Celebration of a remarkable man — Colin Malcolm Micklewright.

Colin was born on the 27th of March 1941 in Market Harborough,

the third child of Wallace and Mabel, and younger brother to Valerie and
Bruce. From those early days, family was at

the heart of everything for him — something that remained true throughou
t his entire life.

In 1946, the family moved to Little Springs in Lower Ufford, a

place with its own unique history, having been used by the US Air
Force during the war.

It was here that the foundations of Colin’s life were laid — shaped by
hard work, family values, and a sense of curiosity about the world.

Colin and Bruce were sent

to Framlingham College, where Colin’s lifelong love of

sport truly flourished. Whether it was hockey, squash, tennis, or later golf
— if he wasn’t playing sport, he was watching it.

Sport wasn’t just a pastime for Colin; it was a joy, a discipline,

and often a way of bringing people together.

After school, Colin trained as a Chartered Accountant —

a career that would take him across the world. With a spirit

of adventure, he moved to

Holland with his first wife Carolyn, where their daughter Julia was born in
The Hague.

Soon after, life took them even further afield to Cape Town,

South Africa, where they spent ten formative years and welcomed the
twins, Vanessa & Hayley into the family. But Colin was a man

of principle. Faced with the realities of apartheid, he made

the difficult but deeply moral decision to leave rather than compromise his
values. That decision says so much about the kind of

man he was — thoughtful, courageous, and guided by a strong sense of
right and wrong.

Returning to the UK in 1977, the family settled briefly in Hertfordshire
before moving to Truro in Cornwall. It was there that Colin built his
accountancy practice — not just a business, but a reflection of his
integrity, dedication, and care for others. He continued working almost



to the very end, because he genuinely loved what he did and the people he
worked with. His saturdays were dedicated to hockey and he enjoyed
many years as part of a local team.

Colin later met Christine, and together they built a

life filled with love, adventure,

and shared passions. Their connection was clear to everyone who knew the
m.

His love for South Africa never left him, and he and

Christine returned many times, often on safari

— including a particularly special trip shared with family. These were mo
ments he treasured deeply.

Then there was golf — one of Colin’s greatest joys. He was devoted to his
weekly Wednesday and Saturday rounds with friends, and incredibly
proud to have been Club Captain in 2005. And in true Colin fashion, for
his 80th birthday, he didn’t slow down — he played 80 holes of golf in a
single day to raise money for the Sunrise Appeal, a cause close to his heart
as trustee and treasurer.

Colin also had a deep fascination with the Second World War

— especially figures like Winston Churchill, and iconic aircraft like
Spitfires and Lancaster bombers. For his 80th birthday, Christine

gave him the unforgettable gift of flying a Spitfire.

He also flew in a Lancaster bomber

in honour of his father, who had served as a bombardier during the war. Th
ose moments meant the world to him.

But above all else, what defined Colin was not where he went or what he d
1d — 1t was who he was.

He had a love of life that was infectious.

He was endlessly positive, deeply generous, and genuinely interested in
people. He was slow to anger, quick to laugh,

and always ready with encouragement.

He was a proud father and an adoring grandfather.
With his grandsons, he was never just watching from the sidelines — he w
as right there with them. Challenging them to jump into freezing water



first, to dive into waves, to hit the next ball, to try again,

to be brave. Whether at

the driving range with Louis, talking animals with George,

or following Alfie’s surf lifesaving, he was present, engaged, and full of
pride.

And then there were the stories
— because with Colin, there were always stories.

Like the unforgettable camping trip in the in South Africa, where — after
carefully setting up camp and tying the tent to the car — he drove off to
get more beer... forgetting the tent was still attached. The image of the
entire campsite trailing behind him — tables, chairs, sleeping bags and all
— 1s something none of us will ever forget. And neither, I suspect, did he.

That story captures something essential about Colin, his sense of humor,
his humility, and his ability to laugh — especially at himself.

Colin lived a full and meaningful life. He loved deeply,
gave generously, stood firmly by his values,
and brought joy to those around him.

He leaves behind not just memories, but a legacy — of kindness, of
courage, of laughter, and of love.

And while we will miss him enormously, we carry him with us — in the
stories we tell, the values we hold, and the lives we lead.

Thank you, Colin — for everything.



