grand I had at home. Playing that piano was more 
memorable than being an Avenger that night. 


I was recently in Wanganui and dropped in to have a look at the Memorial Hall thinking I 
could use my charm and tell my story and so be let in by the Security Guard but it was 
not to be. I was not even allowed to poke my nose in the door but I suppose the guy 
would have been born thirty years after we played there and didn’t know me from Adam.


	 	        	 	  	 	   Australia


‘The Castaways’ was a very good Christchurch band and was resident at The Prince 
Alfred Club in Sydney. We swapped jobs with them so they took over our touring in NZ 
and we went to Australia for the first time. The band was originally called Peter Nelson 
and the Castaways but the singer, (who was really good) was actually Peter Treblecock, 
which is an even more difficult name to live with than Cockburn and he was wise to 
change it to Nelson. Peter had left the band and was replaced by Frankie Stevens, who 
the Sydney-sider ladies liked a lot and a dashing young chap he was in those days. Since 
then he shaved his head when playing Caiaphas in Jesus Christ Superstar and has been 
fashionably bald ever since.


 

Blind Date


We did a lot of TV including “Uptight”, which was a very popular morning show and there 
was also a programme called ‘Blind Date’ and one week, I was the prize. I got quite 
excited about this nice little lady who I was to go on a date with but she stood me up so I 
went on the date with someone else. It was to a club where ‘The Mixtures’ were playing 



and I was given the ‘Kid. I’ll make you a star’ treatment, by their manager when they 
asked me to join them. 


I did not want to leave ‘The Avengers’ but thought I would see what the band was about 
so, after a few drinks and full of confidence, I asked them to play something they really 
liked. I was thinking that it would be ok if you could actually share a taste in music with 
the other guys in a band, even if you did not actually play it together. At this they burst 
into the ‘Beach Boys’ song “Bar Bar Bar - Bar Barbara Anne” and I decided it wasn’t for 
me. I didn’t want to be in a vocal harmony band again. No particular reason, in fact I liked 
that sound but thought it had become a bit ‘uncool.’ I was gonna play jazz/rock man and 
be ‘deep.’ 


That was the stupid pressure I felt. I don’t know where it came from, maybe Hank and 
Eddie. Maybe Eddie because Hank loved singing harmonies. Dave sang high and Hank 
had a great falsetto and would come in even higher. The fact is, I was as confused as hell 
and didn’t know what I wanted. Very soon after, ‘The Mixtures’ had a huge hit with ‘The 
Pushbike Song.’ Oh well, maybe I should have, maybe not. 


I always knew the ‘Beach Boys’ were good but I didn’t love their music. Since seeing the 
recent film about Brian Wilson who was the brains of the band I have much more respect. 
I realised that quite often he used harmony that was much more dense than the English 
approach that ‘The Avengers’ had. That American style of harmony would have been 
instinctive to him but I only learned about it years later at music school in Los Angeles.


We went to Perth, for several weeks or maybe months (I can’t remember) but received no 
pop star treatment because we were completely unknown. The city was really backward 
in those days so we were regarded as pretty wild and I remember being told I was a fire 
hazard by a club manager when a girl had teased my hair, which was very long at the time 
and he was serious! 


We were also raided by the druq squad. I thought we were clean but looking back, God 
knows what Hank and Eddie may have been up to so maybe we weren’t. The cops came 
in and I, in a very smart arse way said, ‘there might be something in those speaker 
cabinets. Why don’t you look in there?’ That pissed Dave off because they did and he had 
to pull the boxes apart and put them back together again. He was the carpenter in the 
band and always did that kind of stuff.


Hank is such a mate. Even in those days he knew I wanted to learn about composing and 
arranging and on my behalf, he committed a criminal act. Perth has a terrific climate so is 
always warm but in the heat Hank, donned a long coat and together we sidled into a 
music shop. When we left, he had a 20” Zildjian cymbal and Russ Garcia’s arranging 
book (for me), under that coat. 


Russ Garcia had arranged for Ella Fitzgerald, Louis Armstrong and many other name 
singers and at about the time of the shoplifting activity, arrived in New Zealand on a yacht 
and never left. Kerikeri in the Far North became his home and he continued to write 
arrangements internationally from there. The craft of an arranger is to write the score of a 
song for a particular instrumentation and in a particular key. Ten years later I was doing 
that sort of work for a Big Band. 


As Musical Director for ‘The Big Night In’ TV show, I had asked Russ to write an 
arrangement and flown him down to Wellington for the recording session. I told the 



musicians who were quite in awe of him, the story of Hank and I stealing his book while 
he was standing right beside me. I think he may have enjoyed hearing it but also been a 
little embarrassed because even though he was so clever, he was quite a humble man. 


Then Dave was hospitalised and a guitarist called John Pugh, who had a reputation for 
splitting bands, took his place and split the band. It may have been because his influence 
was so overwhelming, that we didn’t even think of getting Dave back when he had 
recuperated. I was quite a powerful personality when I was young and I can remember my 
father’s friends saying I should be a lawyer because I never lost an argument but as I got 
older I tended more and more, to be not so positive in my opinions and now, John Pugh 
was a more powerful personality than I. Hank and Eddie were so impressed by him that 
he became the one they listened to and I only played organ from then on because he was 
definitely the guitarist. It was a bit like a new alpha male coming into a pride of lions. I just 
shuffled off to sit under a tree on my own, would never play the guitar again and 
developed a complex that has never gone away. 


The final nail in the coffin was when the band ‘Bakery’ (to make bread) was formed and I 
wasn’t invited to join. Hank and Eddie wanted to play heavy riffy music but I thought then 
as I do now, that that music is pretentious and as boring as batshit. Sitting on a four bar, 
three note bass riff for a day and a half while the guitarist and keyboard player show how 
many licks they’ve got doesn’t do it for me. I like melody and variation but I guess I’m just 
not that ‘deep’ man. Yes, I was offended but if I’d been asked to be in the band I probably 
would have got right into it and bought a portable Hammond B3 organ. But Hank and 
Eddie’s band ‘Bakery’ was very good and The ‘Rock Mass for Love’ performance and 
recording in the Perth Cathedral, was terrific. 


Looking back it felt great to be in ‘The Avengers’ and to play in front of all those kids and 
it was different in those days. For a while we were the biggest draw card in the country 
(Ray Columbus told us) but even at the top of our popularity, only earned $30 per week 
each. When we played fourteen jobs a week as we did in Perth, (we could play four on a 
Friday and four on a Saturday and spread the other six over the other five nights) we were 
earning just $2 a gig so what’s that? 50 cents each!


When the laws were changed and bands were allowed in pubs, all the glamour went out 
of it. People were too cool to notice the band but when we were playing, what was meant 
to be a dance, turned into a concert. Those kids were younger than the pub crowd and 
would push up to the front of the stage and give the band an adrenalin rush so they 
performed as they could never do, in a pub. In pubs, bands are always being told to turn 
the volume down so now most musicians spend their lives being repressed. Even an un-
miked sax can be too loud but I never had that treatment. 


The thing that really gets to me all those years later, is that when Dave was hospitalised in 
Melbourne we never saw him again and I am so ashamed of this. I saw him back in New 
Zealand but he must have been terribly hurt that we never visited him. We were 
engrossed in our own pathetic egos but also, the new guitarist walked over everything to 
the point that we didn’t actually know what we were doing. I actually cannot remember 
what really happened but I think I must have it basically right. When he came back to NZ 
he sold his guitar to Martin Hope of “The Fourmyula,” put on his builder’s apron and built 
a house, absolutely by himself. Just like that! And that was the end of singing and playing 
music for Dave. Then he and his wife Sandra moved to England and have been there ever 
since. 




	 	 	 	 	 	       Now what?


When a band that has been together for years breaks up it is like a marriage split. Some 
guys never get over it and life can be all downhill from then on. 


 


This clip (you may have to play and pause and play a couple of times to get it going) is of 
a solo spot I did on the tele. I was nervous and emotional as I knew it was all over for ‘The 
Avengers’ and that band had been my life. (You may need to wait a few seconds before these 
videos get going - try pausing and playing again - it is good to have your tabs open and to delete the new 
video tab when you have played it. That will take you back to the previous tab and exactly where you were 
in the book) - “Out of Sight, Out of Mind” 


Getting a ‘real’ job and then being interested in it can be really difficult for a musician, 
especially if they have no qualifications and just want to play and lets be honest, be 
famous. Some give it all away as they are so sick of being broke. Many become 
depressed, especially if they peaked in their early twenties. Some even suicide. I don’t 
know if I was depressed or not but I was confused. I had lost the stability of ‘The 
Avengers’ and didn’t know who I was anymore. 


I knew I couldn’t be in a better or more popular band, especially in little old NZ and 
wanted to do something else anyway. I was burnt out from playing the sort of music that 
was played on commercial radio so just wanted to write my own music. 


https://vimeo.com/66523413


Late in his life, I saw Freddy Mercury who was a couple of months older than me saying, 
“I don’t know if I want to do that kind of music any more.” One of the last things he did 
was the operatic opening of the Barcelona Games with the Spanish soprano Montserrat 
Caballe. He too was interested in longer melodies and more complex music as were Paul 
McCartney and Billy Joel, who have both attempted to write in a different and bigger style 
than a three minute song. 


When I first came back  I didn’t really know anyone although everyone seemed to know 
me. People would ask me questions, but there was no conversation as we were not 
actually friends. In those days I would walk through Wellington with a permanent grin on 
my face, expecting to be recognised but if I did it now I’d be locked up. 


I saw a lot of folk singer Val Murphy who I had met making a record. We were in perfect 
balance and to achieve that I was extremely close to the mic and she was a long way 
away which meant that she could sing and I couldn’t. Val was known as ‘The Queen of 
Folk’ and her voice was remarkable. Her album ‘My Way of Singing’ deserved to be 
internationally successful. 


We became great musical buddies and then we became a couple. The only music I 
listened to was with Val. Julie Driscoll and Brian Auger, the first lineup of Blood, Sweat 
and Tears with Al Cooper and also, Janis Joplin with Big Brother and the Holding 
Company were favourites.


We began writing songs together and with that ‘Blood, Sweat and Tears’ influence we 
wrote ‘Lucky for Me’ and recorded it with Malcolm Hayman’s band ‘The Quincy 
Conserve.’ Malcolm was a great bandleader with a great voice but he was not a well boy. 
The legend is that he had one lung, one kidney, one testicle and one of everything of 
which most people have two. Val and I were chuffed to have these guys (including Bruno) 
playing our stuff. They couldn’t read music so I sang them their parts.

Here is Lucky For Me.

At one stage Val told me my lyrics weren’t that good and I took notice of her so now I 
could only write music to which she would put lyrics, while she could write both the music 
and lyrics for her own songs. That became another stupid lifelong hang-up so I have 
never tried to write lyrics since but should have. I reckon I could write quite good lyrics 
dammit!


I have read several autobiographies of musicians recently and two that I enjoyed a lot 
were Neil Young’s “Waging Heavy Peace” and Willie Nelson’s “My Life. It’s a long story.” 
Willie’s attitude to lyric writing is refreshing. He first started playing around with words 
even before he was a teenager and he has written a huge amount of lyrics. It seems he 
has no fear of writing something mediocre. I on the other hand think that everything I do 
has to be a masterpiece but that attitude can cut down a writer’s output drastically, 
because that self imposed pressure can make you actually afraid of beginning to write. It 
may be a better plan to just start churning things out. Some will be terrible but there may 
be a few gems in there. Yes, I now think that a less ‘precious’ approach to writing words 
and music would be good.






	 	 	     	 	     The Day Job

My purpose in life was to write music but I also needed some money coming in. My father 
got me an office boy job with him in The Association of Bakers where he held an advisory 
position after his retirement from Cadburys. I was like a fish out of water and probably 
lost a few points with him as I was so inept. I enjoyed the connection with him but it soon 
came to an end and I became a postman. I began to be quite happy about life, had 
become fit quite quickly and could be home and writing songs by lunchtime. 


Jim McFarlane who was the manager of TV1, the Wellington television channel, had been 
the boy soprano and let the curtain up and down at the shows in which my parents were 
dancing. All these years later my father met him at the races and asked him to give his 
hopeless son a job. Next thing, I was was offered a job in television. As I said, I was quite 
happy being a postman but thought I may want a job in the tele one day so, better take 
this one while it was on offer. I was paid just $3,000 a year but told I could get my name in 
the credits which was the last thing I wanted! I did not want the world to know that this 
ex-Avenger had a day job! 


On my first day John Atkinson who was a little fair haired English chap and my new boss, 
said to me the new boy, “do you like Princess Anne?” “I suppose so” I said. “I’d like to 
whip her,” he said. Either he was genuinely kinky or maybe as I suspect, was trying to get 
me to laugh and relax but it didn’t work. I desperately wanted to be somewhere else. The 
‘Dark Side of the Moon’ would have been good. Anywhere but this world that now had no 
foundation and in which music had no place. 


Suddenly, I was in a TV floor crew. I remember walking into a ridiculously small room 
which was known as the crew room, wondering who the other guys in there were and 
being made very welcome by Terry Cobham. Terry was younger than me but took me 
under his wing and showed me the ropes. 


‘The Avengers’ had been in the paper for years and were a household name which meant, 
that these guys all knew who I was but for some reason I was embarrassed about my 
past and have no idea why. In fact I wasn’t comfortable about anything at all. I didn’t 
know who I was or what I was doing any more. I became quite reclusive and thought that 
everybody else knew everything about everything. I also lacked confidence musically 
even though it appeared that others still had loads of confidence in me because when it 
came time, there was no difficulty in putting on my Rock Operas. Original shows are high 
risk ventures but people seemed happy to put their money on me. 


Being in the floor crew meant literally sweeping the floor and pouring glasses of water for 
interviewers and guests. We had to stick double-sided tape to bits of black card with 
people’s names on, to a black felt covered board. A camera would then take a shot of this 
and the name would be superimposed on to the camera shot, of the person to whom it 
referred. On occasion, these people were embarrassed that it was me who was pouring 
them a glass of water. 




The NZBC was a government outfit so we were given six monthly reports. Mine referred 
to me on two or three occasions as being ‘aloof’ but I wasn’t ‘aloof,’ I was just in my own 
little dream world and that was easily possible, as I certainly did not have to concentrate 
on my mind numbing duties. 


Phillip Sherry, Dougal Stevenson and Bill Toft were the main newsreaders in the 70s and 
the FP (front projection) machine was the most rumpty piece of equipment in the whole 
place. When we were kids our parents would come back from a trip overseas and bore 
everyone to death with a slide show. “This is us in Bangkok. Here we are in Trafalgar 
Square. Oh here’s another one in Trafalgar Square.” The trouble is,  there was absolutely 
nothing more professional about the FP machine than the little slide projectors that were 
used in our Mum’s and Dad’s slide evenings. 


The slides were put into little square metal holders that were always being bent and so 
the slide would stick. When it was stuck, half in and half out, it was embarrassing. The 
difference was that it wasn’t in front of Uncle Jack and Aunty Rita, it was in front of the 
whole country and in the same shot as a newsreader who would be extremely annoyed if 
he was embarrassed (in front of the whole country). It was nerve wracking but somehow 
that embarrassment was almost always avoided.


 


Phillip Sherry reading the news. The slide is from the FP machine! 


In those days we had ‘continuity’ girls who announced the next programme and were the 
‘face’ of the channel. The continuity studio was tiny. It contained the continuity lady and a 
newsreader sitting at desks, with a single automated camera that shot them both in turn. 
The Technical Director would make the camera move from one to the other, while a 
caption or photo or film, was on screen. Mike Robinson was the very likeable head 
cameraman who was sometimes a Technical Director so had the button to operate the 
camera, in front of him.


One evening his ‘significant other’ came to see him. As she leaned over to give him a 
kiss, the button was pushed. While the continuity girl was speaking she disappeared off 
to the left of the shot as the camera panned over old cartons, empty milk bottles and 
general rubbish, to frame up on the very correct but startled Bill Toft, who was waiting to 
read the news. Bill thought he had better do something as hundreds of thousands of 



people were looking at him. He was just about to open his mouth, (mind you the 
continuity girl was probably still speaking to a camera that was now ignoring her), when it 
took off again, back over the cartons and milk bottles, to focus on the prettier of the two 
personalities.


Studio 3 was the workhorse studio that handled day-to-day events. Between 3 and 6pm 
every afternoon, it was a stand-by facility in case the Prime Minister was assassinated or 
something else important happened. During this time I sometimes left the studio in the 
charge of my assistant and snuck off home to be with Val and Henry. The trouble is, we 
didn’t know who may turn up to the studio while I was gone and I missed out on meeting 
Dudley Moore who, apart from being very funny, was a brilliant jazz pianist and I was a 
huge fan, but also Duke Ellington among others.


The News was ‘On Air’ at 7pm and the routine was to rehearse from 6pm during which 
time the editors would dash in and out of the studio editing the script with a ballpoint pen 
and the reader had to then decipher these scribbled markings, while talking to thousands 
of people at peak viewing. Peak viewing in those days meant that everybody in the 
country was watching, as this was the ‘Network’ News and it was the only programme 
you could watch. When it was time, the transmitters on towers on top of mountains 
throughout the country, would flip around to communicate with each other and so 
broadcast as a network. At the end of the programme the transmitters would flip back to 
the positions they previously held and each area’s local news could be presented.


The newsreaders had to look down at their notes and the trick was to remember as many 
lines as possible before looking down again, to remember more lines. These days they 
don’t even pretend to look down because they are reading every word on an autocue so 
they appear to be looking straight at the camera and extremely knowledgeable. All they 
have to do now is adopt an expression that indicates they have some empathy for that of 
which they speak. 


Unfortunately there are some who look vaguely happy, even when they are telling the 
nation of a tsunami or earthquake in which thousands of people have been killed. In 
“Knickers, Knockers and Knackers,” a show of skits at Downstage Theatre in Wellington, 
one skit was of a newsreader who said – “Martians have landed in Northland and have 
wiped out the entire population as far south as Hamilton. Now sport. The match between 
Taranaki and . . . . “


In those days, only guests and VIPs used the autocue. I remember operating it one day 
for Prime Minister Keith Holyoake. The trick was to keep the script in the top third of the 
autocue frame and to do that there was a big round dial to change the speed. I thought I 
had his reading speed about right and was staring at him fascinated by what appeared to 
be built up shoes, when he started speaking more quickly. Why is he doing that? I 
thought and then I realised. While I was looking at him, I had shirked my duties and not 
kept an eye on the roll of the autocue paper. The words were disappearing out of the top 
of the frame and he was trying to keep up yet maintain some dignity.




	 	 	 	 	 	 	 Family


Val and I were married and it made the front page of the Dominion newspaper.






We had a great first year and did a lot of laughing while living at the Days Bay house. We 
thought the Big Time Wrestling was the most entertaining thing on the tele and Bridget 
Allen was our, maybe just my, I can’t remember, favourite singer. Years later she became a 
good friend.


When our first baby was born, I and some other 
expectant fathers were reading magazines in the waiting 
room when a woman started wailing down the hall. A 
guy said – ‘I’ve been through this several times now and 
it doesn’t get any easier!’ He went on and on and then 
after a while paused and asked me, ‘Is that your wife’? 
‘Yes’ I said. A while later the noise stopped and the 
doctor came to get me ‘What is it’ I asked – “Dunno” he 
said.


Henry is my second name. When this little chap was 
born we took the responsibility of giving him a name so 
seriously that he was twelve weeks old before he was 
called anything. Then one day I came home and Val and 
her mother Shirl told me the baby’s name was Henry. 
“That’s great” I said. But I was told loud and clear that it 
had absolutely nothing to do with me, they just liked the 
sound of it.


Henry slept in a very old basinet that I had slept in as a baby. It was a canvas bag that 
hung between two bits of dowelling that sat in wooden grooves in a wooden oval head 
and foot, that had elegantly outwardly curved legs. 


One night he was frighteningly sick and we had no idea what was wrong. I bundled the 
little chap into his carry cot and took off around the bays to the hospital. After what 
seemed an eternity a young doctor came out rubbing his eyes as he had been woken up 
and asked “has he turned blue yet?” (or have have you woken me up for nothing was the 
implication). Was he serious? Were we meant to wait until he turned blue?


There were no baby seats in those days so our baby was loose in a carry cot on the back 
seat which seems incredible now.




                                                 Jenifer

It was time to write a music theatre show and we did. This one was a ‘musical.’ John 
Banas and Alan Farquhar wrote the story of “Jenifer” around a dozen of our songs and 
Val and I added a few more to fill in the holes in the story. “Jenifer” did really well and ran 
for ten nights filling the 1,700 seat St James Theatre in Wellington several times.


Fran (later the mayor of Wellington) and Geoff Wilde, produced it for their company 
‘Opera Technique’ and it got them out of financial strife for the first time in twelve years. 

They insisted on waiting for Dicki Johnstone the star 
director, who had just been directing Inia Te Wiata in New 
York as Porgy in ‘Porgy and Bess, to come back to the 
country. This would have been about thirty years after my 
grandfather had shared a cabin with Inia on the ship to 
England. I was a bit nervous of this top level theatre chap 
dealing with our show as he may think it a ‘load of old 
cobblers’ but he didn’t. He really liked it! 


Dicki Johnstone


Dicki was memorable. A red rug on his head, a hip flask in 
his pocket, a cigarette permanently on the go and no 

shoes. Didn’t like them. Now, forty three years later, he is 
still a great friend but doesn’t smoke, doesn’t drink, the rug has turned grey and he has 
put on some shoes. Now he is a counsellor in his home town of Gisborne. When I asked 
him if he missed the theatre he said “this is like theatre every day.”


Apart from the rock band we had acoustic instruments 
like strings that either Tony Backhouse or Ian 
McDonald who was conducting, had arranged as I 
hadn’t learned to do that yet. Simon Morris was 
playing guitar and when it came to his solos he would 
open the door that the musicians came through from 
beneath the stage to enter the orchestra pit, because 
his amp had been put through the door to quieten it 
down. He would play his screaming solo and then 
dramatically kick the door shut at the end of it.


The theatre was haunted and the ghost was 
supposedly a mad Russian dancer and some in the 
cast reckoned they saw him but I didn’t and am not 
totally convinced.


There were no recordings made but we did make a few 
demos and here is one. When I listen to this I never fail 
to be impressed by the singing. Val was unique. It 
wasn’t a rock voice and it wasn’t an opera voice but it 
was a very good voice. I never even thought of 
changing a key for her, just expected her to sing the song in whatever key I had written it. 
The way she finishes the last note in ‘The Middle of the Day’ is great. 






               



In the meantime we bought our first house at 17 Kenya St, Ngaio in Wellington. It cost just 
$12,800 and had just two bedrooms, so I knew we 
would have to move one day. Settling down in one 
house forever terrified the hell out of me. 


Then our second son Dylan was born.


I bought a pale yellow Bedford CA van, which was a 
strange wee vehicle. The driver’s and passenger’s 
doors were sliding which was unusual in those days. 
Guitarist Mike Farrell told me that he had one of these 
vans and was driving along with the door open when 
he had to slam on the brakes. this in turn caused the 
door to slam shut but it did more than that. it 
continued on to land on the road in front of the van.


Dylan is his cowboy suit

                                                       that his mum knitted	       




          


The floor behind the front seats is is raised but still 
the little guys couldn’t see out of the window so I 
went to a wrecker’s and bought the front seat of a 
Chrysler Regal, put it in the back and raised it as 
high as I could so they could see.	 	 	
	 	 	 


Henry in my shoes at the baby grand	 	 	
	 	                

Baby seats would have done the trick but as I said 
they didn’t exist in those days. behind the seat was 
enough space for trikes and things if we wanted to 
go for a picnic or to a distant playground.


Geoff Wilde told me, that the queues of people 
coming to the show went right round the block, 
which meant that it was very successful. 


The queues of immensely talented singers and 
dancers, ‘gypsies’ as they are called in New York, also go right round the block when 
shows are auditioning. This means that there are thousands of performers who will have 
trained for years and can sing, dance, act, ride a horse, drive a car and anything else they 
are asked if they can do, on their resume. But in dear old NZ we didn’t have that training 
and the singers in “Jenifer” weren’t the greatest actors in the world. They would sing 
which was ok, but then they would speak which was not so ok. No one speaks in an 
opera so the singers can just sing and not have to worry about talking but apart from that, 
‘musicals’ were beginning to lose their charm to me. I found the transition between 
speaking and singing very odd and wanted to write an opera next.


	 	 	       		 VALDRAMAR

John Banas, Val and me embarked on writing our opera. The story goes that after a huge 
holocaust, the survivors on the surface of the earth were forced underground where they 
now lived in the city of ‘Valdramar’ in the light of ‘The Stone.’ This magical stone gave 
everlasting life and youth, to anyone who lived in its light. The evil wizard Pammazaptah 
was already old when he too, was forced beneath the earth’s surface where he lived in his 
lair on his own. 


‘Once in every annum’s turning,’ light from the sun came down through a crack in the 
ground and recharged the stone during the ‘Festival of the New Light.’ But this year, 
during the celebrations, the wizard snuck in and whipped it away, just as the light of the 
sun was about to touch it. Luckily, the young prince who was also named Valdramar, 
snatched it back from old codger but was left with the problem of taking it to the surface 
to reveal it to the sun, for a recharge. It was on this quest that the wizard threw everything 



he could, at our young hero and his mates, so they would runaway in fear and leave the 
Stone behind and he could keep it for himself.




The show was quite dark and its 
creator John Banas was also a little 
dark and introduced Val and I to 
séances. One evening a ghost called 
Michael Hopper came to visit. 
Apparently he had worked on the 
wharves and died of multiple sclerosis 
at the age of forty-four. John said he 
was a nice chap who used to like 
watching me writing at the piano and 
was very fond of our two wee boys. I 
can’t say I was a hundred percent 
comfortable with that and would 
rather have done the baby sitting on 
my own.


When we bought the house we found a little cross, made of some sort of thick dried 
grass or it may have been flax. Someone had obviously taken some care in making the 
cross and we didn’t want to throw it away so instead, threw it into the back of a kitchen 
cupboard.


On one of these séance nights, Sarah who was John’s wife at the time and had had 
enough of her husband’s freaky behaviour, excused herself and went down the hall to the 
kitchen, to occupy herself with a book. In the séance we had a sign which was ‘from the 
kitchen.’ I thought, ‘Sarah’s down there’ and ran down the hall to see if she was ok. I 
found her happily engrossed in a book so returned to the lounge where John and Val 
were staring wide-eyed at the Ouija board. Right in the middle of it, was the little grass 
cross. ‘From the kitchen.’ How did it come from the back of the kitchen cupboard to the 
middle of the ouija board at the other end of the house?


One of the obstructions that Pammazaptah threw in the way of our hero travellers was a 
trio of evil women, ‘The Echoes.’ The travellers entered a cave that echoed and started 
playing around with the sound but then the echoes came to life. ‘Greed’, ‘Lust’ and ‘Envy’ 
liked to eat people who stumbled into their vicinity so it was not looking too good for our 
heroes at this point, but it was also highly sexual. ‘Lust’ (Krissy Klocek) was particularly 
hot so some of the chaps were keen to hang around.


While we were writing, Val was in ‘Charlie Brown’ at Downstage Theatre where 
“Valdramar” would be performed one day. One evening I was babysitting and writing the 
’echoes’ scene. The scene that was actually produced wasn’t a patch on what was going 
on inside my head so when there was a huge clash of thunder I nearly fell off the piano 
seat. I thought I was actually in the scene and so was the storm.


Then it was time for Val and I to demonstrate the whole show to our new and very excited 
cast, completely on our own. Just the two of us and a terrible piano. Val was amazing and 
had to sing everybody’s part and just to think of doing that is exhausting. I had an 
abscess in my mouth at the time but would have been completely carried away playing 
our brand new show to all these singers and musicians so would probably not have felt a 



thing. But it must have been quite painful as the next day I had to have a tooth out to 
release it.


The text for part of 
scene 1 of ‘Valdramar’ 
follows and is from the 
scene in this photo. 
The wizard (Robin 
Simenauer) has 
summoned his female 
counterpart (Val 
Murphy) and together 
they torment the 
imprisoned Laspar 
(Andy Anderson) and 
plot to steal the stone. 
The recording is live 
and the balance is a 
bit rough but the band 
is pretty tight.


	 	 	
	 	 SCENE 1 - THE WIZARD’S LAIR


Pammazaptah:

My eyes are a lightening strike on a witching night 
And my arms reach way beyond the stars 
My mind there’s a power there, ooh hypnotic stare 
That will vanquish, vanquish Valdramar - aah the stone! 

All the . . . . .  all the countless machinations 
I’ve spent seven generations, seven generations in my quest 
Seeking the stone 
All the power of my magic, all my necromantic gadgets,  
all the mystical equations failed to secure me the stone. 
Aah the stone! 

My eyes are a lightening strike on a witching night 
And my arms reach way beyond the stars 
My mind there’s a power there, ooh hypnotic stare 
That will vanquish, vanquish Valdramar - 
What’d I say? Say again! 
Will, van, quish, Val, dra, mar. Vanquish Valdramar! 

Laspar:

      Will, van, quish, Val, dra, mar.  





Pammazaptah:

I can make light but it is not life light 
The stone and all who live in it’s power 
They will never pass their prime and look at me 

Laspar:

Old and withered, lonely wizard 
Flesh all scarred with scaly time 
Puckered and pushed all out of line 

Pammazaptah:

The secret’s there, it’s there, it’s there within the stone the secret’s lying 
I need to find, to find, the key to youth I am seeking 
Oh it’s got to be there 

Laspar:

And you know youth, you’ve watched it grow through me 
You tortured it and explored it and me, my pain you never noticed 
You’ve watched it grow from top to toe 
Just so you could overcome it 
Oh you told me so 

Pammazaptah:

It’s not enough I need the stone! 

These words of power now command my second self be near at hand 
A mind that’s black a body free to fill her shape’s periphery! 

Out of the shades of my mind, I summon a vision a city in darkness 
A world full of pain and fear and darkest oblivion 
And it’s torturing me and it’s torturing me 
my vision is giving me pain 
For it is not yet reality and it only exists an my dreams 

And my dream is mirrored in the eyes of my friend 
and we both see and we both know it cannot yet be 

There is one in the city Tandros 
Tandros will help us with this dreaming 
Call on the prince who is hated  
Call out the black prince, call Tandros 

And our dream is mirrored in the eyes of my friend 
and we both see and we both know the way it must be 
Ooh soon will be.  

“Valdramar” was very ‘Lord of the Rings’ but was also many years before those movies 
were made, so we weren’t jumping on a bandwagon. I became totally immersed and 
wrote most of the music to John’s libretto while Val would write the other scenes on her 
own, both words and music.




Most older singers and actors don’t get 
trashed before they go on stage as they 
may have done early in their careers. They 
may have some sort of ‘kicker’ as I would, 
maybe a decent Jameson’s Irish but many 
of the young cast of ‘Valdramar’ were drunk, 
stoned or both. 


Bruno Lawrence came in one night and 
went back stage. He asked Andy Anderson 
who was already fairly smashed, to open his 
mouth and poke out his tongue. On to that 
tongue he slapped a tab of LSD that kicked 
in half way through the show. Andy was 
playing Laspar, a tortured captive in a cage 
with the very powerful Robin Simenauer 
playing his evil captor. According to Andy, 
Pammazaptah scared the hell out Laspar 
that night.


The “Valdramar” set was floor to ceiling 
underworld caves so involved a lot of plaster over wire mesh. At the end of the six-week 
season, it was awful to see it being torn apart and demolished. To me, it was highly 
symbolic, that’s it, it’s all over. I must have been looking a little upset when the producer, 
the lovely Sunny Amey, took me out of the auditorium with her arm around me 
protectively. We were very lucky to have her in that production.


Then Andy Anderson played his new Stevie Wonder album through the theatre P.A., which 
made us feel a lot less glum. In the months and years that followed, Stevie’s music 
became that which I most loved and respected. When Dylan was just eighteen months 
old he would be looking at a book while we were listening to the album yet again and 
when ‘Boogie on Reggae Woman’ began, he would pitch himself off the couch and dance 
like I have never seen a two year old do before or since. 


During the six weeks of the “Valdramar” season, Norman Kirk, the Prime Minister of New 
Zealand, was terminally ill. I found out about this a few years later, when I had to write the 
music for David Baldock’s documentary “August ’74: Death of a Prime Minister.” ‘Big 
Norm’ as he was affectionately known, was taken through the back door of the Home of 
Compassion in Island Bay and nursed by the Catholic Sisters but he was never seen 
alive, again. Many people think there were suspicious circumstances but many dismiss 
that idea. Had he been poisoned, was the question. There were complications with the 
SIS and MP Bill Sutch and the Prime Minister. It was all quite exciting for little old NZ but 
we were so caught up with the show that we didn’t have a clue of what was going on in 
the world apart from that.


When writing “Valdramar” I still had my day job in television but could write for three or 
four hours every night. In many ways an amateur has more time to write than a 
professional as the income of an amateur’s day job, allows them to not constantly worry 
about money coming in. 




	 	 	    	 	   London Agent

We were so proud of “Valdramar” that Val persuaded me to go to the UK to sell it. So off I 
went. I met some fine NZ actors and actresses who had spent months trying to get an 
agent but with no luck, because their accent was a handicap. I didn’t think it would be 
difficult for a New Zealander to sound genuinely English but apparently it was. I was 
selling a score and script so didn’t have to speak and got an agent almost immediately 
but he did nothing at all. He just sat on it and all I could do was wait. 


I knew actress Ginette (Nettie) McDonald and visited her while she was huddled over a 
tiny little one bar electric heater in her flat in Swiss Cottage. One night she said ‘let’s go 
and see Paul.’ I had no idea that I was to work with this guy in the tele when we got back 
home and that many years later he would become Sir Paul Holmes. I grew to like him a 
lot. He was very witty and very caring of people, apart from some he interviewed on the 
tele.


I realised I was quite close to where my father came from and had nothing to do while 
waiting for this dropkick theatrical agent, who did even less. He held on to my precious 
opera and stopped me from seeing anyone else with it, while doing nothing himself. I may 
as well not have had an agent at all. 


I took The Flying Scotsman train to stay with family friends, John and Ann Dunlop who 
lived several floors up in a very nice grey stone apartment building in Edinburgh. When 
John asked me if I would like to see the Edinburgh Castle I said that actually I’d like to 
see where my father had lived. ‘Certainly my boy’ and off we went to Glasgow. The 
suburb was Mount Florida (I wondered if I was in America for a moment) and the street 
ended with steps down to a train station. I can remember standing outside number 8 and 
feeling very emotional, imagining my father growing up there. When I got home I told my 
mother and she said – ‘it was number 6 you silly boy.’ 


Back to London and still there was nothing happening. When I couldn’t get through to the 
agent (yet again) I smashed a phone in a phone box which is most unlike me and goes to 
show how incredibly frustrated I was and it was time to go home. My trip to the other side 
of the world had been unsuccessful. 


The last thing I had to do was go to Hamlins the huge toy store, to get something special 
for my boys. I bought a jumbo jet that didn’t fly but whirred and went along the ground, a 
dolphin with baby attached by a string for bath time and a remote controlled racing car. I 
got them home and there was much excitement as they were unpacked but the plane 
went ‘whirr phutt’ never to go again and the car didn’t do nuthin.’ It was so disappointing. 


I realised pretty soon after I got home that our marriage was on its way out but looking 
back, it would never have worked for various reasons.




	 	 	 	 The Grunt Machine


On my return from England after trying to turn “Valdramar” into an international ‘hit’ I went 
back to the day job. Producer Mark Westmoreland asked me to help him make a pop 
show as I had so many contacts in the music business. 


First I got Peter Blake out of the ‘programme schedules’ office. Peter was a great organ 
player and I thought he’d enjoy the new position. I also got Andy Anderson who had been 
in “Valdramar,” as the front man.


The designer Ron Highfield, who was a little Aussie bloke with a big black moustache, 
came to the meeting saying “let’s call it the Screen Machine.” The meeting continued 
while Ron and I had a whispered conversation. He asked me how my trip to London had 
gone and when I mentioned the freezing flats that people lived in we started talking about 
beds. He jokingly said that he called his bed ‘The Farter.’ Let’s call it “The Fart Machine” 
he said. I said, I call my bed ‘The Grunter.’ Why don’t we call it “The Grunt Machine”? So 
we did, but I should have also patented the name so every petrol head from that day forth 
would have to pay me a fee when referring to their own ‘Grunt Machine.‘      


As a floor manager I was always uncomfortable when having to relay some of the stupid 
instructions that I received from a director or even a technical director, to my musician 
friends.


I remember once, after the Technical Director had 
pointed his lights, having to tell Tim Finn to stand still 
on one spot. This was when “Split Enz” were at their 
zaniest and totally unpredictable. TV cameras need a 
lot of light, or they don’t see anything at all. So the 
problem was that if he didn’t stand still on one spot, he 
would go out of light and disappear - it was up to him. I 
didn’t attempt to tell Tim to remain stationary and he 
continued to move wherever he liked so the lighting 
was forced to adjust to cover a larger area. Imagine the 
Rolling Stones coming on the show and a floor 
manager saying ‘Hey Mick. Stand here and don’t 
move!’


     A still from the Grunt Machine titles


That reminds me of a similar kind of story Val told me when she was recording. It was an 
emotional song in which she wanted to sing quite loudly. The producer told her to sing 
quietly but they would turn her volume up on the panel. I don’t know how some people 
get the jobs they do!


But we should have been stronger in The Grunt Machine. We should have told the 
musicians to shorten solos but we didn’t and the audience was bored rigid by ridiculously 
long songs. Many were instrumentals, which are not well loved by the ‘public’ even if they 
are quite short. Inevitably the programme was canned and all three people who watched 
it were disappointed. It was all a bit indulgent actually.




	 	      		 Network News Theme

TVNZ was to move to the new Avalon studios and many programmes were to receive a 
facelift. That is when the News editor Doug Eckoff asked me to write a new News Theme. 
To me, this was a big deal and I was determined to do a good job. I never copied styles or 
used clichés, unless specifically requested and wanted my theme to be unique, so I 
purposefully did not research other examples of News Themes. 


My thoughts were that the News needed solemnity and a solid 'no nonsense’ element, 
but it also needed to be exciting. How to put these two things together was the problem. I 
decided to literally overlay them and to have something solid going on while something 
exciting was rushing along with it. This faster element was influenced by the acoustic 
guitar strum that Richie Havens was playing as he went up in a lift to the stage at 
Woodstock singing “Motherless Child.”


I literally had two drummers, one (Tom Swainson from ‘Red Eye’ at the time) playing a 
straight ahead feel and the other (Chris Fox) adding the excitement over the top with a 
double time hi-hat pattern. I did the same with the bass. I got Eddie from The Avengers 
who had by now come home from his time in Bakery in Australia, to lay down a solid riff 
and keyboard player Bob Smith playing a double time pattern on a clavinet. What a great 
little instrument that is.


The lead instrument needed to be modern and stately with the kind of strength that ten 
French Horns in unison at the top of their range have but couldn’t afford that and it has 
been heard a million times before. I wanted something different. Radio NZ engineer Garry 
Clark dashed across town, to get some magical piece of equipment that would meld an 
electric guitar, (played by Max Saunders) with an Arp Odyssey synth (played by moi) and 
it worked. That was my lead instrument. 


	 	                   	 	 	 Avalon

The Avalon staff was so isolated that very soon they became very close and a lot of 
liaisons in dark film editing rooms and dope smoking in the basement went on.


A few months down the track director/
producer Brian Lennane, asked me to direct 
a song even though I had had no training at 
all apart from having heard what directors 
said to me as a floor manager, in my 
earphones. Mark Williams, who years later 
replaced the late Marc Hunter as the lead 
singer of Dragon, was going to sing the 
song. I had to floor manage all day and then 
climb the two story steel spiral staircase in 
the corner of Studio 8 and without any 
mental preparation at all, take the director’s 
chair. The next week I became one of the 
two original directors for the new pop show 

	 Avalon. The big roof behind the tower                which was called ‘Ready to Roll.’

                       is of the studio block




The most important people to me as a director were the vision mixers or vision switchers 
as they are often called these days. The lady I worked with was either Adrienne Walker 
who was forever knitting a fluffy cardigan or Barbara (Barbie) Williams who later married 
the show’s frontman Roger Gascoigne. 


Roger could ‘cradle’ anything meaning, talk over the 
introduction of a song and time it perfectly into the 
first line from the singer.


Barbie could read music so I could write rhythmic 
camera cuts on the camera script. Music shows need 
to cut between cameras on a beat or an accent so 
that the cut points are less noticeable. I could write 
really unusual and snappy timing for the cuts and 
Barbie would be right on it. I think she enjoyed doing 
that. When I worked with Adrienne, she too could 
read music but now, had to put down her knitting. For 
a director to get Adrienne to put down her knitting 
was a real coup.	 	 	 	 	 	 	
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	   Roger Gascoigne


As a director I learned the hard way. For example, a camera in a wide shot shooting 
distant elements, needs to go past something in the foreground, before it can be seen to 
be moving very quickly. I had a big high wide shot on camera two which, along with the 
cameraman, was on the end of the big brand new crane. There had never been such a 
piece of equipment in the old studios and directors tended to use it a lot and I was no 
exception. 


On this day I had it crabbing (moving sideways) as fast as it could but there were no 
foreground elements, so it did not appear to be going fast at all. But it was actually going 
so fast that it was dangerous and the cameraman who was peering into his viewfinder, 
had to trust the driver implicitly but this cameraman did not. Malcolm Kemp was a very 
straight but wry and amusing chap and was on that camera that day. He gave me a fair 
bollocking, for being dangerous and directing it to go at high speed and for no apparent 
reason. 


Here is a song that I directed featuring Bunny Walters. The band is ‘Rocking Horse’ and 
has Kevin Bayley (who I mention later) on guitar, Clint Brown ( bass) and Keith Norris 
(drums). Wayne Mason who wrote the Fourmyula songs including the very famous 
“Nature (enter me)” is playing piano and Carl Evensen who sang the song, is playing 
acoustic guitar. The backing singers left to right are Val, Tony Backhouse and the late 
‘Beaver.’ It looks incredibly primitive compared to light entertainment shows these days 
especially the very unplanned chat between Bunny and Roger at the end - Ready to Roll


One of the main things that put NZ light entertainment shows on the back foot compared 
to UK and US shows, was that we had no writers. Overseas shows can have several 
credits for writers but we would just insert a frontman between a singer or a band and 
basically say ‘it’s over to you. Be witty and incredibly entertaining all on your own!’ 


John Nurse and Mary Rose Birchenouf were my flat mates at Days Bay and those were 
really funny days. I liked those two immensely. John was a studio cameraman who I 
worked with and flying, was his hobby. He took me for a flight and once let me take the 

https://vimeo.com/146969125


controls. It was a great feeling being up there and so free, a quick hop over the Rimutakas 
and you are in the Wairarapa, just like that. Then they went back to England never to be 
heard of or from, again.


It was time to get another flat mate. God it’s a small world. I went to a party at TV 
producer John Barnett’s house and there was Lorraine, an old girl friend of Hank. She is 
now the mother of actor/heart throb Karl Urban and that night was with Nettie’s brother 
Michael. He was looking for a place to live and I suggested he move into Days Bay. I think 
that some of the locals presumed he and I were gay. Michael liked to cook and we had a 
few sociable meals that on occasion ended in dessert and a spot of skinny dipping. The 
wine, the moonlight on the water, young love, excellent! 


         

The Days Bay barbie, L - R Terry Crayford, me, Jeremy 


         Littlejohn, Janet Crayford, Michael and Nettie McDonald


On the left in the photo is Terry Crayford who is a great friend and an extremely talented 
jazz pianist and his wife Janet is one of my favourite people in the world. I know how I felt 
when I look in this bemused way at Terry. It is because he is nine years older than me and 
we have very different musical taste and I would like him to like some of the music that I 
like. My theory is that the music that people naturally feel most, is the music they grew up 
with and he would have been in his late teens when rock and pop music came in. By then 
his taste would already have been solidly in The Great American Songbook and this new 
music didn’t do it for him. I may be wrong but that’s what I think. When I was an ‘Avenger’ 
he was brought into the studio to sort out a few musical problems and write some 
arrangements. Even then I sensed that this music that he had to deal with was for him, all 
a bit silly really. Eddie was very impressed and thought Terry looked like Clint Eastwood. 


Years later I worked on some great ads with Jeremy Littlejohn who is an advertising copy 
writer and also in the photo. Wellington is such a small town - everyone knows everyone. 
His ‘art director’ partner was Daryl Watt who was an old flame of Val’s and played in ‘The 
Band of Hope’ jug band with her. The three of us did an ad for Freshup together and it is 
a bit further on.




Then I was taken out of the music shows and put into the goddam ‘talk’ shows 
department where I knew nothing at all. I was moved into a programme called “Today at 
One” and the producer, who was known as the ‘smiling knife,’ wasn’t pleased to see me. 
His previous director had been his wife and now she and I had swapped places. She was 
a tough West Coast girl who smoked quite a lot and had nicotine stains from doing 
Chinese drawbacks. I liked her a lot but doubt she could tap her foot in time so was not a 
huge bonus to the music shows and I knew nothing at all about anything on the news. 
Why do the people in charge make these sorts of stupid decisions? Why not have 
directors who specialise?


The good part about that show was the front lady who was terrifyingly smart and very 
funny. Together, she and I would travel the country with a production secretary and do the 
show from different towns. Before TVNZ moved up to Auckland, those studios were a 
very modest affair. When I asked where the control room was, I was directed to an 
outside broadcast (OB) van, which was inside and under a roof, but it was still an OB van. 
I had never even been inside one of these trucks let alone run it and the show was ‘live.’ 


‘Live’ television production is highly stressful but at thirty seconds to one o’clock, which 
was the ‘on-air’ time, I put my hand on my heart and could hardly feel a pulse. This is not 
exciting I thought. I really wanted to get back to music again but quite enjoyed directing 
so life wasn’t too bad.


As a director I had snuck in the back door with no training or formal appointment but as I 
understood it, if a director had clocked up a hundred hours of ‘on air’ time, he was in. I 
was just approaching this point when a senior producer/director decided he would come 
and see what I was up to. I had a lot of respect for him as he had produced a highly 
acclaimed TV series in the UK, but he just didn’t like me and I don’t know why.


I had a big directing job. A twenty-five minute ‘live’ interview with five guests. Again, 
thank God for the Vision Mixing ladies. In a live interview, the director and Vision Mixers 
are constantly listening to the interview while scanning the five monitors which are the 
camera men’s individual viewfinders, for a smile, a smirk, a fast one liner or any sort of 
reaction. The cut to that particular camera had to be instant or you would miss the 
response. 


In TV lingo you have a wideshot (WS), long shot (LS), midshot (MS), medium closeup 
(MCU) which means putting the breast pocket in the bottom of frame, the closeup (CU) or 
the extreme closeup (ECU) which has the eyes at the top and mouth at the bottom of the 
frame. Every cameraman has his own version of these shots so they flick a switch on their 
viewfinder, to see the other cameramen’s viewfinders and match the shot. A director has 
far too much to do, watching for reactions, to tell the cameramen to tighten or loosen the 
shot so he leaves it to them as I did on that fateful day.


At the end of the interview I was buzzing, people were congratulating me (although as I 
have said, I had a huge thank you to make to the vision mixer) and I was in no mood to be 
criticised. Before shrinking as I have done in my advancing age, I was a bit over six foot 
one while my superior was about four foot twelve on tippy toes, but he was the boss and 
had witnessed my performance from the back of the control room.


Now it was ‘notes’ time and off we went to a place where we could talk. I sat in a chair 
while he sat on a table so he could look down on me but all he could tell me was that my 



MCUs didn’t match. As I said, in a ‘live’ situation like that, you look for reactions and 
don’t split hairs over matching camera shots. 


The previous night I had witnessed a similar interview programme, directed by him. He 
had set the chairs for the interview in a V shape rather than a curve and put the 
interviewer who obviously gets the most shots, on the end of this V rather than the 
middle. This is not an easy position to cover so what we got was shots of people 
coughing, looking bored or generally having nothing to do with what was going on. And 
now, here was the master telling the novice (and I was a novice but I reckon, he wasn’t 
much better at studio direction) how to do things. 


In my stupidity and without any thought at all to my future in television I said, ‘I saw your 
programme last night’ implying that it wasn’t much cop. At which point, he spun around 
on his table and disappeared like an angry hobbit. 


So. That was it, the beginning of the end of my TV directing career. There were a few 
months before I was formally demoted in which I went on to learn about film. I was 
buddied up with a junior film director who I quite liked. The plan was for him to tell me 
about what he did with a film cameraman and sound operator out in ‘the field’, while I 
was to teach him (what I had never been taught) about video direction in a TV studio. He 
saw a lot of what I did, but although I didn’t see anything at all of what he did, suddenly I 
was a film director. Really? Into the deep end again I went, feeling most uncomfortable 
and knowing absolutely nothing about what I was meant to be doing. 


I had to direct the Gardening programme. The best thing about it was that I also got to 
write the music to the opening and closing titles which were animated, but pretty badly. 
NZ animation was primitive in those days but the titles were all about plants and worms 
and a close-up of a gardener’s boot stepping on a bug and it was generally a lot of fun. If 
I could hum it on this page I would. 


Worzel Gummidge was a favourite book of mine as a child and had characters like 
Hannah Harrow and Earthy Mangold. Eion Scarrow sounds like a mix between ‘sparrow’ 
and ‘scarecrow’ and could also have been in that book. In real life it was the perfect name 
for the gardening programme front man. Eion and whoever the cameraman was that 
week, sensed my insecurity so ignored me and made their own plans of how to do 
everything. These sorts of programmes require direction that needs to be made up on the 
spot and you never know what you have got until the day begins. Questions like - is it 
raining? - where to put the camera without treading on the roses - is there a noisy road 
nearby? 


The problem with a noisy road or a plane flying past is that film usually uses just one 
camera. This means that every change of shot is made at a different time. If there is a car 
going past, the sound of it will suddenly disappear on a shot change and reappear if you 
cut back to that shot in the editing process. At the end of shooting in each location the 
sound recordist would call out “thirty seconds buzz” or another phrase that meant 
“everybody be completely silent as I need to record the atmos (atmosphere).” This ‘buzz’ 
track would then be laid through the scene or patch up any holes in the sound. Every 
place on earth has its own unique sound and it is never totally silent. It can be very quiet 
but never totally silent. I hadn’t realised that before.


Over the next few weeks I sensed that I wasn’t very popular with my superior and that my 
days were numbered so I asked him for some help. This was to appear concerned and 



keen to learn, although I wasn’t quite sure of what help I needed. Anyway there we were 
again, old mates, he and I, alone and both feeling fairly raw. 


I asked him how to cut ‘time’ and ‘space’ continuity. I had recently heard these terms and 
worked out what they meant so tried to sound learned. ‘Time’ continuity is how in this 
case, to cut a whole day’s activity, namely one man moving a lemon tree, down to exactly 
seventeen minutes or whatever the programme duration was and make it look completely 
natural. ‘Space’ continuity is how to get from here to there and back again and again, 
make it look completely natural. His reaction was to leave immediately, as he had once 
before. This time he said “frankly Clive, I find every remark you make to be vaguely piss-
making’ whatever that meant but whatever it was I could tell it wasn’t good. There you go, 
another nail. 


My career as a television director was history and I was reduced to being a floor manager 
again and then – you wouldn’t believe it, I had to be his assistant for the whole of the next 
year. Can you imagine the atmosphere between he and I in the same office? 


Avalon was booming for a while. Studio 8 was the biggest TV studio in the southern 
hemisphere. The studio block contained five studios, many film editing rooms, the 
‘wardrobe’ department, ‘set’ department, makeup and more and there were nine floors of 
offices in the ‘tower’ block. Directors, producers, production assistants, editors and all 
those people who make programmes, could be seen hurrying down the long corridor of 
the studio block with clipboards and ballpoint pens, excited about their new projects.


Unfortunately, not long after the place was underway Ian Cross, who was the boss (and 
had also written ‘The God Boy’ which was made into a TV drama possibly because the 
boss had written it), called a meeting. There we all were in the big new café when he said 
– “you have done so well we are going to take most of your money away and give it to the 
other TV channel and Radio NZ.”


“Ah” we thought. “We’ve done too well. What we need to do is not be so enthusiastic and 
not try to make the best programmes we can.” To me, that was the beginning of the end 
and the place was never the same.


	 	 	      		    A Great Year!


Back in the late 60s I had returned to University to study music but very quickly decided 
that University was of no earthly use to anyone who was planning to make a living as a 
composer. I may be being harsh but it seemed to me that what was being taught was for 
the most part unmelodic, uninteresting and academic rubbish. Now all these years later 
when I decided to learn to become a composer and arranger I didn’t even think about 
doing so in New Zealand.


When thinking of where and how I could study overseas, trombonist and bandleader 
Rodger Fox, told me I should go to study at the Dick Music Workshops so I made 
enquiries. Yes, they said, I could arrive with no qualifications and do the CAP course 
which stood for ‘Composing and Arranging Programme’.




I applied for a years leave without pay from TVNZ and it was my understanding that I had 
actually got it. This meant that if my intended music career didn’t eventuate, I could 
always fall back on my television job. Not so, as I was to find out.


In those days I would often invite myself around to Terry Crayford’s rambling ramshackle 
villa, where he was a solo Dad to his two boys Jonathan and Greg. Jonathan is now one 
of the best piano players ever to come out of this country and he is also a lovely bass 
player. I think Terry’s daughter Bindy was with her mum. It was no trouble to him to throw 
an extra plate on his big farmyard table in order to feed the very grateful but possibly too 
regular visitor. 


Down the hall was a wreck of a grand piano that he would often play. He has huge fingers 
and needs pinpoint accuracy, so as not to play two notes when he is aiming for just one. 
To Terry, you can either play or you can’t, so he has no time for music schools. At the end 
of a day he and I were reflecting on the meaning of life while looking at the sea over the 
Days Bay wall. When I was little I used to play right there by the wall, under a saw horse 
that had a cross of wood at each end. I would cover it with a towel or an old sheet and 
make it a secret place. I could play for hours on my own when I was a child. I am glad we 
didn’t have television and knew how to amuse ourselves and thank God for a healthy 
imagination. 


There I was in the exact same spot twenty five years later, telling Terry I was going to 
study in L.A. ‘What are they going to teach you Cocks?’ he asked, in a vaguely superior 
tone. He wouldn’t have a clue of the instinctive knowledge he has and that mere mortals 
like me, have to learn this stuff. 


‘You should stay in a flash place on the first and last nights of a trip’ was Michael’s 
advice. He had had a great ‘O.E.’ with his mate John Clarke who you may remember was 
Fred Dagg. The two had nearly died of alcoholic poisoning in Scotland and there are 

many more stories that they could tell but ok, a flash place 
sounded good to me. I booked into a nice hotel in downtown L.A. 
and on the second night I moved a few blocks away to a distinctly 
grubbier pad, the Figueroa Hotel. I was staring forlornly at the 
huge flashing neon ‘I’ of Figueroa outside my window and hearing 
an occasional shout or scream or siren from the streets below. I 
thought “if I don’t go out, I won’t go out” which is an odd thing to 
say but I did say it and off I trotted to see a show at The Dorothy 
Chandler Pavilion which hosts many of the TV awards shows.  


At the door was a lady who had a seat for sale as her friend hadn’t 
shown up. That was the lovely Anita Jaskol and we got on really 
well immediately. I then had to get on with going to the school and 
finding somewhere to stay. I checked into a motel that stunk of 
cigarettes and even though I was a smoker myself in those days 
this really stunk! It was one of those two storey buildings of two or 
three wings surrounding a carpark. These are so typical of L.A. 
and I see them all the time on the tele.


Then like an angel Anita called by (in her metallic blue Datsun 
180B with the number plate ‘Aneata’) to see if I was doing all right 
and suddenly life was a whole lot more pleasant. We became an


         Anita Jaskol             item and had a great year together.




	   

      


The Dick Grove Music Workshops

Fronting up at the school was a bit of a worry. Were they going to accept me? Was I 
going to cut it? I made the appointment and went into Dick Grove’s office where the man 
himself was opening letters with a penknife. 


The only music I had brought to play him was my News Theme which was extremely well 
known at the bottom of the world but no-one had heard it anywhere else and certainly not 
in Los Angeles, the home of some of the most fantastic music on the planet! Without 
looking up he said, ‘sounds like you’ve got a good idea of rhythm.’ I perked up.


 

Dick Grove - my teacher


The Immigration guy at the airport had not been a happy chap and when he asked why I 
wanted to stay for a year, I said that I wanted to study at The Dick Grove Music 
Workshops. ‘Never heard of it. Go to Juilliard’ he replied. Imagine a musician being told 
where to study, by an ‘immigration’ guy at the airport!         

  

Somehow the story changed and melded into me saying I was going to live with my 
brother. Aldwyn was in New York on a year long course at the time, but of course that was 
on the other side of the country so wasn’t going to happen. ‘It’s a long time to stay with 
your brother’ he said and bang, stamped my passport. Six months is what I got. If he 
hadn’t had a fight with his wife that morning or whatever the reason was that he was in 
such a foul mood, I may have got longer. 




This meant that after six months I was going to be an overstayer and I mentioned it to 
Dick. He just kept opening envelopes and having another drag on his cigarette. ‘Hasn’t 
happened yet. Sit in on Monday and see how you go,’ he said. That meant come along to 
class and see if I can hack it meaning, see if I can stand the pace. So I did and I did!  I 
knew the standard would be high. The school was regarded as a post-grad course and 
most students already had a Masters degree or something similar from a highly regarded 
university such as Texas State but I did not. 


By the time I started in March 1979, the rest of the thirty students had already studied one 
part harmony, which I don’t understand to this day. Harmony surely means one 
instrument working with another or several others. Anyway, one part harmony had been 
covered and then two part, three, four and by the time I joined the class, they were 
already on to five part harmony. This basically means how to write block harmony for a 
five part sax section in a Big Band and it was really complex, to this simple pop/rock 
joker. 


I had always been in the top class at school but always near the bottom of it, so I was 
determined not to fail at music as well and worked really hard. The first assignment was 
to write a sixteen bar, block harmony arrangement for a Big Band Sax section. I chose 
‘Baubles, Bangles and Beads’ as I had always liked that song. It was jazz but also 
Musical Theatre from the show “Kismet.”


Harmonising every note in a melody takes a hell of a lot of work. A regularly used quote of 
Dick’s was ‘if you can’t harmonise it, go unison. America will never know!’ This meant that 
if the problem wasn’t of earth shattering importance give yourself a break and give 
everyone the same note to play. The pressure was so great that a few weeks later, only 
seventeen of the thirty students were left in the class as the rest had dropped out.


I walked in to class to have my assignment played and there, along one wall were five sax 
players - two altos, two tenors and a baritone. My music had to be arranged and the part 
for each player, had to be written out, absolutely finished and transposed. Transposed 
meant that if you wanted a tenor sax to play middle C, you had to write a D, an octave 
above middle C and the other saxes had their own transpositions as well. This made 
absolutely no sense to me. Why don’t they just play the note that we are all listening to?


As a new boy and probably the millionth person to ask this question, I thought it best to 
remain silent. The musicians did not only have to know which note to play, when and for 
how long but also, the expression to use. This meant that dynamics and articulation had 
to be written or the music would lie there like a dead duck. 


This was my first ‘real session’ in which the players are reading the music ‘cold.’ They had 
no idea of what has been going on in my head and I wasn’t allowed to play it, sing it or 
say anything at all about it. All they had was the notation in front of them. I was absolutely 
terrified of making a fool of myself. My knees were knocking and I could hardly stand up 
so as casually as I could, I sat down on the edge of the piano stool that already had 
placed on it, the backside of Dick himself who everyone (even though we were grown 
ups) feared and respected.


I was once described over there, as a Limey Fag because some people thought my 
accent was a bit poofey and I appeared to be a fraction on the delicate side. Others were 
attracted to my accent. Anyway, here was this person who was a bit strange, placing his 



skinny arse on the same seat as ‘Sir!’ who looked at me as if I’d crawled out from under a 
rock and I remained there no longer. 


While I was at the school I had my first heart problems and had ‘atrial fibrillation’ where as 
I understand it, the top valve of the heart beats at a different rate than the lower valve. 
The feeling was not painful. I just had an involuntary pause. I just stopped, in the same 
way as a person in a film can. There is a fluttering sensation in my chest when it happens 
and I want to lean on a table or a wall until it passes a few seconds later. In those days I 
smoked and drank a lot of coffee and possibly drank too much alcohol. I really had to sit 
on the piano stool beside Dick as I literally couldn’t stand up and suspect that that may 
have been my first ever stress attack that caused my first ever problem. A few months 
later when the stress of the course had actually increased, I spent a night in hospital 
being monitored. While lying down and watching a screen with my pulse shown on it I 
saw it flat line for a couple of seconds. I suppose that technically I died. There I was, 
calmly watching a real life TV show in which I was the main character and I was dead. 
How can this be? I’m still alive I thought. Those symptoms have recurred over the years 
but I have recently had treatment for it and the prognosis is good.


The chart worked and I was pretty pleased. Five musicians who I had never met or 
spoken to before, had all read and played my jazz harmony arrangement. This is not my 
favourite style of music but I do have a feel for it and I don’t say that about every style. I 
did quite well at that school and still think about the experience almost every day of my 
life. The level of conversation and the education was terrific.


The standard of musicianship was also terrific. I saw a band in a bar with six or more sax 
players waiting their turn to show what they could do. This is called ‘show casing’ and 
happens with guitarists and singers or any musician who is looking for a break or a 
position in the band. A soloist would adlib sixteen or thirty two bars and then be replaced 
by the musician next in line who would jump up on stage and (it seemed to me) play every 
note he knew and real fast. Each player seemed to be highly competent and serious 
about what they did and it was quite humbling for me.


I think that is how singer Al Jarreau was discovered as he mentioned ‘showcasing down 
at the Blah Blah café’ when I saw him live at the Hollywood Bowl.


That soundshell was special for me as it is 
where the record that I loved as a fourteen 
year old, “Concertos under the Stars,” was 
recorded. Thirteen years later, on my way to 
the U.K., Anita and I went to the Hollywood 
Bowl to see John Williams conducting his 
film scores. At the end of the night I slipped 
backstage and left a note alerting the master 
to my existence and keenness to possibly 
do some work with him or maybe pick up 
some rubbishy jobs he didn’t want. I never   

	 	      The Hollywood Bowl                           heard  from him but he would probably have 
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	      been busy.

	 	 	  	 	 	          

‘The Dick Grove Music Workshops’ was a great school for students who wanted to 
survive in the ‘real’ world. We wrote for a Big Band every week. Sometimes it was 
supplemented with woodwind and strings as that was the stock instrumentation used for 



TV shows that Dick had been writing arrangements for years. It was the instrumentation 
he would turn to first and the way he thought musically. 


A normal week for him had been to arrange fifty minutes for big band and orchestra, for 
shows like ‘Donny and Marie Osmond’ and ‘The Carol Burnett Show.’ To deliver this 
amount of music he had to write quickly and effectively so he really knew his craft and it 
was this knowledge that he was imparting. 


Big Bands use big seven part chords but some arrangers, who don’t know better, write 
relatively bland 4 note chords like G7th. This is the dominant chord of C major, which 
means it wants to resolve down 5 notes to C major, the one chord of C major. The 
dominant chords can have more extensions and altered extensions, than any other so 
G7th, is definitely not cool. He used to refer to a straight G7th as a ‘dumb dominant.’ 
Instead, he taught us to write seven part chords such as G thirteen sharp eleven 
(G13#11). Every day more jazz harmonic mysteries were unfolding and it was very 
exciting!


We were given the top note of a seven part chord and told to ‘voice’ it. This means to 
write the notes that made up the rest of the chord, below that note. The way these notes 
stacked up depended on how many instruments you had, what they were and also, the 
tempo of the music. Sometimes we were given just three instruments that had to ‘imply’ a 
seven note chord. The technique was to select the most important three notes in the 
chord so that the harmony just suggested, a seven note chord. Fantastic! This was real 
rocket science and I loved it and now I am excited to be just writing about it!


But sometimes I wish I had gone to USC (University of Southern California), which had 
more of a film music programme and more variation in the instrumental lineups to write 
for. I wanted to learn to compose for film more than anything else as it is the only genre 
where a composer can actually get a job but just as importantly, it is incredibly interesting. 
It breaks down all of those stupid barriers between rock, jazz and orchestral music. 


Every imaginable style including ethnic music can be used in a film score and you can 
use wonderful spine tingling instruments like the Chinese violin (Er-hu) and Middle Eastern 
flutes and percussion that are not in normal line-ups. It is a wonderfully exciting 
classification of commercial music. I love film music!


Anita had a brother Stan and also an ex Husband Stan, who was extremely hospitable to 
me. He would actually pick me up in his Cadillac and drive me to his former wife’s home 
at 18,349 Clifftop Way, Malibu. I vaguely remember seeing a lot of rocks on the roofs of 
the houses in that area, possibly to blend in with the hills around. According to Stan I 
should have been a Realtor like him. All I would have to do was say a few words and the 
wealthy old ladies would swoon and part with their cash but it sounded like shaky ground 
to me and being a Realtor didn’t have quite the pull that music had to me.


You could look down from the back of Anita’s property onto Topanga Canyon, which 
featured in Joni Mitchell’s album “Ladies of the Canyon” album. It was or had been, the 
home of many famous artists and musicians such as Jim Morrison and Van Morrison, 
Woody Guthrie and more and it gets a lot of attention in Neil Young’s autobiography 
‘Waging Heavy Peace.’ You can also look down from the roads through these hills onto 
the properties of some wealthy drug dealers, musicians, hippies and professional people. 
Virtually all have swimming pools, many of which are shaped like guitars.




Coyotes could be heard howling down in the canyon and would come up to the suburban 
street and invite a non suspecting family pooch down to their lair for dinner. What a mean 
thing to do! But animals don’t kill each other for fun. Only people do that. It really disgusts 
me that men can pay big bucks to hunt and bring home the tusks or even the foot, of a 
mighty bull elephant or maybe even a hand of a gorilla. How can that be sport when 
neither of those animals had a gun! 


One band I had played in was with Tony Backhouse and Bill Lake. We were “Hired Help” 
and were huge fans of “Little Feat.” Bill Payne the keyboard player was fantastic. I saw a 
home made sign in Topanga that read “Little Feat - tonight.” I could hardly believe it but 
have since learned that Lowell George who was the leader and ‘slide’ player and 
drummer Richie Hayward, were locals who lived in Topanga. You could often see hand 
written signs like that in L.A. On blackboards outside extremely ordinary looking places 
that were always just a single story, you might see “Tonight - Ella Fitzgerald” or something 
like that, it was amazing. 


Anita and I went to the concert which I learned later, was about three weeks before Lowell 
George died. This was a really intense band. In many ways they were perfection and I 
heard the story of Lowell George mixing a track for so long that he threw up with 
exhaustion when it was finished. 


The drummer Richie Hayward had photos of hospital visits or receipts on the back of one 
album because he was always breaking bones in road accidents. At this stage he had 
been replaced as the drummer and in the afternoon of the concert was in the queue for 
tickets in front of me as an ordinary member of the public. He was hassling the guy on the 
door who he obviously knew, to borrow his motorbike. The guy was reluctant but finally 
gave in. When we drove home sure enough, as we came around a corner, there was 
Richie sitting on the road by the bike, which was on its side and it appeared he had done 
it again. His leg was broken. 


Bill Lake from “Hired Help” had a band called “The Windy City Strugglers” and they 
recently broke up after playing together for three or four decades. Rick Bryant shared the 
lead vocals with Bill and has the most attractive white blues/rock/gospel voice I have 
heard anywhere. He was a couple of years after me at Rongotai College so I knew of him 
but had no idea about his singing. Thirty years after we left school I saw the band for the 
first time and when I said to Bill that I never knew Rick could sing like that he replied 
‘don’t tell him that, it’ll really piss him off!’ The Strugglers were an excellent unit and 
should have been successful internationally.




Flat in the Valley
Although I spent most of my time with Anita I also had a flat of my own just a block from 
the school across Coldwater Canyon. I loved those names. Fifty years before it would 
have been a canyon in the desert with cacti, coyotes and cowboys but now it was just a 
road in Studio City in the San Fernando Valley. 


If a 45 degree roofline of one side of a garage is extended a few feet, a new and very 
small room is made beneath it. Such a room would accommodate a very small single bed 
plus about twelve inches to the outside wall and just such a room was mine. All mine. It 
was so small that apart from sleeping, I had to spend all my time in the main house where 
there were a couple of other composing/arranging students from the school. 


One of those was Brian, a quietly spoken red haired young man, who honestly used to 
say ‘howdy’ when he met someone. I thought that people only said that in the movies but 
no, he was a Southern Boy and that’s what he said whenever he saw me. Now I knew 
that I was really in America. My landlord was Wayland Pickard who was also a student at 
the school and Raquel Welch’s piano player, or so he said. 


It was in that house that I learned that alfalfa is quite nice with ham and eggs. One day 
while making this simple and inexpensive culinary delight I saw, for the first time in my 
life, a humming bird right in front of me, outside the kitchen window. It was stationery in 
mid air with wings going so fast it appeared not to have wings at all.


Wayland had a habit that I reckon was an affectation. He would blink, stutter and twitch if 
he had something important to say, or wanted to be taken notice of. Once he asked Dick 
Grove a question in class and I think he thought, it was a pretty clever question. Dick’s 
reply was - ‘What the fuck is that Wayland? Three twitches and a blink?’ If the blinking, 
twitching and stuttering were actually an affectation, he probably didn’t use that particular 
attention-seeking device on Dick again.


There was an Aussie kid in the class who drummed up enough courage to ask a question 
but he too, misjudged what the reaction of the master would be. “Hey Dick (Deek),” he 
said in his broad Aussie accent. “What do you do with the thirteenth when the ninth is in 
the melody?” Dick just looked at him, shook his head then looked around the rest of the 
class. “What’d he say?” he asked, with a screwed up frown on his face. The poor kid was 
humiliated and I don’t think we saw him again. 


Most pianists stretch an octave in their left hand but Terry Crayford has such big hands 
he can stretch an octave and a couple more notes making the interval of a tenth. Wayland 
could stretch an octave and four notes making an octave and a fifth! A big left hand like 
that sounds really strong. He was an excellent Gospel piano player and was showing me 
some things on his grand when I heard some beautiful music coming through the wall 
behind me. It was the American composer Samuel Barber’s ‘Adagio for Strings’ and it has 
influenced my string writing ever since. Allow yourself some time and fall right into this. 
Oops. That sounds pretentious but I really mean it. This is 'Adagio for Strings' by Samuel 
Barber.


Apart from Samuel Barber, there were several other wonderful twentieth century American 
composers who I had never heard of until I went to L.A. Aaron Copland whose music to 





me is in some strange way, akin to that of ‘The Band,’ is a favourite. I can’t explain why I 
think these two totally different styles of music have something in common. It is 
something to do with a common American feeling.


'Appalachian Spring' Aaron Copland - has influenced many composers since. The 
orchestration is primarily solo winds with string orchestra. When single instruments are 
used like that the music is up close and personal. 


Here is the opening - 

Much of the characteristic of “Appalachian Spring” is to do with overlaying broken triads. 
Early in the piece is a G triad over a C triad, which is a voicing of a C Major 9th which, 
could be described by some as slightly dissonant but it was not played as a jazz chord 
but rather as a developing voicing. When each note is introduced slowly and individually 
the listeners have time to adjust and accept it. 


This kind of harmony continues to permeate film scores and one modern film composer, 
who has taken this early American style further and created his own style is Thomas 
Newman whose music I first heard in the film “The Horse Whisperer.” When I listen to 
“Appalachian Spring” I can hear harmonic shifts that I am sure, have influenced Thomas 
Newman‘s music. His theme for the TV series “The Newsroom” unashamedly has his 
‘sound’ and I love it as do many others, so he is copied all the time. 


After a few months of being immersed in the school and the conversation of the teachers 
and students, I felt that not only was I much more in control of my music but it was 
beginning to feel American and I liked that. We are very isolated in New Zealand so 
moving between communities with elevated musical conversation and performance is not 
easy. Here I am regarded as one of the most highly educated commercial composers in 
the country but I would certainly not be so special in America.


I become highly animated and excited when talking to ‘like’ minds and long for discussion 
where musical ideas can be shared. Recently I have attended meetings of composers in 
Auckland and when I do, I am looking for such conversation but apart from two or three 
people, I feel like I am at a primary school. Excellent music can come out of a Home 
studio but many of these composers refuse to learn how to communicate their ideas 
using notation which is the universal language of music, so will be stuck at that home 
studio level forever and not develop to their potential. 


Some jazz musicians think that if they learn notation, they will lose their individuality 
musically. This too, is a backward attitude and players like Winton Marsalis who play 
brilliant jazz and beautiful classical music, would think it ridiculous and again, very 
limiting. I think this is an NZ rather than an American or UK attitude.


At a recent meeting of this group, which I understood to be an attempt to establish how 
communication between a film director and a composer should work, the meeting 
immediately lost direction and none of this was discussed. Instead, people started talking 
about having to ‘try tracks out’ and ‘throw a piece of library music into that scene to see if 
it worked.’ 


The other diversion was ‘temp’ tracks, which are the bane of a film composer’s life. That 
was absolutely not what I was there for and I could feel myself getting annoyed but 
managed to suppress the urge to explode. Instead, in a very controlled manner, I said that 





if that was what the job of writing music for film was all about then I would rather stack 
bricks. This caused a bit of laughter in the room but I was serious. At least you can dream 
and write music while you are stacking. I also thought I might pick up a job at the meeting 
and have been lying low for a while now so made the effort but I really don’t like 
schmoozing, so was back home pretty early.


The supportive and very positive feeling that was all around me while I was at Dick 
Grove’s goes further and further away every day of my life and I would love to have it 
back. I wish that I was still immersed in those conversations and that music poured out of 
every pore of everyone I met, as it seemed to over there. This is the way that human 
beings should be - full of excitement, full of creativity, loving life and not being able to wait 
for the next wonderful thing that they could do. My son Dylan with his illustrating, 
animation and music, knows what I am talking about. He has made many trips to Los 
Angeles and is there as I write, so we have shared that experience.


I had no way to get around and if you walked in L.A., it would be so unusual that you 
would probably be arrested. No one walked anywhere! I had spent time waiting for a bus 
and was over it. The ‘bus stops’ were just seats. There is no shelter, as it never rains, but 
the seats are right on the roadside of the curb. This means that when one of those big 
yellow smelly buses stops to pick someone up, if it’s not your bus and you remain sitting 
there, you will be engulfed in a huge cloud of carbon monoxide when it leaves. ‘I can’t do 
this’ I thought and being something of a petrol head said to myself ‘I’m gonna get me a 
car!’ So I did.


 

My Plymouth and me in the valley


For $500 I got myself a 1968 Plymouth ‘woody.’ Well, the wood was more peeling vinyl 
than wood, but it was a station wagon and had a 383 cubic inch motor, the biggest motor 
that Plymouth had made to date. It felt great to put the hammer down and feel that 
monster burst into life. The trouble is that sometimes the accelerator would jam when it 
was quite a long way down and I would have to slip it into neutral and stop wherever I 
could, which in L.A., could be a problem. When I did stop, I then had to pull the bonnet 
catch and go around in front of the huge roaring motor to unstick the accelerator cable, 
hoping and praying that the Plymouth wasn’t going to slip itself into drive while I was in 
front of it. I left the Corvettes and Trans Ams for dead at the traffic lights because I made 
so much smoke they couldn’t see where they were going so instead, they stopped going 



until the thick cloud of pollution dispersed to wreck the purity of the L.A. atmosphere 
even more.


The air pollution was scary. Radio announcers would say that it wasn’t safe to go jogging 
today. You could actually look skywards to see a hole of blue, surrounded by a ring of 
brown smog. The bigger the sky blue hole, the less smog there was. 


Anita loved my accent but after a trip to London she said, “you are sort of cockney aren’t 
you?” “No Anita I am not a cockney!!!” I had become quite proud of my neutral NZ accent 
while in the U.S. and was slightly annoyed that I could be compared in any way to a 
London cabbie! In fact it was the only time in my life that I was conscious of ‘putting on 
the dog’ instead, I’d put on my version of a poncey English accent and in a bar, would say 
things like ‘scotch and soda please. Thanks awfully.’ Shameful, but it had the desired 
effect. The Americans are correct when they say that we don’t have an ‘r’ in our 
pronunciation. They used to ask me to say ‘park the car’ and then crack up as it sounded 
like ‘pahk the cah’ to them.


My mother and Daryl with his ten year old son Adam visited me. I was terribly impressed 
as I thought I had never really mattered that much to them or anybody else in the family. 
Believe me, this is not self-pity, it is what I really thought. I had grown up with being told 
that I was a spoilt brat and had ‘everything given to me on a plate.’ This was very tedious 
to deal with and it went on and on. 


All through the years of The Avengers I regretted the decision to sell my stratocaster and 
replace it with the Burns. I wanted my strat back but that would have been another 
example of getting anything I wanted even though I would have bought it myself. In many 
ways this attitude also stopped me spending as much time practising guitar as I wanted. 
Apart from wanting to be private when playing or writing, I thought it would be seen as an 
indulgence and a continuation of my brat-like behaviour whereas practicing classical 
piano would not have been. Stupid hangups like that can really get in the way.


Anyway they came to see me so that was nice and stayed at The Sportsman’s Lodge 
right over the road from the very small and unobtrusive building that housed the music 
school at 12,754 Ventura Boulevard. 12,754 means it is another helluva long street and 
that is only half way down the San Fernando Valley. It ran just about the length of the 
valley which accommodates ten or so cities. 


Near the Sportsman’s Lodge on the corner of Ventura Boulevard and Coldwater Canyon 
was the “Tail ‘o’ the Cock.” This is a bar/restaurant where the legendary Johnny Guarnieri 
played piano. Terry told me that Johnny had the fastest left hand of any ‘stride’ piano 
player on earth but how he did it is beyond me as he looked like a cross between Robert 
Muldoon and the hunchback of Notre Dame. Actually those two are a bit alike but you get 
my drift. He was a squat little chap and not athletic enough to play that kind of piano.


When my father died, my mother who had hardly ever drank a drop of the hard stuff in her 
life, decided to make up for the lost years and would happily get pie-eyed at the slightest 
excuse. At one stage Mr Guarnieri took the tempo down a little and played ‘Summertime.’ 
My dear old Mum who was enjoying her drink at the bar quite some distance away, 
decided to join this master and to make him her accompanist. I tried to crawl under a 
table at this point while Johnny looked up, in a state of shock, to identify the perpetrator. 
You just don’t do that to a living legend like Johnny Guarnieri, but she had no idea who he 
was.




             


	 	 	 The weekly arrangement

In the second six months of the school year we learned a different style of music every 
week to arrange for the school Big Band. Each Thursday we were given a lead sheet, 
which meant an A4 piece of paper with just the melody and chords (which were always 
wrong) on it. We had to fix the chords and make it into an arrangement for seventeen or 
more musicians, who each needed their individual music to read. 


One week I had to write a ‘funk’ chart. Funk is all about the syncopated lines of the bass 
guitar and I had the afternoon bass player, who wasn’t as funky as the morning bass 
player. ‘Could you make it a little more funky’? I asked in my fruity English voice and the 
whole big band and room full of students, cracked up. I hadn’t realised how ridiculous I 
sounded to them but it was also a fairly stupid thing to ask.


On the Tuesday we were given ten minutes in front of the band to make the arrangement 
work and Dick was amazing. He could spot a wrong note in the middle of a seven part 
chord when it was going by at a hundred miles an hour. “First tenor,” he would say to the 
saxes. “Bar 13, the up beat of three should be a G natural.” “How the hell did he hear 
that?” I would think. The 1st tenor has the central note of a thick five part block harmony 
chord so it is virtually impossible to identify any note that it is playing, while the 1st Alto 
Sax that has the melody, is far more easily identified.


 

Anita and I. Another weekend, another arrangement.


I had to stay up all night, for at least one night of many weekends and Anita was 
fantastically supportive. She would curl up on the couch while I would find the notes on 
her upright piano and write them on the manuscript paper using her little collapsible card 
table. 


One week the assignment was ‘All of You’ and I was pleased with what I did. At least the 
music we were given to arrange was good. Sometimes we could choose our own music 
but Dick had to check it out first, to see if it was good enough or even arrangeable. What I 
mean by this is that when music has just a few chord changes, it is difficult to write an 
interesting Big Band arrangement of it. A lot of modern music may only have a few 



chords in a whole song and ‘Feelin’ Alright’ is an example of that. In fact, it only has two 
chords but The American Song Book has tunes with loads of chord changes so those 
songs are more interesting to arrange.


The attitude of the American students who were left in the class, was gutsy. Even if their 
chart was ‘thrown off the stand’ which was the expression, they would go outside to the 
car park, maybe light up a cigarette and say “I can do better than that. I’m gonna nail it 
next week.” I liked that.


One remark from a teacher can destroy a student’s confidence and actually change their 
life if they let it. That fighting reaction is so much better than putting your head in the sand 
and telling yourself you had done your best. I reckon that if you told one of those 
American kids that you were going to fly to the moon next week they would probably ask 
how? If your answer was ‘water wings’ and you gave them the time and place of 
departure, they would be there to see you off.


	 	 	 	 	 	 	 All Over

I have such wonderful memories of 1979. I was gaining an understanding of what really 
made music work and that was not going to become a thing of the past as did ‘The 
Avengers’ and the Rock Operas. But having an education was also not going to 
guarantee me a life of employment in music. There are a huge number of amazingly 
talented drama, dance and music students who study at some wonderful school then 
never get a job. Imagine how they feel after sacrificing everything and yet their dreams 
amounted to nothing. I have been so lucky and don’t have a fraction of the talent or 
training that many of these forever jobless artists have. 


Whether or not that year was going to set me up to be a professional I was so glad I did 
it. One highpoint was the guest talks of composers like Henry Mancini who wrote ‘The 
Pink Panther’ and ‘Moon River.’ They would visit our tiny classroom and talk to us in a 
very intimate situation. I remember Dick looking in when Mancini was talking and saying 
something like ‘are they behaving for you Hank?’ I’m not sure that Henry Mancini 
appreciated being addressed thus, or whether he even knew Dick. He was a mild 
mannered man who appeared to not say ‘boo to a goose’ and I remember him saying that 
he never worked past ten o’clock any more. 


That was hard for me to imagine as an extremely driven thirty two year old and I hoped I 
would never get like that but now I can say very happily, that that is exactly where I am. 
Often, I have been in bed for an hour by ten o’clock. Sometimes I wish I was young again 
and knew what I know now. I would be unstoppable, one-eyed and absolutely over 
bearing. 


When I came home to NZ, I had no one I could share my Los Angeles memories with, 
until a few years later when I met Taura Eruera who had also been a student of Dick’s. 
‘Tau’ he said when we met. ‘Like you’ve got on your foot.’ Taura was at the school after 
me and by that time, Dick’s ideas had become more technical and mathematical. He was 
just getting to grips with his ‘grid system’ technique of harmony when I graduated but 
when Taura was there, he had mastered it. Taura too, seems to me to have a very 
mathematical interest in music and other things as well.




Many Americans really do think that the world begins and ends with the East and West 
coasts of the US of A. I had started the course late and Dick I suspect, had already 
ordered the certificates to be made as anyone who lasted the distance, was going to 
graduate. 


When we got to the ceremony, which was a very casual affair by the pool at his house, he 
got to the end and I was the only one who had failed. There was no certificate for me. 
Nadine (who played sax which, along with riding motor bikes, is something I have always 
found attractive in a female) said ‘what about Clive?’ Dick looked embarrassed which was 
a strange sight to behold and then said ‘of course, of course’, and asked his wife to run 
one up. This was not difficult as it was just a name on a sheet of paper but while she was 
doing this Dick had to fill in time and thought he should take some notice of me. ‘Clive. 
Tell us about your country. It’s near Norway isn’t it?’ Perhaps he had seen pictures of 
fiords in both countries and thought they were near each other. As I said, not much exists 
outside of America to a lot of Americans.


I flew to New York and at one stage looked out of the plane window and saw just the twin 
towers of the World Trade Centre and the Empire State Building poking up through the 
clouds. It was highly memorable. You may have seen the old photos of workmen on a 
steel beam, a way above Manhattan having a tea break, while they built the Empire State 
Building. How did they do that? They certainly didn’t have cranes like we do today so that 
was truly an amazing feat. 


The immigration people ignored my letters asking to stay longer so it seemed I could have 
stayed over there indefinitely. I was wondering whether or not to extend my education 
with a Canadian teacher I had been told of when I saw the Dustin Hoffman film ‘Kramer 
vs. Kramer.’ He played a weekend Dad with two little boys, just like I was back home in 
NZ. If he needed to cook, but watch a child at the same time, he would sit him up high on 
the bench so could keep an eye on him and I used to do exactly the same thing. The little 
boy cannot run off and get into trouble while the father is stuck at the stove, because he 
can’t move. I knew immediately that I had to go home to my kids and could hardly see 
the screen for the tears. When I did come home to NZ, Anita came too for a holiday but 
our lives and families were in different countries so she returned to L.A. and her children 
Julie, Ellen and Jim, while I tried to get my crazy career happening. 


Henry and Dylan were six and eight. In a lot of ways Dylan didn’t really know me because 
Val and I had parted when he was just eighteen months old. Writing that sentence makes 
me feel absolutely pathetic but both Val and I did it, it wasn’t just me. Marriage splits 
when children are involved are terrible things and the wreckage can last for a lifetime as it 
has in my case. Val and I were such great mates and should have kept it like that. I wish 
we’d had the selflessness to continue to be productive and constructive for our boys. 
Things may have been vastly different if we had.


I had no money at all so borrowed $800 from my mum, to buy a little grey Ford Cortina 
wagon that was pretty ragged. In fact literally ‘ragged,’ as the upholstery was torn and 
falling down around the windows, which leads me to - I took the boys to the lion park at 
Paraparaumu and there we were looking at a fine specimen who was looking right back at 
us. Everything was going ok when bang! Down goes the driver’s window leaving very little 
between Tarzan and the beast. After taking less than a second to sus the situation we left, 
wheel spinning frantically on the muddy grass. Thankfully, the motor had never been 
turned off because knowing my luck, it would have stalled. I am a great believer in the 



principle that says ‘anything that can go wrong, will go wrong’ but it is not so much a 
negative attitude as a protective one. 


To study in L.A. I had taken a year’s leave without pay but on my return to New Zealand I 
found that my years’ leave had never actually existed. That forced me to become a 
professional musician and was the best thing that could have happened to me. 


Looking back, I enjoyed my years in the tele but it didn’t move me like music. I have now 
worked in Avalon’s wonderful Studio 8 in several capacities. I have been a floor manager, 
I have been a director, I have been a performer and most recently, was the musical 
director for the light entertainment series ‘Big Night In’ so I have a deep affection for the 
place. Whenever I drive north up Highway 2 from Wellington, about fifteen minutes out of 
the city, I look across the Hutt River at what had been the Avalon Studios and can’t help 
feeling reflective. Over the years, it had slowly ground to a halt and one by one the 
programmes, including the News, had moved to Auckland.


	 	 	 	 	 	 Rodger Fox


Rodger Fox, who had recommended I go to Dick’s school, was interested in how my year 
there had been. Then he asked me to write some charts for his Big Band. I became his 
house arranger for the next year and thank God for that, otherwise I wouldn’t have known 
what to do.


He paid me $100 and sometimes $150 for a chart. I thought 
carefully about every note and the arrangements worked well 
apart from a slight dyslexic problem. If I knew that a note had 
to have an accidental to make it a natural I would think that it 
wasn’t going to be a flat so I would make it a flat. It made no 
sense at all and far too much time was spent correcting notes 
but I learned to spot the problem and deal with it quite quickly 
after a while.


I was flatting again with Michael at Days bay and would get up 
early to get into the arrangement. Sometimes in the evening I 
would venture out of my cave and go to the Eastbourne bottle 
Shop where David Baldock’s brother Peter  would sell me a 
cask of cheap wine. Peter is a very correct kind of chap and 
often expressed concern at my intake asking “aren’t you doing 
this a bit often?” Well actually, yes I was.  


In the morning, I often had difficulty getting back to where I was 
in the chart the night before. What was I actually hearing in my 
head, when I wrote those notes? I need to write down 
everything I hear when the inspiration is happening and finish it 
as completely as possible, then and there.


I used my little grand to write with, as I didn’t trust my ear 
completely, so I sat at a desk with sheets of score paper and 
the piano at right angles to my left. With my pencil in my right 
hand I would reach for bass notes with my left, which meant,

 out to my left and back. When doing just that, a stinging pain                

	     Rodger Fox               went down the back of my right thigh and that was it. I’d done        



my back in by screwing a disc and rupturing it. My friend Jean took me to an osteopath 
who did exactly the wrong thing by twisting me hard, in the same direction as the turn 
that caused the damage in the first place. “Which way did you say you turned?”


The next week I could not put one foot in front of the other so I went to see him again but 
he wouldn’t even catch my eye. He knew he had done more damage and referred me 
immediately to an orthopedic surgeon a few floors above in the same building. That 
specialist put me in a corset with steel bars for six months, so my core strength became 
even weaker and life was not much fun. 


I remember feeling very sorry for myself as I watched people dashing into the water and 
playing cricket on the beach at Days Bay. I actually thought I may never walk or swim or 
do anything like that again. Luckily the back problem came right a few weeks later but 
then continued to come and go. Whenever it returned I would write, lying face down with 
my head hanging over the foot of the bed and the music score on the floor. I was 
determined not to fail in my new profession so the music was always delivered, on time 
and in budget. 


The charts were all transcriptions apart from a few band member originals. Rodger would 
ask me to copy recordings of arrangements such as ‘I’ve got you under my skin’ sung by 
Frank Sinatra or Horace Silver’s ‘Nica’s Dream’ which had a million notes and drove me 
nuts. I remember turning up to a gig of the ‘1860 Band’ in Wellington, in which Rodger 
was playing, flinging it down on the stage in front of him and with a grin saying, ‘there it 
is. I never want to see it again!’ 


One piece of mine had no title so Rodger called it 
‘Fat Mama Blues.’ I wish he hadn’t as it is so 
ridiculously chauvinistic but he played it at the 
Montreux Jazz Festival and it is on that ‘live’ album 
so that was nice. The sax solo was played by the 
late Tony Noorts who was a friendly little Dutch 
chap, famous for having a ‘Playboy’ mag on his 
music stand if he didn’t have any music to read at 
the time.


‘Fat Mama Blues’ was highly influenced by a guest 
teacher we had in L.A, named Bob Florence who 
was blind and a highly thought of writer. He had 
developed a technique of making the harmony in a 
five part sax section even more dense, by inserting a 

trombone somewhere in the middle. This meant that instead of five harmonised notes 
within an octave there were six. The chords were so thick they sounded like someone 
sitting on a piano keyboard but in a very musical way. I was just having fun really and 
seeing how far I could take the harmony as you can hear.


I saw Rodger at a music teacher’s conference recently and he told me,  that Bernie Allen 
and I were the two arrangers in NZ for whom he had most respect. That was very good to 
hear. Bernie, with his partner Tony Baker arranged all of the Auckland TV shows at one 
stage.


I have great memories of the “Rodger” period.






 	 	 	 	 	      The Orchestra


I had learned how to score strings, woodwind, brass and percussion but never had to 
relate to an orchestra without a rhythm section, so I needed some experience doing that. 


One of my first jobs was for ‘Knights Castile’ soap and it was the first of a lifetime of 
commissions that I used to perfect my craft. The players I used were always from the 
New Zealand Symphony Orchestra (NZSO) andI think they enjoyed the work. For ‘Knights 
Castile’ I used a ten piece string orchestra. Four 1st violins, three 2nds, two violas and a 
cello. If you have any fewer than that you go down to a quartet, for ‘balance’ reasons. 


A jazz pianist spends his time making music up rather than reading it so rarely reads as 
quickly as a classical musician. A classical musician on the other hand, does not make 
music up but reads every note that he or she plays. Being a jazz musician Terry hardly 
ever has to read music and got a little edgy when playing with those professionals who 
read it all day, for a living and he wasn’t totally in his comfort zone. ‘What do you want 
cocks?’ He asked. So I’d sing or play it to him but he still wasn’t happy and it was 
becoming embarrassing. “I’m not ‘cocks’ I’m maestro!” Well maybe not. When Norbert, a 
viola player called me maestro the others cracked up. Rude I thought! The piano was the 
lead instrument and as usual with Terry the end result was great, very strong and precise. 
Knights Castile.  


These old soundtracks have not been well cared for as they were just cassette tapes that 
had been stored in a garage for years but you get the idea if you can hear past the voice 
over.


This ad for carpet used a quartet which instantly makes the music serious and classy. 
Well, kind of. Terry played this ad too. Now when I hear it back I can’t hear the quartet but 
there was a touch of class behind the voice and I got another job next week.

 Pierre Cardin 


I had composed the music and now had to conduct the musicians. Jack Feierman had 
been our conducting teacher in Los Angeles. His bread and butter was conducting things 
like a fifteen-minute medley for Steve and Edie Gorme in Las Vegas so ‘conducting’ was 
another practical subject of the course. We learned to go between time signatures like 4/4 
to 7/8 to 2/4, while the tempos were changing radically.


One thing that I can’t get used to is that orchestras are always behind the conductor. The 
beat is meant to be at the bottom of the conductor’s arm movement but by the time the 
players react and wait for the next guy to start, they actually play at the top of the next 
beat. The next time you see a conductor, listen to where the beat of the music is and see 
where his arm movement is. You will find it is at the top, well ahead of the orchestra. 


Percussion and brass instruments have a more obvious beginning to their notes but string 
players can wait for their buddy beside them to start playing and then sneak in behind 
them, rather than coming in on their own and possibly (oh no!) early. The solution 

https://vimeo.com/140557384
https://vimeo.com/144087104


according to Jack was to conduct the brass with one hand and the strings with the other. 
In order for both sections to play together his arm movements would be a bit like a bird 
flying with one wing that is ahead of the other. The arm that is ahead conducts the strings 
and in that way everyone starts playing together. It was all very silly but he was a very 
entertaining teacher.


Another point that he thought we should remember was that a conductor must know 
where the music ends. This is because if the musicians stop playing, the conductor can 
look really silly if he continues waving his arms around. 


Orchestras like the NZSO have worked with the best conductors in the world. I am no 
great conductor and basically just beat time, bring players in and out and indicate 
crescendos and decrescendos but I am the only person who can conduct what I have 
written. On a couple of occasions I have worked with Ken Young who is an orchestrator 
and conductor which meant that I could direct from the control room sitting beside the 
engineer, while Ken conducted the orchestra.


I make sure that the music is as finished as possible and that the musicians can see in 
their music, exactly what is wanted. This means that it would be condescending to tell 
them or indicate it again in my conducting. Wrong! They do want this reassurance and 
that’s what I will do the next time. I should have been stronger and helped them do as 
well as they could. 


It also means that they could have enjoyed my recording sessions more, had I been more 
of an extravert and reinforced exactly what they had to do, thus giving them confidence 
and helping them play better. They have never seen the music I put in front of them before 
and need all the help they can get. If I don’t look fired up and enthusiastic why would they 
be? Orchestras do not like flimsy conductors. I met a violinist in the street and asked him 
about a visiting conductor. His reaction was - ‘nice guy, not much good with a stick’ 
referring to a conductor’s baton. The conductor had just been rubbished in an off-hand 
kind of way. 


By the time the members of the NZSO got to my ‘after hours’ recording session they had 
already done a full day’s work and been concentrating very hard. Everything they do all 
day must be their best possible work and they can’t wander off to the water cooler, or 
even stand up and walk around, during either of their two, three hour calls. They are glued 
to their chair and glued to their music.


But even if it was at the start of a day they don’t have a lot of interest in this commercial 
bloke’s work and will have forgotten all about it by the time they put their instrument in its 
case for the journey home. Positive feedback is very much appreciated but is rarely given. 
They just want to get home. Very occasionally one will say something nice as did cellist 
Alan Chisholm when I asked him if I could use something he had recorded for me, in a 
track on my “Suite Songs” album. “I liked working with you. You knew what you wanted 
and I liked that” he said. Remarks like that make it all worthwhile. 




	 	              	 	 	 Dave Parsons


To write an arrangement for Rodger would sometimes take me two days and sometimes 
it would take me ten days, so it wasn’t a living. Writing all those charts was great practice 
but I had to make more money. 


About this time I saw Rocky Douche in the James Cook Hotel and was all fired up about 
my future as a commercial music composer. Rocky owned Marmalade Recording Studios 
and knew how the commercial music business worked, because virtually all of the 
recordings in Wellington came through his studios. With a sad little smile he looked at me, 
another poor sucker who was actually hoping to make a living out of writing music. And I 
can still see the look of disbelief on the face of my millionaire ‘baker’ cousin Bob, when I 
told him of my plans. He too had a sad little smile but this time I could actually see the 
tears of pity welling up as he clearly thought I was ‘not the full quid.’


To be a ‘proper’ film composer, I needed to be able to fit my music to a film technically. 
Back in L.A. a friend had photocopied the Carol Knudsen Click Track Manual, but I 
needed a click track machine to be able to use it and no-one in New Zealand, had even 
heard of such a thing. When I told a director how a strict time music cue is fitted to film he 
thought I was being precious and didn’t have a clue of what I was talking about. I knew I 
needed that machine so I found a very clever chap to build one for me and was 
absolutely astonished that he did it successfully. 


Calibrated down to eighths of a frame, it clicks like a metronome and in combination with 
the manual, marries frames of film to beats of music. It could also be switched between 
24, 25 and 30 frames per second, depending on which international system of film was 
being used. I used to take this little unit with me every time I recorded, which was often 
two or three times a week. These days, marrying music to film has been simplified and is 
now a part of music sequencing software on a composer’s computer.


My venture into writing advertising jingles and sound tracks for TV commercials meant 
that I needed to go knocking on the doors of advertising agencies so I did and actually 
got some work.


Every piece of music I had heard recently had a synthesiser in it so I needed to know 
about these things. Without a synth involved, commercial music was starting to sound 
dated and I was curious about these things. I had heard that a chap called Dave Parsons 
was great with synths so I called him and that was the start of a seventeen year working 
relationship.


In those days, synths were a series of boxes connected by wires from this filter to that 
oscillator then to some other thingy and there wasn’t a keyboard in sight. I didn’t have a 
clue how it all worked but Dave did so that was ok. 


Anything you could imagine could be created with synths. They could be programmed to 
play at any speed, really high and really low and could make incredibly powerful sounds. 
One plucked string effect was described as twanging the cables on San Francisco’s 
Golden Gate Bridge. Other sounds could be huge earthquake-like rumblings and 
atmospheres for a magical place or even outer space, which of course is silent but that 
would be boring, so we would give it a sound.




Every note had four numbers. One was the pitch, middle C or high G or whatever, another 
was how loud it was to be, another was how long was the gap before the next note 
played and the last was how much of that gap you wanted to fill with sound or leave 
silent. It was complicated stuff. I would lie on cushions on the floor to ease my back 
problems, calling out these numbers and making music with Dave for hours, two or three 
times a week and into the wee small hours. His wife Kay was very understanding.


 

My mate Dave Parsons


One thing I wrote quite often was a driving percussive bass line and also, lines that 
interacted and would be virtually impossible to play by ‘real’ musicians. I learned very 
quickly that synths are wonderful in some musical roles but to try to make them sound 
like ‘real’ players, takes longer than actually writing the music. A violinist or guitarist 
changes their expression every millisecond without thinking about it technically. To try to 
create that same level of expression electronically takes forever and it still doesn’t make 
it.


This film had absolutely no sound so the music had to also be the train. This was before 
synths had keyboards so we needed to type in four numbers for thousands of notes - 
‘Shell Train.’


Some people say that jingle writing is a bastardisation of an art form but it is ‘craft’ all the 
way so I never felt ‘above’ writing a jingle. I took it all very seriously and initially spent 
almost all of each budget on the recording studio and the musicians, leaving hardly 
anything for myself. This gave me a reputation for quality and very quickly the budgets 
doubled then tripled and I was doing ok.


Dave and I were doing amazing things together. The mix of electronic and orchestral 
music was always very exciting and it seemed there was nothing we couldn’t do.


He was my closest ever music making partner and is also a very successful recording 
artist. He has produced and still produces, many albums of his own music that have had 
great reviews in Cashbox and other music mags. He studied music in India and plays 
sitar, tabla and various traditional Indian percussion instruments. Once upon a time he 
was a jazz drummer but that was a while ago. 


https://vimeo.com/143238751


	 	 	 	 	 	 	 Susie


I met my wife-to-be Susie, at a mutual friend’s party. I had no idea she was with the host 
and I am not in the habit of stealing another guy’s girl but these two certainly didn’t look 
like they were together. I think they were being very cool and maybe they over did it?


She was a vivacious little blonde number with big hair and she was a hell of a lot of fun. 
At one point she got up on a table and did a turn in her black leather pants, just for me.


Weeks later and a little sick of the solitary life of a composer, I looked across to Wellington 
from the Days Bay house and thought - is there anybody out there? Then I decided to 
track her down. When she answered the phone I got a hell of a shock. The voice was so 
husky she sounded like a transvestite and I hadn’t noticed that at the noisy party. 

	 


 

Susie


Susie’s family were European Jews, who had come to New Zealand, some during and 
some soon after, WW2. The father of Susie’s mother Trudy and her twin sister Lisl, had 
been a very successful antique dealer in Bratislava, Czechoslovakia, where they lived 
above the shop in an impressive three story building right in the middle of town.


The family fled the Nazis and the antiques and art collection, was stolen and the house 
taken over. This is the type of story that George Clooney’s “The Monuments Men” and 
“The Woman in Gold” that starred Helen Mirren were about. The Nazis did very well out of 
art and antiques from the towns they occupied.




Trudy and Lisl escaped on a cattle train with the help of an English gent called Michael, 
who owned the castle where the TV series ‘The Prisoner’ starring Patrick McGoohan was 
filmed. The family was so traumatised by the war that they never returned or tried in any 
way, to retrieve their home or their belongings.


A few months after the girls arrived in New Zealand, Austrian brothers Otto and Arthur 
Hirschbein who were chemists (like my brother and grandfather) were brought to NZ to 
show New Zealanders how to make grease. When they had done so, they had to fight 
very hard so as not to be sent back to Austria, where they would probably have ended up 
in a death camp.


Otto married Trudy and Arthur married Lisl. New Zealanders could not pronounce the 
name Hirschbein and it may have attracted all sorts of racial problems, so they changed it 
to Hilton. The third sister Gretl, who had escaped to Sydney, changed hers to Milton so 
they became the Hiltons and the Miltons.


The family was so hard working and intelligent that they soon became quite well off 
financially. Even though Jews bore the brunt of discrimination they carried on and actually 
brought a lot of culture to New Zealand. Arthur was instrumental in starting up the Music 
Federation in Wellington and Otto started soccer. The Hilton Soccer Cup is still an annual 
event in Petone.


I began living with Susie and her kids and became part 
of the extended family too. Years later Lisl (rhymes with 
‘diesel’ she said) referred fondly to my friend and de-
facto brother-in-law Bruce and I (he was Susie’s sister 
Kitty’s partner at the time) as the Aryan sector. The 
family of Yids had been invaded by a couple of Yoks. 
Us Kiwi jokers would respectfully but a little self 
consciously, put on our yamukahs (skull caps) at bar 
mitzvahs and funerals.


Compared to my two boys, Susie’s two children Danya 
(which means ‘little bird’) and Arnon, (the name of a 
river), were tiny little kids who were always dashing 
around and never sitting still. I saw more of them 
through their important growing years than my own 
children, which doesn’t sit comfortably but it is a fact 
as I was a ‘weekend father’ to my boys. The good 
thing is that these kids who were 5, 6, 7 and 8 when 
they met are now great friends at 41, 42, 43 and 44.


	      Arnon and Danya


Job-wise and financially it was a very successful time for me but I had to merge creativity 
with reality and made just one request of Susie. I couldn’t possibly write anything, while 
listening to other music so couldn’t wake up to the sound of a radio. That was difficult for 
a family that grew up with a radio on, but if I hadn’t written the theme for a job by the time 
I got to the car from the meeting where I picked it up, I hoped to have written it by the 
time I got out of the shower in the morning, so mornings were important to me. I would 
then get to work and write the arrangement.




	 	 	 	 	 	    Art House


I heard that 43 Kent Terrace in the city, a lovely old two story brick building that I had 
always admired, was now full of freelance designers and had been renamed ‘Art House.’ 
Being on my own all day was wearing a bit thin and I wanted to be around some other 
people. I dropped in and asked the landlord, Mike McHalick, who was a designer himself, 
if he would like a musician in there. He could have made the decision on his own but 
introduced me to the other designers, as it was very much a ‘collective.’


Gail Cowan was a pretty gal with a bit of a chuckle. She asked to see the soles of my 
shoes meaning, had I been successful? It was all very casual and I think they all quite 
liked the idea of having a musician there so I became one of the team. A few days later a 
sign that read ‘Music’ was hung outside with all the others confirming I was a pro! 


That was a very happy period of my professional life. I didn’t know a lot about a lot of 
things and often asked Michael for his advice like, what do you do in this situation, is it 
normal that ad agencies don’t pay for two months and other such concerns. My first 
room there was ok but then a much nicer one became available across the hall. Even for 
that little distance I had to get real ‘piano movers’ in to move the baby grand. There were 
two narrow doors so they had to take off the legs, put the piano on a trolley on its side, 
move it across the hall and put it back together again. 


 

 Art House from the back - my French doors are on the right


The new room was quite grand, sunny with a high ceiling and French Doors out to the car 
park. One day I was immersed in writing an ad when the phone rang. It was Tony 
Churchill, a graphic designer from the floor above telling me that I needed to change the 
music some how. He didn’t have a clue of what he was talking about and was just having 



fun, but it had an awful effect and made me self-conscious. I had been lost in my own 
little world but I realised that my innermost thoughts had been exposed before everyone 
in the building, even this chap on the floor above. That little grand was quite loud and I 
tend to get carried away when something I have written comes together. Now I only write 
if I know that no-one can hear me. Silly but true.


I have little pads of manuscript paper on which I can jot down ideas. They are so small 
they fit in a shirt pocket, the glove box in the car, the draws in the bedside table and 
wherever else I may be, when I get an idea. The good thing is that writing this way is 
totally silent and limited only by my imagination and no-one can hear the music I am 
working on. Later, I can continue writing the piece on a piano when there is no-one 
around. 


As with writing a full arrangement, it is best to complete an idea totally then and there, 
because when I come back to what I had written, I realise that I was also imagining other 
things. At the time I thought these were so obvious that I didn’t bother writing them down 
but I should have because often I can’t remember everything that was going round in my 
head.


                     	 	 Documentary Scores


Apart from ads I was still writing TV themes and scores for dramas and documentaries. 
‘Stevenson’s Stable’ was a doco about horses and predictably the score was ‘country 
rock.’ We recorded it at the Avalon TV studios after I had left TVNZ. 


In the US, the home of country music, the ‘country’ musicians do not read actual notation 
but just expect a chord chart. But I had notated everything as usual and Bruno who was 
playing on the session, didn’t have a clue what the written music on his drum part meant. 
So he stood up while still playing and looked over the sound panels at the other guys in 
the band so he could react with them as he would normally. Sound panels are like little 
walls that can be wheeled around and positioned to keep the sound of one instrument, 
from leaking into the mic of another.              	 	 

	 	 

Bruno could see the film in my monitor but could not hear the voice-over so didn’t know if 
the galloping horses were running free, or running scared which would make a big 
difference to the mood of the music. I don’t think he took any notice of me, the conductor 
(maestro/sir), who was pointlessly flapping his arms around. But I stopped when the 
musicians stopped so that was good. His drum kit was always falling to bits so he had to 
grab whichever bit had gone walkabout. He would try to harness his hi-hat, which had 
taken off to the left, while his bass drum had taken off in another direction. 




“Pioneer Women” was a ‘period’ piece I 
wrote for piano, oboe and string quartet. 
Bruce Greenfield is a classical pianist and 
used to performing music that has every 
note written. Even though I play piano, I find 
it easier to score for an orchestra and all 
those monophonic (single note) instruments, 
than to write piano music. I was curious to 
see what Bruce would do if I just gave him a 
lead sheet which is not the way that 
classical musicians are used to working. It 
meant that he could adlib or write his own 
accompaniment to the written melody and    
he did very well, even though he was slightly 

	 “Pioneer Women” won the award 	 	      out of his comfort zone.	 

  	 	 for ‘Best Drama Series.	 	    	 	 	 	 	 


Having those players from the NZSO playing the music I had written, with no rehearsal 
and straight to tape, just like the big boys do it and in the way I had learned in L.A., was 
very satisfying -  Pioneer Women scene - sorry, the old cassette recording has had it.


The HMV (His Master’s Voice) studios had been in Wakefield Street in Wellington when 
The Avengers were recording but now they had moved to big new posh premises in 
Lower Hutt down the road from the Avalon TV Studios. The new recording studios were 
called EMI but didn’t even last as long as the Avalon studios. They were very ‘state of the 
art’ and had a floor that was floating on oil, so there would be no vibration as the trains 
went past.


I recorded the music for the television series “The Southlanders” there and asked’s son 
Jonathan, who I had first met when he was about six years old, to play fretless bass 
guitar and he added some lovely lines to my music. Usually I write every note but 
occasionally I don’t and this was one of those occasions. 


The fretless bass guitar can function as a lead instrument while still being the bass. I 
remember trumpet/sax player Graham Hannify describing it as an ‘affable bear’ when he 
first heard it. This is the only copy of the theme I could find. Again, the old cassette 
recording sounds pretty shakey - The Southlanders titles


Someone else who added things to my music that I didn’t write was Kevin Bayley. He is a 
very quiet chap who kicks his guitar in the guts and wrings things out of it in amazingly 
exciting ways. It could be risky hiring him for a job and I could be disappointed with what 
he gave me during the session but during the hours of mixing that followed, I would find 
myself leaning on what he had played, more and more. Every time, I realised that what he 
had done was actually terrific and it became an important and characteristic part of the 
soundtrack. 

	 	 	 	 	 

I had to write a ‘country’ ad. Even though ‘country’ may seem to be the simplest music 
around, there is an atmosphere that it has, that even good a pop/rock writers find difficult 
to create. The finest session players too, are often nervous of it and the music they play 
may not sound ‘country’ even though theoretically, they are doing all the right things. The 
point is that I had to write a country ad and knew that I needed help to sound authentic, 
so I hired a ghost writer for the first and only time in my life. 


https://vimeo.com/139294189
https://vimeo.com/139286169


I thought Kevin could have a handle on the style so I asked 
him to be my that writer. I did not know how we would 
pretend that I had written the jingle while I was producing it 
but had heard that this is often done overseas and I wanted 
to give it a go. Kevin was in the band and at the end of the 
day I couldn’t keep up the charade any longer so I invited 
him into the control room to help me mix it.


When you do music for a job you will find that everybody you 
work for, knows everything about their job, plus music and 
this is really is irritating. Recording engineers have to listen to 
the ideas that the composer/producer (me) wants. They are 
also aware of what my client (the ad agency) and their client 
meaning, the representative of the actual product, loo paper 
or grass seed or whatever, are saying. All of these people   

	 Kevin Bayley 	 	      have things to say of world shattering importance and have a 
	 	 	 	 	     strong desire to be heard. This means that engineers have an 
	 	 	 	 	    incredibly stressful job as they have to cope with all this crap. 


When I was working with Nigel Stone he always had to go to the bank or somewhere else 
at around 4pm after six hours of intense work. What he was actually doing was bursting 
out of that windowless and claustrophobic environment, for a few minutes peace. I didn’t 
understand this at the time because I would charge on for hours and hours and couldn’t 
understand how everyone else in the world didn’t want to do the same thing. I may have 
been vaguely offended as he would almost run out of the studio but looking back, it is 
completely understandable.


As a session musician, Kevin usually didn’t hear all this banter from the ‘creatives’ behind 
him. There he was beside me looking forlornly at the recording desk when I asked him his 
opinion about some musical detail. He remained catatonic, just staring at the desk so I 
gently urged him to say something. When he finally spoke all he said, very quietly, so only 
I could hear was, “I don’t know how you talk to these people Clive.” Classic. I’ll never 
forget that.


I think it was at the end of that job that Gina Stevens, little sister of Frankie, got right up 
the nose of Peter Hitchcock the engineer. Peter had recorded ‘The Simple Image,’ the 
band that had been in competition with ‘The Avengers’ many years before. Gina was an 
excellent backing singer and I am very fond of her. She also did lead vocal for a couple of 
my ads. I remember one for the Post Office in which she sounded like Pat Benatar and I 
was very pleased. 


The session was going overtime and Peter Hitchcock said it had to stop. Gina said 
something like ‘can’t you go on a bit longer? Everyone else is happy to.’ His reply was, ‘I 
don’t have to take that from someone like you’ and it was all over. He stood up and pulled 
this gigantic circular metal and very technical looking power plug, out of the wall and it 
was not your normal three-pin plug! There was a loud ‘bang’ and in that one movement 
he had instantly shut down anything that was electrical in the whole place including the 
lights but more importantly, the recording console and the tape machines. I never went 
back there.




	 	 	 National and Labour Party


One year I was asked to write the campaign music for the main two political parties. It 
was all very MI5 and being taken terribly seriously. 


Prime Minister Muldoon headed the National Party and loved the “Chariots of Fire” 
theme. ‘I think we should have something like that’ he sneered. To me, ‘something like 
that’ meant, if it didn’t sound exactly the same then I would be beheaded. So I made it 
exactly the same but with a totally different tune, so as not to be sued by the publisher. 
No one ever knew that the tune was not the original.


“Chariots of Fire” is totally electronic and Dave and I enjoyed the experience of virtually 
duplicating it. We copied everything right down to the percussion hits but I overlaid a new 
piano melody. There was some cloak and dagger action as we kept National Party people 
away from Labour Party people at the recording studios, Neither knew that their 
opposition had just been or was about to be, there in close proximity to where their own 
‘secret’ campaign music was being recorded and by the same bloke. The music that I 
copied and produced for the Labour Party was recorded straight after the National Party 
music. It was the Joe Cocker/Jennifer Warnes song ‘Up where we belong’ and I don’t 
know if anyone paid any rights for that either.


A few weeks later we were in potentially big trouble. A man from Warner Brothers had 
arrived to look into a possible theft of Vangelis’s track “Chariots of Fire” that Warners 
published. He came and saw me at Art House and took the score away for analysis by 
the university professors. God knows what they would know about it, being the sort of 
music that people actually want to listen to. Then I heard that he had met ‘Piggy’ the PM 
who, with his famous seedy little chuckle, suggested he be on the next plane out of town. 
No more was said and I am sure that Vangelis didn’t get paid as he should have but I 
didn’t get sued so that’s ok.


I remembered Muldoon from years before when I was a floor manager. Each time I had to 
put his lapel microphone on for a TV interview he would be glowering at everyone in the 
studio. This was because TVNZ was a public broadcasting channel and had on occasion, 
been less than supportive of him or his party. Actually the sneer may have been a smile as 
he was a strange looking little fellow.




	 	 	 	 	    David Baldock


David’s father Harry had a gym in Dunedin and he remembers a photo on the wall of my 
parents dancing as they trained there. Vivienne was an excellent gymnast and 
remembered David’s mother Iris. ‘Oh yes. She was a sweet little thing’ she said in her 
vaguely patronising way even though she was five years younger than Iris.


When The Avengers were playing in Dunedin, a fourteen year old David was there thinking 
we were pretty cool and in particular the keyboard player. What he didn’t know was that I 
was also the lead guitarist! It seems that nobody did. How annoying!




Twenty years later David, who likes to be called 
‘Baldock,’ was the film producer I worked with mostly 
and together we won a few awards. His company was 
Ninox Television and it produced a lot of documentaries 
and television series and I wrote the music for most of 
them. 


Sometimes I was brought in at the last minute and that 
pressure was always difficult. On one of these occasions 
I had to write some Celtic music (not sure why) for the 
stud horse ‘Sir Tristram.’ Writing commercially makes 
you do all sorts of things. This time my band needed to 
be fiddle, acoustic guitar, mandolin and the Uillean 
Pipes. These are the Irish Bagpipes and have a spine 
tingling sound as you can hear when they enter at 18” in 
the titles - “The Promise.”


	 	 David Baldock	 	 	 	 	 

	 	 

Another was the series ‘Our People, Our Century.’ The music 
for these opening titles was instigated by a distant 
relationship to “God Defend New Zealand” and I based the 
tempo on the haka so it was integral to the music. The theme 
has a 50s feel to it from the piano which was a very likeable 
style when I was growing up. 

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	      Stephen Popperwell


I was well into scoring the series thinking I could use the 
NZSO when David dropped in and told me he had been 
unsuccessful in finding enough funding for an orchestral 
score. What a nightmare! It was too late for me to change the 
score and I didn’t want to do so. I decided to use just three 
musicians apart from myself playing synths. That would cost 
$1,000 but I would absorb that. I used a solo oboe played by 
Stephen Popperwell who I often worked and mixed a solo 
violin (Wilma Smith - I’ll tell you about Wilma later) and cello 
(Allan Chisholm - pictured) into a synth string section and it 
almost sounded like a real orchestra “Our People, Our 
Century.”

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	             Allan Chisholm


https://vimeo.com/143240953
https://vimeo.com/132038620


A score I was quite proud of was for a documentary called “The sinking of the Mikhail 
Lermontov.” It was not going to have a commissioned score but at the last moment David 
said ‘we need some music. The doco needs a soul.’ I like that. On a perfect day and in 
calm water, a huge Russian cruise ship had been sunk through the irresponsible 
behaviour of a pilot in the Marlborough Sounds. It was still in coastal waters so the 
captain had given the pilot control of his ship and was not even on the bridge, which is 
the way that captains and pilots work. But the pilot had also had a few vodkas and an 
argument with his wife at lunch and as the doco suggests, was feeling ‘trigger happy.’ 
Apparently he and his wife had been planning a holiday but Mrs Pilot had cancelled it, so 
he was cross and had a hissy fit.


Instead of staying out beyond the lighthouse he decided to take this massive ship 
between the lighthouse and the land with the same belligerent attitude that a ‘boy racer’ 
with a few beers inside him might have. As should have happened (that was what the 
lighthouse was there for) this huge beautiful vessel was ripped apart by the reef and sank, 
drowning a young Russian engineer who was down in the bowels of the ship.

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 

Mikhail Lermontov, the namesake of the ill-fated ship, was a poet. Before seeing any 
footage but being told that the film was about a ship that sank, I wrote a theme and 
recorded it with Henry. I had imagined a ship lost in the mist and in trouble, so I called it 
‘The Ghost Ship.’ I then decided to make the ‘real’ instrument in the score be a choir, that 
played the part of the soul of the dying ship. 


I love Russian religious music and began writing with that in mind. I started playing 
around with five as opposed to four part harmony, to give the choir a little dissonance and 
tension. I then took it to Natasha Templeton who was the Russian advisor for the doco 
and said, “I have written a piece of music called ‘The Ghost Ship’ but I need some lyrics. 
Is there a poem of Lermontov’s that we may be able to fit to it?’ “Darling” she said (in her 
fading but still exotic Russian accent), “Lermontov wrote a poem called ‘The Ghost 
Ship’.” She gave it to me and again the words and music went together easily, which 
seems to happen every time I have such a situation. 


The Lermontov soundtrack won “Best Original Music” at the film and Television Awards 
and it was the third time I had been successful. This time it was in 2000. I used the choir 
recording in my “Suite Songs” CD and asked sax player Nils Olsen to adlib over a 
repeated verse so it becomes a mix of ancient music and jazz. The choir comes in around 
43” - Mikhail Lermontov Choir.


When writing that music I was in my favourite office ever. It was above Courtenay Place 
looking over the Hannah Playhouse (where ‘Valdramar’ was performed) to the harbour. I 
heard that the man, who had piloted the “Mikhail Lermontov” to its death, was now the 
captain of The Straitsman, a little cargo ship that went back and forth over the Cook 
Strait. Apparently he had not been charged for the sinking while the captain of the 
‘Lermontov’ who had done nothing wrong, was demoted and was now in charge of a 
nasty little rust bucket carrying coal around the coast of Zanzibar.


I could write a lot about the music I have written for David. Unfortunately Ninox ended 
badly and for reasons that I don’t fully understand but were definitely underhand, David 
was removed from his own company right at the peak of it’s success. It was an awful 
thing to happen and I feel for him and miss working with him.


https://vimeo.com/143238752


	 	 	        Writing and Recording


One of the things I loved about writing commercially was that I could write anything that I 
imagined. I could use synths, a rock band, voices and on occasion, even an orchestra. I 
would write in my home studio, do the electronic pre-production with Dave and then go 
to a recording studio to add the band or whatever other instruments were needed. 


I rarely played on my own recordings because my main job was to direct and produce the 
music. If my concentration was split by having to perform as well, the end result may 
suffer. I had stopped playing guitar ten years before but occasionally played piano and 
when synthesisers with keyboards came into being I would always play those.


Ian Morris was an engineer who would be flown down from Auckland to Wellington if ever, 
there was no one available to do the job. While I was in the States, Ian was in a band 
called DD Smash with Dave Dobbyn. They were very good as I found out later but at that 
time, I had no idea of who they were. 
Although Ian had once gone onstage 
wearing nothing but his guitar, which is the 
action of an extreme extravert, he always 
seemed so introverted it was quite 
disconcerting. 


When I asked him years later why he 
never said much during those long hours 
when we recorded together he said, 
‘There was nothing to say. You knew what 
you were doing!’ Another compliment. 
Fantastic! I had to put that in here.


	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	         Rob and Martin Winch




My regular recording band was Rob and 
Martin Winch, playing bass and guitar. 
Bob Smith would come in if I needed a 
rhythm piano. He is good at that but never 
played a solo. Sometimes I would ask 
Terry to be on the session. The drummer 
was Ross Burge. We had to be careful 
about where we put the drum mics as 
there was always a lot of grunting when he 
was playing. You can see him expressing 
himself in the photo. 


     


                 Bob Smith and Ross Burge


In the hay day, the band would lay down the tracks then leave and we would overdub 
whatever specialist or solo instruments were needed. Then we would add some final 
synth parts and mix. I loved this time of my life and had a huge affection for the guys I 
worked with, particularly Dave Parsons and the recording engineers Dave Ginnane and 



Nigel Stone who were actually co-producers. If I needed a bigger room I would go to the 
Radio New Zealand Studios and work with Neil Maddever and sometimes I took Nigel 
with me.


At one stage I worked in a house that I had bought because Susie, who was in Real 
Estate at the time, told me she would leave me if I didn’t. I knew she didn’t mean that but 
she was trying to tell me it was a great buy. So I did. I bought it and began working from 
there. It is the last house on the left, going up Vivian Street, which is very steep at that 
point and work had to be done on the foundations to stop it sliding down the hill. 


It was a strange house but sunny and with a good view over the city. I stood at a drawing 
board when writing in those days as it was so much better for my back. I move around 
more when I am standing and am planning to do that again soon. 


Dave and Kay Parsons moved into the upstairs flat and I became their landlord but it 
wasn’t good for our relationship. I strongly recommend not being a landlord to family, 
friends or work colleagues. The Vivian Street house was the closest thing to a real 
recording studio that Dave and I ever had. His synths and recording gear were downstairs 
and he would go up a ladder to his home through a manhole which he kept open, so he 
could keep an eye on his precious gear in case we were burgled. 


There were windows in the two rooms either side of a narrow little entrance hallway. That 
was really peculiar, if you can imagine what I am saying - ‘windows in the two rooms 
either side of a little entrance hallway.’ One was Dave’s control room and the other room 
was a little recording studio. When we were recording a voice or an instrument, we could 
be talking to the performer and someone would come to visit and walk down the hallway 
between us. 


About three feet away through a window to their left the visitor would see a couple of 
guys (Dave and I) looking intensely at a computer (or possibly at the visitor themselves) 
and about two feet away through another window to their right was a singer or musician, 
who hopefully was emoting and delivering the performance of their lives. This would 
make the visitor and also the singer or musician, feel very peculiar. We got a lot of laughs 
out of the surprised ‘where am I?’ look on their faces. Suddenly they were in the middle of 
a recording session. How could that happen?


I recorded ‘The Seekers’ television series in Studio Two in Radio NZ. That was the most 
labour intensive job I ever had. It was totally electronic and before keyboard synths were 
made so I would start calling out numbers for the synth parts to Dave, at 10 o’clock in the 
morning. Then we packed up and moved the gear to the studios to overdub then mix until 
the wee small hours. 


Late one night I was sorting something out on the score for a couple of minutes and Neil 
Maddever who was engineering was in front of me at the mixing desk with his back to 
me. Out of the silence I said, “Neil. Could we . . . “ his shoulders jolted as he woke from a 
deep sleep while protesting that he had been awake all the time. We worked crazy hours.

	 

Versatility is extremely important for a commercial composer. I always pulled out all the 
stops (a good expression for an organist to use) and did the very best that I could but I 
wish I had been more transparent. The best way to last in that business is to be totally 
transparent and the most successful film composer in the world Hans Zimmer, is 
amazingly transparent. 




When I am waiting for the composer’s credit in a movie to come up, it is often his and 
even though I have heard a lot of his music, I have had no idea that the soundtrack I had 
just heard was his. I have not been as transparent as I would have liked and people who 
were familiar with my music could often guess that it was mine.


I have had some really lame briefs. One ad was for tissues. As we all know, tissues are 
soft and comforting things (kind of) so an ad would require soft and comforting music. 
This particular advertising ‘creative’ was a friend who I had gone to school with so I won’t 
identify him. A few years later he was very good to me so now I am starting to feel bad 
but the story is fun. When coming to see me he had heard a not so soft and comforting 
George Thorogood track on the car radio and it reminded him of how much he liked that 
music. He said - ‘could you do something like George Thorogood for the tissues ad?’ 


If a director or ‘creative’ doesn’t know what they want they should leave it to the 
composer but I always did what I wanted anyway as I had such positive and clear ideas 
about the music. To me, there was no other way it could go but that is not necessarily a 
good thing and you could say I was a wee bit inflexible. 


Writing commercially kept me involved in music and the income gave me the peace of 
mind to be creative but the pressure of the deadline also helped. It is amazing what you 
can achieve if you are terrified! I was lucky though. There are a lot of much more talented 
musicians than I, who are on the dole queue and constantly worried financially.


	 	 	  	 	 TV Commercials


There is a big grand house on Majoribanks Street in Wellington, virtually at the top of the 
T intersection with Brougham Street. In this was concealed the most successful 
advertising film company in the country. That was Geoff Dixon’s ‘Silver Screen.’ Geoff 
used to play in a band in the Hutt called the ‘Selected Few’ (how’s that for bad grammar - 
surely it should be ‘The Select Few’) but I never referred to that, as I was in ‘The 
Avengers’ and to us, little bands like his did not actually exist. I was such a snob.


But in these days which were years later, Geoff was God. I wrote a lot of music for him 
and the ’Fish’ ad was one of note. On this particular occasion a little ad agency ‘creative’ 
from Auckland had flown down to talk to Silver Screen about his new ad. His whole input 
had been to come up with the by-line ‘fish for a complement’ so obviously the rest of the 
ad was going to depend on the film and the music. I know which one earned the most 
cash (the film) and which one was the most memorable (the music). I was a successful 
commercial composer but a soundtrack would rarely go over $20,000 while the film could 
cost up to $250,000.


Parked out on the street were wall-to-wall 4 wheel drive Renault Fuegos (that were trendy) 
and Range Rovers (that had just been invented) but I certainly could not afford either of 
these. Geoff was about to take one of his Range Rovers on a South Island holiday and 
was anxious to hit the road. He ignored the wee bloke from Auckland, eye balled me and 
said - ‘just make it bigger than the Steinlager Beer Commercial.’ ‘Sure’ I said, having no 
idea of what that was, but I found out that Mackay King (another big agency that has long 
gone) held that account. 




Commercial composers listen to a style of music and without analysing it technically, 
soak it up. Quite recently I saw the film ‘In Search of Hayden’ (in the little eighteen seat 
theatre in the Bridgeway in Northcote, first left over the bridge in Auckland). After 
immersing myself in Hayden’s music for an hour or so, I spent the whole time while 
driving home over the bridge, writing music a lot like his, in my head. It sounds 
pretentious but I don’t know how better to describe it. If I listen to something, I can start 
to write in that style well, at least in the direction of. It is all done by a kind of ‘absorption.’


In those days I was such a big shot I could walk in and out of ad agencies and talk to 
whoever I wanted without an appointment. I went down to Mackay King, which is now 
Saatchis in Wellington and asked to see the Steinlager ad. When I did, I learned that the 
soundtrack was the Saint Saens Organ Concerto, which is a thundering piece of music 
written for a much more elevated reason than advertising beer. My problem was to write 
something bigger. Wagner I thought. A German Choir to advertise fish. I did some 
research then wrote a short ‘grand’ melody, took my composition to Aunt Lisl and asked 
her to put some German lyrics to it.


The reason for this is, that if one were to hear a choir singing a big song in German, one 
would believe that it was important. I played Lisl the tune on her beautiful Bosendorfer 
grand and she wrote some exceedingly deep lyrics about fish. Translated they read 
something like - ‘fresh fish, on your dish, is a very good meal.’ I hired a choir, some 
members of the NZ Symphony Orchestra and it ended up quite well. No-one suspected 
how trite the lyrics were that the choir was singing. Trouble is, at 30” when the choir 
comes in so does the voice over at about a zillion decibels - The Fish ad.


You may wonder why I bother getting as involved in music as I do when it is going to be 
so far in the background. So do I sometimes but it is still a fantastic job!


The film editor that worked with Geoff Dixon was Michael Horton whose nickname was 
‘Hacker Horton,’ which is a great name for a cutter (or hacker) of film. When I played the 
‘Fish’ soundtrack to him he laughed and said ‘this is outrageous.’ The fish ad became the 
first of a series of foreign language commercials. 


The next of which, was the ‘Gas’ ad. It was all about ‘power from the earth’ and written in 
Latin this time, by Lisl’s older sister Gretl who was visiting from Sydney. Like Lisl, Gretl 
appeared to be a bag lady but was actually very wealthy and highly intelligent. There she 
was in the lingerie section of the very flash David Jones Department Store in Sydney, 
smoking a rolly while the staff pretended not to see this old duck. ‘Does anybody virk 
here?’ she demanded loudly in her broad accent and got immediate service, anything to 
shut the old bag up. 


This ad was very well loved. The music was influenced by “Let’s Pretend,” a song 
Sylvienne sang in “Jack and the Beanstalk” written by the late Peter Harcourt - husband 
of actress Dame Kate and father of actress Miranda and TV host Gordon - ‘The Village of 
Schweppesbury.’


One ad I wrote needed a singer like Minnie Ripperton who had a freak high voice and 
extremely short lived career. I rang someone in Auckland to see if he knew of such a voice 
and he said ‘no, but Annie Crummer is really good.’ I had no idea who Annie was but 
hired her sight unseen. When I went to pick her up at the airport I saw a shy little Cook 
Island school girl get off the plane and felt like something of a pedophile while driving her 

https://vimeo.com/143312764
https://vimeo.com/143315387


to the studio. She had a tiny little case with a single dome clip and earphones 
permanently attached to her head.


I sang her the ad and she didn’t really respond. I thought ‘this is going to be tricky’ and 
was having serious doubts but then we were in the studio. In a tiny voice she said ‘can 
we have the lights off man?’ Like many other singers she did not like to feel the eyes of 
the producer and engineer staring at her through the window from the control room. It 
makes them feel like a goldfish in a bowl. We turned down the lights, rolled the backing 
tape and then were blown away by this amazing voice that must have been coming from 
this little girl standing in the dark, as there was no-one else in there. 


The ad agency guy, a Welshman named Bob Poole, who was casually sitting on the 
‘client’ couch at the back of the studio enjoying not having to do any work, jumped to his 
feet and shouted ‘what the fuck was that?’ I think this is that very first ad she ever sang 
for me so she must have been about fifteen - Gold Top Socks’. Nick Nolan was the 
spoken voice. He charged several hundred bucks for a job and often did two or three in a 
day. On you Nick!


Synths and a young Annie Crummer at the end. This was in the days when ads had big 
budgets as you can see - ‘Freshup Ballet.’





              Annie Crummer - no longer the little girl.	 	 	                      Mike Farrell


My favourite ad of all. Guitarist Mike Farrell playing a tune that I reckon could be a hit 
song even though it is in a minor key. I was playing synth but I wouldn’t even attempt to 
do fancy things with bend and vibrato ‘wheels’ when swapping lines with a guitar. Give 
this tune some lyrics and send it to ‘Il Divo.’ It’s a hit dammit! I don’t have the pictures for 
the first 30” so it is in black - ‘Mitsubishi Horseman’


For a few years I had two or three ads on in every ad-break in peak viewing, had regained 
my identity and felt a lot better than I did when working in the tele.


https://vimeo.com/140560362
https://vimeo.com/143322607
https://vimeo.com/143317295


	 	 	 	 	 	 Showreels


To  new composer I would say that to be successful you need clients. To meet a client in 
the first place, find out where the advertising people socialise, be courageous, intrude 
and introduce yourself. They will respect that. If you have nothing to put on a showreel, 
write and record something. Keep it short, maybe two or three different aspects of what 
you are good at and get it to them. Put it on a USB stick and maybe your phone. That will 
be your first showreel.

Advertising and film are very two dimensional businesses but people do have their 
loyalties and once you have a working relationship with a client, it may last for your whole 
professional life. Many people don’t like change and if they feel they can rely on you then 
your relationship keeps on developing. In ‘Bridge of Spies’ Steven Spielberg worked with 
Thomas Newman who is brilliant but only because his lifetime composer partner John 
Williams who is also brilliant, was not well enough to do the job.


The more work you get, the better your showreel will become. Make it really slick so, just 
as the agency guy you are trying to seduce goes to eject the reel saying ‘I see what you 
do,’ another dazzling soundtrack comes on. Think of how you can appeal to this person, 
maybe do something zany. Newsreader Dougal Stevenson very kindly recorded a spoofy 
intro to one reel and we used my News Theme. He was extremely well known so it went 
down a treat - Dougal intro 


A lot of the time I was acting as some sort of spy for the agencies because my reel was 
always current and would show them what their competition was up to. They would grill 
me about the agency that had made a particular ad or who the film company was, or 
even who the cameraman was, without hearing my magnificent work. How rude I thought. 
Once, when I was really the flavour of the month, an agency that was just around the 
corner from where I now live, got me to play my showreel three times. I was on top of my 
game! 


But do as I say, not as I do, because I don’t always get it right. I would go to Auckland 
and see thirty agencies in a week, but most of those companies are long gone, along 
those big budgets. To see that many agencies meant that the meetings were only twenty 
minutes long, just enough time to play a five minute reel, have a quick chat and get out of 
there. 


Looking back it would have been better if the meetings weren’t so rushed and I could 
have bonded with the ‘creatives’ but I purposefully made the meetings short. Getting to 
know clients is normal business practice but I felt uncomfortable because I knew that 
they knew, that I was only there because I wanted them to hire me. It felt creepy 
somehow so I couldn’t wait to be back in the car on my own. This meant that only a 
couple of people became real friends which was a shame because there are some really 
interesting and clever people in advertising. Another reason I didn’t linger is because I 
have a strange kind of shyness which many family and friends will find hard to believe. 
The better attitude would have been that I was there to help them and would give them a 
better result than any other writer could. Whether it were true or not, it would have been 
more constructive.


Only once did I take a producer to lunch and I was extremely grateful that my friend 
cameraman John Day came too. He had the gift of the gab and was perfectly comfortable 
in such situations. They chatted easily together throughout the lunch while I was almost 

https://vimeo.com/139286171


totally silent and literally dripping with perspiration. This is a very strange thing that 
happens to me in situations when I am as uncomfortable as I was then. I said it was the 
only time but now I remember also having to entertain a producer who I hardly knew and 
on that occasion I literally felt quite sick, I am ashamed to say and I couldn’t digest my 
meal. It is weird I know. My ability to chat people up is non existent so the music has had 
to be good enough to survive on its own.


I soon became known as a soundtracks guy rather than a jingles guy, so worked with 
singers less than half of the time. As I was always perfecting my craft in preparation for 
the big movie scores that of course, were going to roll in one day, I scored absolutely 
everything right down to the shot changes so they too, were marked on the score as 
another instrument. I also noted the voice-over entries and exits, not that there are many 
exits with voice-overs. 


	 	 	 	        The Purple House


One of the most likeable people I worked with in my television days was Tony Hiles. One 
programme he produced was “Good Day” and I wrote a quirky little theme for him. I 
called him to ask whether or not he had a copy of the opening titles and that was when 
he told me that the wonderful jazz violinist, Stephane Grappelli of whom I am a huge fan, 
commented on the theme when he was being interviewed, saying it was one of the best 
he had heard. I took that as a huge compliment! I was pretty hooked on the clavinet at 
this stage and played it solo for the intro - Good Day.

	 	 	 	       

Tony was a real rebel and rarely got on with those in authority in TVNZ so now like me, 
was a freelancer. I went to see him where he worked with a whole lot of other filmos in the 
‘purple house.’ This was a two story ‘double hung windows’ house right behind the Basin 
Reserve and painted purple as you may have guessed. It was very informal so there was 
no receptionist. I walked in to find him laughing at some really hokey looking film, with a 
young guy who looked extremely scruffy. I presumed Tony was mentoring him and 
wondered why he was wasting his time. Obviously the crap they were watching wasn’t 
going to go anywhere.


“Do you know how we made the sound of that joker’s head being cut off?” he asked me. 
“No.” I said, not particularly wanting to know. “A machete through a cabbage” he said 
and they both cracked up. I can’t actually remember what happened but I wasn’t too 
fussed about hanging around movies like that so didn’t stay long. Regrets, I’ve got a few, 
but then again, too few to mention . . . 


The film was actually one of the early ‘splatter’ movies and the young guy was later to 
become Sir Peter Jackson. To say I have changed my mind about him would be an 
understatement. What he has done for this country and the old home town in particular is 
amazing. When I saw the trailer for the first “Lord of the Rings” film I was completely 
blown away. He is a great director but has had no formal education in film as far as I 
know.


https://vimeo.com/144079724


	 	 	 	 	 	 Honeymoon


One day Susie had a freckle on her shoulder cut off and the wound was quite deep so 
clearly, the doctor had taken it very seriously. It had been a melanoma and that was the 
first on a list of awful medical problems. In the well periods between following illnesses, I 
naively thought she was going to be ok. 


We spent four happy years together before getting married. As the wedding day grew 
nigh I was getting a definite message that she wanted me, the non-Jewish bloke, to 
impress her family, the blokes of which we felt, were not completely sure about me. I 
asked Lisl to help me with the speech and she was magnificent. I still have the notes that 
I made on cards, safely saved somewhere. I downed a large Scotch a few seconds before 
speech time and with my new found confidence, it went well. I mentioned just about 
everybody who was there, often disparagingly, but they all felt included and I can 
remember at one stage, seeing people with tears in their eyes from laughing. My timing 
got better and better, I was on a roll and could do no wrong and my new wife was looking 
at me adoringly. Excellent! Job done.


                     
Wedding speech L - R Ferg, Vivienne, Michael, me, Susie, Viv Gill and Susie’s sister Kitty.

The Vivian Street house was on the other side of Victoria University grounds from Kelburn 
so I could walk home through the Uni for lunch. Susie’s friend Pammy was often there as 
they were very close. Pammy could easily go home which was just a couple of blocks 
away and then come back just as easily. The point is, she always seemed to be coming or 
going but I’ll get back to that. 




After the wedding, Susie and I went on a big trip through Egypt, Turkey and a lot of 
Europe. I was earning well in those days and in just a few months had enough in the bank 
to give us a big overseas trip. Susie liked the idea because she wanted to give us a ‘past’ 
meaning, some experiences to share. Maybe she knew she wasn’t going to make old 
bones.


Pammy and her husband Peter who is an engineer, friend and work colleague of Daryl, 
wanted to join us but it wasn’t a good idea. In the beginning Susie and I were on our own. 
We went down the Nile seeing amazing sites that were almost always dated about 5,000 
years B.C. 


Susie was little and had a vaguely middle-eastern 
look, so people in Egypt liked to be photographed 
with her and would even thrust their baby into her 
arms, for a photo. She loved that and the 
Egyptians loved her. They  may have thought that 
she looked like a blonde version (ash blonde was 
the actual label on the bottle from where the colour 
came) of Cleopatra. 


After Egypt we were off to Istanbul where we 
checked into the hotel and took the lift to our floor. 
The lift doors opened and there – ta dah – were 
Peter and Pammy saying a big ‘Hi’ and full of the 
joys of life. It was great to see them but by the end 
of breakfast the next day, the girls had fallen out. 
Possibly because it was a sustained visit and 
Pammy couldn’t return home for a recharge 
whenever she wanted. Anyway that was it. 


When we were on the way to the ANZAC’s graves 
at Gallipoli we had stopped to buy the girls an ice 
cream at a temporary stall in the middle of the 
desert when Peter, who is a really good guy said,     

	 Going to the Blue Mosque in Turkey 	    ‘what are we going to do with these women Clive?’ 
	 	 	 	 	 	 	    I had no answer because it made no sense.


That cemetery is just down the road from the Turkish graveyard and I presumed three old 
chaps sitting on a stone wall were gardeners or groundsmen. I was reading a plaque 
when one of them ambled over and in his strong accent asked if the soldier whose grave 
it was, was a relative. These old chaps were not groundsmen, they were just Turks paying 
their respects to the ANZACS and proving to me that everyone, on both sides, knows that 
Gallipoli was a terrible and pointless battle. 


By the time we had got the ferry from Greece to Italy and actually made it together to 
Florence, the girls had fallen out even more. When Susie and I heard Pammy complaining 
about us in the next room, we went down to the foyer, returned the rental car keys to a 
pigeon hole for our recent traveling mates and did a runner. We got the train north to 
Amsterdam and could get off and on again at any time, as long as we were going in 
vaguely the same direction. When we arrived at a town we would either quickly jump off 
or stay on the train to see if we liked the next town a bit more.




Bad News

It was when we came home to NZ that we found that Susie had an inoperable breast 
cancer tumour, in the very middle of her lung. News doesn’t get much worse than that. It 
sounds strange but as I understand it, breast cancer cells were carried by the blood 
stream and deposited in her lungs. 


At first, we thought we were invincible. Other people die, not us. Everyone seemed to be 
an authority on her illness and I went along with it, until I found that she was actually 
losing the battle. All of a sudden she was in the hospice and that was when it really struck 
home. She made a trip to the Oncology ward and while there, complained that she had a 
sore leg. Now she had bone cancer as well. Her thigh-bone had snapped in half as she 
lay in bed. She went to one surgical operation with two broken arms and a broken leg, 
smiling and waving at me with her one good arm as she disappeared on a hospital trolley 
through the double doors of the operating theatre. 


When Susie was dying all thoughts of 
material possessions and “keeping up with 
the Jones’s” went straight out the window. 
One phrase that people would use in those 
days was ‘he who dies with the most toys 
wins.’ When your life partner is going through 
something like she was, this becomes a 
ridiculous philosophy and ‘a shroud has no 
pockets’ meaning, you can’t take it with you, 
is much more realistic.


Susie was receiving palliative care, which 
means, let her go as painlessly as possible, 
but it will be quick. Her friend Viv Gill and I 
were not going along with this and were 

doing everything we could to save her. Looking back, it was pretty silly but well 
intentioned. 


I had heard of a ‘chelation therapy’ clinic in Auckland. This involves intravenous drips of 
massive amounts of vitamin C and had had some success. I made a quick trip to the 
clinic which was right in the middle of town on Queen Street. People reading mags and 
attached to drips, were in La-Z-Boy chairs around the walls. I didn’t know what to do.


I had also been told about the Aids Clinic and that Aids and cancer patients were having 
similar treatments somehow. The clinic was a little building at the town end of the 
entrance of The Domain. Off I went and who should I meet, but my dear friend Dicki 
Johnstone, who had directed “Jenifer” and was now a counsellor and running the clinic. 
Dick was extremely caring and flew down to Wellington to counsel Susie as she lay in the 
hospice bed.


In the last few weeks of her life Susie only came home on a Sunday. We had a bed all 
made up by the fire downstairs, as it was too painful for her to be carried upstairs. But as 
much as she loved coming home she was always ready to get back to where she had 



twenty four hour professional care. Seeing her being lifted into an ambulance in her 
wheelchair was awful for me but even worse for her children. 


Every morning I would take Danya to school and years later I heard that as soon as I had 
left she would get on a bus and go to see her mother in the hospice. She didn’t tell me in 
case I had insisted she stay at school. 


Susie had a twinkle in her eye, was smart as hell, kind of mischievous and always more 
interested in other people than herself. Visitors would ask how she was and she would 
immediately turn the focus of the conversation around to them. Even though she was in 
such an awful position herself she would remember every detail of their problems that 
they had told her about on the last visit. But there were a couple of exceptions and if she 
heard one of these people coming down the corridor and just couldn’t face making small 
talk, she would pretend to be asleep.


When the number of visitors became too much, the nurses took the bed out of the next 
room to make it another waiting room, especially for her. Sylvienne had come down from 
Auckland to look after Danya, Arnon and I and was chatting to a young American rabbi, 
Ed someone from St Louis, when I joined them in the new waiting room. 


Even though I knew that Susie and her side of the family were not religious I said to the 
rabbi, ‘she is very frightened. Is there anything you can tell her about where she is going?’ 
He looked at me and said ‘I don’t know what happens when we leave this earth, I don’t 
know what to say.’ My sister, getting some points for Christianity (she and husband Tom 
were lay preachers at the time) came straight in with, ‘well that’s not very good is it?’ 


The little rabbi looked thoughtful and began walking to Susie’s room. Just before he came 
into her line of vision he turned to us and said ‘I’ll tell you what. I’ll lie!’ I can’t explain why, 
but to me that was a very Jewish thing to say and very welcome.


Then a little later, Susie just wound down and stopped. It was over and she was gone. 
How can something so vital and complex as this wonderful little lady just stop? She was 
forty years and two months old. Arnon was just thirteen and Danya was fifteen. These are 
very young ages to lose your mum and it was terribly sad for them.


Susie had planned her own funeral at Old St Paul’s and a 
lot of people were standing at the back and even outside. 
She wanted a decent send off and why not? But the after 
match function was weird. Everyone had been steered 
away from the house where the family had lived. No-one 
came at all. 


I wasn’t feeling sorry for myself as I was still so stunned but 
then Lorraine Williams  (Hank and Michael’s ex-girlfriend 
and heartthrob actor Karl Urban’s mum) arrived and sat 
with me for hours. I lay back on the bed that had been 
brought downstairs for Susie’s home visits while Lorraine 
sat all day, on the couch facing me. Later I was told that 
everybody had gone to Kitty’s which was just around the 
corner and nobody thought to ask where I was. I also heard        

that people had been told that I didn’t like Jewish people.

           Lorraine and I                  




A few days after she had gone, Arnon and I pulled up at the house and he said - “I can’t 
remember what she sounded like.” I had stupidly wiped her answerphone message and 
knew that if I hadn’t, her voice would have brought her right back for all of us.


A few months after Susie died I went to see some spirit mediums to see if I could find her. 
One woman (they were always women) told me she did ‘rescue work.’ For some reason, I 
thought of the fireman rescuing the cat up a tree, in the film ‘Police Academy.’ What she 
actually meant was that when a person dies they may just reach the lower level of the 
spirit world and remain trapped there. This is more likely to happen if family and friends 
keep looking for them, which stops them being released to the higher levels and I did not 
want to do that.


One medium told me that she had a message about the drawers beside the bed. I didn’t 
make it easy for her because I wanted to know if she was genuine so she became quite 
exasperated. Then she said ‘there is something on the drawers beside the bed!’ I said 
‘there is a gold chain necklace she gave me.’ ‘Right’, she said. ‘She wants you to wear it!’ 
That was very convincing and it made me happy that Susie was still around, somewhere. 
I had taken the gold chain off as it gave me a rash but it also wasn’t really ‘me.’


 

Lisl and Danya


I have always had trouble sleeping but particularly in those days so I learned 
Transcendental Meditation. It doesn’t actually help me to sleep, as I can’t do it when I am 
lying down but a few minutes of meditation while sitting in a chair can be very restful. 


Cemeteries are sad places but Susie left this life twenty seven years ago, so I am not 
grieving for her any more. When I visit her grave I like to stay a while so I sit cross legged 
on the grass and slip easily into a meditative state. Through the blankness of the 
meditation, memories come back to me while I hear the birds and the sheep and the wind 
in the trees.

 




	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 Lisl

I continued to see Lisl after Susie died and one night, after a musical conversation, she 
said in her broad Czech accent “Darling. You should hear the Verdi Requiem.” All I knew 
about a Requiem Mass is that it is serious classical vocal and orchestral music. I knew 
that some very clever musicians loved classical music but I didn’t, even when I was 
playing classical piano I wasn’t really moved. 


I played the Requiem and thought it was interesting so played it again. I knew there was 
something going on and by the third playing I was hooked. I then played it every night for 
months lying on the floor and following the score. This music is beautiful and so honest. 
There is no filling and not a note that is unnecessary. I have since played it a hundred 
times I reckon. Along with Bizet’s “Pearl Fishers” men’s duet and the Delibes’ women’s 
duet from “Lakme,” I think it is the most wonderful music I have ever heard. Recently I 
heard the conductor Sir Colin Davis saying that he thought Verdi’s Requiem surpassed 
anything else he had done. 


 

	 	 	   	 	     Vivienne Cockburn and Lisl Hilton


One night Danya came home and saw me obviously moved yet again, by the music. ‘I 
wish I could feel about something as strongly as you do’ she said. It was around that time 
that she decided to study journalism and be a reporter and has since been very 
successful. She is now the Senior Press secretary to a Political Party. I hope my being so 
passionate about something was influential in her profession. 


Lisl became forgetful and would do things such as leave the house and leave the burners 
on the gas stove going. One Sunday her son and his family picked her up for an 
afternoon drive but they delivered her to the Malvina Major Rest Home and she never saw 
her own home again. 


On a visit to see her there and with Susie’s children as witness, she left me her 
Bosendorfer piano in her will, but her wishes were ignored so that was not to be. It was a 
hugely generous offer to make and I was humbled, but she did make it and I never saw 
the piano again. I called a family lawyer about it but he recommended that I ‘stay away.’




Then it was time to sell Susie’s house and move on. Arnon and I had the unenviable task 
of emptying the family home and it was awful. He would have been about fifteen and was 
stoic even though all sorts of things would have been going through his head at the time. 
For some reason I remember in particular, emptying the linen cupboard of sheets and 
towels then taking them to the Salvation Army. The ‘Sallies’ pass other people’s stuff on 
to those who need it so at least it was going to a good home. It was really hard on both of 
us but particularly for Arnon as he was just a little fella and this was all so final.


	 	 	 	 	    Murray Wood


When digital samplers came on the market Dave Parsons and I had been introduced to 
an “Emulator” by the ebullient Stuart Craw and his demonstrator keyboard playing buddy 
Murray Wood. 


They came to Dave’s house in Khandallah one evening while we were working and it was 
most entertaining. I immediately decided to buy this big magical keyboard, the Emulator 
2, and forked out $17,000 for it. Murray really knew his way around that machine but I 
never got the hang of it.


When he was just eleven years old, his mother would 
drive him to a piano playing gig with his band 
‘Murray and the Puppets.’ ‘Murray and the Muppets’ 
would have had a better ring to it but it was before 
such creatures had been created. 


When Susie died I was not able to concentrate on 
anything much but asked Murray if he would help me 
get to grips with the new Emulator 3 that I had 
recently bought. He invited me to stay with him in 	

	         Murray Wood 	 	 	 Christchurch and I gladly took him up on the offer

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 but again, I didn’t understand a thing of what he tried 
to show me. I had a complete mental block about technical things in those days and 
Dave had always been in charge of that department.


Murray was innovative. While I was staying with him he visited an Asian chap at the 
University. Together they were hatching a plan, which quite soon became ‘Magnum Mac’ 
the main importer of MacIntosh computers into New Zealand. Years later he sold the 
company, started up a Polytec in Christchurch and then when that was up and running, 
became CEO of the ill-fated CTV company. This was the most publicised building 
collapse in the Christchurch earthquake and Murray, along with many others, died that 
day. 


I am disappointed that to my knowledge, he has never been mentioned in the many TV 
News stories about that particular building and the hundred and fifty people who died. He 
was a very special, kind and talented human being. I could have gone to his funeral but 
was told, that people were not allowed to enter the city at that time because of the 
quakes. Later, I found this to be untrue and was very disappointed that I had not paid my 
respects particularly as I was traveling in the South Island at the time, so not too far away. 
I heard that it was ‘standing room only’ and it was extremely moving. His parents, sister, 
wife and children would have been shattered.




	 	                   	 	  Guest Talk


One of the music professors at Victoria University asked me to give a guest talk to his 
students. I would be ‘The Composer in the Market Place.’ I really wanted to do this and to 
do it well as I was pretty sure, I would have something to do with teaching one day. One 
of the other professors then asked me what I was going to talk about. When I became 
enthusiastic and started to tell him he said ‘You’re not going to give all your secrets away 
are you?’ (wink, wink, say no more) but I replied was that yes I was, most definitely.


It seems to me that a great percentage of the classical music commissions in this country 
are given to lecturers at Victoria University. The job of a teacher is to pass on knowledge 
and prepare a student for a professional life after University but I am not convinced that 
this is happening, particularly in that classical music department. 


I once had a visit from one of these chaps who had an overseas guest to entertain. They 
came to my house and asked me to play something I had been working on. I played 
something that may have appeared a bit straight and possibly even ‘soapy’ but there 
would have been something attractive about it. To survive in the ‘real’ world you need to 
be able to write music that people find attractive and there should be nothing pretentious 
about it. Even dissonance and tension can be attractive but music that is academic and 
has no melody, harmony or rhythm, is of little value and nobody likes it. 


My visitor and his guest left quite quickly, obviously disappointed and maybe a little 
embarrassed because I suspect, my music wasn’t cerebral enough for them. I heard of a 
girl at university in Auckland who wrote a piece that was quite brilliant, in the style of 
Chopin which is no mean feat but apparently it wasn’t weird enough so was not well 
marked by the professors.


My point is that although setting up shop as a classical composer is extremely high risk, 
there must have been some students over the years, who have been enabled to do so 
through a University education, but have there been? What is the strike rate? How many 
professional classical musicians are produced from these places? I believe that graduates 
would have to unlearn a lot of bad habits they picked up at University if they were going 
to write film music or an opera that anyone may actually like.


If there is pressure on students to write music that is downright peculiar as opposed to 
melodic and attractive, what future do they have? If the teachers are not going to ‘give all 
their secrets away’ again, what future do they have? There are those who are protecting 
their own backsides and fearful of not getting the next commission, so why would they 
give all their secrets away? In my course I give it all away and so did Dick Grove, my 
teacher in Los Angeles.


My first guest lecture ran for an hour and a half and had me in a ball of sweat, running 
between a video player and a piano with the adrenalin flowing freely. I talked about 
commissions and how I approached them and it went down well, possibly because the 
TV commercials and TV series themes that I talked about were well known. I received a 
standing ovation and one student told me it was the high point of his years of study.




	 	 	      	 	 	 Surprise Visit

Ony Parun was a NZ tennis champ and big brother Louis was in the Librettos, the band 
that was competition for The Premiers, the first band I ever saw. These two brothers used 
to coach Cliff Richard and The Shadows in tennis whenever they were in England. Louis 
had been in ‘The Wanderers’ with Dave Brown before Dave was in ‘The Avengers’ and we 
knew each other a little. He dropped in one day saying ‘I’ve got someone who would like 
to meet you.’ ‘Bring him in’ I said. Louis disappears out to his car and comes back with 
HANK MARVIN!!! I just about fell over. 


They stayed for lunch and just as they 
were leaving Hank asked me if he could 
see my studio, as he didn’t really 
understand about synthesisers and 
computer sequencing, so up the stairs we 
went. I was working on the silliest ad I 
ever did. The product was ‘fly strike.’ I 
have done ’em all. Car, Airline, Petrol and 
Travel ads are fine but you have also got 
to write music for loo paper, and things 
like ‘fly strike.’ The ad had a descending 
percussive bass line, the sort of vicious 
jagged thing that can only be played by 
computers and I think he was intrigued 	

	 Hank Marvin - playing a Burns (just like mine!)       because he went down the stairs and out  
	 	 	 	 	 	 	                 of the front door singing the line - Fly Strike


The silly thing is I forgot to proudly show him my Marvin Burns guitar. He had played one 
of these on stage for about five minutes but reverted fairly quickly to a Fender 
Stratocaster again. The reason I had this guitar was that I thought it must be good 
because it was made for him and named after him so I ordered one even before I had 
heard it. I had sold my Cherry Red Stratocaster because some kid in the crowd told me 
that he had a Jansen Invader like mine. This is a NZ made and inferior guitar. Although 
vaguely modest I was also vaguely up myself, so I sold my strat immediately. That was a 
bad move and one that I regretted for life but no-one was going to think I played a Jansen 
Invader!


That night, Louis, some other musicians and I were given tickets to The Shadows concert 
and had a meal with them afterwards. I remember explaining to my childhood hero that 
no, he couldn’t load his guitar into a computer. He was confused between sampling and 
what electronics can and can’t do. It was a great night and I remember that the drummer 
Brian Bennett spent a lot of time on the phone out in the reception area, trying to jack 
something up with a client back in London. Like me, he wrote commercially and was 
probably concerned that someone might step in and nick his jobs, while he was down at 
the bottom of the world being a ‘Shadow’ again. Apparently he didn’t really play drums 
any more and just got back into practice a few weeks before each ‘Shadows’ tour.


I saw Hank recently in his ‘Gypsy Jazz’ concert and met him afterwards with some other 
old musos. When I mentioned him coming to lunch at my house he just looked at me 
without a flicker of recognition and had absolutely no recollection of it. I have never felt so 
deflated!


https://vimeo.com/140561799


	 	 	 	 	 The Returning


David Baldock told me recently that cameraman and director John Day had died a couple 
of months ago and his funeral was in Auckland. I was really disappointed that I had not 
known and been able to pay my respects. Friends like him, younger than me, keep 
dropping off the perch.


John asked me to score his feature film ‘The Returning.’ 
It was classed as ‘horror’ but I could never see it as 
that. In the story, the ghost of the hero’s wife from a 
former life, comes back to claim him. There were no 
knives or terror or blood and I saw it as a love story and 
scored it as such. 


I wrote a wordless female vocal for whenever the lady 
was around and it was a very loving situation, 
particularly the scene in which the hero and his former 
wife, rolled around a bed naked for quite some time. 


Liz was a singer from London. She was black with a 
broad cockney accent and was passing through town. I 
asked her to do the job and she did it well. Liz had her 
coffee ‘non-white’ as opposed to black and is another 
of the people who I have worked with that I wish I had 
stayed in touch with - Love Scene from The Returning


A TV Arts programme shot a profile about me at around this time. The questions weren’t 
always easy to answer and sometimes I appear arrogant but I’m not. To avoid awkward 
pauses in an interview sometimes you have to keep talking before you have been able to 

really think about the answer and it is very 
difficult to talk about writing and producing 
music. Composition is all to do with feelings 
but arranging, which is the next stage, has 
a more academic approach. 


This profile shows a couple of things from 
my past that are no longer around and I 
wish they were. Firstly, the orchestra is in 
Studio One of Radio New Zealand House 
that was demolished pointlessly and 
secondly the piano you will see is the Baby 
Grand that I wish I had never sold. With 
some of these longer clips you may need to 
wait a few seconds and make a couple of 
pause and starts before they get going.            
	 	 	 TV3 Profile.


Nigel Stone is the engineer with whom I worked most.


https://vimeo.com/131335179
https://vimeo.com/143444729


	 	 	 	       The Aotea Centre

While writing “The Returning,” my contract stated that I could not accept any other 
commissions but something came up that I could not turn down.


A few months before, I was very lucky to spend some time with Dame Kiri Te Kanawa. 
David Baldock had made an episode of an international co-production series called 
‘Return Journey.’ Artists from various countries were filmed returning to their home 
country from wherever they had been living, for the past however many years.


I wrote the underscore and David told me that when Kiri was recording the voice over in 
New York, she loved the theme, kept humming it and said she would like to meet me. 
When David and I went to meet her she answered the door looking very casual, which put 
me at ease straight away and I liked her immediately. We went down to lunch in the hotel 
where I met some of her entourage and while lining up at the buffet Kiri casually 
announced that she would “like Clive to write something for the opening of the Aotea 
Centre.” This was Auckland’s sparkling new Opera House. Her ladyship had at last 
deigned to sing in her home country, as there was now a building worthy of her. I suspect 
she was probably more interested in trying to get a decent Opera House for Auckland as 
she had often sung in schools and maraes and other lowlier establishments.


         

    The Aotea Centre 


I have to say that this pop musician felt very honoured to be taken so seriously. The new 
building was going to have an official opening and she had been influential in it being 
built. So the opening of The Aotea Centre was scheduled to happen right in the middle of 
my contract to write “The Returning” score. The contract stated loud and clear, that I 
couldn’t do any other work while writing “The Returning” score but I broke my contract 
for just a few days. No-one knew that until now but I don’t think it matters any more and 
the world is still turning.




I very quickly decided to rework the music that Kiri had liked so much. I was given The 
Auckland Philharmonia Orchestra and the Dorian Singers led by choir master Karen Grylls 
to perform the piece. A choir? What was I going to do with a choir? As usual, I do my 
best writing when walking, driving or doing something menial. At the traffic lights on the 
corner of Webb and Taranaki Streets in Wellington, this huge choral thing came into my 
head. When I got home I wrote down the melody and then began arranging it for all the 
different parts, choral and orchestral. But what was the text that the choir was going to 
sing?


Ah – the dear old aunts. I phoned Lisl and found that sister Gretl was in town from 
Sydney. Gretl immediately suggested an ancient Latin poem written by the Roman poet 
Horace, a couple of thousand years ago. “Exegi Monument” means “I have built a 
monument.” The poet was referring to his own poetry but in my piece, it was going to 
refer to this shiny new building. Apart from the title I didn’t have a clue what they were 
singing, but the text fitted my music like a glove as has happened so often before.


I met Kiri’s well loved friend and conductor the late John Hopkins for breakfast. (It is such 
a small world. John Hopkins used to pick up Aunt Gretl and take her to the Christian 
Science Church in Sydney). Back to breakfast. Mmmm . . . bit of a problem there. Dear 
John had a serious overbite and ordered muesli so this well loved breakfast cereal was 
coming straight at me and at high speed, every time he spoke which was often, as it was 
me who was doing the listening. It was really hard to avoid the barrage but I respectfully 
did my best. Phtang! Phtang! Please - not another spoonful. Aah! Phtang!


I particularly loved the time John and I spent going 
through the score together in his Auckland hotel. Then 
we were rehearsing. “First we’ll do the Mozart and then 
the Cockburn” he said to the orchestra and choir. Are 
you serious? I smiled to myself but nobody saw. I may 

be ok at what I do, but Mozart I’m not!          

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	     John Hopkins

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 

The music involved a blend of electronic and orchestral music. I wanted to make every 
part of the music to be played ‘live’ because although orchestras can’t play as tight 
rhythmically as a computer, they are a lot more interesting to watch. So I copied the 
sequenced parts on to music for four drummers. They would play the different patterns 
on electronic drum kits and it would be interesting to watch. 


A drumstick on an electronic drum pad can trigger any sound, from a dog bark to a 
Japanese Taiko drum, or even a plane taking off and Dave had programmed the sounds 
we wanted to be under the different drum pads. This meant that ‘live’ percussionists 
would now play instruments that had been played perfectly in time by a computer in the 
documentary soundtrack. This was quite a risk as the probability of the percussionists 
playing it as well as the computer were not high. We had the rehearsal and it was kind of 
all right but a bit stiff.


The problem was that after the rehearsal we could not do another sound check before the 
performance, which was several hours later. In that period I believe that someone tripped 
over some leads or reset something because when the electronic drums began, in front of 
an audience of dignitaries but most importantly to me, Dame Kiri Te Kanawa, they were 
making very peculiar sounds, loud and proud. 




Dave’s carefully crafted sounds had been replaced by I have no idea what and I have 
never been more embarrassed. I wanted this madness to end but you can’t just ignore a 
conductor and walk in front of an orchestra to stop a percussion section playing, while 
performing to a full house. I stayed at my keyboard sweating and feeling embarrassed.


Malcolm Kemp was the TV cameraman who told me when I was a TV director, about the 
importance of foreground elements to detect camera movement in a wide shot. He had 
left Avalon and got a job as a director in the U.K. where he did well and amongst other 
things, directed the Charles and Diana wedding with thirty five ‘outside broadcast’ 
cameras. 


On this trip back to NZ he was in charge of the television presentation of the opening of 
The Aotea Centre but some political problem (with the orchestra I think) had put the 
kibosh on the production after the cameras and lights and the whole OB unit had packed 
in. 


There they were, all dressed up with nowhere to go but as a personal favour to me, he 
fired up the crew to record the music I was commissioned to write. At one stage there is a 
shot of the sopranos doing absolutely nothing while waiting to sing. This is because 
Malcolm didn’t know the music at all so didn’t have a chance to camera script it as he 
would have liked. It was never televised but I got my video. Malcolm is another of my 
friends who passed away at far too young an age.


At the end you will see John waving me over to take a bow. It is not easy weaving 
between the players in an orchestra and there was no room even when I got to him. The 
conductor’s podium is so cramped and I didn’t know where to stand so I thought I 
shouldn’t be overly shy and should stand where people couldn’t see me. I stepped up to 
be beside the conductor realising as soon as I had, that that was not the thing to do. The 
percussion section has been edited out and that was the section that had the theme that 
Kiri liked in particular - The opening of the Aotea Centre


John was very gracious and smiled at my faux pas but I got out of there pretty quickly. It 
always makes me smile when I see it and I remember going back to my dressing room 
(quite quickly) and Max Cryer, who was the compere, coming to see me. Max, like 
everyone else in the audience (I hoped), hadn’t noticed anything wrong with the electronic 
drums.


At a barbecue at David’s Eastbourne home Kiri had mentioned that there was very little 
music for an older soprano. This registered with me and I decided to do something about 
it one day. It would be great to write something for her but to do so, I needed a libretto or 
at least some lyrics.


 


https://vimeo.com/131374515


                                     Dreams and reality

When Susie was sick the phone for my music jobs very soon became quiet. The news 
had got around that my wife was terminally ill so no-one was going to bother me. When 
she had actually gone, I had not worked for a few months and there was no way I could 
drag myself back into that world again feeling as I did. I couldn’t have dealt with the 
relatively trivial problems of advertising or even a documentary score and would have just 
stared at a brief like a stunned mullet.


I was also in some sort of irrational state and had some pretty silly ideas. One was that 
my responsibilities as a parent were virtually over because neither I nor my opinions 
mattered, to anybody - idiotic but I will try to explain. I believe that other people know 
better than me if they say they do, positively enough. This feeling carried over into my 
personal life as both Val and Susie were powerful women and made just about all of the 
decisions in our households. If they felt strongly about something then my opinion was 
unnecessary but I always had music in my head so was quite vague and less attentive 
than I should have been, to day to day matters. 


Apart from that - the idea that guys are basically useless has been going on since the 
70s. In my television days the office of the talk show ‘Today at One’ was full of very smart 
women who all thought that men were either a bit thick or chauvinistic bullies. Either way 
they were not a sex to be respected and in many ways, this is being reinforced to this 
day. When a TV ad features a couple, if anybody is going to do something ridiculous it is 
going to be the guy. An ad will never end with the guy looking knowingly at the camera 
because his wife has just made a fool of herself. Never!


So I thought I wasn’t important to my kids but happily, a little later, I found that I was. In 
the meantime, it seemed that they were taking care of themselves. This meant that I could 
go to England, live on a canal boat and write music that I liked. I was obsessed with the 
idea but I hadn’t thought it through. I would be lonely as hell, miss the family and they 
may even miss me. It was crazy!


A year or so after Susie had gone and while I was still planning my canal boat dream I 
began a twelve year period of serial monogamy. At first I was riddled with guilt thinking 
that I should remain on my own for the rest of my life but that was not an attractive 
proposition. Angela McMeekin on the other hand was a very attractive proposition and 
had been “the face of ‘75” in a modelling competition. Skinny as a twig, she took things 
very seriously, did not make polite conversation and only laughed if she really felt like it. 
She is a terrific lady and we had a few good years together. 




	 	 	   Canal Boats

I have never been much of a material guy and when I went to study in the States I got all 
my worldly possessions down to fit into a single suit case. The one thing I wanted to keep 
was my guitar, more for old times sake than anything else as I never played it. For some 
reason I have never picked it up and I really don’t know what that complex is all about but 
it has been going on for nearly fifty years now so is likely to continue. The dear old Burns 
was moth balled for yet another year, this time behind the wash house door at the Lyall 
Bay house where my mother still lived. 


That old family home was full of stuff that was never used. i reckon it weighed Vivienne 
down and that she felt like she couldn’t go anywhere. This is an awful thing to do to old 
people but it happens all the time. Stuff that would never be used again was in the 
cupboards, behind doors, in the attic and anywhere else that could be a possible storage 
space. We hold on to things for half a lifetime and then we throw them out and storing it, 
is an awful pressure on our elders. It makes them feel trapped.


My trip to the English canals was another time that I could pack all my worldly 
possessions into a suit case. I was going forever, so the problem was, what to do with the 
baby grand? I felt awful about this very special gift from my parents but it had to go, so I 
sold it. The buyer lived in the penthouse of the James Cook Hotel, just above the floor 
where I met Kiri Te Kanawa. I don’t think I ever spoke of the piano to my mother but she 
must have been hurt and I am sorry about that.


	 	 	 	 A Canal Boat in the U.K.


At the airport, when I was leaving for the U.K., was when i finally I realised that I did 
matter to my kids because Dylan and Arnon were there to see me off and neither of them 
was looking happy about the situation. I knew then and there, that my canal boat dream 
was crazy and that I would be returning virtually immediately and I did. I got on the plane 
knowing I wasn’t going to be staying in the U.K. and it was all a bit silly really.


I went half heartedly through the motions of making my fast fading dream work and 
looking for any excuse to decide as positively as possible against it and it wasn’t difficult. 
Life on those lovely looking narrow boats with their ‘Roses and Castles’ insignia wasn’t all 
‘hearts and flowers.’ The canals are actually the environment of some pretty tough people 
and the boats have moorings that are about as permanent as the piles on a house. It 



seemed that every night, the boaties return to exactly the same place, if they ever actually 
went anywhere at all. You don’t just go wandering off on your own to wherever you like, 
as you would probably be robbed or worse.


In one instance, when looking for a boat to buy, I was told to get off the train at Tring, 
cross the canal bridge and the boat I was to see, was 400 yards down the canal to the 
left. See? The mooring was that permanent. I also noticed the smell of diesel, loud radios 
(hopeless if you want to write music) and large scary dogs. I am not a dog person. I don’t 
trust them even though I am very fond of our little 3kg toy poodle Bebe. This is because I 
keep hearing about family pets that ‘turn’ and eat the face of a baby or do something else 
that is awful. I don’t care what psychological reasoning a dog person will give to justify 
that. I don’t like it. Dogs are schizo and your well-loved family pet may have a hissy fit and 
chew your baby’s face off. 


“A long slow affair of the heart” is a book by the New Zealand author and ex ‘McPhail and 
Gadsby’ scriptwriter Bruce Ansley. He and his wife had joined the increasing number of 
‘baby boomers’ like me, who dreamed of ambling down these idyllic waterways. It wasn’t 
a dream for these two and they actually did it but there were some very unpleasant things 
about it. For example, the banks of the canals are often steel walls as opposed to nice 
little grassy banks, This means that if an animal falls into the water they can never get out. 
Dogs, cats, foxes, rats and even fawns, drown every day and if a boatie tried to save the 
animal, it would panic and they would be making the situation worse. 


Then there are the locks. Locks dominate the lives of a ‘boatie’ and are frequent, 
sometimes every mile or so. Locks cause arguments between man and wife and are 
taxing even for someone whose muscles have not yet withered, so that particular dream 
is out of the equation for me. After a few visits like this my romantic notion went down 
into the sludge at the bottom of the canal. It was confirmed. I didn’t want to do this so got 
the next flight home. Even if I didn’t have children I would have returned to NZ.


While in the U.K. I had had a couple of pints, was feeling my Scottish roots and may have 
become a little too familiar, with a ‘countryman’ in a pub. When I started talking as if I was 
a real Scot I was told to ‘fuck off to the bottom of the world and stand on my head!’ 


This taught me in no uncertain terms that I didn’t have a lot to do with mother England or 
even Scotland anymore. I was a New Zealander and I felt I had lost any authority to write 
about England or the U.K. I was going to go home and write a music theatre piece from 
the South Pacific.




           	 	        Brooklyn	 


On my return I heard that Daryl’s friend Gerda (rhymes with murder, she said) had bought 
a house, so that she could sell it, but with the new contract, she could legally share a 
pathway right beside it, to her house. Otherwise she had to traipse up a million steps from 
the street below and when you had the weekly groceries to carry that was a long way and 
the wine alone would have been several trips. This new route was quite short, just the 
length of my soon-to-be house and slightly downhill, so much easier with the groceries.


Before being developed, this area was Fitchett’s farm and there had been a brickworks on 
it but obviously not for long as according to Wikipedia, John Fitchett arrived in Wellington 
in 1842 on the ship London and died in 1875. In 1899 his son A.B. Fitchett decided to 
subdivide his land. The short lived brick works were demolished and the bricks were 
recycled to build three houses in a row. Mine was the one in the middle.


I opened the front door and was immediately repelled. The stink was horrendous. I say 
‘stink’ because apparently that is correct. My French teacher Doc Schoones told my class 
way back in Rongotai College days, that a woman once said to a pompous gardener 
‘don’t these flowers smell lovely?’ His reply was ‘the flowers stink madam. You smell.’ 
This means that ‘smell’ is a verb and ‘stink’ is a noun. 


So, as I said - the stink was horrendous and it may have been because the previous 
owner was in the habit of throwing her dogs a bone, on the high pile shag. This was kind 
of her but could become a problem after a few months if the activity was not followed by 
a carpet shampoo or at least a vacuum. 


Everything was dark. The five fireplaces were a dark varnish and the shag was dark 
brown. At the back of the house were four nasty little rooms all solid brick and at the very 
rear, was a dunny. This private place was a fifteen foot corridor with a pan at the end. It 
was literally an internal brick shit house. The rooms at the back of the house were not 
lined and I almost expected mediaeval chains and manacles to be bolted to the bricks 
with some poor tortured wreck hanging off them but no, nothing. Just bricks. 


I noticed a tiny little window away up high, which I supposed was just to let the light in 
because only a giraffe could see out of it. I stood on the loo, looked out and there was the 
best view of my hometown I had ever seen. Down over Wellington, across the harbour 
and up the Hutt Valley. The inter island ferries were coming and going, helicopters were 
buzzing around and planes were landing and taking off from the airport over the hill. 
Nothing is very far away in Wellington. Also at the back of the house I discovered a deck, 
took a deep breath of fresh air (it was good to get out of there) and decided that I liked 
the place, so I bought it. Obviously I was going to have to demolish some walls and add a 
huge window for that view! 


Gerda quickly became a great friend. She was of Dutch descent but her husband Herman 
was a real Dutchman with a big accent. His full name is Hermanus Johannus Matheus 
Koenders. Herman told me that the previous owner was a lady on her own who would 
have long conversations with him while he was on the path below and she was casually 
leaning over that deck and wearing nothing from the waist up. Fair enough. It was a 
sunny deck and quite private.




Dylan and Arnon came to live with me and I remember walking into their shared bedroom 
and seeing them both, sitting on their beds across from each other wondering what the 
hell they were doing there. I was not either of their mums and knew that I had to make 
this work. I began to look forward to being in sole charge of doing up a house for the first 
time in my life so it was time to call in the architect brother and his builder mate Seb.


Daryl had been very successful and at one time 
had nineteen architects and draughtsmen in his 
company. This had enabled him to purchase some 
investment properties but when the ’87 crash 
happened the houses weren’t worth as much as 
the mortgages and he lost everything.


He’d had three cars at the time, all of them Rovers 
and every now and then some bloke would walk in, 
take his keys and drive another Range Rover or 
whatever it was, up and over The Terrace never to 
be seen again. He had already become a part time 
cyclist but when this happened he became a 
confirmed cyclist and hater of cars. He had also 
become more and more of a ‘greenie’ over the 
years and now saving the planet was even more 
important to him. I’m not sure how he feels about 
farting cows.


Daryl is on the left and the other bloke is me. Daryl 
rides his bike everywhere even now, at the age of seventy something. After pedalling up 
the Brooklyn Hill he would arrive as a sweaty wreck, (he wears long johns in the summer 
because his circulation is even worse than mine and he may get cold) to talk to his mate 
Seb, the builder. 
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The late Sebastian Page was the most cultured builder on the planet. His father was 
Freddy Page a lecturer in the music department at Victoria University and his mother was 
the notable artist Evelyn Page who painted my photographer friend Sal Criscillo’s wife 
Erin, in several nude portraits. Wellington is a very small world but there are a lot of 
interesting people there.


On the left of the house you can see the alleyway that prompted Gerda to buy the 
property to sell again immediately and in the roof is a window of the room in the roof we 
made for Dylan and Arnon. The carport was also an addition. Thank you Daryl and Seb 
for making me a great house!


Dylan went to Polytec to study art but one night he 
came home and said ‘they can’t teach me anything 
Dad’ so he never went back. He had always made 
his own decisions and they were always the right 
ones so I wasn’t going to tell him what to do in this 
case either. He has since been a guest lecturer at 
that Polytec. The last time he visited he talked to the 
students more about survival in the ‘real’ world than 
‘art.’ The point being that even if you are a wonderful 
artist, you may not stay in business without some 
basic survival skills.


                    Dylan - young artist/athlete on the Brooklyn deck


Dylan created an animation company that is now working on ‘The Hulk’ and ‘Avengers’ 
for American clients and is writing and illustrating 
graphic comic novels. Very proud I am! Natural 
talent. In the genes. But his mother was a helluva lot 
better artist than I ever was. My mother and sister 
were good artists but I actually had nothing to do 
with it.


He was also a black belt in Judo at seventeen and 
came second in the single men’s aerobics for New 
Zealand. He then went to the ‘worlds’ and beat the 
New Zealander coming fifteenth in the world. Not 
bad for an artist.


His Martial Arts pursuits meant that he would be 
down on the back lawn practicing. One of the 

techniques was ‘nun chucks.’ These are three sticks 
	 Dylan’s “Star Jump” 	                  linked together as a lethal weapon. Dear old Dyl. He 
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 just about concussed himself a couple of times when 
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 a nun chuck sconed him in the back of the head 	
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 while he was getting into the swing of things.


Meanwhile his step brother Arnon, who wasn’t quite so driven, would be lying on his bed 
watching the tele and probably having a smoke. I have always felt very close to Arnon 
and we have each other on without taking offense. For example, I tell him that his 
noticeable Jewish nose would serve well on the bow of an Ice Breaker and his reply is 



that he would rather have that than a fat Christian nose like mine. Apart from such 
rudeness he is a kind and caring human being. 


Dylan is also a kind and caring human being and with moral values that are better than 
most people who attend church regularly. He was and still is, absolutely into superheroes 
and I am so grateful for that. He simply says that, “Batman wouldn’t smoke. The Hulk 
wouldn’t beat up good people. Superman wouldn’t tell lies. Spiderman wouldn’t get 
drunk” and on it goes. 


Arnon got a job in a retail store 
in the ‘schmutters’, the Jewish 
term for the rag trade. One 
evening, back in the Brooklyn 
days, Arnon was at a BBQ with 
his boss. This boss thought 
that I was having an affair with 
his wife who he was no longer 
with so took it out on my little 
Volvo. 	 	 	 

	 	 	 	 	
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 Arnon, Henry and Dylan in the Brooklyn kitchen


Walking through the house that evening I wondered what the hissing noise that was 
coming through my front door. I went out to see my car getting lower to the ground on all 
four corners. Then I saw the paint on the roof was not looking too smart. He had sent 
some rent-a-rat to knife my tires and pour brake fluid over the roof. 


I couldn’t prove anything but got quite cross. I was sure he had done it and would 
embarrass him loudly, whenever I possibly could. I was especially good at that when he 
was in front of his Real Estate clients at an ‘Open Home.’ He died soon after. Oh dear. 
How sad. Never mind.


Then it was Arnon’s turn to take over the family business. All of the first born sons of the 
Levy family had the initial ‘A’ so the name of the company, ‘A. Levy Ltd,’ could continue 
when the business was handed down from father to son. Unfortunately, when it was 
Arnon’s turn to inherit the business it was the start of a recession and it was not an easy 
way to start life as the director of a company.


The second lady in my three part serial monogamy period was Charlotte Hughes-
Johnson. Very correct but very funny. The ‘Vicar’s Daughter’ I called her but her father 
was actually a doctor and the family was all a bit grand. Charlotte should have been in a 
later setting of Downton Abbey, possibly dressed in jodhpurs with patches in the elbows 
of a tweed jacket and climbing out of a Daimler with a Dalmatian dog in tow. She is a civil 
servant working with Ministers of Parliament and loves that life. Charlotte was a great girl 
but we just fizzled out. Great memories though.




	 	 	 	 	      Islands of Fire


It was time to compose my music/theatre piece from The Pacific.


Writing music for yourself rather than for a client means that there is no deadline and you 
can make your own decisions about everything. Also, a writer can’t really work past one 
o’clock if he starts early which I did, so what I was going to do with my afternoons had 
become a problem. And also - this show was going to need collaborators which meant I 
would meet new and interesting people. It would get me away from the computer, out of 
my studio, and into the world. Excellent!


To ensure variation, visually and aurally, I decided to make each scene be based on a 
traditional rhythm or chant from a different Pacific Island country. A stage show needs to 
keep changing and one fear I have is that the music in something I write, may be ‘samey.’


As I had recently learned, a Requiem Mass is a collection of different chapters and has no 
sets, props or other production costs. It just needs the musicians. My Rock Operas had 
buried themselves in production ‘values’ so were never staged a second time one as they 
were just too big and expensive. I decided to write a show with no more production 
requirements than a Mass so would be practical to put on.


I decided to create a collection of short stories from around the Pacific, like the chapters 
of a Mass. To do this I had to ask different Island writers and artists to suggest a subject 
matter and then work on it with me. Sometimes, through my own research, I would find a 
story and ask an advisor if it were an appropriate subject for a scene featuring their 
country.


Initially I called the show ‘Tu Galala’ after a book of human interest stories, from around 
the Pacific. ‘Tu Galala’ means ‘stand tall’ or ‘independence’ but no one could pronounce 
it correctly. There is an unwritten ‘n’ before the ‘G’ so the ‘G’ sounds like the ‘ng’ of 
‘thing.’ 


Samoan minister Fele Nokise (the “e’s’” sound like “e” 
in “egg”) was the first and most important, of a series 
of the advisors and philosophers I contacted. He told 
me early in the piece and very firmly, that you cannot 
have a Pacific show without dance and was right of 
course but this meant that my idea of low production 
costs had taken a serious knock. Such a production 
was going to need more people and costumes. To be 
authentic, the dancers needed to come from the 
country they were depicting. We were not going to have 
a NZ Maori performing an Australian Aboriginal dance!


But cast numbers could be kept lower if there was one, 
just one dancer from each of the sixteen countries that 

	 	 Dr Fele Nokise 	              we were featuring. That dancer could be the 	 	
	 	 	 	 	 	      choreographer and lead their country’s scene and the 
accompanying dancers could do stylised simplifications of his or her movements. There 
would also be an overseeing choreographer of the whole show. This casting and numbers 
problem was always in the back of my mind. I have seen Cook Islanders looking bored, 
after just a minute or so, of watching a dazzling Cook Island drumming group which made 



me aware that traditional dances were going to have to be contemporised to hold a 
modern day audience.

I liked Fele and was hugely grateful for his input. When we first met it was in the Lido Café 
in Wellington, I was looking around for a Samoan chap, but there was no-one who looked 
vaguely Samoan in the café. I had noticed an Egyptian wearing a fez on his head and he 
seemed to be looking for someone too. After a while I went over and asked ‘are you 
Fele?’ ‘Yes’ was the reply. He, like all of the other island advisors I worked with, was 
suspicious of me when we first met and it was always a great relief, when the barrier 
came down and they started to trust me. That was when I would see them smile for the 
first time and it was then that I started to think we could get somewhere.


The next time I saw Fele he was in a suit as he was meeting with church leaders soon 
after. I told him I needed to find a ‘kaupapa’ for the show. A ‘kaupapa’ is a set of values, 
principles and plans which people have agreed on as a foundation for their actions. 


While walking around the room and looking thoughtfully at my wonderful and recently 
acquired view he asked himself, ‘what is wrong with the Pacific?’ Ideas began pouring 
out of him and a couple of meetings later he had it when he very casually said, “If 
systems and structures aren’t upholding humanity, what are they upholding?” He didn’t 
realise that what he had just said was an epiphany for me. Perfect, I thought. ‘An 
epiphany’, ‘the penny dropped’, whatever your expression is in moments like this, that 
was it for me. I loved it. Now the stories had a direction and my show had a ‘reason to 
be.’


Dr Fele Nokise is now the Principal of the Theological College in Fiji. I was dealing with 
the most qualified people I could find to help construct this show and I was also dealing 
with the fact that I was white. The last thing I wanted to do to Island people was to 
colonise them again. I would use my expertise and sensitivity, to present their stories in 
their way. I planned to incorporate or have written, short stories of an important 
humanitarian topic from each of the islands in the show and continued on my search to 
find people to work with. My stock question, when meeting a new collaborator was - ‘if 
you were given five minutes on stage, to tell the rest of the world what you would like 
them to hear, what would you say?’ 


I continued to be met with huge distrust, some anger (which was directed more at my 
European ancestors than myself) and a lot of racism. I was told that I didn’t have a 
culture, more than once. The history of European New Zealanders is only a couple of 
hundred years old, so in many ways it was true, we don’t have a culture. We either revert 
back to English or Scottish history or accept Maori culture to speak for us. There isn’t a 
white New Zealander who doesn’t feel immensely proud when the haka is performed 
before a football match, but the haka is Maori. 


Over the years I was writing ‘Tu Galala’ which later became ‘Islands of Fire,’ I continued to 
look for the ‘culture’ and story of the European New Zealander. I asked several friends, 
many being writers and the sort of people who thought about these things, whether or 
not we had our own story. They would often become indignant and say ‘of course we 
bloody have!’ I would then say – ‘Ok. Whatever you think it is. Put it down on a single A4 
page’ but not one of them could do so.


In ’92 I went to the Pacific Festival of the Arts in Rarotonga. One of the first things I saw 
was what I still believe to be the most exciting dance of all those I have seen from the 



Pacific Islands. That is the Tapaki from ‘Wallis and Futuna’ or Ouvea, as it is called today. 
It has a rollicking 6/4 rhythm very like the rhythms beaten out in Celtic music on a 
bodhrum, which looks like a huge tambourine and is played with a short stick. The hand 
that holds the stick rocks back and forth, often playing the kind of rhythm you hear when 
Rob Roy is about to take on the English soldiers. I immediately knew I had the start of the 
show and the Tapaki rhythm meant that even the Irish could be there doing their 
‘Riverdance’ thing.


In the opening scene we have the meeting of all sorts of people brown, white and black 
and I couldn’t wait to put all sorts of musical things with it. It is a great big happy 
celebration full of sight gags and different personalities, meeting and reacting. This is how 
the short stories came about, so you can see how much thought went into them.


	 	            One of the fund raising brochure covers I had designed and printed


As you can see the brochures were pretty flash and thousands of dollars went into toll 
calls and airfares and nothing, was funded by the Queen Elizabeth Arts Council. When I 
asked for a meeting to discuss the possibility of funding I was asked ‘what would you 
know about the Pacific’ (quite pointedly) over the phone. That question was from the 
most senior executive, so I was already on the back foot.


Finally I got an appointment to meet a young actor and Pacific ‘advisor’ and also, that 
same woman, the CEO of the Queens Elizabeth Arts Council. I found out later that they 
gave me the mandatory forty five minutes but in that time those two interviewers, said not 
a word. I have always found it easier to talk to women than men so when the woman 
escorted me to the lift, I asked her what that extremely uncomfortable meeting was all 



about. I can’t remember her reply but by the time I got out of the lift and down to the 
street I was mad. 


That was pure racism and this was proven when I returned to see them again and the 
‘advisor’ told me (without a witness) that it was not a Pacific show because I was not a 
Pacific person. In Rarotonga I saw that ‘advisor’ in a bar and said - ‘I came to see you 
about my Pacific show and you told me to piss off!’ I was actually genuinely laughing 
about it because what they had done seemed so ridiculously wrong. This official’s 
reaction was to say ‘get out of my face man.’ There I thought, the true colours of the QE2 
Arts Council or Creative New Zealand as it is now called.


The show had an optimistic theme and from time to time, I felt like a ‘do-gooder’ but it is 
not a ‘do-gooder’ thing. It tells stories from both sides. We know there were lies and 
corruption from the white immigrants but they also brought with them education, health 
services, electricity and hot water from a tap etc. They also brought a religion that was stiff 
and inflexible but no more corrupt, than the power wielded by chiefs in their Matai system. 
For example, if an island person displeased a chief he may say, ‘no fish for you and your 
family for a week’ or, he may put you in the ‘long wara’ (long water). This meant being tied 
to a pole with the tide coming in and out for several days. When it was high it was 
frighteningly difficult for the captive to breath. People turned to Jesus, as the gentler 
option, very quickly.


                 

I heard that there were Polynesian and even some Melanesian students, at a college in 
Upper Hutt City so went out there and put a sign on the notice board. It said something like 
- white person wants to meet black person, to write a stage show. I don’t know what I 
actually wrote but that was the gist of it and I got a reply. Robin Pereap, a nice little chap 
from deepest darkest Papua New Guinea was studying to be a dental nurse and was keen 
to meet me so my sign had paid off.


Another person I met was Mary Levo from Bougainville. She was blue/black and seemed 
to me, to have European features. One night she was in the front seat of my car when I 
went to pick up Robin from his boarding house. He strolled out to the car, opened the 
door and then jumped back in fright. “He didn’t see me,” she laughed. “I’m so black, he 
didn’t see me.” To me the white bloke, that was very funny.


When I asked Robin if he agreed with the story that Dr Nancy Pollock, the anthropologist 
from Victoria University, had described to me, he said he did. Nancy had said that among 
other things, the colonialists had told the local people to ‘cover up’, (‘Karamapim,’) and 
‘stop that dancing’ (no ken danis’). Robin did a lot of self-conscious giggling at this point 
but then started writing the story in Pidgin English. He was not a lyricist and there was no 



regular scan so I made it into a sing/talk kind of song. To oppose the ‘stop that dancing’ 
idea, I made it as ‘dancey’ as I could and it was very funny.


The humour in the scene is that the island people did cover up and dressed for church in 
long white dresses and beautiful floral hats, while the European tourists were no longer 
going to church and instead, were strutting around in their speedo swimming togs and 
bikinis and showing the maximum amount of skin. 


         NO KEN DANIS


No ken danis, no ken danis   
You can't dance, you can't dance


Stopim danis, stopim
Stop the dancing, stop it


No ken danis, no ken danis  
You can't  dance, you can't dance


Karamapim, karamapim.	 	
Cover up, cover up!


Taim ol wet men ikisim mipela ol meri 
When the white men took the women 

mipela wari na peret, 
we were worried and frightened 

bekos mi pela ting kok bilong wet man em I long  
We thought that his willy was very long


pela olsem 1 meta sticks,	
like a metre stick,


tasol no gat taim mipela slip wantaim em  
But when we slept together 

tasol ya mipela hamamas tru.  
We found it wasn't true and we were happy.


I recorded demos of four of the songs to play to possible funding bodies and some terrific 
people helped me out. Nigel Stone very graciously gave me some studio time. Jackie 
Clarke has been extremely helpful over the years and was yet again, this time with Liz 
Fa’a’loga. They were very good at duplicating the shrill sound of Pacific Island ladies 
singing but that may have been because they are Pacific Island ladies. I am also very 
grateful to Bob Smith (keyboards/backing vocals), Gary Taylor (guitar) and Richard Te One 
(drums).
 


I found two excellent lead singers in Robert Gibson, a ballad singer who sings as high as 
an operatic tenor. He sang a top C in ‘Two Sails’ for which Bob Smith wrote the lyrics. It 
refers to two different peoples on two different ships arriving at the same place as they 
did all around the Pacific and needing to live in peace together.


The other was Anthony Pickard who has a great rock voice and copied my Pidgin English 
pronunciation for ‘Ples Buka’ which is about the Bougainville Crisis. The people of 
Bougainville became outlaws in their own land and ran to the hills protesting against a 
huge Australian Copper Mining Company. The ‘Monks of War’ are three hooded figures 
who move in unison, strangely and ritualistically and in perfect safety. No-one can touch 





them but the cronies of ‘Masta Big Man,’ a corrupt islander, are constantly trying to 
eliminate them.


Robin returned to PNG and named his next child after me, which was a real honour. He 
is probably the only ‘Clive’ in PNG and in his mid twenties by now but sadly we have lost 
contact.


I created a ‘sound-alike’ backing of Papua New Guinea drumming on my synths. The 
rhythm was transcribed from a video and here are the lyrics with a very rough translation.






	         Let’s get this show on the road


When I worked in TV I knew an actor called Tom Poata who had changed his name to 
Tama. Now, about fifteen years later, he wore a three-piece suit, a pony-tail half way down 
his back and was looking much more regal than when he played the part of a truckie, in 
the TV series ‘Pukemanu.’ 


Fijian lady Emele Duitutaranga kindly opened her home to various island leaders who 
were invited to hear me tell them about the show. I wanted to seek their blessing to tell 
their stories and incorporate their music and dance. Tama was the Maori representative.


I was feeling honoured that this group of leaders had met at my request but that feeling 
instantly disappeared. Being Tangata Whenua, (representative of NZ Maori), Tama was the 
most important person in the room because we were in New Zealand. In front of all of the 
other island dignitaries he turned to me and said - ‘you’ve got a cross to bear.’ I thought, 
I’m on the back foot already, so trying to be casual and lighten the atmosphere I asked 
him when he thought I could take it off. ‘When I tell you’ he said and then he did a little 
high falsetto chuckle that some Maori guys do when they have got one over you.


A week or so later I was still curious about what his thoughts were about the project and 
asked him if he would like a continuing involvement. There was a pause and then he said 
‘you are like Kevin Costner in “Dances with Wolves,” ‘building up your mana on the backs 
of the indigenous people.’ Then there was a pause, which I didn’t fill. 


I had learned that Pacific people think white people are stupid the way we have to keep 
babbling on, to fill what we would see as an embarrassing gap in a conversation, so there 
often long silences in their conversations, but they are not awkward silences. Finally he 
said. ‘But you may as well do it. None of us would have the energy.’ That seemed a 
strange thing to say but didn’t surprise me as he had seen what a massive undertaking 
the show was.


When I realised that I could not get the show happening as a lone white guy (the colour of 
my skin was a real problem), I formed The Tu Galala Trust with eight good men and 
women. I mentioned before that ‘Tu Galala’ and ‘Islands of Fire’ are two different working 
titles for the same show. Sorry about that - it’s confusing I know. Having a trust was 
terribly exciting as I felt I had some real clout now. I had lawyers and MPs, Pacific people 
and quite powerful ‘movers and shakers’ but even after several meetings, we could not 
get anything happening.


Another attempt was with another group of people including theatre designer Tolis 
Papazoglou who loved the idea of the show along with Keri Kaa who has been influential 
behind the scenes with Maori film makers and funding bodies and is a writer. At one 
meeting at Tolis’s house, he put on a lunch and there, in the middle of the table, was a 
whole pig’s head. What were we meant to do with that? Just casually start chomping into 
it while trying to avoid the poor pig staring at us? I was not at all comfortable and it put 
me on edge. I felt that the meeting had been ambushed by Tolis’s display of Greek 
hospitality and wanted to ignore the pig and get the meeting going. As she was leaving, 
Keri looked straight at me and asked ‘haven’t you worked with other people before?’ In 



other words, ‘relax. You are in a team now and can leave it with us.’ The silly thing is that I 
never saw her again and absolutely nothing happened. 


Yet another attempt was when I heard that the advertising agency Saatchi and Saatchi 
had something to do with the New Zealand Millenium celebrations and I thought that 
“Islands of Fire” would be a perfect component. The young CEO was James Hall who 
happened to be Lisl’s neighbour. James told me that she had once said when referring to 
me, ‘that man walks with the angels!’ That is about the nicest thing anyone has ever said 
about me and after such a great testimonial I thought, he might listen to my idea, so I 
made a presentation to him. Dicki Johnstone yet again, flew to Wellington to support me, 
not to counsel Susie this time but rather, as a theatrical voice for my show, twelve years 
later but again, we were unsuccessful.


                                       Operatic duet

Thank God for the 80’s and the money that was around. Rather than spending months 
filling in Arts Council (Creative NZ) grant applications that would probably be 
unsuccessful, I would write and produce music which was much more fun, get paid for it 
and spend my own money getting the show up.


I never thought I would be commissioned to write a piece of operatic music and for it to 
be recorded with a decent budget, but along came an advertising agency that did. So as 
not to have to pay massive copyright bills they asked me to compose an operatic song 
that was to come from a radio in the set of a bakery.


When writing this melody I imagined the expression of the singers and the drama of 
operatic music. It came to me while I was walking down the hall in my Brooklyn house. I 
say this to make the point that melodies should come from inspiration. You need to have 
an open mind and to let the music in rather than create it, so I don’t recommend sitting at 
a piano and forcing a melody into existence - your best melodies are not going to happen 
that way.

Again, as with the Lermontov poem, it fitted my melody perfectly! This has happened 
several times in my music and makes me feel that it was all meant to be. I then met with 
Flora Edwards who taught singing at the School of Music. Flora introduced me to 
Giovanni Mersi, the Italian language master at the school and he wrote lyrics to the 
melody. Both were helpful and enthusiastic. Flora sang the duet with Tim Strong who was 
doing a show at the Opera House at the time.


Tim liked the song a lot and a few months later wanted to perform it in a show he was 
doing at Government House. Also on the bill was soprano Patricia Wright and they were 
accompanied by Emily Mair. It was going to be an honour to have these people playing 
my song.




  

               Patricia Wright	                   Tim Strong	 	 


Emily teaches ‘voice’ at Victoria University in Wellington and her son Robin was the 
wizard Pammazaptah in “Valdramar.” Her other son Ray, who was Elryck in “Valdramar,” 
was tragically killed in a car accident when the trailer of film props he was towing 
overturned. 

	 

Originally the operatic duet was written in Italian but those lyrics only lasted sixty 
seconds, which is the duration of a TV commercial. Since the original version was 
recorded, I had decided to make it a full song and include it in “Islands of Fire.” If ancient 
ways were presented with a contemporary component, they would be less of a thing of 
the past and even operatic music had its place in the show. I wanted to break down 
barriers between old and new, in customs and in music, so that every style of music and 
every different way of life was valid. It would be very unifying and the audience, who 
would hopefully also be multi-national, may leave the theatre with a new found mutual 
acceptance.


In 1975 Indonesia invaded East Timor 
and 200,000 people were killed. My 
search for a lyricist in this case led me 
to Agio Pereira who had lost many of 
his family and friends in the ‘struggle.’ 
Agio sent me a poem he had written 
and it was very moving when I opened 
the letter and could see that it had 
come from the heart of the situation. 
He also sent me a recording of the 
correct pronunciation of the words for 
the singers.


The poem was called ‘Oan’ (pronounced Oh–ahn) 
which means ‘son’ or ‘daughter’ in Tetum, a 
dialect of Timor. It was about a son or daughter 
who had been taken and was now a 
‘desapericido’ - a ‘disappeared one’ - which is 
the same term as is used in Chile. There are so 
many ‘desapericidos’ after Pinochet’s rule in 
Chile that their mothers come out in broad 
daylight every May, to dance around a May Pole 
for their missing sons and daughters.




In the show ‘Oan’ is a lament sung by the parents of their daughter and her boyfriend who 
had been ‘disappeared.’ The operatic duet had now been extended and the lyrics were in 
Tetum rather than Italian.


The NZ Symphony Orchestra is hired for a minimum of three hours. I had hired the 
orchestra for an ad for ‘Caltex’ petrol which was influenced by Gustav Holst’s “Planets’ 
Suite and the theme for the ‘Hospital’ TV series which was meant to sound a bit like ‘Hill 
St Blues.’ I recorded them both in a single call which made them affordable to the two 
different budgets. Three hours was more than enough time to record those two relatively 
short pieces of music so I got the orchestra to also record a backing for ‘Oan’ as I 
wouldn’t like to see them bored or under worked. What a luxury, to have the full orchestra 
record a demo of mine.


I showed a brochure I had made to help find funding for the show to Wilma Smith who 
was the concert master (leader of the strings) of the NZSO at that time. Wilma is Fijian, as 
is the word ‘Tu Galala’ which was the title at that time. I wanted to tell the whole world 

about my project and thought she may say “good on 
you” or something similar but she just asked “what does 
it mean?” I expected her to understand the language but 
as she had grown up in an English speaking society I 
suppose it is fair enough that she didn’t.


Wilma was one of the fine classical musicians who I 
would hire often on her own and it was always a great 
result. She would never have heard the music I would put 
in front of her or know anything about it at all. She would 
glance over it; imagine what it was to sound like then 
play it, with a huge amount of feeling while making an 
exceptionally beautiful sound. She is now concertmaster 
with the Melbourne Symphony Orchestra.	

	        

Wilma Smith


Later, at another recording session, I got Tim and Patricia to record the vocals to that 
orchestral backing of ‘Oan,’ with some time I had left over after a session at the Radio NZ 
studios. The three of us were standing close together around a single microphone. As I 
mentioned, it is very special being near people who can really sing and Patricia’s entry 
later in the song where she comes in quietly, from absolutely no sound at all, was 
breathtaking for me. 


https://vimeo.com/143501399
https://vimeo.com/143501404


Here is the recording with a very unpoetic and approximate translation.









	 	 	       		 Good and Bad

I remember Susannah Ounei from New Caledonia (Kanaky) with great affection. She 
reminded me of Nina Simone. Susannah was another of the people I met when 
researching the show who was very suspicious of what I wanted with her. She didn’t trust 
anyone who was white and had been a rifle toting rebel in the 1985 uprising, when so 
many Kanak people were murdered. Susannah had escaped and was now in New 
Zealand with her young son and daughter and starting life anew. She missed her home 
but would have been imprisoned or worse, if allowed to return. The song in the show from 
New Caledonia, came out of her story in the book ‘Tu Galala’ as did this photo.


Susannah agreed that the story was appropriate for 
New Caledonia but I needed to find a rhythm and 
then some lyrics before I could write the song. I asked 
what her favourite Kanaky rhythm was. She looked 
thoughtful for a while and the beamed and started 
laughing, saying in a very low voice and thick French/
Kanak accent “when we were kids we used to love 
the ‘Pilou Pilou’ rhythm.” She then found a recording 
of it for me and it was great. It was a straight modern 
day ‘rock’ rhythm and the show needed a bit of that.


I asked Bob Smith to write some lyrics for it but 
stressed, that I just wanted the lyrics, not the whole 
song. He came back with ‘No More, No More,’ but 
not only did he have the lyrics, he sat down at my 
keyboard and played the whole thing, music and 
lyrics! This meant that after all my research about the 
Kanak political situation, meeting Susannah and 
finding the rhythm and traditional dance, I had to give 
him 100% of the royalties and I was not going to do that.             Susannah Ounei


I don’t love the song but I do love the ‘feel’ and the lyrics. But now that I was familiar with 
the song he had written, it was impossible to keep the lyrics and the ‘feel’ but change the 
music, so I never even attempted to do that.


In ’96 “The South Pacific Festival of the Arts” was in Samoa. Off I went again and this 
time with Samoan teacher and musician Pati Umaga (cousin of Tama the ex All Black) 
who I had worked with at Whitireia Polytec. Pati was also a bass player and had played 
with me at a recreation of the old 60s bands. 


The plan was for Pati to be the Samoan connection and to help me get introductions to 
people who may be suspicious of a lone white chap, wanting to know about the music 
and dance and maybe some stories, from their island country. 




When I arrived home I had a message on my answerphone from a lady named Robyn 
Renouf asking me to dinner. It was all over with Charlotte so I went and Robyn became 
the third lady in my three part serial monogamy period for the next five years. Robyn ran 
her own business and cared very much for her friends. She was extremely supportive and 
would play my four song “Islands of Fire” demo at the slightest excuse, to anyone who 
popped in, whether they wanted to hear it or not.


      	 	          

The scene of which I am most proud may be the New Zealand scene. From the East Cape 
of the North Island of New Zealand comes a form of waiata (song) that uses a five note 
scale. “Nga Moteatea” is an album of these waiata sung by Rangi Te Kura Dewes and one 
of these songs appealed to me more than the others. Rangi sang unaccompanied and her 
pitch did not waver. I mention this because without any instruments to sing with, a singer 
will tend to alter her key over the duration of a song and the key will move up or down, at 
least a little bit. When I added an electronic background to her unaccompanied recording, I 
found that her key did not waver.

I added a computer driven ngeri rhythm to the acapella recording and found that not only 
had Rangi stayed perfectly in pitch but she had also stayed perfectly in time. I would like 
young Maori to look to their roots for genuinely Maori music as opposed to saying Reggae 
and Rap is Maori. It is not but the ‘ngeri’ rhythm is an example of something that is truly 
‘Maori.’ I created an electronic atmosphere to go under the first verse and then I added 
chords to the second verse. With the waiata going round in my head I began imagining 
music that would go with it and ended up with a stand-alone melody. The two songs 
together became a duet.


Simon Morris is a musician who had played the guitar in “Jenifer” all those years ago but 
he is also a radio producer, presenter, reviewer and all round clever bloke. When I asked 
him to write some lyrics to the new melody he came up with “Just Be There.” 


I re-recorded the waiata with Hema Temara who, as a child, remembers being at the feet 
of Rangi Te Kura Dewes while she was singing. Vocal coach Cheryl McLeay found Lois 
McIver for me to sing ‘Just Be There’ and she sang it beautifully. 




When I played this next clip to the students of St Joseph’s Maori Girls School in Napier 
they loved it! The most important thing for them I believe, was to hear their very special 
‘old’ music treated with respect and empathy and with a result that was brand new and 
attractive. That was exactly what I wanted the whole show to be about. It takes a while to 
get going but I would really like you to play the whole thing. A lot of it is in black as the 
show has never been staged. At 5’50” the duet ends and a new section begins in which 
small groups of chanters or dancer/percussionists enter, every few bars. This music is just 
a ‘mock-up’ on my synths and it is not easy to hear all of these entries but ‘live,’ it would 
be incredibly exciting!  Music from the NZ scene


To produce my online music course (which I will tell you about later) I had to learn a lot 
technically and could now make a trailer for “Islands of Fire” myself, without the help of a 
real film editor. I used the demos I had recorded and the footage I had shot at the ’92 
Festival of the Arts in Rarotonga and again in ’96 in Samoa. It starts with ‘No More, No 
More, No More’ synced to the Kanak dancers and the Tapaki that I mentioned comes in 
around 26.” Craig Walsh-Wrightson, the voice of the BNZ ads, gave it some class. 

 Islands of Fire trailer


Auckland designer and sometime theatre producer Logan Brewer had agreed to be the 
producer and Jock MacLean (ex NZ Film Commission) was also on board so I felt I had 
some good people around me. Together we worked on the show part time, for a few 
years. Then Logan found a British Theatre director who came out to see us, but it pretty 
soon turned to custard. 


The director understood that ‘Islands of Fire’ was a series of short stories from different 
island countries featuring modern interpretations of the traditional music and dance of 
that country. At the first production meeting the stumbling block that no-one could get 
over and paralysed the show forever was, how were we going to get across all that water 
from one country to another? I didn’t say anything but was stunned. Surely they had seen 
movies where scenes cut instantly from one side of the world to the other and from one 
century to another. We do not have to watch blokes paddling a canoe for thousands of 
miles and thousands of hours to get to another island. All we had to do was cut straight 
there. It was ridiculous. Then the director challenged me in his broad cockney accent with 
– ‘it’s a protest show isn’t it? It’s a bleedin’ protest show!’ Again I was stunned but yes, I 
suppose you could call it a protest show. But ‘boy girl’ and ‘moon in June’ kind of musical 
theatre does not excite me. 


Modern musical theatre should have the power and punch of a rock concert and if I were 
going to spend years writing and producing a show it would have to have some depth. 
Theatre can and should, make important statements that cannot be made as easily or 
believably, in any other medium. “Islands of Fire” has got loads of depth, power and 
integrity along with pathos, comedy, music and dance and it makes important 
humanitarian statements in very entertaining ways.


Logan and Jock were fantastic allies for a few years but in the end they left the project. 
The phone rang. It was Jock. ‘Sorry mate. We’re not going to do it.’ Just like that. It was 
over. I felt totally betrayed when he then said they were going to do “Whale Rider” 
instead. They were just going to cobble a show together, put it on at ‘The Civic’ and the 
‘star’ director was going to make anything work. Bad decision. “Whale Rider” was a good 
book, a good movie and the worst piece of musical theatre I have ever seen. I am not 
bitter. I hope they would have done better with my show. “Islands of Fire” was back on 
the back burner.


https://vimeo.com/131335474
https://vimeo.com/131335473


	 	      		 The Writing Musician


While continuing to work on “Islands of Fire” and writing documentary scores I began to 
feel that it was time to re-invent myself. I could not continue to get fired up at my stage of 
life, to knock on doors and impress potential clients who were fresh out of school, 
younger than my children and probably would not want to work with an old joker like me 
anyway. 


I would love to write more film music but 
if there is not a decent budget and a 
decent script, I don’t want to know so, 
as there was a slim chance of this 
happening, it was time for a change. I 
had learned since my wedding speech 
that I might have been an ok public 
speaker so maybe I could teach? I 
didn’t mind performing in front of 
hundreds of people especially with a 
good band, but I never would have 
thought I would ever talk in front of 
people but now years later, I had to and 
I did.


Somewhere in the back of my mind 
during that Dick Grove year, I began to 
think that I would teach one day and 
now I do. A music course of mine would 
contain material that I learned in Los 
Angeles which could now be made 
available to others and for a lot less 
money. It also had my lifetime of 
experience in composing and producing 
music professionally. Most teachers 
cannot offer either of those so those 
were two points of difference.


I stopped looking for work to 
concentrate on writing my music 
course. When I had collated enough 
material to teach, I advertised the 
course. ‘Musical freedom’ was a phrase 
I used and also, ‘getting over the wall’ 
that appears in front of a musician when 
they need to have more knowledge to 
take their music to the next step. 


The first time I ran the course ‘live’, I 
called it ‘The Writing Musician’ meaning, 

that a person whose specialty is writing music rather than playing music, is also a 
musician. To me, it was a great name but no one seemed to understand it, so I changed it 
a few years later.  Eight trusting souls paid $1,500 to come and listen to me, for two hours 
per night, twice a week for ten weeks. I was quite nervous and had had no training to be 



a teacher. I had a white board made with music staves on it and taught what I knew best 
and what I thought would be most important for a composer/arranger to survive in the 
‘real’ world.’ It also needed to be enjoyable, as I didn’t want my brand new students to 
leave.


I finished the first night of teaching and it went so well I treated myself to a pizza and a 
couple of wines at One Red Dog. When I got home I was so proud of myself I couldn’t 
sleep. Robyn and I were no longer living together and I had moved into a nice little bach 
on the inlet in Paramatta. 


The next day I had planned a publicity photo shoot with Sal Criscillo who had done all 
‘The Avengers’ photos many years earlier. I rang to cancel. ‘Sal, I didn’t sleep. I Look like . 
. . ‘ ‘Don’t worry master’ he said. ‘Master ‘ was a term that people used in the 60s and he 
still used it. It was kind of nice, comforting almost, like going back to those days. I 
thought, I am not trying to be a pop star anymore, I’m a gnarly old teacher, so in I went. 


I don’t see as much of Salvatore and wife Erin as I would like. Every time I go to 
Wellington I spend all my time with my family and there is not a lot of time for friends. Sal 
and Erin have a lovely life, good food, music, wine and conversation. I think Sal was 
already retired and just doing this for me as a friend, so it was all about having a nice 
breakfast and spending time together with a camera on the ready. I just rabbited on, 
drank more coffee and he took some well timed shots, although a prettier subject may 
have been more fun for him. This means that the few publicity shots that I had, were after 
a night in which I had not slept but its funny how these things don’t matter that much 
anymore.




It didn’t seem to worry Dick Grove when over half of his class dropped out but he was a 
harder man than I and I suspect he may not have had much time for those who didn’t 
work hard enough to keep up. Apart from just a few people, everyone completed my 
course. If anyone dropped out it made me feel I had failed someone who had put their 
faith in me. Over the four or five semesters I ran, just four or five people stopped coming 
to the classes. One girl in my very first class just looked bewildered and disappeared. I 
wanted to run after her and say ‘I will help you, you can do this’ or anything, to get her to 
stay. Another had a full-time job in the production of ‘The Lord of the Rings’ trilogy which 
meant that she had very little time and could not do justice to the course, so she left. 


A middle aged lady who thought I could teach her to be Mozart in three easy lessons and 
stormed off when I said I couldn’t. She actually thought she had been ripped off but I can 
only teach craft. Ability is unique to the individual and impossible to teach but may with 
work, develop over a lifetime.


One student had sold his successful printing business in Sydney to ‘really give music a 
good shot this time.’ The trouble was he seemed to think from the outset, that the course 
was going to be difficult and I could see he was going to let it be so, even though he had 
made such a sacrifice. I used to drive him home after the class and no matter how 
encouraging I was, could not get him to change his attitude.


Each week he positioned himself behind someone so I was less likely to ask him a 
question. The most disappointing thing was that he did not deliver one arrangement for 
the guest musicians to play. He had very little self belief and was not prepared to risk 
humiliation in front of the others. As a result, he probably got nothing out of the course. It 
was the students who gave it their best shot that got the most from it.


After I had moved to Auckland one semester that had a couple of ladies of greater years, 
a ‘heavymetaller’ and various others all thrust together in the class. It was a real mixture 
and there they are in the photo. On the first night, as always happened, they looked at 
each other with suspicion thinking what am I doing here with those weirdos, but after a 
few weeks were the best of friends and very supportive of each other’s arrangements 
which were played by session musicians and taken very seriously.


 	 

The Writing Musician - last night of an semester.




I believe that the lessons in the course should be approached with the attitude that ‘this is 
going to be a doddle.’ If people had a bad experience in their school days, they may think 
that everything is going to be as difficult as it was back then. 


One part of the course that I am very proud of is the rhythm exercises. These involve 
tapping the beats in the bar and singing the rhythm. I would ask the students to be brave 
and sing the music they were reading quite loudly. It was better to do that and to make 
mistakes and possibly be embarrassed, but to learn by their mistakes. There was a lot of 
laughter and a good time had by all. When the session musicians came to read a 
syncopated funky line, they could not do it as well as these students who had only begun 
to learn music a few weeks before.




	 	       Radio NZ Recording Studios


Wellington had excellent purpose built recording studios in Radio New Zealand House 
until some Parliamentarian thought the building should be demolished to improve or add 
an entrance, to the Beehive Parliamentary Building.


In those studios, the woodwind and strings could be put in Studio One and the noisier 
things like brass and percussion could be put in Studio Two with the control room 
between them. In that way, we could record a whole orchestra. The profile that you saw 
earlier shows Studio One with its parquet floors and high ceilings. Demolishing these 
acoustically designed studios was an act of irresponsibility by some idiots who I hope I 
didn’t vote for!

In came the jack hammers and 
down came the building including 
the three floors below ground, of 
purpose built studios. When 
writing ‘Valdramar’ the studio 
manager Bob Cameron would give 
me access and I would go to one 
of the underground studios and 
write on the Bosendorfer Grand 
which, I learned years later, was 
actually the twin of Lisl’s piano as 
it arrived on the same ship as hers. 

I watched the vandalism late one night from a nearby car park and thought it was very 
sneaky for it to be done when no one was looking and then when it was all gone, THEY 
CHANGED THEIR MINDS! The piece of ground where the studios had been was not 
needed after all. 

But they made it pretty – a lawn with a concrete 
sculpture. Years of musical art was replaced by this one 
piece of visual art.

           

Right next door to ‘The Fowl House’ as the Michael 
Fowler Centre is affectionately known, is the ‘Old Town 
Hall’ where Peter Jackson’s recent “Hobbit” score was 
recorded. This lovely old building is being geared up to 
being a more permanent recording studio while 
continuing to be a venue for concerts. It may be the place to record an orchestra in New 
Zealand in the future.




	 	              Dave, Bob and Henry


Whenever I needed lyrics in a job I would ask Bob Smith to write them. I was bringing in 
less work and now it would often be to the three of us - Bob, Dave (Parsons) and myself.


I met with Bob and Dave and was completely stunned when they fired me. Bob said that 
it wasn’t working and that we should wrap it up. The silly part about this was that he was 
the new guy in the team and was calling the shots and Dave was listening. It was 
unbelievable. My old mate of many years and I split company, at the suggestion of 
someone who I had offered work in the team when and if, the opportunity arose. What 
was there to lose by keeping the relationship going? 


 

 Henry and me at his 21st


I was very aware that my son Henry, wanted to do sound mixing and I wanted to help him 
get started. I was now free to do so and without feeling any obligation to work with my 
former partner, so I thought it may not be so bad. 


As I had been on several times in my life, Henry was now thrown in the deep end. Having 
had no formal training he began working with me at the very top end of sound mixing for 
documentaries. I couldn’t help him at all technically but he did very well although it was 
extremely stressful for him.


When I started in recording studios we had two track machines, then four (at around the 
time of the Beatles), then eight, sixteen and finally twenty-four tracks. I had a reputation 
for filling all of the tracks however many I had and now, digital recording on computers 
meant there was no limit to the number of tracks you could have. Fantastic!


One documentary score I had written had a sound track that was an hour long and had 
fifty-five tracks. Henry thought I was crazy, that it was completely over the top and didn’t 
know if he could handle it or not. Fair enough. It was a big ask but he did it.




               The Maori: ‘Merchant of Venice’

Back in ’78 Don Selwyn had sung ‘The Junkman,’ a song of mine in the TV pantomime 
that was written, produced and directed by Peter Coates. It was all about a little Maori 
boy who was trying to find his lost family spirit (Wairua). Don’s character was in charge of 
a level a long way underground, where he took care of junk. But the junk was the sacred 
old ways of Maori, the ways that modern day life was ignoring, so he was taking care of it


Here is the song - 


All these years later, Don had a film company and on my ‘work getting’ trips to Auckland I 
had tried unsuccessfully to meet with him several times but this time I got him. I dropped 
into his film company in a corrugated iron shed in Grey Lynn that he described as looking 
like a ‘gang headquarters.’


“I suppose you’ve come about the film?” he said and I said “What film?” That probably 
didn’t get me any points but I was fairly relaxed with him as I thought we had shared quite 
a nice history. The film to which he referred, was “The Maori ‘Merchant of Venice.’”


Shakespeareʼs play had been translated into Te Reo 
in 1945 by Dr. Pei Te Hurinui and became the first 
Māori language film made in New Zealand. The 
language was disappearing as many Maori, through 
a couple of generations, had dissuaded their children 
to use it and so at that time, only a few of the elders 
could speak it. Some say that the translations were 
an attempt to preserve the language. 


		 

	 	 Don Selwyn


Don liked operatic music and luckily I had just the thing to impress him. Recently I had 
written and recorded “Sperduto Amore” for a classical soprano and people who had 
heard it really liked it. ‘That’ll get him’ I thought. Giovanni Mersi had written the lyrics and 
Celia Falchi was the soprano. 


I had recorded the electronic backing, with Henry who had a different way of doing things 
than Dave but it was still very good. If an electronic piece of music has even just a single, 
but prominent component played by a ‘real’ instrument, people are more drawn to it. This 





is because passionate ‘emotion’ is virtually impossible to create with just synths and 
samplers. They create excitement and energy really well, but not tear jerking emotion.




While recording the Orpheus Choir which 
was my ‘real’ instrument for ’Lermontov’ I 
also recorded them as the backing vocals on 
“Sperduto Amore” which was the song I was 
now about to impress Don Selwyn with, a 
couple of years later. He listened, frowning 
as he did when he was thinking and said 
“Ok. You can do the music for the film.” 
When I gave him a budget he was fine with 
it, so now I was going to score another 
movie and record it with the NZSO! 



Celia Falchi

	 	 	 	 	 

Here is ‘Sperduto Amore’





I loved writing that score. The film is 
extremely slow moving so there were a lot of 
times when melody was not out of place. I 
say that because melody is not often used 
any more in feature films. When it is, it can 
make the film dated but more importantly, it 
can detract from the drama. 


Shakespeare was anti-Semitic and didn’t do 
a lot for the worldview on Jews with his 
character of Shylock, the Jewish 
moneylender who wanted his ‘pound of 
flesh.’ That has been an awful image that 
Jewish people have had to put up with for 
centuries. At one stage it seemed to take 
about an hour and a half for dear old 
Shylock to leave a room so it called for 
something melodic.


Mornings are a great time for me to write and I would leave my little bach, arrive at the 
office, put on the extra layer of clothing and then when I got upstairs, put on the jug for a 
cup of tea. From my window on the fifth floor I could see the cars come to town with their 
lights on before a new day came to life.


Usually a composer will show his progress to a director throughout the writing period but 
in that ten week period I did not see Don at all apart from when he needed to shoot a 
couple of songs. When that happened I had very little time to write them, three or four 
days actually. He needed to shoot the singers in the scene and they had to be singing 
something. Among other things he was using the film as a showpiece for Maori Operatic 
singers and the two he had chosen were Mere Boynton and William Winitana.






Mere’s song had to be Spanish, as it was in a scene with the Prince of Aragon, who was 
courting the leading lady Portia (Pohia). Mere’s is an 
operatic voice and her role as I understood it, was vaguely 
threatening. She needed to dissuade the prince so our hero 
Antonio (Patanio), could be the successful suitor.


A soprano can sound threatening if she is pitched low as I 
had heard in the Verdi Requiem but a more important 
reason for pitching her low, was to be like the voices of the 
women who sing Spanish Flamenco music. I had to find 
the perfect key for her so got a flight on one of those 
‘pencil’ planes, from Wellington to her home in Gisborne. 
Mere met me and shouted out her car window rudely but 
with affection, to several townsfolk on the way home. She 
was a local girl who was obviously well loved. She also 
loved the song, including my plan to put her at the bottom 
of her range. We found the perfect key for her and then I 
got another ‘pencil’ home. 	 	 	 	 

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	   Mere Boynton


It was interesting flying over the Orongorongos that I had looked at all my life from Lyall 
Bay but had never seen from the air, the ridges of that mountain range are incredibly 
sharp.




I cast Carole Hempton, another Maori artist, 
as the Flamenco guitarist. Her part had to 
be in total sync with the orchestra and may 
have taken several ‘takes’ on the part of the 
guitarist, or the conductor and orchestra. To 
protect against a possibly fraught situation I 
decided to record her first. I dummied up 
Carole’s part on a synth keyboard and she 
somehow deciphered what I was on about. 
Carole is a little lady and has even had 
guitars made to fit, but there is nothing little 
about the sound she makes and her 
performance was as good as I could have 
wished for.


 	 	        Carole Hempton	 	 This is ‘The Prince of Arakona’


Some of Hirini Melbourne’s songs were used in the soundtrack and he played the Taonga 
Puoro (traditional Maori instruments). I remember him standing with Don and I while he 
wrote the lyrics to my tunes then and there. He didn’t even sit down at a desk. Don would 
look over to producer Ruth Kaupua from time to time asking ‘what do you think?’ She 
continued to nod her head so all was well.


For William Winitana’s song I used the melody of the opening titles as the chorus and 
added a verse. 


https://vimeo.com/101998927


Then we had to record. The Radio New Zealand studios had 
been pointlessly demolished so the orchestra was to be 
recorded in The Michael Fowler centre in Wellington. Apart 
from the two songs I mentioned, I never had to demonstrate 
any of the music to Don so he had no idea of what I had 
composed for him. On the recording day it was almost 
lunchtime and we had already recorded several cues when I 
noticed some heads in the dark recesses at the rear of the 
stalls. I called out “Is that you Don?” “Yep!” came the reply. 
He had no more to say and I was grateful. I have heard 
nightmare stories about composers having to re-write music 
cues while an orchestra is waiting right there in front of him. 
The musicians would write down the new notes he would 
call out to them. That would require a huge amount of ability 
and emotional control and I don’t reckon I could do that.



William Winitana	 	     


This is ‘Patanio’s Song’


I didn’t know what Hirini actually thought of my music so it was nice to see this article.




I dearly wish that Hirini had remained with us a little longer and that we could have made 
some music together. There was something very special about him.


https://vimeo.com/64784425


I have mentioned the lack of writers for frontmen on TV light entertainment shows in NZ 
and there is a similar lack of support for film composers too. Overseas movie credits 
mention ‘Music Supervisors’ and various assistants to the composer and often several 
orchestrators so there can actually be a dozen or more people involved in the production 
of a score. Ken Young was the orchestrator for “The Merchant of Venice” but apart from 
Ken, the copyist and the recording and mix engineers, it was all left up to me. Alistair 
Gilkison was the copyist who has to decipher the composer or orchestrator’s messy 
scrawl of notes on the master score and make the individual parts neat and legible for the 
musicians. Just twenty years ago the copyist’s craft was all done with a pen, kind of like 
calligraphy but nowadays they use computer software.  


Henry and I edited and remixed the film cues into what I think is a very listenable album. 
There are no annoying short twenty second tracks and no huge changes of style. When 
you have been listening to a pastoral piece and it has put you in that sort of mood, it is a 
drag when the next piece is some clangorous dissonant piece of horror music. “The 
Maori Merchant of Venice” album doesn’t do that apart from this cue.


Merchant of Venice ‘Storm’


Don told me that our soundtrack was a New York critic’s score of the year 2002 but I 
haven’t actually seen the article or any award. It is very nice to receive awards especially 
when they are international.


 		 


I once won an International Mobius Award for “’The Year’ 1990. Best Patriotic 
Soundtrack.” There it is on the right. Looks like a number 8 says grandson Zac. It was a 
big glossy ad celebrating New Zealand being 150 years old. “That’s nice. Thanks.” I said. 
“You’re welcome,” they said. “That will be $200.” I never knew that I had to actually buy 
my own award!


Following is the link to it. The lady singing the karanga was in a very smart black outfit 
and high heels. I imagined her to normally make this call in bare feet on muddy grass on a 
marae. Instead she stood on the parquet floor in one corner of studio 1 in Radio NZ and 
the mic was virtually in the other corner miles away, to get some natural reverb. 
Coincidentally Don Selwyn read the voice over - 1990 ‘The Year’


https://vimeo.com/131335181
https://vimeo.com/140562561


	 	 	 	 Auckland and Caroline


Henry moved to Auckland and rang me insisting that I move up too. I had been thinking of 
running some of my music courses in Auckland and maybe nosing around a few new 
clients as well, so I made the big move to the City of Sails. 


As soon as I arrived with my worldly goods in the back of my Honda Accord wagon, I 
knew we were in trouble. I got out of the car after the 600km drive and he told me that the 
rent for his very flash, purpose built studio was $1,000 a week. Previously the studio was 
‘Soundtrax’ and was run by Jim Hall, a very successful jingles guy. It was a very good 
little recording studio and I say little, because the studios could only record one musician 
at a time, but that is the way things are usually done these days. 


The money had to keep coming in and Henry was totally unknown as an engineer/
musician in Auckland but he has a ton of charm and soon got some clients who thought 
he was very groovy. The plan as I understood it, was that I would be the crusty old joker 
behind the scenes who would write a lot of the music. We would share the income 
between Andrea, who was a singer and Henry’s girl friend at the time and ourselves. I was 
trying to help them kick start their new business. I would rather sit on a rock in a river than 
go to an advertising agency lunch and was hoping to be able to withdraw from that whole 
‘getting work’ part of the business, as much as possible. 


That part of my Auckland migration didn’t go well but one part of it went very well. 
Previously, when I had come to Auckland to get advertising work, there were two or three 
friends who I would stay with. One was Stuart Craw and his wife Jan. Stuart was the guy 
who introduced me to ‘Emulators’ with Murray Wood all those years ago. Another was 
‘Beaver’ who was a good friend and a very special singer. When performing she looked 
like she really loved to sing so she was lovely to watch.


Another was Ian Griffiths who had worked in Real Estate 
in Wellington with Susie. Ian is the gayest man in 
Auckland and very successful in Real Estate. His partner 
of twenty seven years had been radio personality, the late 
Murray Forgie. On this trip to Auckland I had again asked 
Ian if I could stay with him. When I arrived at his house in 
Parnell sitting there, was a very attractive and vivacious 
little blonde lady who he now worked with. That was 
Caroline. Ian and I were going to go out to dinner and I 
insisted that she came too.	 


Very early in the piece I said something of which I was       
immediately ashamed but it just came out. “You remind me                

	 	 Caroline                        of my late wife,” I said. It sounded grubby, sympathy 	
	 	 	 	 	       seeking and a bit cheap, but I meant it. Weeks later when 
Nettie met Caroline the first thing she said was ‘we’ve met before’ meaning, that Caroline 
was like Susie. The qualities the two ladies shared were great ‘people’ skills and always 
being the most interesting and entertaining person in the room but the apart from that, 
they were totally different.




Off we trotted to the restaurant and I remember getting socially excited, drinking probably 
a tad too much, Caroline losing her purse and Ian getting grumpy. When we talked about 
me moving to Auckland, Caroline said ‘come back and have a look at a flat I have 
downstairs.’ I did and that was to become my home. Then we became an item and a few 
years later, I married my landlady!


Dachs was Caroline’s long haired miniature dachshund who saved our lives. We have 
been told that when people are asleep they often remain asleep when there is a fire. 
Thank God for that little dog. We woke to his barking and saw that the room was on fire. 
Candles in a bedroom are not a good idea and this candle had been knocked over in our 
sleep. The flames were spreading up the wallpaper very quickly and also at the base of 
the bed. 


While Caroline filled a bucket with water, as slowly as she could it seemed, I started 
hitting the flames on the floor with my bare hands thinking that if I did that quickly enough 
I may actually put them out and not be burned. But there was an electrical wire for an 
electric blanket that of course had plastic covering which stuck to my hands and hurt like 
hell.


My mother became a Bachelor of Arts way back in the early 30s and there weren’t many 
women who did that in those days so she was quite smart but even so, she often got the 
wrong end of the stick. When she heard about the fire her reaction was to offer me some 
money as I obviously couldn’t afford electricity.


She said something else that really threw me too. One evening we were on the deck when 
the phone rang and it was her. “Mum” I said. “It’s me, Clive, you’ve called the wrong 
number.” “No I haven’t” she said. “I meant to call you.” That was a real shock as I don’t 
believe she had ever called me before and certainly not in the last twenty years. This 
sounds like self pity but I can assure you it is not.


Also - around this period when she was already in her nineties she referred to me as a 
musical genius. I am absolutely not a musical genius but it was terrific to hear that from 
her. I nearly fell off the dunny which I was on at the time. Finally, parental approval at the 
age of sixty something. It was largely influenced by Daryl who played her some of my 
music and spoke in glowing terms I suspect and I am grateful to him for that.


I loved Auckland. I could leave papers all over the desk and even with the French doors 
open; they didn’t blow away as they would in Wellington. I loved the temperature, choice 
of directions in which to drive, the harbour, the bridge and the thousands of yachts on a 
fine day. I could have done with my family and a few more Wellington friends but, 
nothing’s perfect.




	 	 	 	 	 Frontier of Dreams


This was the biggest and most expensive New Zealand television series ever. It was to do 
with the history of the country and it was great fun to write. Ray Waru was co-producer 
and I had worked with him on several TV series previously. He rang me and asked me to 
be the composer after trying someone else out for the job. He was a little embarrassed 
about that and plied me with an expensive lunch and several wines but had no need to do 
so. I liked the sound of it and wanted to do the job. 


Each day, I would write a music cue, play it on the instruments in the Mac, record it into 
the Mac and get it on a courier by 1pm in time to be placed with the scene they were 
editing in Wellington.     


Then I would often go to the gym. I like to start work early but get tired soon after midday. 
Twenty years ago Dylan told me that if I didn’t go to a gym I’d die. He wasn’t totally 
serious but I have been doing an hour at the gym three times each week since then. 
When I walk out of the gym I feel taller and as fresh as I did at the start of the day which 
means that I can work for another three or four hours. If it’s not a gym day I’ll go for a 
walk. These days the walks are with our little toy poodle but sometimes on a Saturday, I 
walk from Parnell to St Heliers which I reckon is about ten kilometres. I will never forget 
my mother’s Sunday school teacher A.H. Reed walking from Wellington, over the 
Rimutaka range to Featherston which is almost sixty kilometres, when he was in his 
eighties. He came to see us at around that age and seemed to get from one end to the 
other, of our quite long dining room, in about three steps. It would be great to be that fit at 
that age.


Great songs have been produced without a note of music being written. The music 
appears as just lyrics with chord symbols above the words, whenever the chord changes 
occur. On the other hand, great music has been written that has been fully scored. 


 

At the whiteboard in the music course


Real music schools have white boards with lines like music manuscript paper. I had one 
made and it is in this photo but some NZ music schools have whiteboards that are blank. 
What were they going to write on them if not music? Perhaps, how to manage your 
‘music business’ in NZ but there is no ‘music business!’ If teaching students how to read 



and write music is not part of the lessons then, is it really a music school? To me it is just 
going backwards. 


A senior teacher at one such school said to me while looking at some music notation, 
“this a bit ‘ta-tay ta-tay’ for us Clive” meaning, it was a bit twee.


Henry had worked with me enough to understand how necessary written notation is, 
especially when dealing with a lot of musicians and a lot of music. They need to know 
what notes they have to play! I told him what had been said and he thought it was very 
funny. He was about to help me with the recording session with The Auckland 
Philharmonia Orchestra. As we unloaded the synths and recording gear he picked up the 
score which was quite heavy and the most essential piece of equipment we had, if we 
wanted to actually have any music recorded by the end of the session. With a grin he 
said, “I’ve got the ‘ta-tay’ Dad.” I think things may have changed by now and that 
students at that school may understand a little of what written music looks like when they 
graduate. I hope so. 


We recorded the series in the rehearsal rooms of the Auckland Philharmonia which was 
the only studio I could find in Auckland that was big enough to record an orchestra. The 
studio is an old cinema without real sound proofing so each time a bus went down 
Dominion Road we had to stop which was frustrating and expensive. This means that 
there is nowhere to record an orchestra in the biggest city of NZ! 


	 	 	 	 	 	 Frontier of Dreams titles


Apart from “Frontier of Dreams” and a few little jobs, the initial Auckland period was 
terrible financially. A composer can only make real money when writing TV commercials 
but even those budgets were getting smaller. Home Studios were popping up all over the 
place and the big studios were losing work. 


This TV series was an ok job but at one stage there was a dispute over whether or not my 
quote included gst. If I hadn’t been paid the gst I would have made no money at all as my 
net fee amounted to approximately the gst component of the gross budget, about 
$18,000 I think.


When we were watching the Eva Cassidy documentary and there were shots in the 
recording studio Caroline said - ‘music is definitely the coolest job’ and I agreed. I had 
loved being in recording studios since I was fifteen. It had always been exciting and there 
was a lot of laughter while the music took shape but unfortunately this was all changing 
and recording was getting to be no fun any more. 


Henry is a talented musician and audio post engineer and the end result when we worked 
together was fine, but the atmosphere in the studio degenerated over the years and 
“Frontier of Dreams” was the last professional job we did together. Father and son being 
cooped up for many hours under pressure and being worried about the rent and the 
deadline put our relationship under a huge amount of strain. In the end he just didn’t want 
to do it. He would laugh and joke with other people but that mood would disappear when 
he turned back to me. Our relationship would be much better had we never worked 
together. Since then more issues have developed but he and I may get back on track one 
day. I hope so. We were once very close. 


https://vimeo.com/131335472


	 	 	 	 	 	 “Boadicea”


My father always spoke about the ‘long term’ and the ‘short term’ and that to take care of 
your future, you need to keep an eye on both long and short term prospects. In my case 
the ‘short term’ jobs would be the commercial commissions but I was far more interested 
in the ‘long term’ which meant projects that I really wanted to do. If the libretto for an 
opera came along, I would try not to worry about immediate financial problems and get 
stuck in and write it.


Soon after I moved to Auckland, Malcolm Hall, a writer from Kent, sent a libretto to me 
along with various other composers he had found on the internet and I took him up on the 
offer. Here was my opportunity to write the solo piece for a soprano, the first one that had 
come up since talking to Kiri Te Kanawa all those years ago. The libretto I received was 
“’Boudicca’: the Celtic Warrior Queen.” Even though it was the correct name, I 
immediately changed “Boudicca” to “Boadicea,” which is the more popular and more 
attractive name for the same heroine.


 

Michael Hall - librettist


The text was a monologue so needed just one singer/actress and a band. This meant it 
was going to be practical and easy to put on and need almost no production costs so 
may survive as my previous operas hadn’t. 


I started writing it in an operatic style but soon my more natural pop/rock way of writing 
took over. I would look at a section of the libretto, write the music for it then look for 
where else in the text I could repeat that music. I do a similar thing with film scores. It is 
good for an audience to become familiar with the music of an opera as it progresses. The 
“Valdramar” audience was hearing new music right to the end, which wasn’t good. They 
needed to be able to relax and hook onto something that was familiar. Well, it couldn’t 



actually be familiar as they had first heard it earlier in the show that night but there should 
have been more music that was repeated. 


I suppose there is a formula for writing a successful ‘Musical’ but I certainly don’t know 
what it is. This was to be a Rock Drama and there is no formula for that so it was just 
going to evolve. I didn’t want it to be song - dialogue - song - dialogue, but rather to be 
sung dialogue (recitative) that on occasion merged into longer musical pieces that may or 
may not be songs or arias. “Superstar” and “Tommy” were rock operas but I wanted more 
intertwining, complexity and seamless mood changes. It needed to be intriguing 
musically. Often the arias in opera are wonderful but the recitative is like filler.

	 	   

I decided that a solo two hour performance would be too much for both the audience and 
the singer, so started cutting the libretto and Malcolm Hall didn’t seem to mind. The end 
result was fifty minutes and 1,200 bars long. The mood and tempo changes are 
continuous and the music	 never stops! 


Then I demoed it with Jackie Clarke using what she calls her ‘bullshit opera voice’ but it is 
actually very good. She also sings pop/rock so I offered her the role but ‘it’s not really my 
thing’ she said. Jackie usually played lighter and less serious roles and “Boadicea” was 
powerful and very fiery, with only a few light moments. 


Singing coach Cheryl McLeay had previously found Lois McIver who sang ‘Just be There’ 
in “Islands of Fire” for me. When I called her to see if she had any suggestions for a 
singer/actress to play this new role she immediately said - “Georgia. Georgia is 
‘Boadicea’.” 


 

Me and Georgia


I met Georgia and played Jackie’s demo to her. She loved it and wanted to play the role. 
Together we put all the different sections into the perfect key for her so she could stay in 
the hard ‘chest’ voice and sound as strong and exciting as possible. As soon as a rock 
singer gets higher and has to change into her sweeter head voice, her power has gone. I 
then had to make the various sections flow seamlessly into each other musically.




The bass player for “Valdramar” way back in ’74, was Neil Hannan. Now, thirty years later, 
Neil was the busiest bass player in Auckland and the most regularly used ‘gun for hire.’ 
Every year he did the huge family show “Christmas in the Park” or for example, he 
became a ‘Pacemaker’ when Gerry Marsden toured with his ‘Gerry and the Pacemakers.’ 
Neil is an excellent musician and totally reliable, a real pro and a good friend. 


Neil is one of those rare musicians who thinks 
that what I do is ok. Mike Farrell, Mi-Sex singer 
Steve Gilpin and a few others felt the same 
way. I say this because I have never followed 
trends and am a bit of an odd-ball musically 
and haven’t been interested in trying to sound 
or play like anybody else since The Avengers. 


I would like to have had more education and 	
been more immersed in music but working at 
that level can’t happen in a little country like NZ 
so looking back I did about as well as I could 
have.	 	 	 	 	 	 

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	  
Neil and I reconnected after all those years and 
when I told him I had been working on 
“Boadicea” he was interested in the project and 
offered to play bass. I was new to Auckland but 
he knew of a guitarist and drummer who may 
rehearse it up for me, for no cost. I would play 
keyboards.	 


Rob Galley was the guitarist and played some

terrific things like the solo in the ‘War’ scene.


Rob Galley	 	 	 


	 	 	 	           	 

	 	 	 	 	   Paul Dunningham


‘Mi-Sex’ man Paul Dunningham was the 
drummer. Paul hated humping his drums 
around so owned two or three kits and left 
one of them set up in my flat for all those 
months. This meant that I had to walk 
around them going from my bedroom to 
the kitchen but I liked that. It was a constant reminder that a project of mine was being 
rehearsed and it was very exciting. Paul was also a collector of classic American cars and 
was currently driving a Ford LTD hearse that fitted a kit of drums as easily as a coffin.   	



For the first time in more than forty years I had to buy a keyboard that I could use ‘live’ 
and I decided on a Yamaha Motif. The sounds from this keyboard are great, stronger than 
the ‘virtual’ instruments that I have heard in a computer. The original “Boadicea” band 
was the most competent bunch of musicians I have ever played ‘live’ with so the musical 
side of things was great. 


I had just written an ad for David Wright, an advertising client from the 80s and he, like an 
absolute ‘dream come true’ said, have you got anything I can put some money into? It 
was amazing! He was literally an ‘angel’ as such people are called and as it happens, I did 
have something for him. “Boadicea” was going to be produced. 

	 	 	 	         The ‘Making of’ “Boadicea”


“Boadicea” was played in what used to be ‘The Foundry’ nightclub and before that, it had 
actually been an iron foundry. On the opening night Georgia and I were backstage. We 
didn’t say much but sensed the excitement and anticipation each other was feeling. in 
another tiny space off stage was the band, unplugged and going over their parts. It is 
always a huge compliment when good musicians are studying what I have written.


“Boadicea” is more ‘me’ than anything else I 
have done. It is also incredibly practical, as 
simple to stage and tour as any singer with a 
four piece band. The score, original recording 
and musician’s parts are there on my music 
course website for anyone, anywhere, to stage 
and put there own ‘take’ on it. I look forward to 
seeing what ‘new blood’ brings to my work - it 
will be really exciting! 


You may like to come back to this bit because it 
is time to pour yourself a cup of tea and maybe 
break out the gingernuts while you follow the 
libretto and listen to the recording we made of 
“Boadicea.”


	    With Henry mixing ‘Boadicea’	 	      


Seriously though, the score is fifty minutes long so I hope you will play it when you would 
like to spend the time doing so but it will take a while to stream, so get it going while you 
put the jug on. It should have taken ten days rather than ten hours to record so it is a bit 
rough around the edges.


The 	overture takes the first four minutes and then our heroine enters. Looking over her 
sleeping rag tag army of 100,000 men with their wives, their babes and their dogs, she 
contemplates the terrifying prospect of the battle that day and facing the highly trained 
Roman army - Boadicea with text	 	 	 	 	 


Sadly Michael Hall never saw his show performed as he died before we had even 
recorded it. His partner, opera singer Anne Aaen, told me that he loved what I had done 
with his words and took the demo of Jackie singing it to the hospice for his last few days. 
I wish he had heard the version with Georgia and the band rather than just Jackie and my 
piano. Librettists are few and far between and I would have liked to have written another 
show with him.


https://vimeo.com/83729500
https://vimeo.com/album/2538760/video/66387476


“Location, Location, Location”

I wrote the music for three series of David Baldock’s production of “Location, Location, 
Location’ but my initial meeting left me as flat as a pancake. He told me that he really 
liked the English hit song he had chosen but couldn’t afford the rights so had to get me to 
write something. ‘Our house, in the middle of the street, our house . . . ‘ was the one song 
he actually wanted to use. It was not a very positive way to embark on a series but I got 
into it and for some flimsy reason decided to write something with a similar mood. On a 
visit to London I had seen a kid in a new housing area, smashing car windscreens with a 
baseball bat. He was absolutely unconcerned that he may be committing a criminal act 
and to top it off his mother leaned out of her window and called, “Johnny! It’s time for 
tea.” A couple more cars were dealt to before he ambled home. That was the same tough 
London attitude as “Our house, in the middle of our street.” I thought of kids being 
cheeky and poking out their tongues ‘na, na, nana, na.’ That jaunty feeling of having fun 
and not giving a damn is in the theme I wrote - 


I had used a wordless female vocal immersed in the score of “The Returning” and 
recently I had really enjoyed the way the music in the TV series “Boston Legal” did the 
same thing. Nobody notices the singer but the voice immediately gives the right emotion 
to the scene. When something good has happened, the singer would sing an adlib happy 
scat over the backing. When something not so happy happened he would scat a quiet 
sad ‘bluesy’ line. When David asked, “can you make it like ‘Boston Legal’?” I couldn’t 
believe my luck. 


The “Boston Legal” music also used American funk and I love funk, but had never had a 
reason to write it. Here was perhaps the only opportunity I would ever have and I was 
determined to do it really well. I needed a singer and some ‘real’ musicians. It is more 
enjoyable to work with good players rather than wrestle with synths for weeks to try to get 
as good a result and when you do, it still doesn’t quite get there. So as not to blow the 
budget I would have to be efficient and record the whole series in a single day which 
would be fine as I had done this with four or five series previously. The music cues can be 
used repeatedly and that works because the episodes of a series have moods and 
situations that are repeated. 


The engineer would make the executive decisions so was in effect, the producer. In this 
case it would be Ollie Harmer at The Lab Studio in Mt Eden, the same engineer and 
studio I had used for “Boadicea.” We would finish a music cue and if I got the nod from 
Ollie, we would go straight into the next one without listening to it and there was no 
rehearsal. In that way we recorded fifty tracks in one day but many were just stings, which 
are very short and maybe just one note - ‘bap!’


The plan was to overlay guitar, bass, drums, scat vocal and three horns, on to my 
sequenced keyboard synths. The most important person would be the bass player so I 
called Max Stowers who I had been told was a great ‘funk’ player. James Gaylyn was the 
scat singer and did a great job. Paul Dunningham played drums, Billy Lang played guitar 
and Rodger Fox, Paul Norman and Lewis McCallum were the brass section. There were a 
few hairy notes from the brass that got through, but the world is still spinning. Here is a 
cue called “Struttin’” that was to be used when someone had just bought a house or 
done something they felt great about. It just fizzles out as we knew it 

was going to be faded so didn’t need an ending. I loved that session!  








	                The NSW Central Coast

Then Caroline and I went to Australia so she could be closer to her two sons. I tagged 
along a little nervously, as I had no clients in Australia but wanted to do this for her. She 
had been fantastic to me and I could not have taken the time to write “Boadicea” without 
her support. I asked her what she thought about taking more time, so that I could film my 
music course and put it on the internet, not having a clue as to how I was going to do 
this. Caroline thought it was a great idea.


We got off the plane and were met by Hank 
(Avengers) and Sarah (mother of their five 
children) and we got ‘Dachs’ (our long haired 
dachshund) through customs when the guy 
finally decided to come back from lunch. Our 
dear friends then drove us ninety minutes north 
to Copacabana but Barry Manilow wasn’t 
anywhere around (bad joke). It was a magical 
place right on a lagoon, with huge gum trees 
growing out of the water but a few days later we 
learned that the trees had adopted this behaviour 
because the lagoon was flooded and this 
happened all the time.


Every few weeks a ditch digger would trundle up 
the beach, cut a channel through the sandbank 
and the water would rush out into the sea. It 
seemed that everyone was a surfer there on the 

	 	 Hank and Sarah Davis	               Central Coast of NSW and when the digger left, 
	 	 	 	 	 	 	      kids would spend a couple of days surfing the big 
stationery wave in the channel that it had cut, half way up the beach. When the lagoon 
had reached its new low level, the wave disappeared and so did the surfers.


It would be so easy to put a drainage pipe in the lagoon at the level that was best for the 
water to remain. In that way, instead of the water rising, it would go down the pipe and 
the level would remain constant. But no, that wasn’t to be. Instead the water level went 
up and down dramatically and the wildlife changed equally dramatically. Pelicans would 
arrive and live for a few weeks but would have to leave again when the water became too 
high. I don’t know why but that is what they did. Pelicans were the most obvious change 
because they are so big but there were many others. 


It was also dangerous for the wild life when a bird’s nest that had been in the low 
branches of a tree but safely out in the water was exposed to marauding dogs. Hank and 
Sarah have a toy poodle called ‘Bear.’ One day when my friend and I were babysitting the 
wee dog but making sure that it wasn’t going to disturb any birds, ‘Bear’ disappeared 
yapping around the corner by the lagoon. Then the yapping turned into a pathetic little 
canine shriek that got us sprinting as fast as we could manage in the direction of the wee 
mutt’s disappearance. There we saw a guy with his foot on the head of a Pitbull terrier or 
something equally obscene and a tight leash on another but it was too late. The poodle 
needed $800 of nursing care and the guy was never to be seen again to fork up. The 
point is that it was ghastly dogs like those that were coming through what was a 
sanctuary, with their irresponsible owners.




	 	 	 	                       Terrigal

Free lancers do themselves a big favour if they have a product of their own so are less 
dependent on people hiring them. Advertising agents and film companies can be fickle 
and a composer can suddenly find he is not flavour of the month any more so out of 
work. My protection against not having an income was going to be my online music 
course.  I was going to make it and the whole world was going to buy it. No problems at 
all! To succeed it needed to be comprehensive which meant huge but it turned out to be 
more even work than I imagined.


By now Caroline and I had moved to Terrigal, a couple of towns north of Copacabana and 
that is where I began producing the course. Technically the learning curve was like a 
vertical cliff and I was right at the bottom of it. I got myself a digital camera and video and 
editing software. I controlled the camera from the computer but had to switch it to being 
a ‘non-controllable device’ before I could do so. That made no sense at all. How could it 
be a ‘non-controllable device’ if I was controlling it remotely?


I then embarked on writing the script and planning 
the camera shots to what would ultimately be more 
than two hundred videos.


Sometimes I think that everything that happens is 
for a reason. Perhaps my television directing days 
were part of a grand plan to make this course all 
those years later. I had learned how to tell stories, 
present them visually and direct a front man who in 
this case, would be myself. I knew it was important 
to make it as visual as possible and to use as few 
‘talking head’ shots of me, as possible. Another 
reason to make shots of me talking to camera short, 
was because I could only remember a few words at 
a time.


The guys at the local Mac shop would hide when they saw me coming with yet another 
stupid question and I made many ninety minute train trips to the Apple Store in Sydney, to 
learn the software. I am now as flash at operating video and editing software as I am with 
music software.


To make a video I would line up a shot and get the ‘set’ looking as nice as I could. For the 
credibility of the teacher I got my awards out of storage and placed them in the back of 
the main shot.


I would remember enough of the script to take me to where the next shot change would 
be edited in. At that point I could leave the camera recording the sound, but turn away 
and read the rest of the script ensuring continuity in the voice inflection. The pitch and 
pace of a voice can change radically when recordings are made just a few seconds apart 
so, if I needed to do ADR, (after dialogue recording) I would listen to and duplicate my 
expression, leading up to that particular section. 




I had a second camera for close ups of hands on musical or computer keyboards. If I had 
not worked in television and had the education in Los Angeles, I would never have had 
the courage to embark on this project. 


Throughout those months of videoing I was very aware of Australia’s bird life. I could not 
work out how I could see a bird flying a long way off until I realised it was very big, how 
clever is that? It was often a cockatoo and there was always some kind of raucous racket 
going on. 


There is an association to wipe out Mynah Birds that are everywhere and even feature in 
Bryce Courtenay’s book “Mathew Flinders Cat.” One of the main characters in the book is 
a lawyer turned tramp, who sleeps near the Sydney library where a statue of the cat 
resides. Every morning the tramp puts poison into bread rolls to lay as bait for these awful 
birds. Indian Mynahs get around in pairs but Australian Mynah birds which are smaller, 
work in squadrons.


In a pot plant by our front door, a dove had laid her eggs. This seemed very odd but 
perhaps she felt safe there. One Aussie Mynah would shriek summoning the squadron. 
These thugs would line up on the fence a few feet away and then dive bomb the poor 
dove. Meanwhile I would be swinging the garden hose around my head like John Wayne 
with a lasso, trying to scare them off and hopefully connect with a few of them. We 
regularly checked the nest but one morning were too late. There it was, all broken up on 
the ground, with bloodied baby birds dead and mother bird gone. Bastards!


I liked the Kookaburras a lot. They are in a class all of their own and quite dominant in the 
birdlife of Australia. They’ll tell a magpie or a mynah to bugger off and keep an eye on the 
snake population. We saw one with a snake in it’s beak and another with a mouse that 
was still squirming. Occasionally the kookaburra would bash the mouse against the 
branch of the tree on which it sat. Then it would swallow it when the poor little thing had 
been tormented enough. 


When I was planning to run the course ‘live’ again but in Australia this time, I attended a 
course about teaching Aboriginal students. A tall and quite handsome young lady was the 
tutor. She said right in the beginning that she was qualified to teach the subject as she 
was Aboriginal. She didn’t look like it to me but I believed her. I wondered where the line 
was drawn between being of European or Aboriginal descent but I was very happy to 
listen to this young lady as there was something assured and attractive about her.




One of the most memorable things I 
learned was that there were one 
hundred and fifty or so, different 
countries of Aboriginal people. That 
is not difficult to comprehend when 
that massive continent can easily be 
divided by fifteen west to east and 
ten north to south. 


This postcard superimposes Europe 
on Australia with a lot of spare 
room.




	 	 	 	 	 	 A great day


Caroline and my life together is so great it made sense to give ourselves a vote of 
confidence and get married. It was the third time round for both of us so we had had our 
share of flash weddings. We had a modest little ceremony in our Terrigal garden for family 
and a few friends before returning to New Zealand.


It is a privilege to spend all day every day with Caroline. When she wakes the first thing 
she thinks about is always someone other than herself. She is kind, considerate and 
generous and her own needs are of least importance. One lesson I learned from her is 
that ‘nothing is perfect’ meaning, that I should not expect too much from people, that 
they will not always do as they should in my eyes and that I should be more accepting. 


 

Our wedding day.


Me, Dylan and Arnon with Caroline and Danya


 

Daryl, me, Caroline and Aldwyn




Eddie McDonald

Eddie, ‘The Avengers’ bass player, had become very sick over recent years and was now 
in a ‘home’ with multiple sclerosis. It became more difficult going to see him as time 
passed as he had trouble talking.


 

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 Eddie McDonald


Finally he lost the battle and his funeral was at the Cockburn Street Chapel, which had 
been built on the site of the old church I used to attend. As a child I had been asked to 
play the organ. I was very nervous and played everything too fast. I couldn’t get used to 
dragging this great big congregation along. I learned after the event, that I was meant to 
play just slightly ahead of them, to lead and to keep them going. Why didn’t someone tell 
me beforehand? 

                

The strange thing is that my mother’s funeral had been held in that little chapel just a 
couple of years before. I had been quite calm and not very emotional at all. I gave a 
eulogy in which I kept speaking to her casket and often sharing a joke or a memory but I 
was very emotional at Ed’s funeral. I walked into the chapel and saw his old pale blue 
Fender Jazz Bass, leaning against a very simple white coffin. Photos of ‘The Avengers’ 
were everywhere. He and I had shared a few years when we were always together but we 
were not that close. 


I was a bit like a guest of honour, being the only ‘Avenger.’ When I got up to speak I 
became all choked up and thought I was going to embarrass myself and not be able to 
say anything at all but eventually I did, thank God!  I have heard of people’s feelings being 
heightened when their relationship with the deceased had not been as good as they 
would have liked.




I know there were a lot of drugs involved in Hank and Eddie’s band ‘Bakery’ and I am glad 
I wasn’t around that. I had smoked a little dope by the time I had stopped playing in ‘The 
Avengers’ but may have done all sorts of stuff had I been part of ‘Bakery.’ Hank told me 
that they went through fifty members in that band over the seven years they were 
together and four of those guys died from overdoses.


This is not to do with ‘Bakery’ or Eddie but I have learned that some people can handle 
drugs and some can’t. Drugs can make people creative or destroy them. Willie Nelson 
thinks dope is fantastic for creativity and I believe him but personally, I don’t have a lot of 
time for marijuana because it always made me feel nervous and out of control. 


Dicki Johnston told me that in his experience as a counsellor, he had learned that dope is 
an extremely destructive de-motivator to our young people. Imagine losing enthusiasm 
for your dreams and schemes. That could completely destroy a life. One of the greatest 
fears I have is not being motivated, not being challenged, not doing as well as I possibly 
can. 


A theory that is quite extreme but that I have reason to believe may be true, is that if a 
person starts smoking marijuana at say fourteen, they never really develop beyond that 
age mentally.


My birth sign is Scorpio and I have been told that Scorpions can be addictive, so have 
steered clear of every illicit substance other than Jameson’s Irish Whisky, a good red and 
the occasional beer. 

	 	 	                  	 




TheContemporaryMusicCourse.Com

I now had a hundred or more videos that were all quite good (though I say so myself) and 
had to make the website from where the complete course would be streamed ‘live,’ on 
the internet. The website would contain everything, all of the videos, text and printable 
material and was going to be the best little online music course on the planet! 


This is a composite shot that I can’t quite 
remember how I made. Actually I can now 
I think about it. At the bottom is a 
GarageBand Keyboard that was a screen 
capture while the wide shot above was 
filmed. The notes were added individually 
in the written notation using my extremely 
basic animation skills.


It was time to contact my webmaster 
wizard Katrina McClelland (daughter-in-
law of Sylvienne and her husband Tom) 
who had created my other websites. 


Katrina has become an extremely close working partner but is of a younger generation 
who prefer to communicate through email and it drives me nuts. One phone conversation 
could clarify points that several emails would just confuse. Anyway, we got there and it all 
looks pretty good and I am very grateful to her. 


When we had finished the site I was disappointed that it did not go viral immediately well, 
not really, but I thought it would do a lot better than it did. It didn’t even appear when 
‘music course’ was googled and is still nowhere to be found when searching for a ‘music 
course’ on the net. The problem is, I am still having difficulty letting the world know it 
exists.


I kept the name The Writing Musician from when I ran the course ‘live’ but nobody 
understood what it meant so I eventually changed it to - 
www.thecontemporarymusiccourse.com - as people were sure to know what that meant. 
I thought it was a real coup when I found the name ‘contemporary music course’ had not 
been taken but have found since that a lot of people can’t spell ‘contemporary.’


My thinking was that the internet is available in even the poorest of homes so my course 
can reach kids in the outback of Australia or the slums of Mexico City, where a mere eight 
million people live. It is really cheap ($99.95) and one license could serve the whole family. 
Students don’t need to leave home, their school, or their job, to do it and there are a lot of 
people in the world who would love to learn about music.

The lessons are sequential and cover everything I know. I suppose I could elaborate on 
some of them and create more exercises but basically, it is all there. Less than five 
students in as many years have contacted me with questions as it is so self-contained.




Visits to Wellington

When I first moved to Auckland I met Garth Cumberland through his wife Vivienne who is 
a friend of Caroline. Garth is a farmer and forester, who loves the arts. His father was 
Kenneth Cumberland who was the front man of a major TV series called ‘Landmark’ and 
who wrote the ‘geography’ textbook that was used in NZ schools. When I was at school 
teachers would actually say ‘Class. Get out your Cumberlands.’ When I told Garth of 
“Islands of Fire” he asked me to play some of it to him which I did, with highly satisfying 
results. He loved it.


One opportunity that had been suggested to rekindle and 
stage the show, was during The Rugby World Cup in 2011 
when thousands of tourists would be visiting New Zealand. 
While in town waiting for a game to be played in two or three 
days time, the wealthy tourists would no doubt want to go to 
a pub but some of the wives may prefer to drag their hubbies 
along to  a show from this part of the world. 


I revealed this possibility to Garth who immediately 
suggested we go to Wellington and get some Government 
funding. We flew down to the capital several times and 
enjoyed meeting all sorts of people on our quest. Many were 
highly enthusiastic and things were looking pretty positive 
but we had some strange experiences. 


After we had left a meeting with one Member of Parliament,    
	    Garth Cumberland          we were in the lobby talking to Garth’s cousin David Carter, 
	 	 	 	 	    who is now the Speaker of the House. The minister we had 
just seen, got out of a lift and across the expansive reception area he called out ‘I know 
what you need. You need some money!’ He obviously didn’t realise why we had come all 
that way to see him. Do we really vote for these people?


Another was so enthusiastic he did not want the meeting to end, so ran across the road 
with us to continue talking as we ran to catch a bus to our next meeting. A few weeks 
later we tried to see him again but he didn’t seem to remember who we were. 


The trips down to Welly with Garth were great fun and he enjoyed them too but in the 
end, we were unsuccessful. I believe that the reason  that “Islands of Fire” was never 
supported financially was that the writer who had had the dream in the first place, spent 
several years, thousands of composing and researching hours and thousands of dollars 
more than he should have, was not a ‘Pacific’ person.


I have now come to accept that those important stories may never be told in a big flash 
stage show and that “Islands of Fire” will never see the light of day. That is a real shame!




	 	 	             Visits to teachers


Compared to my school days back in the 60s, the music departments in schools are 
extremely good and music teachers are extremely caring. Guitars are hanging on the 
walls and there are digital keyboards and computers for the kids. We just had a lonely 
upright piano that the teacher would demonstrate something on, extremely occasionally. 


One school music teacher I had was Mr Shwabe and he was highly entertaining. I 
remember him telling us that the word for a piano in pidgin was something like ‘bik fella 
bokis you punchim him cry out.’ I think the violin was something like ‘little fella bokis, yu 
scratchim him scream.’


Another music teacher was Arthur Cook and I quite liked him too. He drove a little Austin 
Somerset convertible. It was grey and had three headlights, the one in the middle was for 
fog I presume. He ran his tyres soft, so it would be easier on the suspension which was a 
bit silly and you could say he was a wee bit eccentric. Mr Cook spent the whole time 
keeping his students in order. If a teacher is stressed and thinks a class is going to be out 
of control, it probably will be out of control. 


I wish I had put my hand up and said ‘Sir. I really want to hear what you would like to tell 
me. I won’t be any trouble sir!’ But I didn’t. Instead, he presumed that I wanted to make 
things hard for him. He had no idea of what was going on in the heads of his students 
and yet I believe he was a very nice man. Damn shame! 


Music was my whole life but he had no idea that I could play classical piano to an 
advanced level and that I dreamed all day about my band and playing guitar. For some 
reason, he just didn’t like me and in front of the whole class he told me that there was 
‘more music in a kerosene tin.’ That would have earned a few knowing smiles from the 
other kids as they thought our band was ok. 


In fact, he used to begin every music class by belting Paul Melser and me. He would put 
two chalk crosses on the floor where we were to put our feet, tell us to hold out our hand 
and then run at us with a green-hide leather belt, like those that barbers used for 
sharpening their razors. It stung like crazy but the worst thing is, I learned absolutely 
nothing from those classes and he probably knew a lot of stuff that I would have liked to 
know. 


The ridiculous barriers that exist between musical genres are formed at a very young age 
and often stop musicians from having as wider musical taste as they could have, for the 
rest of their lives. As I have said, film and television music is the only genre in which a 
composer can survive and a successful film composer needs to be transparent and able 
to write in every style. I think it would be good if even people who just listened to music, 
had as wide a taste as possible too. 




Some rock musicians think that classical music is old and dry while classical musicians 
can think that pop and rock music is so simple it is silly. Jazz musicians look down their 
noses at both of those genres because pop is so basic it is laughable and classical 
musicians can’t make up solos like jazz musicians.


 


Home Page of “thecontemporarymusiccourse.com”


“Whiplash” is a memorable movie about the relationship between a drummer student and 
his intense and overbearing teacher. It was a bit far fetched as the pressure on the 
student was super human. On a school notice board was a note saying “If you fail this 
course you can always get a job in a rock band.” That is the snobbery to which I refer.


Running a class of kids with varying amounts of interest in music must be just about 
impossible. Some kids may be very serious about the subject while others can’t wait for 
the lesson to end. When dealing with the less interested kids, a teacher’s time may be 
spent trying to engage them through the use of recorders, ukuleles and educational 
games which to me, is a bit like occupational therapy. At the same time the kids that have 
a real interest in music, may be being kept back and given less attention than they 
deserve.




My course helps teachers in classes of multi-level children as they can tell them which 
lessons to go to and supervise them at their individual computers. When using 
earphones, those students at computers can hear their lesson without disturbing anyone 
else and keep out the extraneous noise of the classroom. They can also self direct their 
learning which is a current discussion point with teachers.


I spend many hours on the phone marketing and at the time of writing, over two hundred 
schools including prestigious places such as ‘Auckland Grammar’ and ‘Christ’s College,’ 
have signed up for it, so I believe that it is a huge success! List of Schools. I was very 
happy to read the review from the American Music Teachers Journal which is at the top of 
this Testimonials page.



I go to conferences and set up a ‘trade table.’ It’s a bit like selling 


         candy floss or being part of a Penny Arcade. “Roll up, roll up!’


Teachers say things to me like ‘this is a music teacher’s dream come true,’ ‘I put this in 
the category of things that make my life easy’, ‘thank you for access to your wonderful 
site and resources. It is a brilliantly put together series,’ ‘they can never go back to books 
after seeing this’ and on and on.


A subscription will automatically give schools the first six months free then they will be 
invoiced every year unless they decline. 


I used to be a musician, then I was a composer, then a teacher and now I am a salesman 
as well. It is a great feeling when another school or independent student subscribes to my 
music course.


http://www.thecontemporarymusiccourse.com/images/PDF/School_list_June.pdf
http://www.thecontemporarymusiccourse.com/index.php/testimonials


          Happiness and the ‘Tortured Artist’

A lot of the great art of the world has come from poverty or some other harsh or tragic 
situation. I have read that of the nine best-selling songs of all time most deal with 
melancholy, sadness or despair. With that in mind many artists are uncomfortable living in 
a comfortable or even a contented situation, because it may take the guts out of their 
work. 


Way back in the 80s, a friend, I can’t remember who it was, dropped in to see me at the 
Kelburn house - 32 Rimu Rd - where Susie and I lived. 

It was apparent to him that I was living in a very comfortable situation which for a 
musician, was all wrong. He immediately jumped to the conclusion that life was so good 
for me that I wouldn’t write any more music and that concerned me as I thought he may 
have been right.


But is a first hand experience of misery really essential? Do we actually need to 
experience dramatic situations before we can write about them?


The film ‘Trumbo’ which is about the extremely successful Hollywood screen writer Dalton 
Trumbo, blows that argument out of the water. If the film illustrates his life accurately, he 
was financially successful and looked like a normal person, an accountant or a salesman, 
but certainly not the stereo-typical writer and that was refreshing to me. 


Trumbo had to write for twelve to eighteen hours a day admittedly, while chain smoking, 
drinking whisky and propping himself up with benzedrine pills. He spent much of his 
writing time in the bath! But he delivered - brilliantly. Twelve hundred pages in three days 
(if the film is accurate) was one of his ghastly deadlines! 


Trumbo relied completely on his imagination so did not have to ‘live’ his stories but others 
look at writing differently. Bono said that ‘without life there is no music’ which I 
understood to be referring to some kind of turmoil and that is often the case. Clapton’s 
“Tears in Heaven” is a prime example of music coming out of ‘life’ in this case a tragedy. 
He would have been totally shattered for his little boy to have died in that dreadful 
accident but out of that he wrote a beautiful song.

Experiencing a situation is easier than having to imagine one as a novelist does but I 
would rather give that a go and be happy, than have to live the life of a ‘tortured artist’ in 
order to have something to write about and luckily, I can.


This is because my music doesn’t begin with writing lyrics. Instead it comes from a 
situation that has been created by a film and even the music for my ‘pet’ projects has 
been based on the libretto of an opera. This means that I can by-pass the necessity to be 
miserable before I can write anything.


I may have appeared unattractively comfortable and perhaps even complacent to my 
Kelburn visitor but I certainly wasn’t resting on my laurels. In those days I was on top of 
my game and going for it. The trouble is I was always ‘going for it’ and now I wish that I 
had learned to live more in the present rather than for the future. If I had, I would have 
been even happier and taken the time to value the things around me rather than always 
thinking of what was going to happen next. 




John Lennon said that ‘life was what happened while you were waiting for something to 
happen’ which is exactly what has happened to me, but that is by the way.


George Harrison talked about ‘bliss’ and was referring to achieving an extremely elevated 
state of happiness as being the main purpose in life. But had he achieved that state, 
would he ever have written another song? 


Philosopher and dramatist G.K. Chesterton referred to irrational spurts of happiness that 
we all have and how our lives would be wonderful if we could grab hold of one of them 
when it happens and make it last forever. Do you experience these little flashes? I do and 
am very aware of them. Each time I try to make them last but I haven’t succeeded yet.


The Dalai Lama said that the most important thing in life was to be happy and if he can be 
happy after the terrible things that happened in Tibet then so can I. I once said to my 
mother, who I believe was not a very happy person, that we could choose to be happy or 
unhappy, that it was up to us. Her reply was ‘really dear?’ and it was a serious question. 

Artists can be a pain in the arse for anyone to have to live with as they appear to be so 
selfish. The main thrust of Trumbo’s acceptance speech when he won an Oscar, was 
thanking his family for putting up with him being so self absorbed for all those years. But 
it seemed to me, that they were extremely proud that they had been so supportive and 
that his scripts had been written and the films had been made.


In many ways, artists are not so much selfish as in possession of a very different set of 
vales. It is difficult for an artist to be part of the real world and take care of the practical 
everyday things of life as they are usually an intrusion.


He may think think that mowing the lawn every Sunday for forty years is a pointless 
exercise because at the end of that forty years, all he had was a nicely mown lawn which 
was exactly what he had in the first place. That time could have been better spent writing 
or painting or producing something, rather than just maintaining what was already there. 
To many though, time spent mowing the lawn is ‘thinking’ time and very productive. 
Everyone is different.


The bottom line is that yes, I would rather be content than a ‘tortured artist.’ Well, I think I 
would. Maybe not. It depends on how much better the music would be if I were a 
malcontent, constantly searching, restless, dissatisfied and impossible to live with.


My mother once told me that it was time to put “Islands of Fire” under the bed, that I’d 
done my best and it was time to move on but after that huge dream and all the time and 
energy I spent, I just couldn’t do it. It sounded like a horrible idea to me. Something will 
happen to that show one day. I won’t allow myself to believe that it won’t but even before 
hearing her say that I had decided to never write another note that no-one was going to 
hear. 


My music has always been heard either on the tele, the radio or from a stage. I am used 
to that and that is the way it goes and it would be dreadful to be a a tortured artist and 
no-one ever heard a note of what I wrote anyway! 




	 	 	 	            That’s it

I have always had huge dreams and immersed myself in them totally, believing that if you 
worked hard enough, you could achieve whatever you want. I was an ‘all right’ classical 
pianist, was in a successful band as a self taught guitarist/organist and then co-wrote 
Rock Operas and a Television Pantomime. I have composed over a hundred television 
commercials, eighty documentary and a few feature film scores. More recently I have 
produced an online music course that is being used by hundreds of schools and 
thousands of students.


Last night I went to the Mr Holmes movie starring Ian McKellen. The film had a great 
atmosphere and the score by Carter Burwell who wrote ‘Rob Roy’ among other things, 
was good too. I thought, ‘I could do that’ but I am a million miles away from that world so 
it is highly unlikely to happen.


I go a bit ‘stir crazy’ if I don’t have a project and this book has been the current one. In 
the immediate future Rodger Fox has asked me to write some arrangements again. The 
last time I wrote for his Big Band was thirty five years ago so it is going to be a challenge 
but it is also going to be fun. The arrangements are for an album of New Zealand pop 
songs and I have suggested a song by “Larry’s Rebels” and one by “The Avengers.” That 
happened today and I am already hearing some ideas in my head so that’s good. Maybe 
it will keep the alzheimer’s at bay for a while.


 	      

Caroline 


Caroline suggested I write my life story and this is it to date. I thought, who is going to be 
interested when hardly anyone knows who I am, but now I have finished my book and so 
have you.


I would love to have a decent movie to score or opera to write but I am not as ambitious 
as I was. Now I simply look forward to taking my wife to a movie and a meal every 
Saturday night. It is much more attractive than the ‘tortured artist’ alternative. 	 	 


            	 







