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A HEARTFELT EULOGY FOR ERROL BUDDLE 

by Maree Steinway* 

_________________________________________________________ 

[The following eulogy was read at Errol Buddle’s funeral on March 17, 2018.] 

ow did I become involved in Errol’s life? It’s Athol’s fault… Saxophonist 

Athol Holdernesse organised a ten-piece band for a swing dance at Balmain 

Town Hall in June 2000. Errol introduced himself to me by a phone call 

about the rehearsal which was scheduled before the event. I anticipated that he was 

going to say that tired ol’ cliché, “Ah, you can’t read these charts, luv, you’d better sit 

this one out.” 

 

Buddle on alto sax, with Maree Steinway (electric piano) and bassist Eric Ajaye in 

the background… PHOTO CREDIT BRIAN STEWART 

________________________________________________________ 

*Since her early days at Homai College, a school for the blind in New Zealand, Maree 
Steinway has combined her natural abilities with serious study of a wide variety of musical 
endeavours, including classical piano, braille music systems, music history, orchestral, 
choral and pop music ensembles. She arrived in Sydney in 1982 on a holiday but quickly 
found herself working six nights a week. Five years on she bought a house in Paddington 
where she still lives today. She met Errol Buddle in 2000 and was his partner until Errol   
died on February 22, 2018. 
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I am stunned when instead he says, “I’ve got some charts. How do you go about 
learning the music?” … You see now he has already clocked up ten thousand brownie 
points from me for being an original thinker. So … he’s not a chauvinist … he’s not an 
ablest. … Wow! 

Later when I told him how his attitude toward me on our first meeting had a 
profoundly positive effect on my life he said that it was due to him knowing the great 
work of Judy Bailey and Julian Lee, so he may as well give it a chance. 

That day, Errol even offered to come to my house so that I could record the material 

and have it internalised in time for the rehearsal. The next three hours or so we 

didn’t stop talking. 

 

The bulk of Maree’s Braille music were piano solos she had transcribed from 

Tommy Flanagan (above) and Barry Harris (below), both of whom Errol had 

worked with at Klein’s in Detroit….HARRIS PHOTO CREDIT BRIAN McMILLEN 
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I was showing him the bulk of Braille music which were piano solos I had transcribed 

of Tommy Flanagan and Barry Harris. Imagine how surreal it was when he described 

these two piano giants as real people through his experience working with them at 

Klein’s Club in Detroit. 

After his visit I realise I’m in trouble because, oh my God, I’m already missing this 

man so badly! Part of my mind is saying, “You silly pup, he won’t be wanting to see 

you after this gig is done,” and the other part is saying “You want this man in your 

life? Well, who the hell else is gonna put up with a crackpot girl who likes bebop, jazz 

and all that carry-on?” 

 

Maree Steinway: who the hell else is gonna put up with a crackpot girl who likes 

bebop, jazz and all that carry-on?... 

Because of time constraints let’s just say that for the next 18 years I was to be close 

up to Errol both on the bandstand and around home. 

It’s only right we should hear all the great stories about Errol from many of you who 

knew him long before I did but let me just exclaim: How could you not be excited 

when you feel that powerful red-blooded swing or groove whether he was playing in a 

big band or a little duo? 
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Didn’t he take the music to another dimension? That vibrant sound played on all 

saxes and woodwinds? That skill of sculpting a note with the perfect bend or vibrato? 

In a big band that ability to blend yet give that sax section such clear definition. 

How could one fail to know that all these qualities of Errol the musician were 

exceptional? 

Whether he was the bandleader or a team player he was always very gracious and 

probably covered my ass in a performance more times than I knew. Even well into 

his 80’s he would pitch in to help move some hulking big keyboard or amp. 

Sometimes he would indulge my follies on a tune he would say he didn’t know. But 

nonetheless he would craft a solo of such stunning harmonic and rhythmic clarity, a 

good international recording artist would be proud to have it on their album. 

Whether it be swing, Latin or rock, I don’t think I ever heard him play a hokey 

phrase. 

 

L-R, artist Bob Baird, Sonny Rollins, Errol Buddle, Maree Steinway… 

I want to share with you a little snapshot of Errol, the man in everyday life. Let me 

count the ways. He had a wonderful sense of values. He loved being around the 

company of enthusiastic people with inquiring minds. 

He was up with the cutting edge research in natural health and science which was a 

serious life-long passion for him. If one of us was ailing he’d be on the phone with 

advice and he would send off pages of research to get you well. A lot of his 

recommended remedies worked too. 

Um, girls, we know that there’s no greater aphrodisiac than when a big, tough cat 

does something sweet and tender to indulge some fancy of yours. Errol  made sure I 

had every kind of fun that a girl would have: holidays, concerts, movies, rides on the 

ferry, trips to the beach. And, if we went through a shopping mall he would stop at a 
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boutique if he saw a dress he thought I might like. He was patient and generous with 

all these things. I loved how he was so soppy about all the little creatures, even the 

bats and rats I would call vermin, he would call cute. It took us ages to walk there and 

back to our local café by the time he admired and spoken to every dog, cat and bird 

on the way. 

He loved hearing news from his family in West Australia, sons Perry and Lee and 

Lee’s wife Barbara, grandchildren Xanthe, Lexi and Felix. We had a great time when 

we visited them a few years ago while Errol was still able to travel. 

There’s a lot of formidable music talent in the Buddle family. His cousin Tony Buddle 

is a renowned French horn player in symphony and woodwind quintets. Errol’s son 

Lee is a talented sax player, teacher, arranger, writer and has a successful recording 

studio in Perth. Errol regularly inquired about his grandson’s progress on the sax and 

now I hear Felix is a member of a youth big band and he has a promising future as a 

musician. 

 

Errol’s son Lee Buddle on baritone saxophone: the absolute best son any father 

could wish for… 

I want to thank you, Lee, for being the absolute best son any father could wish for. I 

don’t know if he told you but he often said to me that from the moment you arrived 

in this world you never gave him any grief. I know he was proud of all you have 

achieved in both your career and your family. 

I want to take this opportunity to thank all our friends both in the jazz community 

and the ones who came in in the last few years and helped Errol when his health was 

failing – you’re too numerous but I know who you are. The love and support you 
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have shown has been overwhelming.  I want to give special thanks to Errol’s 

neighbour, Audrone, Saret and Peter, Warren Daly, Terry Benn, Bob Baird and Athol 

Holdernesse who have been consistently there till the end. 

 

Errol Buddle (right) on tenor sax, with pianist Maree Steinway (left) on electric 

piano… (bassist unidentified)… 

The police, paramedics and hospital staff who saved Errol’s life so many times, 

Debby Allsop who went all out to find him that fantastic apartment in Pott’s Point. 

Errol’s care needs escalated but still he insisted on never leaving that apartment. The 

staff from Anglicare, particularly the one they call Marvellous Margaret, who went 

beyond the call of duty every day to see those wishes were met. 

I’m glad though, that my last conversation with Errol wasn’t all the banalities of 

“What did you have for lunch and did you remember to take your pills?” I was raving 

about a concert of the Woody Herman Big Band that I’d just listened to. Staggering 

how 17 people can play at such blistering tempos with such precision and power. 

How highly regarded Errol’s musicianship must have been when Woody Herman 

sent him a plane ticket to New York for an audition. 

We had a long rap about that before I went out to big band  rehearsal. 

The next day Lee gave me the sad news and it didn’t sink in till I picked up a 

Downbeat magazine that had come in the post. I realised I couldn’t take it to Errol 

and started to cry. I realised that he’d never made me cry till then. 

Just one more thing: If you believe in a place called Heaven where they have whole 

boxes of good reeds and then one day it’s your turn to fly home, just like the very first 

time you were approaching Errol’s gig, just follow that sound you knew from 

anywhere on this Earth until you get to that room… 

 


