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Marie was born on 10th July 1927, the second child of Cedric and Dorothy Withers, a sister 

to Thea, who was then aged almost 2. The family was living at Burwood in Sydney at that 

time, but by 1930 had moved to Longueville, where at the age of 9 she contracted a serious 

illness that her doctors at the time couldn’t diagnose much less treat. She spent some 3 

months in hospital but was eventually sent home with no expectation of recovery. She 

remained bedridden for 2 years, the first of those with a full-time nurse. With the loving care 

of her parents, and especially her father, she did recover, but was left with liver problems for 

the rest of her life. 

During the war years Marie trained and worked as a stenographer and typist and for a while 

lived in Eastwood before moving back to Longueville with her parents in 1949. She and Thea 

played tennis and it was on the courts that she met Colin Davidson, who was Thea’s doubles 

partner. 

Colin and Marie were married on 2nd September 1950 and set up home in Wollstonecraft. It 

wasn’t long before they became baby boom parents, with the birth of five children between 

1951 and 1962. Colin’s sister Audrey had married in 1947 and her sister Thea followed in 

1951. During these post-war times they were all producing babies at a great rate and 

remarkably at about the same time. That meant many happy times for the families with 

playmates of the same age, but a lot of hard work for the mothers when the families got 

together. You can imagine when the O’Rourkes and Davidsons got together there was a 

minimum of four adults and 10 kids. To Marie, Thea and Audrey it was all in a day’s work, 

along with 2 or 3 loads of washing every day of the week, lunches to pack, childhood 

sicknesses to attend to and all the rest.  

Marie and Colin made sure the family enjoyed a holiday every year. Usually it was to the 

South Coast of NSW though on a couple of occasions it was the long trek on the old Pacific 

Highway all the way to the El Dorado Motel in Surfers Paradise, complete with Colin’s 

mother Vera and sister Verna. They were seemingly endless trips: single-lane highways, 

punts across the rivers, no air conditioning and stopping every so often along the way so 

Fiona could be carsick! Marie handled it all without complaint, although no doubt she didn’t 

have a holiday at all. By the mid-1960’s the family holidays were monumental affairs and 

one year half the street turned out to marvel at the organisation of it all. Marie and the girls in 

one car, Colin, the boys, 2 dogs and Henry the Cockatoo in the station wagon with a mattress 

in the back, the canoe on the roof and a trailer full of stuff behind. Being a mother of five is a 

never-ending job and she was a champion at it. 

By 1966 Marie & Colin had realised the house was becoming too small for a family of seven. 

They decide to extend upward; the roof duly came off and the next day it started to rain. And 

rain. And rain. For days and days on end. Despite the tarpaulins, the cavity brick walls started 

to fill up with water, shorting out the light switches. The whole family moved into what 

would these days be called a rumpus room, and there they stayed until the renovations were 

finally completed about 3 months later. Marie coped with all that and kept everything else 

going at the same time.  



A year or so later a swimming pool went in and that became a magnet. There was barely a 

weekend in summer when there wasn't a barbeque with family & friends, usually with a 

bunch of other kids too. She would make up bowls & bowls of salads and loaves of garlic 

bread. Usually the BBQ was at lunchtime but there’d nearly always still be people around for 

a scratch dinner. And then there was all the cleaning up to be done afterwards… 

In 1976 Marie and Colin separated. Kerry had already left home and Ian moved to Gunnedah 

in his job early the following year. Despite the struggle to make ends meet she did so and 

when the others had also moved away from the family home she moved into a little semi-

detached in nearby Naremburn for several years, before making the sea change to Fingal 

Head in 1982. Narelle was already on the coast and by 1988 Kerry & Rob and their family 

and then Fiona had also moved to the area. 

Within a few months of arriving at Fingal, Marie, always concerned for others, offered a lift 

to the lady she knew had moved in upstairs, as she struggled along Fingal Road carrying bags 

of shopping. Thus began a friendship with Margaret that endured until her death. They 

supported each other through many trials and tribulations over the years. 

About 2008 she was diagnosed with breast cancer and had a mastectomy. After a painful 

recovery she got on with life as she had always done, and still cooked a mean fried rice, her 

signature dish that took a couple of days to prepare but was and still is a family favourite.  

By 2015 her health was continuing to deteriorate and she endured a number of hospital stays 

and in mid-June and suffering from increased shortness of breath and back pain, she was 

diagnosed with advanced cancer.  

Through the many ups and downs that life typically throws at us all, Marie kept her good 

humour and caring nature. She had a loving life, well-lived and well-loved in return, a gentle 

friend to all she knew. 

  

 


