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Thank you to everyone who has submitted memories for this tribute 
to Alan. This is a lovely collection, capturing special moments in the 
life of Alan, who was so loved and appreciated by many. The name 
of the person sharing the memory precedes their memory. They are 
unedited, (except for two where editing was requested). The 
contributions appear in the order received.  

 
Matthew Linfoot 
 
People like Alan only come along once or twice in a lifetime, and I 
was fortunate enough to meet him when I was in my early twenties, 
so our friendship spanned over three decades. During these years, 
Alan’s friendship was particularly significant because it wasn’t 
confined to one aspect of our lives: being part of Alan’s orbit 
brought me into contact with all kinds of people, events and 
experiences.  
He explained to me once his concept of ‘creating your own village’: 
forming his network of friends and acquaintances, drawing together 
different strands of his life and constructing a web of activities and 
developing new interests. Once he adopted a project or came up 
with a new venture, his dedication and enthusiasm were 
unstoppable. The projects I remember Alan initiating included 
starting an HIV/AIDS support network in Kent, then the audio drama 
project he created with inmates in Wandsworth prison, and then his 
work for people with dementia, inspired by caring for an elderly 
friend with early onset Alzheimer’s. These are only a few examples 
of Alan’s achievements but they typify Alan’s commitment to caring 
for minorities and vulnerable people. This work sometimes came 
with a high personal cost, but I was always struck by Alan’s capacity 
to live completely in the present – he didn’t dwell on the past, but 
always looked forwards.  
As a friend, Alan was empathetic and supportive, compassionate 
and always available in a crisis. He also became a colleague and 
mentor, supporting our mutual interests in journalism, radio, 
teaching and most recently spiritual formation. Alan was always 
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incredibly generous in sharing his knowledge and experience, 
helping to nurture and develop me and many others. 
I will miss Alan’s wisdom and advice, the huge scope of his reading 
and intellectual debate, walks and holidays together, theatre trips 
and above all the shared laughter. I will always count myself lucky to 
have been part of Alan’s village. 
 
 
Father Admos 
 
Alan was incredibly kind and always made you feel welcome in his 
presence. He touched many people with his warm personality and 
smile which made it easy to remember him. One of the men on the 
Bakhita Project described Alan to me when he had forgotten his 
name: white man, big smile, glasses, clean shirt!   In my very first 
encounter with him I learnt about his lifelong commitment to social 
justice activism- whether it was as a young student demonstrating 
here in the UK against apartheid in South Africa and for the release 
of Nelson Mandela or (many years later), his work with trafficked 
individuals and asylum seekers on the Bakhita Project.   He loved to 
serve God and was always drawing people to know Christ, to the 
Mass and into the work of the church.  
Many of the young St Chrysostom's parishioners can attest to his 
ability to notice them and draw them into serving or helping as 
special assistants in lighting candles or giving service booklets or 
collecting books after the service.  He was very much a part of our 
tradition of welcoming and inclusion here at St Chrysostoms.  A man 
of incredible intellect he was well read and it always amazed me 
how much he had read in his lifetime. We miss very much his tag 
teamwork with Andrew at the back of church, especially the 
encyclopaedic knowledge of all who walked through the door 
(second only to that of the rector himself). In the words of St Paul in 
2 Timothy 4:7-8 we can say you:  fought the good fight, (you) have 
finished the race, (you) have kept the faith to the end even when in 
pain. Rest in Christ's Love Allan. 
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Catherine Chanoux 
 
I had the chance to meet Alan during the dance classes organised by 
Together Dementia Support group. Always cheerful and friendly he 
would make everyone feel at ease and welcomed. He was also 
giving me good tips on ways to improve the class and the choice of 
music as he truly, genuinely cared about the participants. It’s a great 
loss for the Dementia Group and the community at large and a great 
shame to see him leave at such a young age. 
 
 
Mother Hilary and Steven Evans 
  
Alan was a dear friend and we miss him terribly. Our lives are all the 
poorer for his passing. Alan was a faithful and devoted man, to God 
and in all that he did.  
His warm welcome, support and friendship that he offered both 
Steven and I when we first came to St Chrysostom's, meant so much 
to us. Our friendship grew as we got to know each other. We would 
email and text each other with words of support and 
encouragement regularly. I miss that. 
I am so glad that we knew Alan. Our friendship was brief, only four 
years but it was the beginning of a long and happy relationship that 
would have been full of fun and laughter. Rest in peace dear friend. 
Much love always, Mother Hilary and Steven xx 
 
 
Father Chris 
 
Alan was a dear man – a man with a firm faith, and with genuine 
love for those he met.  He was for me a dear friend and confidante, 
offering words of wisdom when needed. 
 
He often helped to steer me through personal difficulties and 
problems – not afraid to challenge me or to question my thought 
process.  I knew him as a parishioner and as a Churchwarden and I 
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was always impressed by his care for people…it could be annoying 
as a conversation was suddenly curtailed because he perceived 
someone to be in need, and rushed away mid-sentence to open a 
door or to help with the church steps. He cared and loved people. 
This care and love showed itself in many ways at St Chrysostom’s, 
and others will have mentioned his tireless work with the language 
classes, dementia support, neighbourhood schemes and so the list 
could go on. 
 
He wasn’t one to make a fuss for himself- although he could cause 
embarrassment for others as he fussed around them. In younger 
days he had been a “Sister of Perpetual Indulgence” and a 
campaigner for gay equality and rights.  SPI were among the first 
‘queer’ groups to challenge the stigma attached to HIV/AIDS, and 
Alan ‘manifested’ at events. (Manifest is SPI’s code for 
demonstrating). As a younger man he had received abuse from 
other gay men outside a pub in Earls Court, being pelted with 
bottles and cans, as he took part in an early CHE march in London. 
He was taking a stand and being counted. It was an act of bravery, 
and that courage and determination was demonstrated in his life of 
faith to the end. 
 
Alan’s experience gave him an advantage in modelling an assertive 
and positive gay persona which allowed younger queer people to 
grow in their confidence by talking to him and hearing of his 
experience. He loved being with people, and accepted folk as they 
are. He was tireless in attending meetings and events which brought 
issues of discrimination to the fore.  
 
He showed great devotion, and I think this is best summed up in 
Alan’s love for the first Station of the Cross in Church – in all the 
powerful images there he identified and loved the slave/servant girl 
holding the bowl on her head as hands are washed. She kneels in 
servitude – and Alan gave of himself to the service of others.  
 
May he rest in peace and rise in glory. 



 - 6 - 

Ginette and David Burton 
 
We miss you Alan, and not seeing you is sad for us, but our 
memories help so much. Sometimes we take things and people for 
granted and think they will always be around. You gave us a lot of 
care and support over the years which will never be forgotten.  
You were positivity personified. Rest in Peace. You are in our 
prayers. 
 
 
Fliss Morgan 
 
Alan was a very dear friend to me ever since he moved to 
Manchester. 
I remember meeting him for the first time outside the Russian 
restaurant in town 
where he had joined the church group for a meal out. 
I ended up sitting next to him and we got on well...that was the 
beginning of a great friendship. 
 
We shared many local walks, days out with my dogs at the beach 
(with picnics) and drinks and meals out too. 
He loved my dogs - especially Lola - but was adamant that Pixie 
hated him and gave him 'a look'. 
He called my house 'the zoo' and kindly stayed here to look after 
them when I had to go away on the odd occasion. 
 
He met my mother - on several occasions - and was so kind to her. 
He knew how to speak to her. 
He knew how to handle her - much better than I did. She thought 
the world of him and was very sad when she heard he had died. 
 
Alan was always in good spirits...funny, kind, generous and always 
'had something to tell me' after mass on a Sunday. 
It was usually relating his weekly tales of all the people he had come 
into contact with that week and the funny 
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incidents that had occurred. Never anything as serious as he made 
out. We laughed together...a lot. 
 
I shall miss him terribly but he leaves me with wonderful memories 
of a man who I am so glad I met 
and I am so glad was part of my life. 
 
Rest peacefully my friend x 
 
 
Sandra Palmer 
 
Some memories of Alan: 
Alan shepherding the children to light candles during the Angelus at 
the end of mass ; 
Alan pulling his shopping trolley along Upper Brook street - always 
the last to join others for a Sunday lunch at Venus because he had 
to leave things at church in order; 
Alan chatting to waiters and shop assistants about their lives; 
Alan hailing every passerby with a friendly greeting when we  ate 
lunch together on park benches in Covid times.( Did  we two seniors 
look like Derby and Joan ? ) 
Alan : warm, welcoming , generous interested . I give thanks for 
having known him. 
 
 
Paul Pritchard and Mark Fallows 
 
Alan was a force of nature for sure; his ability to befriend was 
amazing. It didn't matter to Alan whether you had a first from 
Oxbridge or had no real formal education at all, he was interested in 
you and offered friendship. No airs and graces, no snobbery, just 
friendship.  
 
We valued Alan at church and we respected his ministry with the 
language classes and the trafficked men enormously. He brought 
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such richness to our community and it felt like he had always been 
with us. We have many friends and family who have visited St C's for 
Mass or other services and without fail, they felt welcomed by Alan 
and had such wonderful things to say about him. 
 
Our love and respect for Alan extended beyond St C's though; his 
abounding energy and passion for people was infectious and 
inspiring, not to mention his sense of fun and devilment. We will 
never forget the radio play of Alice he directed us in at church or 
seeing him as a Sister Latex in the parade at Manchester Pride.  
 
A few years ago, Mark was attending his Grandma's funeral at 
Burnley Crematorium when he spotted a familiar figure in the 
distance walking up the driveway, it was Mr Beck with his shopping 
trolley! Mark was confused but Alan soon cleared things up when he 
told him that Mark's Grandma was one of the 'Seniors' (Alan's 
description) that he had looked after at Didsbury Good Neighbours. 
Alan had taken the train to Burnley then walked some distance to 
the crematorium, amazingly kind. 
 
There are so many things we could say about Alan but we will end 
now by saying that he was a true disciple of Christ, a great friend, an 
inspiration and we loved him. May he rest in peace and rise in glory. 
 
 
Penny and Nick Wood 
 
We very nearly did not meet Alan as, when he was a guest at a 
Christmas Day gathering we were invited to, he did not appear and 
instead chose to communicate his needs and irritations via broom 
thumping on the upstairs floorboards. However, when we did finally 
meet in person, he quickly became a friend for life. 
 
Many an eclectic gathering was held in our house and garden in 
Leighton Bromswold – many of which we missed entirely as Alan 
regularly house and cat sat for us while we were on holiday. There 
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may be some reading this that have partied in our garden! I hope 
you enjoyed yourselves – Alan was a marvelous host and raconteur. 
 
We have enjoyed holidays and days out with Alan over the last 25 
years, memorably a trip to Rome where Alan was a knowledgeable 
guide (although Nick could’ve done with a few less churches). We 
were always bemused at his insistence on taking photos of his food 
– always an important part of any trip. 
 
We have never met anyone quite like Alan – witty, self-effacing, 
fiercely intelligent and immensely kind to all he met. He had a knack 
of giving his undivided attention and making one feel as if the only 
person he wished to speak with was you. I don’t know one person 
who having met him did not fall under his spell. 
 
We loved Alan very much and will miss him always. 
 
 
Jane McCarten 
 
What did Alan do for me? He left me with lots of memories which 
make me smile. Here are a few, at random. Oh, and he changed my 
life along the way. 
 
He left me his one and only nice vegan recipe, for pasta and beans. 
Some people may remember some less successful offerings. 
 
He came with me for a weekend in Communist Albania where we 
ate homemade cake at 4am at a scary border post. On our return, 
we went without lunch, straight to the Savoy Hotel, where we ate 
masses of teatime sandwiches and scones in the Savoy Hotel, where 
second (and third) helpings were free... 
 
We went together to the all-night transport cafe near his house for 
cooked breakfast; he was still sporting the remnants of full panto 
dame make-up.... 
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We explored Rome together, church by church and ruin by ruin. He 
was scathing about most of them but delivered unforgettable 
personalised lectures on the history of the city. 
 
He and the other Sisters of Perpetual Indulgence blessed our house. 
It seems to have worked! 
 
In short, we had a hell of a time for many years. When I went to 
Kent University as a rather conservative, unworldly teenager, he 
was my tutor and he changed and enriched my life, as he did my 
fellow students. He opened our eyes to difference, to the growing 
gay liberation movement and to the need for tolerance. He taught 
us, supported us and fed us inedible stews and endless cups of tea. 
Thank you Alan, thank you. 
 
 
Sheila Biddle  
 
Alan and I met at St Chrysostom’s Church when he arrived in 
Manchester and have enjoyed time together at church and on 
annual pilgrimages to Walsingham and Ladyewell. Alan was 
remarkable, tirelessly devoting time and energy to helping others. 
Whether he was introducing people arriving from distant lands to 
members of the congregation or organising English classes and canal 
walks for the trafficked men or looking after the Dementia Club, no 
task was too much trouble. Alan used his many gifts so generously 
and his imagination seemed limitless. His welcoming and kind 
nature showed in his care and love for his fellow humans. He was 
also full of surprises.  
 
I remember one Shrove Tuesday when he came to help me look 
after my two little grandchildren then aged 1 and 3 years. It was a 
lovely day of pancakes and fun. Alan’s vast knowledge and splendid 
intellect were shared, often with great hilarity during Friday socials 
on zoom. The seven short plays “Unsuitable Saints” included the 
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prophet and style influencer, St Edith of Wilton and the levitating St 
Joseph of Cupertino! Alan would think up a different topic each 
week, leading discussion gently and with humour to ensure 
everyone took part. These zooms lit up Friday evenings and gave us 
food for thought.  
 
At Walsingham, for years I visited the fields behind the shrine in the 
early morning to watch for hares. Sometimes a small group, 
including Alan, would come too. It was a joy to stand motionless in 
the chilly morning and share the wonderful sight of hares frolicking 
through the stubble.  
 
Whilst in the Nursing Home Alan wrote and shared his thoughts. His 
wonderful Blog talks of his “mission to be an example.” Alan 
describes places in St Chrysostom’s which have special meaning for 
him. It is a very moving and inspirational piece of writing. His 
courage and dignity in the dark days of his illness gave insight to his 
deep faith and devotion to God. His words and actions in life show 
that faith put into practice.  
 
His memory will be a beacon of light and hope for everyone who 
knew him. I feel privileged to think of him as a friend. 
 
Sister Diana, Provincial Sister CHN 
 
I first met Alan on the steps of St C's quite soon after he had retired 
and moved up to Manchester - and it sounded as if he was going to 
make St C's his church base (which was very good news)  I just 
thought 'what an interesting man and a lovely person.' He came to a 
meal with us - brought wonderful gifts and kept us well entertained.  
I then moved back to the Convent in Derby and he visited us there a 
couple of times.  We also began receiving wonderful anonymous 
parcels - full of Celebration chocolates - or chocolate biscuits - he 
would never admit to being the mysterious donor but I know he 
was.  He was incredibly generous and kind. 
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When he first became ill I was able to keep up with him via zoom for 
a few weeks until he could no longer manage - and I count that a 
real privilege to have been able to be alongside him.   He was just so 
sensible and matter of fact - and so appreciative of our prayers.  I do 
miss him. 
 
Sr Lynfa says Alan was the 1st person she met at St C's and he was 
so welcoming, courteous, always looking out for the sisters and 
being helpful and kind.   On dark evenings when she and Sr Jean no 
longer had the car he would ring for his Uber taxi to take them 
home - and he would pay the fare.  He was so generous in many 
different ways - a real star! 
 
 
Khodabaksh Niknam 
 
A man of knowledge, faithful, kindliness, and generosity. 
For the past three years, since first I met Alan, I saw he devoted his 
time to serving people at St Chrysostom’s Church, teaching those 
who need to learn and welcoming all.  
He was a man that always was ready to help others. He inspired us 
as a family and always tried to answer our questions patiently, so 
much support he gave me. We had some trips together, once I had 
an interview he stayed with me and remained silent for nearly 4 
hours.  
Alan was a remarkable man, he was a dear friend, whom I loved 
dearly. Thank you, Alan, for just being there when I needed 
someone.  
So, heart-breaking to know he's not with us. 
 
 
Mehrpouya Niknam 
 
Three years ago on a rainy day, I’m not trying to make it sound like a 
movie it was actually raining, I came to St. Chrysostom’s Church for 
the first time and I was greeted by Alan. 



 - 13 - 

My first impression of Alan was that he was a very knowledgeable, 
wise, kind and patient man. I learnt a lot from him during the 
discussions we had after mass and time we spent together. We 
went on trips and cinema a couple of times. He fell asleep during 
Star Wars. We were planning on going to York or Cardiff when he 
was diagnosed. 
I will always remember the things he has done for me. God bless 
him and may he rest in peace. 
 
 
Andrew Omokaro 
 
Alan was a man of the people; in respect of your race, ethnicity and 
sex, he will go on and beyond to help the vulnerable and the less 
privileged.  
Alan was my fellow Churchwarden, always on time, making sure 
things were in place and welcoming congregation members as they 
came into Church. Alan was indeed a good friend; he always put 
others before himself, a faithful and dedicated member of St Cs, as 
he calls it. Alan was not just a friend; Alan was a brother. After Mass, 
Alan will tell me; brother, let us catch up, and he will have an A4 
sheet with him and tick each item as we go on and last on the item, 
how the service had gone for that morning. After our discussion, 
Alan will walk my family to the car. I will continue to miss our shared 
meals and ideas, laughter and gossips together, but I shall never 
forget you. Continue to rest in peace, my brother Alan. 
 
 
Kenson Li 
 
I first met Alan here at St Chrysostom’s Church in October 2015. He 
was the only person attending the choral evensong held after 
Sunday vespers, and I was the organist. After the service, we 
chatted very briefly. I told him that I was suffering from insomnia 
and he gave some advice. I would never have guessed that that was 
to be the beginning of six years of extraordinary friendship. 
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Alan was always there to support me through difficult times: my 
first break-up, grieving the lost of a housemate, even when I was 
stranded in Jerusalem. He was always a phone call away. He was 
always ready to listen.  
 
However devastating Alan's death is to me, I will remember him by 
the absolutely fantastic stories he told me, the numerous times we 
travelled together to nearby towns and cities on a Saturday, the 
meals we shared, the movies we saw, the concerts we attended, 
and the endless laughter…Alan will always be that charming and 
funny man who delighted in drama, both theatrical and in life. Even 
in his illness he wore his smile and joked about it, when those 
around him were still too shocked to react to the reality. 
 
He was always the entertainer, and continues to be as I recall the 
time we spent together. 
 
 
Sam Baxendale 
 
Alan was a true inspiration to have known, I first met him around 
2013-14 when he elected upon a program of teaching ESOL to our 
clients at Medaille Trust, something he was incredibly passionate 
about right to the end. He wanted so much to help people find a 
better life in the UK and was always on call for both current and ex 
residents to assist them where he could. He was so very kind and 
compassionate in his support to them all. I know he was particularly 
proud of one of our clients who he worked with who gained one of 
the only university placements in the UK for asylum seekers. 
 
On a personal note Alan was one of the most intellectual, 
charismatic, charming and handsome man I have ever had the 
privilege to meet, funny and eloquent with his stories   of 
Cambridge, the scrapes he got into and of course politics. Alan 
always forgave me for loving the Daily Mail and never allowed it to 
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come between the friends we had become, although he did beg me 
never to confess to anyone he introduced me to :) My endearing 
memories of him shall meeting me at Venus for a well-deserved 
lunch and seeing him strolling towards me with his Panama hat, 
dapper tie, smart dress pulling along his rather clapped out trolley. I 
shall be forever grateful that God brought you into my life and 
allowed me the honour of being called your good friend - all my love 
Sam xx 
 
 
Grace and Tayo Adebowale 
 
When we think of Alan, we remember the love and care he showed 
for everyone.  In particularly the way he valued, respected, and 
showed care for the elderly members of the congregation. 
Mum always referred to Alan as ‘the young man’.  When I told Alan 
this, it made him smile. 
I’ll never forget how Alan always valued mum’s knowledge and 
expertise in psychiatry, and the long discussions they used to have 
on this subject during the wonderful ‘Walsingham Pilgrimage’s.  
Alan was so grateful for the insights mum gave into this area. 
Alan’s work included so many important areas within the church.  
He was and indeed still is exemplary in so many ways, those well 
known, and others perhaps less so, such as his support to our 
Church schools, and his work helping to improve the lives of people 
living with dementia. 
Alan was, and still is, an integral part of what we value, when we 
think about St Chrysostom’s Church community.    
 
 
Ann Landon 
 
I have many lovely memories of Alan but the one I think about most 
is how Alan used to look after me when I was arranging the flowers. 
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 Whenever I arranged the flowers at church Alan would insist that I 
had a break and would bring me a cup of tea and biscuits and then 
we would sit and have a chat. 
 
Alan was always so encouraging and so positive and chatting to him 
never failed to lift my spirits. 
 
When the flowers were arranged, Alan would help me pack up, 
carry my bags to the car and whilst checking I had fastened my 
seatbelt, would tell me to drive safely and kiss me goodbye.  
 
I do miss our chats and I think about Alan every time I go into church 
but I have lovely memories of him. 
 
 
Chris Paul 
 
It was such a pleasure knowing Alan, he was kind, polite, respectful 
and a very helpful person. I will always be grateful for him taking 
time to teach me British history and giving me English lessons, he 
was a great teacher. 
 
 
Chris Rattew 
 
Alan was always very welcoming. Yên looked forward to seeing him 
on Sundays, and he often greeted us near the door. If he was not 
there, she always looked for him. Alan was the person that you 
always wanted to see and talk to. 
 
 
Annie Wicks 

Alan first came into our lives during his non-alcoholic, vegan phase.  
He came for dinner- which was suitably changed to accommodate 
his needs- and our lives were changed for ever. 
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Alan was the most caring, compassionate, loving man I have ever 
met, with a very wicked sense of fun and mischief. 

He was loved by all the family and made a favourable impression on 
everyone he met. 

I loved him dearly and always will. 

I miss him every day. 

Rest in Peace Yo Bro. 

 

Stephen Hornby 

My friendship with Alan began in 1988. He made me a politically 
active gay man, fighting Section 28 in Kent and London, and so 
began 34 years of extraordinary friendship. He was there for me 
when my father died in 1989. He broke the news to me of my 
grandmother's death in 1991. He was the first person I called in 
2015 when my mother died and I was stood dumbstruck in her flat 
with the Police, and the only person to send me a card on each 
anniversary of her death. He was the person who met me straight 
from my PhD viva this year to take me to tea, as it turned out, the 
last proper meal he ate. If, as a gay man, you choose your family, 
then Alan was my chosen Dad. He was kind, courageous, a fierce 
enemy and a generous friend. He was uncompromising about the 
value of high culture and one of the few gay men of his generation 
that made it through the AIDS pandemic. The most intelligent man I 
have ever met. I remember him and Derek Jarman walking along the 
beach at Prospect Cottage whilst I walked behind. They were 
speaking about European art, alternating between several different 
languages, dizzying my mind with concepts I could barely 
pronounce, but it made me hungry to learn, to be some measure of 
the men who walked in front of me. Alan was a total inspiration and 
one of the last of his kind. 
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Andrew Scott 

Alan was my tutor at the University of Kent between 1988 and 1991. 
I remember my girlfriend at the time describing him as the most 
handsome man on campus. He was imbued with a spirit and an 
energy unlike any other educator I have (or had) ever met. He was 
funny, generous, warm, approachable and an inspirational teacher 
who made the (apparently) dullest subject spring to life. He could be 
highly unconventional to say the least and would come out with the 
most fabulous quips and witticisms that could lay us all flat. None of 
his anecdotes are repeatable in a house of God. 

Not always a giver of high praise - Alan was the first person who told 
me that I had enough skill to be a writer. At a barbecue at his 
bungalow in 1991 he encouraged me to apply to go and do an MA in 
playwriting at the University of Birmingham and it was that faith in 
me from someone I admired that steered the subsequent course of 
my life. I owe Alan an immense debt of gratitude and his light will 
shine on long into the future. Thank you Alan from the bottom of 
my heart. 

 
 
 
 
 
Thank you to all who submitted memories for this tribute which is 
available online at www.stchrysostoms.wordpress.com Any 
additional memories can be added there by sending to: 
Ian.gomersall@btinternet.com 


