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apartheid. A dit fer.\census lorm. denying
privacy and asking l i f fql-ent questiod\n a
different order, has been\sed for ATSIlin
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remote communit i  :s on th\grounAi tnat
t \  were i l l i te rar  : .  Yet  the\ test  imnf i -
grant\ot l i terate in English re\ ived the
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remote sett\nenrs with impunity.\ fSt
drunks are ser\ in separate bars in p\bs
hat throw out non\JSIs showing signs of i

in \ ia t ion.  Labour  ) r r4rket  mutua l  ob l i -
gation\ules are not app\d to ATSIs on
'Newstar\nemploym ent be\its; th ey are
not pena

Johns shows th\hen long years Nair-
crimination against A{SIs were replaced

In his rightful place
R./. Sroq.,e

The Golden Age: Clive Douglos,
Composer, Conductor
By Lynne Douglas
Wirripang, $30, pp 52
rsBN 9781876829216

Clive (Martin) Douglas was among the most
gifted composers Australia has produced.
Any concertgoers who have not encoun-
tered his name are the poorer thereby.

Though Douglas lived until 1977, his rep-
utation had been trashed ten years earlier
in the extraordinarily influential text Aus-
tralia's Music: Themes of a New Society bv
Sydney scholar Roger Covell. At this rfug.,
Covell (who only afterwards ascertained, to
quote philosopher David Stove, ,what real
intellectual work was') made unwarranted
obeisance to a Darwinian, teleological belief
in musical progress. Judging Oougtas insuf-
f iciently 'progressive' 

according to then-
chic modernist criteria, Covell devoted half
a_ dozen pages to the patronising implication
that Douglas's output could be redeemed
solely by Covell being permitted to rewrite
it. Seen now, Australia's Music amounts in
its aesthetic verdicts to little other than one
more 1960s fashion statement. alons with
such equal ly  unappeal ing ar te facts  as min i -
skirts, guitar-palpating nuns, Che Guevara,s
facial hair,  Mao's Lit t le Red Book, JFK's
court,  Harold Holt 's photo ops and Keith
Windschuttle's encomium to LSD.
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But Douglas continued to be overlooked

well after the Cold War's end. Even so tem-
perate and detailed an analysis as Gordon
Kerry's New Classical Music: Composing
Australia (2009) omits Douglas except for
a solitary reference. All the more justifica-
tion, then, for welcoming The Golden Age,
by the composer's daughter Lynne. A per;j
sonal disclosure: Wollongong's Wirr ipan!
firm, which publishes The Golden Age,also
publishes my own vocal and instrumen-
tal pieces. So anyone expecting that I shall
denounce Wirripang's products is expecting
in vain. That acknowledged, Wirr ipang's
staffers have never considered me a syco-
phant, and they real ise that I  would judge
Wirripang's releases by the same yardstick
as any other company's.

The career of Douglas (born 1903) did
not abound in dramatic incidents. Rare,
actually, is the composer's career that does.
For every Liszt,whose biography provides
innate thri l ls, can be found six Brahmses
whose curr icula vitae are largely mere
chronicles of meticulous, duti ful brain-
work.  Douglas 's  so le  ext ra-mar i ta l  and
extra-musical passion seems to have been
model rai lways. There are good reasons
why Clive Douglas: The Movie is not com-
ing soon to a cinema near you.

From The Golden Age,readers will learn
of Douglas's somewhat chaotic chi ldhood
in rural Victorian towns (when Douglas
was only three, his father. a pol iceman. died
of  pneumonia) :  o f  h is  leav ine school  x 'hen
only 15, to support his pianist mother, who
had given him early musical training; of
his 18-year tenure as a bank officer (which
probably helped his art: T.S. Eliot benefit-
ed from banking employment, and Trol-
lope from post office administration);of his
dealings with redoubtable Melbourne con-
ductor and professor Sir Bernard Heinze
(whom I saw on the rostrum f ive decades
afterwards, still directing the Sydney Sym-
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phony Orchestra with vigour in his mid-
eighties); of Douglas's brief f i rst marriage
to typist Isabel Knox, and his secondl.much
happier union to soprano Marjorie Ellis;of
his podium achievements with ensembles
in Melbourne, Hobart and Brisbane as well
as Sydney (Queenslanders' jittery mood in
1942, with Japanese invaders dai ly dread-
ed, is well conveyed);and of, most crucially,
his own music, with its Jindyworobak-like
allegiance to Aboriginal culture (although
apparently 'Cl ive...  did not consider him-
self part of the Jindyworobak movement').

Th i s  a l l eg iance  Doug las  re f rac ted
through his Respighian skill in orchestra-
tion, his rhythmic vivacity, suggesting paul
Hindemith, and his epic approach redolent
of Sir Arnold Bax (who admired Douglas,s
'Jubi lee Symphony').  His daughter's prose
is unfailingly clear, though I spotted three
e r ro rs :  Sydney  p ian i s t - compose r  F rank
Hutchens is  mis ident i f ied as ,Hutchen ' ;

Toronto organist-composer Healey Willan
has become 'Healey Wi l l iam' ;  and ,Sain t

Saens' should be hyphenated.
Se ldom d id  2O th -cen tu ry  mus i c i ans

resist the urge to print manifestoes. Doug-
las, sadly, was not among those who resist-
ed. Aboriginal tradit ions absorbed him as
greatly as English folksong tradit ions did
Vaughan Williams: and like Vaughan Wil-
l iams he tended, at t imes, to co-nfuse his
tastes with his duties. Certain l ines from a
19-56 essav Douqlas contr ibuted to Sydney's
Cattort music magazine possess, with hind-
sight, a disagreeable ring, alien to his basic
goodwil l ,  which his biographer repeatedly
demonstrates. After vague references to ,a

national music'  and'recognisable Austral-
ian ident i ty ' ,  Douglas wrote:  ,A musica l
idiom must be found which is so intr insi-
cal ly Austral ian that no other inf luence is
felt . '

'Must be found'? 'No other inf luence'?
What politburo, pray tell, would determine
which composers passed chauvinism.s taste
test? And who would have controlled such
a politburo? Chips Rafferty? Eddie Ward?
Khrushchev? These questions Douglas left
unanswered. Anyhow, a variant of Satie's
famous witticism about Ravel can apply to
Douglas. 'Ravel, '  Satie joked, ,has refused
the L6gion d 'Honneur ,  but  a l l  h is  music
accepts i t . '  Likewise, Douglas might have
deplored our European heritage, but all his
music reveals i t .  And why ever not? The
arduous exper t ise he acqui red in  West -
ern civi l isat ion's composit ional techniques
would have served him equally well, wheth-
er he portrayed Aborigines or Aleutians.

Hearty congratulat ions, by the by, to
Wirripang on including with The Golrten
Age a CD of three Douglas composit ions
(all dealing with Aboriginal subjects): .Car-

woola',  'Corroboree' 
and 'Namatj ira' ,  

the
last-named conducted by Douglas himself,
the others much more recently bv Richard
Mills and Myer Fredman. piiituitv few of
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itive discriminatibq, the unintended
consbquences were even rltere disastrous.
The go\nment strategy t l ihl  has never
been t r ie \ to  t reat  ATSIs e \ : r ly  l i ke
other Australi\. Decent educa tiorilprivate
property rights. duing away with exc\sive

[are, policing exidlQg Iaws and re
other vestiges of\partheid - al l  this

nsform remote slttlements.
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Douglas's scores have been committed to

disc. So to find these ones made commer-

cially available is a rare treat' They provoke

useful comparisons between Douglas and

the two other leading Australian compos-

ers of around his age, John Antill and Mar-

saret Sutherland. Douglas displays Antill 's

Iolouristic virtuosity, without Antill 's Iaps-

es into bland officialese; and Sutherland's

punct i l ious cra f tsmanship ,  w i thout  her

iuor.,  into neoclassical greyness' Invok-

ing Oouglas 's  overseas contemporar ies

alJo redounds to his credit. All right' so he

lacked (unsurprisingly) the sheer genius of

Edmund Rubbra, Aaron Copland, Samuel

Barber or the nonpareil Olivier Messiaen;

but he deserves an honourable place in the

second division of mid-20th-century com-

posers from any land. Which consti tutes
- in all candour - a pretty good place to

be. Should he obtain residence there, it will

be partly thanks to Lynne Douglas's com-

*.ndubl. and well- i l lustrated, i f  unduly

brief. tribute.

R.J. Stove lives in Melbourne and is writing

a biographY of C*ar Franck'

Spitti out the plum

JimDaui
Coloniol Voices: A History
of English in Austrolio | 940

By Joy Damousi \

Cambridge UniversitY Press, $1

relatively slight. \
Received Pronunc ia t ion in  Eng\d

ian Ene\h. 'Pure'English became not so

much an iaba-ot a standard English as of an

ing spread with the expdr'uion of the British

ernpire. The English spoken.here was cas-

t igated for i ts offending vowdis.and dip.

iicipation in the politicdrl'pJocess. It is not

surprising, then, that there should be con-

cern about personal presentation: how one

was the gr\determinant: Damousi's first

key quote is abe!-chosen one from Shaw's

aloud in their homes\rt attended penny

readings, sang songs aro\d the piano and

of film

ond rvorld war, there was some atte t t o

move away from BBC English to the ideE

b(.'educated Australian'' But the big shift
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New Zealand.V there is such a thing as a gest as well as voice - eveqbreathing

Barossa Germanhqent, I've yet to hear it') - and fu geared towards the P\ic Plat-

True, there may be \nents of a dist inct form. It w\an imperial art, but D\ousi

Adelaide accent, but g\eral ly class has is right to re\d us how aural our whqle

been a bigger determinant o\cent in Aus- culture was for t\B first half of white Aus-

tral ia than place. And even th{as been t ra l ia 's  ex is tence\eople  not  on ly  read

id not become establ ished unti l  the la attended concerts, and merhQrised poetry

thkO of the 19th century, and i t  was that d recited it, sometimes in co'nrpetitions.

whict, . \hanged the perception of Austral- Sohlq took part in debating clubs, t\e nurs-

ery of'pqJiticians. Indeed, the decline'u{3t

informedhqerest in politics might be drre
'ideal' form oflronunciation. It is no acci- ly linked to t\decline of debating, and to

dent, of course, thb\'{his new understand- the contemporar\eliance on the legal pro-

fession (who have those ski l ls) to supply

our pol i t ic ians.

tngr, which ideally nald to be erbqcatid
\  - l^- .^-^,  \  -

tances. but a ladY should never do

so .  A lQamous i  makes  p la i n ,  e l ocu t i on
jo ined de lq : tment  and et iquet te  as the

other manifeilations of controlled behav-

iour. part icularlN(or women, to become

sisnifiers of class.

i n \e  emp i re  i n  t he  t ime .  t he  hoPe  \ \ ' as

p 326

nated by ihe{anguage we speak - not the

Queen'i EnglNh.Eo much as Paul Hogan's'

Yet the really fasc\ing thing about Eng-
Dalrqusi 's discussion of elocution stands{

the cei}e of the book- The way one spoke-'

N 97805215163i0

l ish in Australia is how\cent apart, it was

slow to diverge from that slq$en in Britain'
F, l izi  Dooli t t le. 'hirat she doesn't  tel l  us

is that both Oscar Wildg, and to a lesser

extent Shaw himself, wer'0"determined to

I)"n*French. Nor is i t  as regional ly div\ stamp out their gentle Irish bnqgue: hege-

as Nlrr Zealand,where there are still som monic  Engl ish was the des i re \ccent '

ven for them.quaint \t, 
slyndin8 like Scots having

locution involved posture, deliver
quietly runib..S..-eed.

N o n e t h e l e d i s t i n c t i v e  t w a n g

emerged early, an\was being comment-

eA on Uy the 1830s. Laleq visitors like J'A'

Froude (a regius professqr at Oxford)

described Australian speech'bs. being sur-

oiirirrefv 'pure', which at first seerqg a con-

thE iion. But the point he was mlkrngwal

thatlr\ustralia th-e various peculiarities'of
gii,i.tr Oileqts were being ironed out' Lin-

they disappear.
And what of Austral ian English, baq-

nted by Amer ican Engl ish? I t  w i

be\ardy survivor, probably'  After al l ,

the ' inihte subversiveness' that Robert

McCrum rbognises in British English is

even more appaltqqtrere. In a world domi-

nated by Globish, aitl.qr people speaking

English as a second languileq-he local vari-

ety is certain to survive. even i\ecomes

a bit like the way it began - as wi)t{lash

tr3rk.

G5;,
Jim Davidson is the author of
A Three-Cornered Life: The Historian

'We met thr our involvement in .K. Hancock, published recently by

F
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suists and solo\ogists have since made us

i*ur" how frequeiftly, in mixed population

groups, it is thtkids Whqjirst meld and cre-

dtq an argot or an accent:'qnd this appears

toi\o. b"een the main factd\at work here'

At  th \me t ime.  we lacked\ reg ion-

al pockdtsof real difference appdrent in

correctly i t 's a\dy of English language

cultures in Australitadt begins with a useful

There was already a l{ing that elocu-

t ion was unnatura l  when t \Great  War

broke out. Others have advancb( the the-

n' that the s'ar. throwine a lot of \stral-
i \ t oge the r  uP  aga ins t  t he  Poms \Y

have\ped engender  the 'broad '  acceN
- rvhichte$ainly became stronger. Mean-

whi le ,  on th \home f ront ,  PeoPIe were

responding avidly. lo C.J. Dennis's Songs

of a Sentimental Blofurwhich, while comic,
qave a nudge to the vern\ar.

There are chaPters on the

migrant-infl uenced accen\hich can only

be*expected to grow - eve\l t imately

Care in th ommunity.' NSW Press.
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