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Vale NOEL BUCKMAN NX49207

       7/6/1922 -20/4/2003

Noel Buckman was born in Laurieton, a beautiful coastal spot on the mid-north coast of N.S.W. Unspoilt, fishing and timber milling its only industries in those pre World War II years. It was a large family; Noel had six brothers and a sister. Like most families of that era, economic depression was the educational benchmark.

At the ripe old age of thirteen, Noel Buckman was in full time employment in a timber mill. He graduated from nipper (the person who boiled the lunchtime billies, and did all the easier jobs around the mill) to a full time millhand, sawyer, and tailor-out which was about as high as a man could go in the mill.

He joined the A.I.F. in October 1941. He then volunteered for the Independent Company being trained on Wilson's Promontory down in Victoria. Efforts being made to form the 2/4th Independent Company were constantly frustrated. It was denuded of men, as batches of untrained men were sent to the 2/1st & 2/3rd companies.

Noel Buckman and the 50 O.R. s with him had a similar fate. They departed Tidal River Camp on the 31st December 1941. Three or four days in Caulfield Camp, then the long journey to Darwin. Train, truck, train and on the 16th January aboard the Koolama bound for Timor. A days leave in Koepang then aboard the "Canopus" bound for Dili, Portuguese Timor.

"Buck" as he was known to all and sundry landed in Dili on the 20th January 1942. Next day he and the rest of the draft were on the road for Three Spurs where company HQ and "C" Platoon was situated. The originals cast an eye over the new arrivals and were not impressed. The new arrivals took a good look at the originals and were equally unimpressed. Time and the campaign in Timor brought respect and tolerance for each other and a bond of friendship that has lasted for over sixty years.

Buck went into No. 4 Section, and was still part of that Section when hostilities ceased in August 1945.

Buck was discharged from the army in January 1946, returned to Laurieton and the timber mill. In June 1947 he married Marie Southwell, a local girl he had known from childhood. They had three children, Robyn, Bill and Paul. Six grandchildren, and one great grandchild. I have never seen three generations so closely resemble each other.

In 1948 Buck joined the Public Works Department. He worked on the construction of the breakwaters at Laurieton, South West Rocks, and Port Macquarie in 1992. I'm sure those who attended the reunion in Port Macquarie would have seen and walked along that particular breakwater. He was promoted to foreman, moved to Newcastle, and worked there on sewerage construction projects at Bulahdelah, Hawkes Nest and Scone.

He retired in 1982, moved back to the mid north coast and settled at Stuart's Point, a tranquil spot where the Macleay River flows into the sea at Trial Bay. Noel Buckman is buried there at Stuart's Point another unspoilt coastal area and that's why he chose it. A beautiful river, mile upon mile of ocean beach, quiet, peaceful and good fishing.

His home was always open to all no matter how few or how many. In times of floods or prawn runs on the Macleay River, his small home was filled to capacity with those in need of shelter.

He built his first home in Jerseyville in 1955. Felled the timber, milled the logs and built the house himself. As mentioned he left school at thirteen, however Buck was a walking store of knowledge, bushcraft, sea lore, and construction. His nieces, nephews and their friends loved him as he piled them into an old 1936 truck and took them to the beach and the surf. His home was always open to visitors. He was a casual laconic man. The kind of bush Australian the times of that era bred. Dependable, resourceful and durable. His two particular mates in Four Section were Roy Martin and Alf Blundy. As I look back and remember them its understandable they came from the same mould.

Harry Handicott and I attended Buck's funeral at Stuart Points Kinki Cemetery.

To Marie, Robyn, Bill and Paul, I extend my deepest sympathy. You had a great husband and father. May he rest in peace. He was a grand man to know.

Paddy Kenneally.
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