
OBITUARY: WARWICK (WOCKA) DYER 

by William H Miller* 

______________________________________________________ 

[The following appeared in Australian Jazz Quarterly and also in Norm Linehan’s 

Australian Jazz Picture Book.  In relation to this Norm Linehan wrote: “When it 

came to saying something about Warwick Dyer I felt that there was no way I could 

improve on what Bill Miller wrote after Warwick’s death in 1955. Here then is a re-

print of that article ...] 

 

Warwick Dyer (left) with his daughter Margie Lou and wife Peggy in Melbourne, 

1955… PHOTO CREDIT NORM LINEHAN 

 was glad to accede to the Editor’s request to write Warwick Dyer’s obituary for 
the Quarterly, for, like everyone who knew him, I felt his death deeply. It was not 
until later that I realised that I was really well qualified for the task as being one 

of the very few who knew Warwick well in his legal capacity as well as a jazzman. 
 
As is so often the way it was not until Warwick was no longer with us that we 
realised just how much he meant. With his passing one of the corner stones of the 
edifice of Australian jazz has been removed. Warwick’s cheerful, likeable personality, 
reflected in his playing, has been with us from the early days of the local 
tradition, and bulks large in most of our jazz memories. Probably he was the best 
loved of all Australian jazz musicians, the one guy who had no enemies and whom 
everybody liked — and yet he was the one who had to go. 
 
_________________________________________________________ 
 
*William H Miller was important in providing a focus for jazz activity and 
discussion during the emergence of the traditional jazz movement in Australia from 
the 40s. After reading law at Oxford he brought back to Australia a large record 
collection in 1938, the music of which was played on 3UZ. He founded the 3UZ Jazz 
Lovers’ Society in 1941, and started the society’s official magazine Jazznotes. He 
founded Ampersand Records and started the XX label. In 1946 he started the 
Australian Jazz Quarterly. 
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Warwick’s popularity was evident from the huge crowd at the funeral. The jazz 
names there read like a pageant of local music from the very beginning — guys that 
hadn’t been seen or heard of in years turned up. On the legal side there was a crowd 
of people who could only have come to know Warwick as a Clerk of Petty Sessions, 
and yet who had grown to regard him so highly that they took an afternoon out of 
their lives — very busy lives, some of them — to pay him a last tribute. 
 

 
 
Dyer (centre) pictured here with Ken Olsen (left) and the photographer Norm 
Linehan… PHOTO CREDIT NORM LINEHAN 
 
We followed Warwick to Brighton cemetery, and came away in disconsolate little 
groups. The same thought was in most of our minds — it shouldn’t have been like 
this. Every jazz man in Melbourne should have lined up at the cemetery gates and 
marched away down the main road playing Didn’t He Ramble at his absolute top. 
Warwick would have wanted that, he would have loved it, he would have been right 
in it. But consideration for relatives who might not have understood the sincerity 
and depths of the tribute prevented anything of the sort, so most of us paid our 
respects in the only way we knew how — by drifting miserably to the nearest pub, 
swapping sorrowful reminiscences of a great guy, and drowning our resentful 
sadness by getting blind, stinking drunk. I know I did, and I know that it’s the only 
time I’ve really felt the need. 
 
That night, I’ll bet that Didn’t He Ramble was played all over Melbourne. At the 
party we were at we played it flat out, till the roof rocked, for Warwick. Many of the 
guests were astounded at the guts in that number, but we didn’t enlighten them — 
we knew what and whom we were playing for, and every ounce of feeling we ever 
had went right into it. 
 
No directions were given by the Editor as to what form this obituary should take, 
and I don’t intend to comment on Warwick’s musical talents. His playing and history 



 
 
Wocka Dyer’s brief career was confined to one band, Frank Johnson & His 
Fabulous Dixielanders. Dyer is on the far right. Others, L-R, are Frank Gow, 
Johnson, Wes Brown, Ron Williamson, Nick Polites and Bill Tope… PHOTO 
COURTESY OXFORD COMPANION TO AUSTRALIAN JAZZ 
 
are known to you all. Primarily, he was a great guy, a really marvellous feller. With 
practically any other jazzman the waters would close over his head, and in a few 
weeks or months things would go on as before. No doubt Australian jazz will go on, 
we hope, from strength to strength, but to those of us who knew and loved 
Warwick, things will never be quite the same again. 
 
_______________________________________________________ 
 
Robert Warwick (Wocka) Dyer was born on June 6, 1928 in Melbourne, Victoria. 
He was killed in a road accident in Nagambie, Victoria on September 22, 1955. In 
Bruce Johnson’s Oxford Companion to Australian Jazz he was described as follows: 
“Although his career was brief and confined to one band, Dyer’s exuberant and 
magnanimous personality left as significant a mark on Melbourne jazz as his 
driving, extroverted music.”  


