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es, people shout in Jonathan Creek the TV show. Shouts are heard, corpses 
found, cars crash and shots fired, I’m sure. Like other TV shows involving 
homicide. But no rhetoric, no swelling oratory, no dramatic projections issue 

from Creek’s mouth. His voice is bemused, soft and even lyrical in its way as he 
contemplates the cues. It is the lyricism of a jazz saxophonist of the cool school.  I 
watch this show quite often. Relaxation has been much sought recently…  Ah, wait a 
moment. I remember Creek shouting in exasperation. But that is the something or 
other that proves the rule. Don’t ask me what. 
 
The sound of things is a music. There is a music of extended silences outside the 
glass doors of my narrow verandah at night. In the day it is noisier at the end of the 
park away from the water. Where the games usually commence. There is one species 
of team game based on soccer. In fact it has the same rules as European and British 
football, except that the players run about within semi-opaque plastic balls. Only 
their heads and legs protrude. How they resurrect themselves after a fall I cannot 
recall, but they are usually soon upright. Funny? – yes, most people stop and laugh. 
Not very often after they have seen it once. 
 

 
 
 
There is also hockey played by men and women, and touch football – a gentler rugby. 
The sharp clack of bat and ball is distinctive. The shouts signalling readiness to 
receive a pass or to alert a teammate that they are a candidate to receive have a 
distinctive sound and rhythm. Each game has its sound. From some team games a 
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kind of free form music rises into sunlight or gloom. Sometimes it is an interactive 
jumble, with angry, frantic, eager voices of many colours. No it is rarely angry. 
They are really playing. It can bring back playgrounds of long ago. 
 

 
 
Helen Garner wrote about walking by a crowded playground and hearing some 
cryptic slogan constantly repeated through the tumult. I have heard this and even 
remember it from childhood: a chant impossible to locate, curiously vindictive. 
 
The later recordings of John Coltrane rise to tumult then on to frenzy, hysteria, 
solemnity and screaming ecstasy. How do these tumults somehow organise 
themselves or seem to? Like teeming nature. White sheets of sound surface. But 
there are also dark undulations of melancholy or meditations on the infinite. 
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Near my flat there are also the sounds of industry, land-locked or maritime. The 
Hanson cement company is at the end of the street where this obscure reach of the 
harbour begins. The fish market is some way up the hill. I pass it when I am riding up 
toward Kent Street heading to the Harbour Bridge. But let us come down and pass 
under the viaduct to my street. A metal chute angles down to water level from a tower 
in the cement works. Clanging and shouts are sometimes heard. Cables also angle 
down – at 45 degrees I would calculate – from either side of the tower this end of the 
Anzac Bridge. I can’t remember hearing anything from there.  In some respects it is a 
small version of the Brooklyn Bridge. 
 

 
 
Sometimes I hear anger and distress from the homeless beneath the viaduct, and 
sometimes I hear sirens from the city end of my street. Here is one hurtling my way. 
It rises to screaming point and falls to a bellowing intake of air for the next scream. 
Rising and falling it is a red sound bleeding into the night. One siren flails up and 
down the registers rapidly.  
 
It is now 12.15 am. Two cars have passed along my street, each followed by a brief 
silence. Now another car and a much longer silence. Then the appalling 
BRRRAAAAAAAAAACK machine gun or road drill sound of a motor bike. Among cyclists 
there is also macho me I am ashamed to say. After a while two cars murmur off in 
different directions a block or so away Silence once more. Police are walking toward 
the viaduct. They never march anybody off. They stand there talking for a while and 
leave. People in vans bring food. I hear nothing except an occasional laugh. 
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I like churches and cathedrals when they are empty or nearly so. The atmosphere is 
distinctive. It is unusually tangible. It feels like a very specific air pressure. Is there a 
presence in there! This cannot be denied: that the tykes and prodos both have it. 
And  the methos. So which one has the real God? I meant catholics and protestants of 
course. No offence I hope. Oddly, a bird has something to say in a croaky voice from 
somewhere on the dark water. An ibis? A seabird? Not usual, I don’t think, at this 
time of silence from the non-mechanical world.   
 

 
 
John Coltrane: his later recordings rise to tumult then on to frenzy, hysteria, 
solemnity and screaming ecstasy… 
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It is now 12.30. A taxi went by. I know from the bright taxi sign over the front 
window. It went quietly at moderate speed. I quite like living alone in a flat. But you 
cannot play any music at a satisfying volume at this time. When I first bought 
headphones years ago I liked them. For a while. Now I find them claustrophobic 
and  prefer to hear the music radiate into the room. I watch the television for a while 
at very low volume, then turn it off and sleep into morning. Deeper, fading out as the 
morning sounds rise. I am nearly 77. I will wake again and make an excellent coffee 
in an hour or so, and listen to the news, and unavoidably a few “celebs” “opening up” 
about something or other.  
 
And panels of people whose profession is to preach righteously and lose their 
tempers on television. 
 

 
 
Duke Ellington (above) and Claude Debussy (below): music with no big central 
rhythm... 
 

 
 
It is now just after 7 am yet still near dark. I turn the TV off for now. One application 
– or should I say app – of the term programme music is an imitation 
beyond  evocation of the natural or mechanical world. Trains are a favourite and my 
favourite of all is Duke Ellington’s Happy Go Lucky Local, in which brakes and 
signals and steam are echoed with remarkable accuracy. But there is also music by 
Ellington and Debussy with no big central rhythm. Debussy’s Nuages from 
Nocturnes, and the cluster of Ellington’s exotica from the late 1940s and early 50s. 
Some of this music almost stands still. There is a kind of pointillism of colours and 
rhythms. They slip around each other and cross paths. Hear the rhythms within 
Debussy’s Sirenes.  Hear the sirens singing. This is contemplation made visible. Also 
abstract. 


