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EULOGY: CLIFF BARNETT 1930-2006 
 
by Dan Barnett* 
_________________________________________________________ 
 
[The following eulogy was read by Dan Barnett at Cliff Barnett’s funeral on July 11, 
2006.] 
 

irstly thank you to Vanda O’Donnell for running proceedings today. It’s so nice to 
have a good, longstanding family friend do this for us. Also we would like to thank 
the musos that are performing today. I know Dad would have loved it. 

 
Dad - Cliffy, Hon, Cliff, Cwuffy - was born in Melbourne in 1930. Now this defies 
popular belief; he was a Pom. It was in Melbourne he started musical studies learning 
piano, violin and playing the fife in the school band. 
 
In 1939 his parents decided that, owing to lack of employment opportunities in 
Australia, they would head back to England and try their luck. The journey to England 
saw the boat pass through Sydney, where Dad decided this was the place he would 
spend the  rest of his days, when he returned to Australia. 
  
When they got to England World War II was starting and music was  forgotten. He spent 
most of his time in the Bristol and London bomb shelters where he received a spasmodic 
education. We always used to give Dad a hard time about this. Anything Dad didn’t 
know, we would say a bomb must have hit the shelter just as the teacher was giving that 
answer. During the war he also bred rabbits for eating and sale, and this helped feed his 
family. 
   
__________________________________________________________ 
 

 
 
* As the son of the legendary Sydney bassist, the late Cliff Barnett, Dan Barnett was born into 
music. He began his musical life as a trombonist and studied with the cream of Sydney’s 
musician talent, including James Morrison, Don Burrows and abroad with Conrad Herwig 
and Steve Turre. He quickly developed a love for singing, studying with respected Sydney 
teacher Patricia Oertel and the great Mark Murphy. Dan has worked and recorded with many 
greats in Australian and world music, and is a regular on the local, national, and 
international jazz festival circuits. He has completed four tours of Brazil and countless tours of 
Europe, the USA and Asia. 
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At the end of the war Dad took up an apprenticeship in printing, not his first choice 
which was cabinet making. During his apprenticeship he was called up for national 
service and it was during his time in the Army that he discovered the double bass and 
realised his true vocation. He also discovered playing in a band was  a good way to get 
into all the good officers parties and American camps and, unbelievably, they let him 
sleep in. 
  
National service lasted two  years after which he finished his apprenticeship. In 1955 he  
decided to head back to Australia, even knocking back a spot in the band of legendary 
UK tenor man Tubby Hayes to do so. Just prior to leaving England he struck up a 
friendship that would prove to be an incredible and lifelong association, with drummer 
Cyril Bevan who was also going to Australia. To this day Cyril is one of our closest family 
friends and tried desperately to be here today. 
 

 
 
Cliff struck up a friendship with drummer Cyril Bevan (above) that would prove to be 
an incredible and lifelong association… 
 
As a  pseudo ten-pound Pom Dad arrived in Sydney to take up  a printing job at the 
Sydney Morning Herald. When Cyril and Dad eventually linked up again in Sydney they 
went hunting for jazz and, under the guidance of Wilson Douglas, found themselves in 
the Ironworkers  and were amazingly made very welcome by the Australian musos. This 
was a very new experience for two guys fresh out from England. Cyril to this day says he 
remembers walking down the street and hearing John Bamford’s big band from outside, 
and he and Dad ran in excited like a couple of school kids. 
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The first time they played together in Australia was at the Forest Inn.  Legend has it that 
they counted All The Things You Are in so fast, the only cat who could cut it was the 
legendary Frank Smith – a fact you can verify today if you speak to Don Osborne. He 
will take great delight in telling the story once again. 
 
In 1958 Frank Smith invited Dad and eventually Cyril to become part of his quartet at 
the now famous El Rocco. At the same time he joined Kenny Morrow, Georgina De Leon 
and George Golla at Joe’s Corinthian Room and later spent some time at Chequers 
nightclub where he worked with many overseas acts. During this time he was also busy 
working on TV shows and making commercials. 
 

 
 
Cliff Barnett on double bass in the El Rocco, with Ralph Stock (drums), Frank Smith 
(alto sax) and unidentified waitress, possibly Pam James…PHOTO COURTESY CLIFF 
BARNETT OXFORD COMPANION TO AUSTRALIAN JAZZ 
 
In 1957 at a Xmas party where Dad was playing in a band booked  by Cyril, Dad met the 
love of his life, our Mum Joan. Mum wasn’t really into jazz or musicians, at first growing 
up on a diet of classical music. She soon added jazz and Cliffy to her list of interests. 
Less than a year later Mum and Dad were married, in October, 1958. 
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Joan and Cliff Barnett: Joan added jazz and Cliffy to her list of interests…  
PHOTO COURTESY DAN BARNETT 
 
In fairly quick succession Matt and Margot were born and eventually I completed the 
clan, and we moved to Forestville which has been the family home ever since. All 
through this time Dad was flat out as an in-demand bassist working the very busy 
Sydney music scene. 
 
I wish I had been around then. It must have been incredible to hear all the great stories 
either at home with friends or out working with Dad - amazing! 
 
As the Sydney scene started to wane and, having three kids to educate and a mortgage to 
pay, Dad took a regular gig at the Wentworth Hotel with John Hishon where he stayed 
for seven years. At this time he also did gigs during the day and even turned his hand to 
acting. We are forever indebted to Dad for giving us the education he was unable to have 
himself. 
   
Dad was a great lover of fishing, spending many days and nights at the rocks at Bluefish 
and out in his boat. If you want to hear the Oscar Peterson black fish story which 
happened while they toured New Zealand together, you will have to speak to me later as 
I don’t want to upset anybody. But I will happily tell it over a beer.  On that tour was Ray 
Brown and I know Dad just loved it, as he got to hang with his idol - the super 
heavyweight champion of bass players. 
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Ray Brown on double bass here with Oscar Peterson at the piano. Brown was Cliff’s 
idol, the super heavyweight champion of bass players… PHOTO COURTESY PINTEREST 
 
Dad loved his golf and would wake me up very early to go and have a hit at either Moore 
Park or Long Reef golf course on many an occasion. 
 

 
 
L-R, Cyril Bevan (drums), Don Burrows (clarinet), Cliff Barnett (bass), George Golla 
(guitar)… PHOTO COURTESY DAN BARNETT 
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Dad was always the boss at home and I do remember a time when I pushed his buttons 
once too often and had a swing at him. Just like a scene out of his favourite Steven 
Seagal films he stopped my punch mid-flight with the palm of his huge hand like it was a 
grape, and gave me a swift clip round the ear. Needless to say I never raised a fist in 
anger again. 
 

 
 
Cliff’s favourite films starred Steven Seagal (above)… 
 
Dad had several trips overseas with his great friends Barry Stewart, Cyril of course, and 
Don Osborne taking in Canada, the US and England. Dad found New York an easy place 
to get lost in, and his great mate Barry would give him a hard time by constantly asking 
where they were. Baz tells the story of one such an occasion. Cliffy, fed up with Barry’s 
questions and having no idea where they were, and knowing full well they had both 
backed plenty of acts in the club scene, looked up at the street signs only to tell Barry 
“we are  on the corner of ‘walk and don’t walk’.” 
 
In 2000 we had a dual 70th birthday surprise celebration for Mum and Dad. And what a 
day it was, and so great to see all their friends both young and old having a great time 
reminiscing over a glass of red. We knew this made Dad and Mum very happy. 



7 

 

Not long after the overseas trips Dad developed cancer with which he battled 
courageously for more than six years. 
  
When he was first diagnosed it knocked us all for six, as we thought our Dad was going 
to live forever! Dad, being true to form, bounced back time and again and continued 
playing till almost the end of his life. All the while he was the same old jovial Cliffy. Yes 
Dad was a trooper but we must not forget our beautiful Mum who stuck by him through 
this incredibly tough time. I know Dad loved her deeply and as parents they were, and 
are, incredible life models for us, being happily married for 47 years. 
 

 
 
L-R, Cliff and Joan Barnett, pictured here with Dan Barnett:  incredible life models, 
being happily married for 47 years… PHOTO COURTESY DAN BARNETT 
 
I must tell this story of which I was reminded this week about Mum and Dad. Matt 
McCrobert, who was living with us at the time, and I, would sit in the van with Dad 
waiting for Mum, which was quite often. Not being the most patient of people when it 
came to Mum’s punctuality Dad would try to get the van on just the right angle in the 
driveway to shine the lights in both kitchen and bathroom windows as she was getting 
ready, an incredible feat. If you have ever been to our house you would understand why. 
He would then sound the horn and Matt and I would be fighting for our lives not to 
laugh out loud for fear we would cop it as well. As Matt puts it: true genius. 
 
For my part, growing up in a house full of music, laughs, socialising, BBQs and loads of 
fun, was just amazing. There were always people around visiting, hanging out, playing 
music. The house was a real meeting point - just how Mum and Dad liked it. 
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I really looked up to Dad as my hero especially when I got really interested in music. I 
can still hear Dad’s voice saying, “Oh no, don’t bring home a trombone, you’ll bend it, ”  
but to his credit two weeks later, seeing and hearing how much I loved it, bought me an 
instrument, for which I am eternally grateful. I would go and sit in any chance I got at 
Dad’s gigs, and he was always really encouraging and thoughtful with his criticisms. 
 
I guess the most satisfying thing was that I was able to follow my father into the music 
business, and we were fortunate enough to share the stage many times, and have some 
of those great band room conversations only musos would know about. These can cover 
almost anything from politics, gag telling, food, fishing, wine, supermodels and 
sometimes even music. I feel incredibly honoured to have had a Dad who was everything 
I could have wanted: a hero, a loving father and provider, always putting us first and a 
great, great mate. 
 
In November last year my wife Elisa, son Sonny and I lived with Mum and Dad for 
three-and-a-half months while we were renovating. I had a ball being back in my family 
home with my own son, showing him my old hiding spots and sharing beautiful times 
with Mum and Dad. 
 

 
 
Dan Barnett on trombone: three generations of Barnetts on the bandstand that day… 
PHOTO CREDIT RON JOBE 

 
I also remember the last time I played a gig with my Dad at the Unity Hall Hotel in 
Balmain earlier this year and my three-year-old got on the bandstand and blew long 
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notes through my horn on a chorus of the blues. No Frank Rosolino yet, but it was a real 
thrill to say there were three generations of Barnetts on the bandstand that day. 
 
Towards the end of Dad’s life we would sit and  chat about the great times we had had 
together,  and go for drives down to the rocks and along the beaches, and check out his 
old fishing spots, all the while listening to good swinging music which Cliffy just loved. I 
remember only a few weeks ago watching a great Ray Brown DVD. Just seeing the joy in 
Dad’s eyes as he watched his hero play was priceless, and now they are together. 
 

 
  
Cliff Barnett (centre) pictured here with drummer Barry Stewart (on left) and pianist 
Graeme Bell (right), on the occasion of Cliff’s 70th birthday party. In the background is 
saxophonist Barry Titterton… PHOTO COURTESY DAN BARNETT 
 
He would be totally blown away as the whole family has been, with the outpouring of 
love and  affection for him and the incredible attendance here today. So thank you for 
being Dad’s and our friends. It means the world to us. 
  
Dad, it has been a total honour being your son and I know if I can pass on to my kids 
even  some of the amazing things  you gave to me I  will die a happy man.  God bless 
you. You will be forever in our hearts  and mate I will see you on the bandstand in  
Heaven! 
 
_________________________________________________________ 
 
Cliff Barnett was born on February 25, 1930 and died of bowel cancer on July 5, 2006, 
aged 76. His funeral took place at Macquarie Park Crematorium, North Ryde, on July 
11, and was followed by a hang and blow at the family home in Forestville. At the time 
Cliff was survived by his wife Joan, and three children Matthew, Margot and Dan. 


