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TRIBUTE 
 

Claire Cox, AKA- Coxy, Bups, Bob, Jean, Clairey, DARE and Little Mate, was a 

successful broadcaster; a brilliant horsewoman; a snowboarding queen, a 

cold water swimmer; a loving mum to Ruby and Ava; a lioness-hearted 

friend to many, and the great love of Tom’s life (as he was for her).  

Claire was warm, kind, fiercely intelligent and sharply observant, hilariously 

witty, feisty, and daring, with an infectious smile.  She was gloriously 

blonde, charismatic, uniquely stylish.  Claire was also one hundred-kilowatt 

dropdown-gorgeous and beautifully fragrant. She had a mellifluous voice 

and an amazing collection of shoes.  Claire was quite simply a class act 

who made those around her feel loved and seen.  

None of us get to choose how the end of our time on this planet will come, 

but we surely hope it will be when our life and relationships are in good 

order. Not when we are trying with all our might to reconcile family 

entanglements and estrangements, while also coping with the impact of 

intrusive medical treatment.   

Recent years have been extremely tough for Claire and Tom. 

Here are some words from Karen Woodall who worked professionally to 

support Claire in recent years: 

“Claire was a warm, bright, shining star within our group, deeply 

committed to doing the very best she could to release herself and 

her daughters from the trauma bond that had been woven around 

them by a tangled family history.  

Claire had a rare sharpness and clarity of mind, and she used those 

gifts not only for herself but for others. Other parents were helped by 

her ability to see clearly through the difficulties of entangled family 

dynamics, and she shared her insights with a kindness and humility 

that touched everyone. 
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Claire had a direct spirit that never wavered from honesty, and a 

courage that shone through even in the darkest and most difficult 

stages of her journey. She was always searching for ways to support 

her daughters. I know that in time, Ava and Ruby will reap the 

legacy of the love their mother poured into them. 

I will remember her determination, her clarity, and above all this 

love—for her girls, and for Tom, who she knew was as invested in 

helping Ava and Ruby as she was.  

Claire leaves behind the enduring imprint of that love, which will 

continue to guide those who were lucky enough to walk beside her.”  

 
We now have some words from Claire’s Aunty Helen 

“Claire was a loving and much-loved niece and friend. My husband 

Mike is Claire’s uncle and our children, Vix and Will join us in 

remembering her life. 

26th October would have been Claire’s 58th birthday. I am an only 

child so was delighted to find I had an in-law family including Claire 

and Lucinda. 

Shortly before our wedding I watched Claire blow out 5 candles on 

her birthday cake. She and Lucinda were bridesmaids at our 

wedding in December 1972. 

As a youngster she and Lucy were known by friends down the road 

as DARE and Lubis. Claire was always up for a dare. 

She grew up to be a strong and determined young woman with a 

great sense of humour and a love of fashion, particularly shoes, 

festivals, music and skiing. We enjoyed a skiing holiday together. 

She was courageous, loved life and lived it to the full. Most of all she 

loved Tom and her girls supporting them throughout some difficult 

times. 
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In recent years Claire and I got to know each other better, enjoying 

long lunches in London several times a year. Our last lunch was on 

Tuesday 18th March when she was on top form, looking wonderful 

and full of hope and plans for the future. 

We shall miss you dreadfully.”     Helen Allen 

**** 

Claire came from an affluent middle-class household in St Albans and was 

raised to be a people pleaser, but Claire was very much her own person, 

politically astute and left leaning, as her cousin Vixie Tonkin put it  

“Claire embodied the best of the Cox/Allen women in her fiery soul. 

She was outspoken, loyal, generous and fierce ..with a desire to 

include everyone.. and an ability to make you feel at ease. “ 

Many of Claire’s friends wrote about how they first met Claire, and how an 

encounter that would normally have led to no more than a passing 

acquaintance, instead blossomed into deep and loyal friendship. 

Emma Harding met Claire in 2002. One day, her flat mates accidentally left 

the front door open. Emma was homesick for New Zealand and didn’t 

notice, but Claire as a thoughtful neighbor came across the road and 

closed it. When Emma woke and found Claire’s note, she went to thank 

her, and they ended up talking for hours. A conversation that marked the 

beginning of an enduring and loving friendship.  

Emma reflected: “Claire was thoughtful, kind, and incredibly intuitive — 

she noticed things about people and cared enough to act. Claire was one 

of those rare friends who made life warmer just by being there.” 

Mandy Keegan remembered a cold, miserable rainy Monday night in June 

1997 when she was queuing to get into the lesbian beauty pageant at Café 

de Paris in Piccadilly. And then a vision approached. The glorious, dynamic 

and hilarious Claire Cox.  
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This first accidental encounter led on to a beautiful friendship and all sorts 

of shenanigans over the years, Mandy liked to say that Claire led her on, 

but the truth was she loved every minute of their time together and 

wouldn’t have missed a moment.   

Anna Lawrence started as a babysitter for Ruby and Ava but was very 

quickly welcomed as a family member. Claire remained at the top of her 

list to visit whenever Anna came back from university and was much 

valued for her help and advice as Anna went on to become a mother 

herself. 

Emma Quinn met Claire at a Sports Day for their pre-kindergarten age 

daughters who were both running in the race, but in the wrong direction! 

Claire was going through a divorce at the time and was refreshingly open 

about it.  

Emma remembers that Claire was brilliant at coming up with activities for 

the girls, often involving a paddling pool “and there would be Claire in the 

middle of the chaos, bikini, bucket hat, and a glass of iced wine, fizzing 

with love for her girls and laughing with a distinctive wicked cackle. “ 

A decade later and Emma was moved to see that there in pride of place in 

Claire’s kitchen were the post it notes passed between their daughters on 

playdates, lovingly preserved with all their quirky misspellings  

Fiona McGilchrist first spotted Claire at the school in Herne Hill. Claire was 

‘that scary 5-live lady’ and was ‘uber stylish’ but also an amazing Mum and 

very down to earth. They soon became loyal friends. 

At one party Fiona’s Top Shop silver stilettos were killing her. Claire didn’t 

hesitate to generously swap her own stylish boots for the painful shoes so 

that they could carry on dancing. 

Dawn Bristow who also met Claire at Herne Hill reminisced: “Over the 

years we’ve enjoyed many nights on Lordship Lane, at school dos, at 

parties..  
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we’ve laughed, cried, moaned, even glamped! It’s never been dull. Claire 

with the lovely blonde hair, wherever you are now, save me a seat at the 

bar and a large glass of white..” 

Dan and Miranda Synge met Claire through school pick-ups and were 

immediately attracted by her charisma and sense of fun. During the 

lockdown they remember walking in Dulwich Park and “there was Claire 

waving enthusiastically from a park bench with what looked suspiciously 

like a bottle of sauvignon blanc.  Claire happily passed over a glass of 

chilled wine (in a socially distanced sort of way)”. As soon as lock down 

lifted, they got together in the back yard of a Spanish restaurant in 

Brockley surrounded by 1-meter spacers, and thanks to the positive spirit 

of Claire and Tom what was otherwise a scary time turned out to be one of 

the finest evenings ever.  

Rachel Kerr met Claire in a dusty church hall with multiple ballet classes 

going on.  She wrote: “Across the room I spied this utterly cool lady. The 

hair was just rock and roll and she was pregnant but styling it out with 

black jodhpurs and over the knee shiny black leather boots”. This 

encounter led to a meeting of minds and a deep friendship, and many 

intense, hilarious, emotional, and supportive conversations.  

Rhymer Rigby remembers Claire as a huge presence, managing to be 

both life and soul of the party and at the same time a wonderful caring 

and affectionate friend.  

Jane Treasure and Simone Halliday each wrote about how proud they 

were to have Claire in their corner and how much they admired Claire’s 

tenacious perseverance. 

Katy Moses described something that many of you mentioned, how hard it 

is to think of Claire in the ‘past tense’, because she was so vividly and 

energetically full of life.  When Claire entered a room, it felt brighter.  
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For Katy, Claire embraced a dichotomy, she was both no-nonsense and all 

the nonsense at the same time. She was hilarious, smart, sassy and real 

loyal friend who made your day better by being part of it.  

Kirsty Gorvin remembers meeting Claire for the first time, in the 

playground, under an umbrella, waiting for their girls. Claire made a big 

impact, though Kirsty couldn’t recall exactly what she said she does 

remember how colourful, quick, dry and funny Claire was, and laughing so 

much.  

Later she found out how wonderfully wild Claire could be and how willing 

she was to get involved in antics with the girls. One enduring image is of 

Claire being pushed around on a penguin on skates. 

Later Claire was a huge support when Kirsty’s diagnosis came through, 

and even later they bonded at the chemo unit that they were both 

attending for treatment. Of course, Claire made the nurses laugh, she was 

so full of warmth and good humour even in the most difficult of times. 

And Meesh Love wrote: “Claire’s dark and Sassy humour matched mine. 

She could make me laugh through something that just wasn’t funny. She 

threw me a rubber ring and pulled me in when I was deeply sad. Her 

determination, her lioness strength lifted me up when my own strength 

faltered .”  

**** 

We now have some words from Jo Coburn, Claire Cavanagh and Louise 

Hastings who each met Claire through their work in broadcasting:  

“Hello lovely Jo” was how Claire always greeted me on the phone or 

in person.  We met in our mid-20s - budding journalists just starting 

out.  She was as cute as a button and we spent the next 10 years 

giggling our way through drunken evenings at the jazz cafe in 

Camden, birthday bashes at Blacks in Soho and dinners at her flat 

near Primrose Hill and my place in Oxfordshire.   
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I remember both of us going for a job at London News Radio - I 

bombed the interview, she got the job.  Eventually I moved to 

London with the BBC and rented a room in her flat.  They were 

carefree days.  Amongst other things we shared a love of horse 

riding. Claire was a great horsewoman, the rest of us would just 

cling on, demonstrated when a gang of us spent the day galloping 

across the Cotswold Ridge, out of control but brilliant fun. Years 

later she went on a daring adventure on horseback, bear spotting in 

Canada and camping out in the wild but not without a supply of 

trusted cashmere to keep her warm and cosy at night.   

Our mid to late 30s were defined by marriage and kids - my boys, 

her girls.   

She was a London girl through and through, moving to 

Berkhampsted for several years was a misadventure that left her 

bereft of life in the capital.  On one occasion when we were in 

Selfridges - her favourite store - she spotted a customer asking 

where the camera department was.  The member of staff didn’t 

have a clue. Claire intervened and accompanied her personally.   

We managed a 10km fundraising run in the City in memory of her 

nephew who’d tragically died just months before.  There were girls 

weekends to Malaga and Brighton and then she met Tom the love 

of her life.  The pandemic wasn’t our friend and we drifted.  I’d 

always assumed we’d drift back.  I am so grateful we were in 

contact again in her final months thanks to Jules and 

Tom.  “Goodbye lovely Claire”.”    Jo Coburn 

 

**** 
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“We were wondering today where the legendary Jean references 

began. Mand Bates asked “who was Jean , was it you or were you 

both Jean”? I can’t remember. Others (like Martin) were Jeans too 

and sometimes I was Pat or you were.  

Lou has unearthed a pic of the Reuters Radio News days. I 

remember an intense 18 months before we were all made 

redundant. When we got our money, I put a deposit down on a 

house… and you bought a silver necklace!  It sort of summed you up: 

Glamorous, always with the best things in life. That was my first 

proper London job in a smart office so it felt grown up, but with you 

we were always ridiculously giddy. You were a master of dark 

humour, a quip.  

Then the mad parties. You would invite us round then we would 

start drinking, you would have all the food there (Waitrose darling) 

but get distracted and we would end up eating (if we even 

bothered) at about midnight. Do you remember when you and Kim 

and I all had those Tank Girl boots that squeaked with every step 

and we all went squeaking down Neal Street together one night 

and into a club (still squeaking and creaking)? 

We went to Barcelona with Mandy. We were confused about how to 

get to a club we wanted to go to and none of us had mastered 

Catalan so decided to get a cab to get us there. It drove about 300 

yards and the driver tried to explain to us that we had arrived! 

Turned out we’d been much closer than we thought. 

And in Amsterdam, for my 30th birthday, we hired two boats. Yours 

went off down the canal at some speed (probably the top speed of 

about 6mph) crashing in to other boats and the next time we 

looked the boat company had dramatically stopped renting out all 

boats.. 
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Mate, you were the best, the funniest, the greatest company. There’s 

so much music in my mind as well from those days and one, Janet 

Jackson, Together Again, I can see you in my mind dancing to it. 

And as Janet wrote: Miss You Much (Jean). Love you.” 

Claire Cavanagh 

**** 

 “I first met Claire in the mid 90s when we both worked in radio. You 

get to know somebody pretty well when you're working the night 

shift together - 3am is brutal without "the work wife" as we used to 

call each other.  

She was a smart writer, a cracking newsreader, a wicked mimic 

(sorry to our news editors), a little bit naughty and enormous fun 

(triple jumping in front of the live Reuters camera being beamed 

into newsrooms around the world was a highlight). Forever in my 

mind is a Reuters Christmas bash in 1995 when she stuffed the 

demure black tie dress code and turned up in the funkiest 

megawatt silver trouser outfit I'd ever seen. She absolutely dazzled - 

I think half the room fell a little bit in love with her that night. By the 

way, the evening had a supremely messy ending but that's a story 

for over a drink later.  

Over the following 30 years we've been there for each other's big life 

moments  - but actually just as special were our regular lunches, 

meeting as always outside Bond St station. Off we'd potter, sharing 

all our news -  delighting in each other's happy things  and 

empathising over the tough stuff.  

We last met at the end of April, just a few days before Claire fell ill. It 

was typically warm, funny, gossipy, and as feel good as ever. The 

perfect memory to treasure..”    Louise Hastings 
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Rachel Ford and Martin Gerhard also met Claire professionally before 

becoming close friends:  

Rachel Ford:  “Remembering 4 decades of friendship with Claire 

is filled with rye smiles, witty quips and tears…mostly of laughter. 

Coxy coined many terms of endearment that will always be in the 

lexicon- friendly friend, little mate, Krispie crème and of course 

Jean….always Jean! 

We met in 1993 at Sky News – young journalists in our first jobs – 

enjoying the newsroom gossip and never letting the facts get in the 

way of a good story. Claire always caught the funny side of 

situations…the ridiculous, the sublime, the punchline and headline. 

She’d get a detail, a turn of phrase and run with it. 

She moved to the BBC – to the newly launched  Radio Five Live  

where she huskily read the news bulletins, enjoyed the banter and 

met Martin….” 

 

Martin Gerhard:  “I first met Jean in February '98,  I was about to 

start my very first shift. I got in the lift and saw her come strutting 

through the doors, looking friendly and foxy... she had her 

trademark spiky blonde hair, and shiny silver choker on. 

She just had that special something, that drew everyone in.... me 

included! I asked her how to get to 5 Live, and it turned out she was 

working there, and on the same show. 

We sat together that day, not knowing we were now.... friends 

forever.” 

 

Rachel Ford:  “Claire was a great holiday pal: snorkelling in the 

Red Sea, snowboarding in Switzerland, reading Vanity Fair by the 

pool and driving across Spain. June in Seville-  hot as heaves and we 

could hardly stand gripping the walls, gasping for air, stopping for a 

tapa, a small sherry and hooting at the menu translations. 
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In Cuba we rode the buses and trains. We stayed in a casa 

particulare with a lady hostess who Claire said looked like Bette 

Middler & renamed- Cuba Libre Jean.  

She wondered if J-Lo would become Jean Lo when she got 

older...after Spain everyone became ShJan..” 

 

Martin Gerhard:  “I'll never forget the time we went to Ibiza. Claire 

and her friend Alison arrived at the villa first, we followed a day later. 

As we arrived, I could see two dishevelled looking figures staggering 

and swaying down the long driveway towards us. In fact, they were 

holding onto each other, trying not to fall over. 

As we got closer we realised it was, of course, Claire and Alison. 

They'd been raving all night, and hadn't been to bed. 

We laughed at their unkempt hair and smudged make-up, poured 

a wine, and joined in on the party. 

Jean I'll never forget the time you organised a surprise 50th birthday 

party for me, despite the fact you’d just had an operation and 

weren't feeling well at all. 

You brought two beautiful girls into the world, Ava & Ruby, and gave 

us an extra special friend, Tom.” 

 

Rachel Ford:  “The morning after the night Claire & Tom met - 

she called with the low down, the Jean low down. She described he 

was waiting under street light outside Soho hotel and it being 

immediate between them...she spotted his jacket first. Nice. 

A month  later, driving down to the New Forest with a home made 

lasagna in the boot to spend the weekend together. She called, 

‘Jean, I’m smitten.’..so there it is. She’d met the love of her life 

‘Little mate, we miss you..te echamos de menos you’ll but always be 

here in our hearts…siempre-     always amiga.” 
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Martin Gerhard:  “You were my go-to when I needed a friend to talk 

to.  

We worked, lived, partied, laughed and cried together. Your loyalty 

and kindness will never be forgotten Jean.  Sweet dreams baby x” 

 

Finally Jules Ugo, Bianca Murrell and Heather Mcquillan are going to say 

some words. They each knew Claire from meeting at school pick-ups, gym 

classes and other local activities. 

 “I first met Claire in the summer of 2011. My husband had recently 

and unexpectedly died, and I was worried about my daughter 

starting school in a matter of weeks and how she would cope with 

more upheaval and change. I reached out to the school and asked 

them to put me in touch with a Mum I could connect with over the 

summer and hopefully give my daughter a friend to cling onto as 

she started school. 

The school, it turned out, played a masterstroke as they connected 

me to Claire and her two daughters Ruby and Ava. It was to be the 

start of a friendship borne out of navigating change. Claire was at 

the start of her divorce and we bonded over feeling like our lives 

were in freefall. 

The early years of our friendship supported me through hollowing 

grief and monumental life change and gave me a single friend to 

play with in a tough time and my daughter two new special friends 

that were to be formative throughout her first years at school. 

We enjoyed raucous ski trips, lazy days in Greece, many fun times 

bouncing around at 282 Upland Road after a few glasses of her 

favourite sauvignon blanc and karaoke, kitchen discos and 

camping with our self-styled 1T gang of parents from Herne Hill 

school. 
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Claire was unique. It’s hard to fathom that someone so strong and 

vibrant just isn’t here anymore.   

Her passion for music was infectious. I think I’ve seen more gigs with 

Claire than with anyone else – The War on Drugs, Metronomy, Grace 

Jones, Primal Scream, Jungle (multiple times), Hot Chip (even more 

multiple times). Her style and love of colour means it’s impossible to 

see an orange sofa without thinking of her and the tiniest hints of 

one of her signature perfumes places me instantly in her kitchen. 

And I still don’t think I’ve ever met anyone with such an extensive 

vocabulary who wasn’t afraid to use it. 

I last saw Claire well in April of this year. Her and Tom joined my 

husband and I for dinner in Brixton. Claire was on top form. At that 

stage the outlook was positive and she was her normal feisty self. It 

felt like her comeback. She looked great and was full of excitement 

and plans and places she wanted to go – Mallorca, the Newt Hotel. 

It was a joyful evening. When the restaurant closed around us and 

we finally called it a night Claire and Tom spotted two Lime bikes on 

the corner of the road and decided to head off home on those.  

That is how I’ll remember my fiercely loyal, strong, hilariously, funny 

friend. Cycling off into the dark, south London night, laughing and 

waving back at us with Tom, her rock, cycling right by her side.”   

         Jules Ugo 

**** 

 “I met Claire at Herne Hill School, when Ruby and Rex were in 

kindergarten together. Her massive smile and naughty sense of 

humour immediately drew me in. She was the one I always 

gravitated to at pick-up and school events, and even though our 

kids only shared one year together, we became firm friends — along 

with Emma, Fiona, Jo and Dawn. 
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We soon discovered we had lots in common 

• We were at Oxford Brookes at the same time – Oxford poly then  

• A shared love of Air Max 90s…  

• We lived in West Hampstead at the same time 

• A penchant for white wine… red wine… gin and tonic 

• We also shared - and this is rather random..  a bunion doctor 

 

Our after-school gatherings often rolled into pub nights and 

dinners. Time with Claire always felt special. Outside the school 

chaos, we decided to be healthy and started trying gym classes 

together — and we really did try everything: hot yoga, F45, Body 

Blast, spinning… you name it, we signed up for it with the best of 

intentions. But one glance at Claire, one raised eyebrow or silly face, 

and we’d be in fits of giggles. And of course, we’d proudly undo all 

our “good work” with glasses of chardonnay afterwards — pure 

balance! 

 

Claire was such a brilliant sounding board, and I loved our post-

workout catch ups. Her humour, her calm nature, and her ability to 

find lightness even in difficult moments were truly inspiring. 

When she was diagnosed last year, her strength and determination 

left us in awe. She faced everything with such courage and grace — 

and still managed to find moments to laugh. 

It’s heartbreaking that she’s not here with us today. Claire was truly 

one of the best — warm, funny, so thoughtful and endlessly kind. To 

me, she was family. We’ll remember her warmth, her laughter, and 

her gift for finding the funny side of life. 

Rest in peace, dear Claire.”      Bianca Murrell 

**** 



 

15 

 “Amazing Claire. We first met doing Piloxing about 12 years ago. 

You caught my eye and it was an immediate friendship — we found 

out quickly that we had a lot in common. We loved spinning, lifting 

endless weights at the gym, catching up over coffee and 

post workout shakes. We laughed a lot and chatted through every 

class, often getting told off by our instructors. Soon after we met 

each other we stumbled across another gym bunny .. Katy and the 

three of us quickly became known by us as the gym bitches. 

We shared countless fabulous nights out, drinking far too much 

Sauvignon Blanc, Often making each other hysterical  until our 

cheeks hurt and our bellies ached always staying out far too late. 

I remember when you first met Tom, and I was in a fairly new 

relationship with Barry — We manoeuvred our way through those 

beginnings together, single mums with young children finding our 

way through often extremely rocky paths. We had many long, 

heartfelt chats. And a lot of texts and instagram stories to keep us 

going and inspire each other. You were the funniest, kindest, 

smartest, most gentle and generous friend anyone could wish for.  

As the years went by we raised our children, and got engaged to our 

boyfriends. Always giving each other unconditional love and 

support. No matter what was thrown our way. We celebrated and 

we grieved together. We caught each other’s tears, stood up for one 

another, and walked close — through everything life threw our way. 

Claire, you  always stood up for me, especially when I put myself 

down. We were each other's chosen family. My sister from another 

mother. 

I’ll never forget our wonderful weekend in France for our amazing 

friend Katy’s birthday — sharing a room, never leaving each other’s 

side, talking, laughing, hugging, mostly ignoring anyone else 

around us,(accept Katy) completely lost in our own world.  
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You brought me coffee in bed every morning. Which I thought was 

just so incredible... 

Claire, you brought so much joy, support and fun into all of our lives. 

You left us far too soon, your spirit, your laughter, your love, your 

strength will stay with us always. 

I miss you deeply. 

Love you, my dear friend.”     Heather Mcquillan

  

**** 

Only a year ago Claire and Tom were planning a wedding with a big party 

in their garden and looking forward to Tom’s 60th birthday. With their 

children maturing and embarking on their own journeys Claire and Tom 

were looking forward to retirement and having more time together.  

Since their first meeting on the Guardian Soul Mates App and their first 

date in Soho in 2016 they had developed an incredibly strong bond.  

Rachel Ford told us just now about Claire calling her after their first date 

and saying, “Jean, I’m smitten” and that was exactly the word that Tom 

used after meeting Claire.  

Coxy and Leshy were both completely smitten and in the coming months 

and years their mutual adoration society formed into a deep and loving 

relationship.  

Jack Lesh remembers the huge impact that Claire had on their father’s life 

and the great mutual love, respect and compassion that was so evident 

between them. Claire came into Jack’s life when they were a teenager, and 

they immediately saw what a great match Tom and Claire were. Jack said 

they will always remember Claire treating them with the utmost respect 

and being a person with great inner strength who always took the high 

road. Claire chose to be the best person she could be even during the 

darkest times.  
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Tom’s mother Rosemary remembers Claire with huge affection while his 

father wrote about how quickly he realised that Claire was a beautiful soul 

and how he rejoiced in the fact that Claire and Tom made each other so 

very happy. 

Tom’s nephew Harry Carter remembers meeting Claire when he was a 

child and how important she was as one of those rare adults who can treat 

a child as an equal and listen and value what they have to say.   

There were so many things to love about Claire and in Tom she found her 

soulmate and true love.  

Claire and Tom shared many of the same passions: music, movies, travel, 

food, sunshine as well as lazy times with a good bottle of wine.   

Their home was a happy and harmonious place where they enjoyed simply 

being with each other. Though they were also up for a party and loved to 

socialise with friends and extended family in their big friendly kitchen and 

garden. 

During the dark times that Jack referred to, they had both connected 

deeply with a series of albums by the DJ, Producer and artist Fred Again.  

The 3 Actual Life albums, made during the COVID restrictions reflected on 

love, loss and recovery.  Fred made recordings away from the studio, on 

the street, on the train, capturing samples of conversation, voicemail 

messages and thoughts in an intimate diaristic way.  

At the beginning of 2024 after, yet another painful and negative episode 

inflicted by some of Claire’s legal relatives, Tom decided he wanted to take 

Claire to see Fred perform live. He hunted down tickets for a one-off 

outdoor show in Copenhagen.  They both hoped this trip would book-end 

a much-needed turn in their lives.  

Having spent 10 fabulous days in Palma relaxing over some great food and 

wine, swimming and cycling (soundtracked by Fred’s album also titled ‘10 

days’), they flew into Copenhagen in high spirits.  
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It was August the 7th and Claire was radiant. After swimming in one of 

Copenhagen’s open air harbor baths, they both looked forward to the gig 

the next day, and dancing for the end of all they had been living through.  

The next day Claire woke early, and everything changed because she 

discovered a lump on the side of her breast. Claire let Tom sleep for a while 

longer and took herself onto the roof terrace and in the early morning sun 

she cried for everything that she had been through and what might be 

about to come. 

On the 3rd of September 2024 Claire was diagnosed with secondary breast 

and liver cancer and then began the grueling months of chemotherapy. 

Claire worked hard to support her treatment through keto diets and 

fasting and it was going well until Christmas when two of her relatives 

dealt another traumatic setback. 

Tom did what he could to support Claire as she struggled through 

Christmas and new year at her lowest ebb.  But by Spring with clear signs 

of remission, with tumors apparently vanishing, Claire was determined to 

feel positive about the future. She began meeting with her beloved friends 

again, restarted her cold-water swimming and began to rebuild her life. 

Then on May the 3rd she woke with a severe and persistent headache.  

This led them back to hospital with an unexpected and devastating 

diagnosis indicating that the cancer had spread to her brain. 

What followed was a 4-month ‘rollercoaster’ involving 11 wards in 4 

hospitals, and treatment from over 100 NHS professionals. As much as 

Claire dearly loved and valued her friends, during this period she wasn’t in 

the right headspace or well enough to cope with seeing anyone other than 

Tom and the medical specialists working with her.  

Tom’s sister Ailsa Lesh is a senior nurse and was one of the only people that 

Claire felt able to see. Ailsa is going to share her thoughts with us now:  



 

19 

“I prepared a few words to say ...but in response to everything that 

has been said and shared I think I would like to say a few more. 

We came late in the chronology of Claire Cox. 

I met this calm, kind, stylish lady who let us into her heart, her home 

and her family with absolute unending generosity. Fun, thoughtful 

and observant. Always ensuring that everyone around her were 

having a good time. 

She did also know how to have fun herself, as seen today. We loved 

her! 

It is an honour to have known Claire and to have been a small part 

of her life. And to have been able to use some of my many years of 

nursing to give her some comfort and care at the end of her life. 

What is important for everyone to know is that Claire SO wanted to 

LIVE! 

She retreated so that she could use every once of her energy to 

survive and get through it. She fought so hard! I have seen people 

fight to survive in my career and my goodness SHE FOUGHT!!!! I 

would visit and think that she had no more strength to go on, but 

she did! She worked so hard to survive and be strong!!! 

We would have girls pamper sessions. Even when I thought that 

would be too much for her, she would wriggle her toes and I would 

cream her arms, legs and face and I would chat. 

Claire was present until the end and she FOUGHT SO HARD to stay 

with her family and the people she loved. 

Friendliest friend, we love you and we miss you!” Ailsa Lesh 
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Rather than end her days at a hospice in Sydenham, Claire chose to spend 

her last weeks in Central London at St Thomas’s Hospital on the 10th floor in 

a side room with a huge window looking out over parliament and the river.   

Tom stayed with her sleeping in a chair by her bed. From this room they 

were able to talk about Claire’s fears; plan this celebration; play music and 

be quiet together.  This room, close to where their relationship had started, 

became a special haven, and it was here that they found a way to say 

goodbye.  

It was 10:45pm on September 3rd, a year to the day that Claire was first 

diagnosed, with the lights of the city sparkling on the river outside and 

with Tom holding her hand that Claire quietly and peacefully slipped away.  

Tom wrote in his final love letter to Claire 

“From start to finish our love grew in strength in a way that neither 

of us ever expected and never took for granted. 

It let us be the people that we really are rather than who we were 

expected to be. 

That is the greatest gift that either of us could ever have given to 

each other.” 

 

 

 


