
Colin Davidson – Biographical Notes 

Modified from his Eulogy, delivered 14 Oct 2008 by Ian Davidson 

Colin Charles Henry Davidson was born at home in Austin St, Lane Cove, on 28th November 

1925, a son to Harry and Vera and brother to Audrey and Verna. He quickly grew to love the 

water and made lifelong friends sailing 18ft skiffs on Woodford Bay and the reaches of 

Sydney Harbour, so it was no surprise when he joined his best mate Keith Pharo and enlisted 

in the Royal Australian Navy at age 17 in March 1943. 

He served on HMAS Adelaide in the Southern Ocean, and HMAS Lachlan in the Pacific 

theatre, in operations including around Mindanao, Tarakan, Borneo and Leyte Gulf, and was 

known as a competent ASDIC (an early form of sonar) operator. Lachlan was a survey vessel 

and often took part in close-shore hydrographic mapping prior to beach landings etc. The 

Davidson children were all blessed with red hair to varying degrees, and his sister Audrey 

remembered getting a coconut in the mail from him somewhere in the Pacific, addressed to 

Corporal “Red” Davidson. On another occasion when the Lachlan was visiting Sydney, and 

never one to miss an opportunity, he took the Captain’s cutter in to the dock where he handed 

over a quantity of Japanese swords and other war trophies to his father Harry for safekeeping. 

After being demobilised in 1946, Harry encouraged him to begin an Accounting Certificate at 

College, but although he was good with figures he was bored by it and never finished his 

studies. He had a flair for dreaming up great entrepreneurial ideas well before their time, and 

around 1949 he started an import/export business, bringing fresh lobster tails from Perth and 

exporting them and fresh Sydney Rock Oysters to the USA, but the business never took off 

and he later went to work for an established exporter, the George Wills company. Much later, 

he thought about opening up a Pet Cemetery and very nearly imported the machinery to start 

up a beach cleaning business, both ideas that were to come of age 10 or 15 years after he 

thought about them. 

By late 1950 he had married Marie and moved to an earthmoving company, Constructors Pty 

Ltd, where he was a Purchasing Officer when their first child Kerry was born in 1951. Still 

unable to get away from the books, he was a Branch Accountant in 1954 when Ian was born, 

but by about the mid-1950’s he joined Waugh & Josephson as the Caterpillar Sales Rep for 

the Outer Metropolitan area, and found his niche. He loved sales and sales management, and 

progressed with W&J over the years to become State Sales Manager. During the 1960's he 

had many trips around NSW visiting major clients like Theiss Brothers and his old employer 

Constructors, especially at major projects in the Snowy Mountains Scheme, then under 

construction, and the greenfield sites that were to become the suburbs of Canberra. 

He later transferred to the John Deere farm equipment side of W&J, then to John Deere 

Australia where he was General Manager. In the late 1970’s and early 80’s Ian worked for 

another farm machinery company, and it never ceased to amaze him how many people, from 

all over the State, knew, remembered and respected Col Davidson. 

In the early 1970’s John Deere’s Australian operations were taken over by another company 

and he resigned. This was a troubled period for him, but he spent several years as an 

Insurance Agent for AMP before starting his own business building swimming pools which 

occupied him until his retirement. 



Throughout his life, Col was a dynamic and energetic man who always put in 110% effort. 

He liked to have a firm hand on the rudder, and his children all knew there’d be just as firm a 

hand on the backside as well if they stepped out of line. He liked to be in charge, so it was 

just as well that he was also an exceptional organiser. He was one of the driving forces 

behind the establishment of the Lane Cove Country Club, and golf became one of his 

favourite pastimes. 

Nevertheless, there were some things that even he couldn’t bend to his will. In late 1966 he 

added a second storey to the family's Wollstonecraft home. Every day or so for weeks 

beforehand he would ring the Weather Bureau to check the long-range forecasts. “All clear” 

they said, so on the appointed day the old roof was taken off the house - and it rained. And 

rained. And rained! Water ran down the inside of the walls and filled up the cavities between 

them, and you had to be careful flicking the light switches or else you’d get zapped. The 

whole family of seven moved into one room about 15m by 10m, and there they stayed for 3 

months. 

Col always tried to do his best for the family, and the annual holiday was always a highlight. 

For many years the family would go to the South Coast, and by the mid-1960's it was a 

monumental undertaking indeed. Marie and the 3 girls, often with Col's father Vera and/or 

sister Verna as well, would take one car with the canoe on the roof racks, and he and the 

boys, 2 dogs, Henry the Cockatoo and a trailer loaded with extra mattresses, games, prawning 

gear and all the other paraphernalia in another. It took days to get ready, and the whole street 

would come out to finally see them off. 

Sometimes on a warm summer Sunday evening he would take the family with a few pounds 

of prawns down to Balmoral Beach and they’d have sandy prawn sandwiches waiting for the 

heat of the day to dissipate. 

The family home was always full of visitors, especially after a pool was added in about 1968. 

Col loved to entertain, and while the BBQ was of course his speciality, it was Marie that did 

most of the work. There’d be mountains of food and copious quantities of wine, but there was 

always plenty of laughter and more than the occasional Mitch Miller or Herb Alpert song, 

which was accompanied with gusto by all concerned. 

Col was always generous to a fault. At Christmas time he’d always leave a couple of bottles 

of beer out for the garbo’s. One Christmas he and neighbour Tony Lorenzo invited the 

postman on his rounds, Ray Price, in for a quiet one. One thing led to another and several 

hours later Ray passed out on Tony’s front lawn so Col and Tony finished off his rounds. He 

would blow the whistle while Tony put the letters in the mailbox.  

In 1978 he and Marie were divorced and he remarried Patricia Pedder, continuing in the 

swimming pool business. During the next few years he suffered several heart attacks and 

underwent bypass surgery which enabled them to travel including to Egypt and Canada. 

Later, about 1998, he also developed renal failure and was placed on a dialysis routine. After 

a number of years living at Lane Cove, they retired to the Gold Coast, eventually moving to 

the Cypress Gardens Retirement Village. 

By early 2008, caring for Patricia, who suffered from dementia, became too onerous and she 

moved into full care in the dementia wing at Cypress Gardens. In early October 2008 he had 

a fall in his unit which resulted in a badly broken pelvis. Doctors told him he would never 



walk again and rather than suffer that prospect, and also knowing that Patricia was being well 

cared for, he declined further dialysis and passed away from renal failure some three days 

later on 9 Oct 2008. 

At his request, his ashes were scattered in the Gold Coast Seaway by his surviving children 

and step-children two years later, on 9 Oct 2010. 

In a nutshell, Colin was strict yet kind, demanding yet generous. He could be funny, corny 

and an affable (if loud) host, yet deliver a stinging appraisal or reprimand if things didn't go 

his way. He was hot-tempered and on those occasions would often pop his eyeballs almost 

out of his head and there was never any point trying to argue with him. But he was also very 

much a real people person and a great support to his friends and family. 

  

 


