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ROGER FRAMPTON’S FUNERAL 
 
by Guy Strazzullo 
 
_____________________________________________________________ 
 
[This account of Roger Frampton’s funeral was published in the Feb/Mar, 2000 edition of 
JazzChord. For more on Roger Frampton see Dennis Koks’s obituary in OBITUARIES; 
John Clare’s “Roger Frampton: An Impromptu Appreciation” in JOHN CLARE; Dale 
Barlow’s “A Message to Roger Frampton” in CONTRIBUTIONS; and Helen Smethurst’s  
“My Big Brother Roger Frampton” in CONTRIBUTIONS.] 
 

y wife Elaine and I arrived at the crematorium in Berkley Road, Unanderra at 1:30 
pm on January 7. A really nice place as far as crematoriums go, right next to the 
beautiful Buddhist temple where Roger’s ashes are now kept. 

 
As you can imagine there were many people at the service: Mr and Mrs Frampton and family 
members, his former wife Betty and daughter Emily, who put up a brave face in spite of the 
pain. Roger’s partner Sherylene Robinson was in apparent control the whole time and her 
speech, simple but very emotional, touched us all. She is especially thankful to Roger for 
having left her with a great legacy and, most importantly, with a great family and many 
friends that without him would not have entered her life. Music for prepared piano was 
played, as was one tape of Roger playing a recent composition about being in hospital. There 
was gospel vocal music, I think by the black American group Take Six. 
 
The Reverend Tim Dunn of Rufus Records took good care of the service proceedings and 
spoke humbly. The tour de force was John Pochée, unique in his eulogy to his dear departed 
friend. Needless to say, John had us all laughing his stories, including the one about Roger  
 

 
 
John Pochée (right) pictured with his friend Roger Frampton: Pochée’s eulogy had 
everyone laughing at his stories about Roger… 
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and the lawn mower, and the one about the bottle of whisky Roger bought at the airport 
during Ten Part Invention’s tour of Thailand. Owing to delays at the airport Roger could not 
wait until he got in the plane to drink some. So, after taking a big swig, he went on board and 
put the bottle in the overhead locker. At this point John tells the story: “So, all of a sudden, I 
see this liquid pouring down from the overhead locker - Roger’s whisky dripping down on to 
the seats. Guess what Roger did with the bottle top?” Laughter, laughter. And so it went on. 
Pochée was on a roll; we all loved it and needed it. 
 
Dennis Koks gave us a concise history with beautiful descriptions of some of Roger’s recent  
memorable performances at Wollongong Theatre and Ten Part Invention’s tribute to their 
spiritual leader at the Wangaratta festival.  Another speaker at the service was John Clare, 
who gave an erudite speech about jazz, Leonardo Da Vinci and poverty. Grieving and 
rejoicing in humility, he described Roger’s greatness, genius and his ability to accommodate 
all musical things flowing to him. 
 

 
 
John Clare: he described Roger’s greatness, genius and his ability to accommodate all 
musical things flowing to him… 
 
At this point the Reverend Tim Dunn asked those who had flowers to place them on the 
coffin. I stepped forward and placed two beautiful red roses there. Betty also placed a 
bouquet of flowers. Then the most beautiful, uplifting vocal piece, I think by Take Six, played 
as the curtains closed. Tears and more tears pouring from my eyes and from many others. 
Magnificence in sorrow, joy and farewell to our dearest Roger Frampton. 
 
Those who attended included [pianists] Mike Nock, Paul McNamara, Mark lsaacs, Kevin 
Hunt, Chuck Yates, Elaine Strazzullo, Bill Risby, Judy Bailey and Alister Spence; [guitarists] 
myself, Steve McKenna, Jim Pennell, Jeremy Sawkins; [bassists] Steve Elphick, Ron Philpott 
and Sandy Klose; [horn players] Tony Gorman, Sandy Evans, Bernie McGann, Craig Walters, 
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Glenn Henrich, Dale Barlow,  James Greening and Mike Bukovsky; [drummers] Phil Treloar, 
the wonderful John Pochée, Barry Canham, John Bartram,  Gordon Rytmeister and Fabian 
Hevia; Daniele Di Giovanni, Jim McLeod, Peter Rechniewski, John Shand, John Clare, Jane 
March, Barry Crook... the list goes on. 
 
After the funeral we went to the wake at the Cabbage Tree Hotel in Fairy Meadow. Despite 
my being almost abstemious, I scoffed down two glasses of Walkers Red Label and James 
Greening treated me to a fabulous ginger wine. Such relief for the body. After some publicity 
photos for the local paper, we played music!  I opened in trio format with Gordon Rytmeister 
on drums and Ron Philpott on bass. We played Alone Together and cooked. Then James 
Greening and Mark Isaacs joined in with Body and Soul; this was followed by a very open  
 

 
 
Trombonist James Greening: he and pianist Mark Isaacs joined in with Body and Soul… 
PHOTO CREDIT JOE GLAYSHER 

 
and wild blues. Everyone played great. Isaacs and Steve Elphick were then unexpectedly 
joined by Sherylene Robinson on drums who touched everybody with her approach; Mark 
and Steve gave an excellent rendition of Over the Rainbow (Mark’s harmonies were 
exquisite). 
 
Alter many hugs and goodbyes it was time to go home and reflect. This we did mostly in 
silence as we drove along the southern coast and through the National Park on our way back 
home. 
 
I had a visit from Roger the following morning at 6.30am. It was that same total body 
engulfing energy rush that I used to get when my dear brother died. I just said to him, whilst 
playing one of my son’s play station racing games: “Hi Roger, I know you have come to say 
your good byes. I love you.” 
 
 


