
Remembering Gerry Taylor  

 
Many residents will be saddened to learn of the passing of Gerry Taylor, a well-known and much-loved 

member of the Syderstone community. Gerry contributed to village life in many ways over the years, 

including through his work with the Parish Council, and was remembered at his memorial service as a man 

who truly lived life "in full colour". With the kind permission of his family, we are pleased to share the 

tribute written by his daughters, Cheryl Claxton and Lisa Taylor-Roberts.  

Gerry Taylor - A Life Lived in Full Colour  
 
Thank you all for gathering here today, 
To celebrate Gerry Taylor in our own special way. 
If he were here now, he’d be working the room, 
He’d be organising, chatting and dispelling any gloom. 
 
He’d be so delighted to see such a fabulous crowd, 
For Dad lived boldly and Dad lived loud. 
For eighty-six years he embraced every single day, 
Never content to just fade away. 
 
He was practical, outspoken, steadfast and true, 
A perfectionist to the point through and through. 
Yet above all else, as many will tell, 
He was always himself ………and wore it so well. 
 
His sense of style was a real sight to behold, 
With robes, hats and fezzes in colours so bold. 
His wardrobe was famous, eccentric and bright, 
With technicolour ties adding even more delight. 
 
He dressed for occasions, both great and small, 
And sometimes for no occasion really at all. 



My sister Cheryl still laughs when she thinks back to when 
He greeted her then boyfriend, astonishing him then, 
 
In a wetsuit and flippers, snorkel in place, 
With mischief and laughter spread all over his face. 
Well that was our Dad……unique to the core, 
Always surprising and always wanting more. 
 
One of Dad’s many roles in life, was running The Cobblers,  
in Wells with Anne, his second wife. 
Together with Susan’s and Caroline’s mum, they welcomed all who came, 
And Gerry loved to greet each and every one individually by name. 
 
With the telephone ringing, the door open wide, 
“Gerry Taylor, The Cobblers!” he’d announce with cheerful pride. 
This name moved to Syderstone when the business reached its end, 
But the famous Cobblers welcome stayed, - - extended to every friend. 
 
Susan and Caroline fondly recall journeys from afar, 
Travelling from London as students by coach and by car. 
Christmases and summer breaks always full of cheer, 
As with Gerry there were always adventures waiting near. 
 
Though not every grand expedition unfolded quite to plan, 
Like the day the tide came in too fast across the marshland span. 
Cut off upon Wells Quay one day…….they faced a soaking fate, 
And Anne held sausage dog, Zach aloft and tried to navigate. 
 
The crowd looked on in amusement from the safety of the shore, 
As Dad called out instructions and improvised some more. 
Then spotting a friend from the Chandlery, he shouted with delight, 
“Get your dinghy and give us a lift, mate!” and soon all was alright. 
 
IN NINETEEN NINETY-SIX………when Anne sadly passed away, 
The people of Syderstone really helped our dad to find his way. 
With friendship, care and kindness shown in many thoughtful ways, 
They helped him find his footing through those very hard, difficult days. 
 
Those bonds endured through passing years and never drifted far, 
A lasting gift of friendship, treasured for the gift that they are. 
 
Outdoors was where Dad was happiest still, 
Tending his garden with patience and skill. 
Flowers and vegetables flourished with care, 
A labour of love he was so proud to share. 
 
He opened his garden to help others in need, 
Showing kindness through every flower and every seed. 
He cherished the sea and respected its might, 
Serving the RNLI with honour and insight. 
 
Dad travelled the world with wonder and grace, 
Always eager to discover a brand new place. 
He saw orangutans deep in Borneo’s trees, 
He swam with dolphins and sailed upon the seas. 
 
Dad so loved to dance and glide across the floor, 
And that’s how he met Anita, whom he loved to the very core. 



They danced down this very aisle as husband and wife, 
Bringing more cheer to an already joyful life. 
 
And when he proposed, in his own special way, 
He picked a red rose on a bright summer’s day. 
Yet true to his nature, unconventional too, 
He wore a bright green wig while saying, “Will you?” 
 
Scotland brought holidays filled with delight, 
And countless photographs capturing the sights. 
Yet for all of his travels, adventures and fun, 
It was people he treasured, each and every one. 
 
He loved conversation, supporting and caring, 
Giving his time and his wisdom unsparingly. 
A devoted husband, and a father so dear, 
To Cheryl and me throughout the years. 
 
A stepfather, grandfather, great-grandfather too, 
Whose love touched more lives than he ever knew. 
James, Charlotte, Rosie, Joe and Tom held deep within his heart, 
And Baby Harper Avalyn and tiny Oscar Gerald made him so very proud from the very start. 
 
A father-in-law, a mentor and a really good friend, 
Someone on whom so many could really depend. 
Through Parish Council work and the advice he would share, 
He strengthened his community with kindness and care. 
 
Loyal and generous, thoughtful and kind, 
He leaves treasured memories firmly entwined. 
Even in death he chose his own way, 
Determined to help others beyond his last day, 
 
He donated himself to medical science instead, 
Offering one final gift after his life had been led. 
So what does Gerry Taylor leave us? ……. 
 
He leaves - Loud laughter, and cheer, 
Bold opinions and memories…….we’ll always hold dear. 
 
A reminder to care………to love and belong, 
To live life at full volume…….courageous and strong. 
So thank you, Dad…….for the colours you brought, 
For the lessons you taught…….and for the happiness you sought. 
 
Your magnificent life has shone vibrant and bright, 
And for sure your darling memory will never fade from our sight. 
 
 
 
 


