
Nicolette Janet Strettfield Gervis, Bergel, Winterbottom.

· Daughter to Ruth and Shor,  brother to Paul
· Wife to Derek and Michael
· Mother to Timothy, Stephen, Oliver and Mathew
· Grand mother to Noah, George and Hugh
· Great grandmother to Winton and Bart
· Beloved and unique friend to many.

I have been composing and compiling this collections of thoughts for well over a year to try and find a way to speak to the truth of my mother and not of the terrible end she has had to endured. I am going to speak frankly and honestly of her life as I observed and knew it.

I have come to see the truth of Nicolette’s gift to the world was how she loved others, how she cared and gave of her loving spirit to those she knew and cared about.  It’s a simple and unassuming act but a deeply human one, the giving of love. But in the end it’s what creates community’s, cultures and binds and unites us together. Hers contained a youthfulness, a girlishness that was not coy or naive but pure. It is the purity of her spirit, her love that I want to honour in this eulogy. Entirely a subjective expression but one that has touched us deeper and moved us in ways achievements of the outer world do not. Most of you are here because you were blessed with her love, with her interest and concern in and for you. There was nothing manufactured or false you got the real deal with Nicolette. No false agenda going on or transaction in her giving. Her nature had a simplicity of her generation that is sadly and swiftly vanishing, but not without a modern humanist compassion for the world and its inhabitants. 

Her childhood was Victorian gentrified wholesomeness flavoured with primroses and  pooh sticks at Nortons in Sherborne.  She was mothered in nearly all aspects of the word by her beloved nanny and a daughter of the war. She was not isolated from grief or fear in her early life. When nanny was dismissed she felt orphaned and as Hitler tore Europe apart the bombs fell on Sherborne. Despite this Nicolette forged and found meaningful connection with others as friends in all she did. This is what she did best and consistently throughout her life, remained open and loving, naturally non judgmental, naturally engaged, naturally herself. 

Nicolette was raised in a world when the expectations of her was to be a wife and mother. In this she was immensely successful, with unwavering commitment to both. Her commitment to marriage to my father was not matched and when it failed it cut her to the bone. Through the difficult and challenging years when she found herself as a single woman and single mother, crippled by migraines of epic proportions, she rose to the new paradigm of the times and re built her life.

 Nicolette trained as a EEG technician and found happiness in her work at the Park hospital and again made lifelong friends with college's. She found a man who saw her gifts and beauty, in new love came happiness and healing. Thank you, Michael for this, for loving her so wholeheartedly and for showing her the world despite her terror of flying. Nature was her god, her vehicle of connection with something greater and her greatest pleasure was gardening. Wherever she lived she created beauty with her hands as a gardener. My earliest memory of this was hollyhocks in her St Peter’s square garden and one of the last memory’s was of her was saying farewell to her Thornclife road garden on the deeply sad and harrowing day of her admittance to the nursing home.  Her love of walking in the wild places of the world another great and enduring love of her life. Combined with the lifelong friends and comradeship in the Gorsphwyfa club where nature and her tribe came together, she found joy, renewal and peace.

There are a few things of greatness Nicolette mastered and made her own. High on the list is marmalade, a staple for breakfast in her house my entire life. More terrible than when she forgot my name was when she forgot how to make marmalade. Nicolette was a remarkable pastry chef and her short crust pastry was perfection on a plate. Her apple pie had a unique quality that only she could make despite following the recipe religiously. I cannot begin to replicate the fine flaky texture that had both crunch and delicate softness. Without a doubt though the star of the culinary show was her mince pies. A combination of her jam and pastry making skills that contained so much more than food, the essence of Christmas’s, of family of home of belonging. Christmas’s will never be the same. It is my hope to inherit her mince pie tray as a keepsake. It speaks volumes and represents what a blessing it was to have her as my mother.

On a personal note I want to thank her for two gifts she gave me at crossroads in my life. 

When I was four and living in America, Derek my father was keen to pursue his prestigious medical research career in the USA but Nicolette said no if you want to do that, do it on your own. I do not want my sons to become little Americans. A moment of empowered defiance. I am very happy indeed to not be an American and immensely grateful for her foresight and maternal authority to make that call and risk it all.

The second happened when I was 19. I found myself in Miami feeling very lost and wavering in my resolve to travel the world, I called mum (reverse charges of course) and sought her counsel. She said to keep going, to give it more time. So easy to of said come home let me rescue you but no she gave me in that moment the gift of weaning, encouraging me to find my own feet and my place in the world, I am eternally grateful for this. 

Tomorrow we bury Nicolette’s old and tired body, her spirit, her essence I feel in my heart, will not go into the earth with her but remain in that place within me of connection. 

Oliver Bergel

