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A Warm  

Welcome from the  

Wurlitzer Academy  

 
  

Who Are We? 

The Choir was formed in 

1978. It performs around 

fifteen concerts a year, 

singing at fund raising 

charity events around the 

County of Kent. 

In its history, the Choir has 

appeared in Germany, the 

Netherlands and Belgium as 

well as in the UK, appeared 

on national television in the 

UK and Canada and has 

helped numerous local 

charities to raise significant 

amounts of money. 

The Choir is open to serving 

and retired police officers, 

civilian staff, those with 

links to the service and also 

members of the community. 

It is an ambassador for Kent 

Police and is supported by 

them, although it is self-

financing. 

The Choir rehearses weekly 

at Kent Police Headquarters, 

Sutton Road, Maidstone. 

Members meet at 7.15 p.m. 

on Thursday evenings and 

rehearsals conclude at 9.30 

p.m. Please contact us 

through these pages for 

information about joining 

the Choir; you can be 

assured of a warm welcome. 

February 2020 

 2013 

Registered Charity 

No. 1148490 

On Friday 6th December, the choir performed at Rye College 
for the Wurlitzer Academy’s Christmas Concert.  International 
theatre organist Michael Wooldridge (above) played many 
Christmas favourites on the Wurlitzer organ and KPMVC 
shared the bill singing their own repertoire of festive 
favourites (including the Twelve Days of Christmas!!).    



Welcome to the first newsletter of 2020.  The past year has been another busy one for the 

choir – now well into its 5th decade. We are looking forward to some exciting concerts and 

projects this year.  Thank you to everyone for your continued support and helping us raise 

money for charities and other good causes. 

  

Christmas Celebrations from the 

Photo Album 

   
 

  

Singing for patients and 
staff at the Oncology ward 
in Maidstone Hospital 

Coxheath Village Hall – A packed 
audience joins in with the trademark 
Twelve Days of Christmas 

The Quartet have some fun with fancy dress 
at Coxheath 

Soloists at St Mildred’s – 
more about this duo on p3 



DECK THE HALL   
On Saturday 15th December, the Choir’s final Christmas 
concert for 2019 was held at St. Mildred’s, Tenterden.  
Always a popular venue, the concert was a sell-out and 
raised over £800 for the Canterbury Oast Trust.  The 
Choir performed a full programme of Christmas 
favourites including When A Child is Born, Sleigh Ride 
and Little Drummer Boy.  The solo slots in were filled by 
two young highly accomplished pianists (pictured 
below). Aaron Mather and Tim Whorlow created the 
piano group 176 during their second year of university. Originally the group was intended to be used for a 
performance assessment; however, both musicians also felt that there weren’t enough chamber music 
groups at university that used pianos and so decided to officially create the group through the university’s 
music society. This enabled them to perform in many concerts throughout their second and final year of 
university. The group has focused on works composed or arranged for two pianos such as Mozart’s Sonata 
for two pianos (K.448), Schumann’s Andante and variations for two pianos op.46, Tailleferre’s Jeux de plein 
air and Holst’s own arrangement of The Planets op.32.  

Aaron and Tim studied music together at 
Canterbury Christ Church University and 
graduated in 2018. While at university they 
both studied piano under the tutelage of 
David Knotts, however they used their 
university degree to follow different career 
paths. Aaron went on to teach music and 
musicianship. He is now working as a music 
teacher at a secondary school in South 
London, but also plays organ and leads a 
local choir for his church, and teaches piano 
and violin a couple of days a week. Tim 
finished university with a degree that 
touched on lots of different areas of study, 
but focused on musicology and music and 
health.  Since graduating he has spent the 
past year working at the Canterbury Oast 
Trust Rare Breeds Centre, near Ashford with 
the hopes of eventually moving into the 
music therapy field of work. He has also 
been working as a musical director for a 
local music theatre group who have 
performed a number of shows throughout 
the year. Both musicians are looking to take 
the ABRSM Piano diploma in the near 
future. 

 

GOOD VENUE 

GOOD FOOD 

GOOD COMPANY 
 

Did you miss it? 

In early December a group of the KPMVC met for an evening of 
conviviality in Ashford.  Following the event, three of our mates used 
the words at the top of this article…and so it was. Not only were they 
pleased with the evening but several participants agreed that we should 
do the same in 2020.  Watch this space ‘cos young Roy isn’t so young 
anymore! 

Yes! It was a smashing evening for me as well even though I had to 
curb my imbibing due to the fact that the hotel was full and I hadn’t 
booked a room, silly me. I thought I had.  The food - comments ranged 
from “great” to “magic”.  The only criticism came from yours truly who 
wasn’t over pleased with the Christmas pudding.  The venue - this just 
happened to be the “local” for Roy and Jan so we already guessed that 
we would be well looked after.  The company – well, if we can’t get on 
together then something must be wrong.  Personally, I love being in the 
company of all the choir.  If you missed it you missed a great evening. 

Well, did you miss it? If it does happen again get your name down early.   

Roy Waller 
 

 
 



A Year in the Life of the Charity Champion 

Each year suggestions for our nominated charity are put before the choir at its AGM 

in June.  Those proposing the charities are asked to make a short presentation and 

then a vote is taken to establish the most popular. Rod Stevenson recounts his 

experience of presenting last year’s nominated charity – Holding on Letting Go 

I remember nominating Holding on Letting Go and presenting this charity to the choir at its AGM in July 

2018.  I had just come out of hospital and was thinking to myself that I must go and represent the charity; 

I could not let them down. 

I duly arrived at rehearsal early enough to put the charity’s leaflets out so that colleagues could read them 

before the presentation, and to give the charity the edge!  Given just one minute to explain the charity I 

knew would not be sufficient time.  A number of charities were put forward that evening, but I was delighted 

the choir voted for Holding on Letting Go as the charity of the year for 2018-2019. 

I wanted the opportunity to present the charity myself at the concerts with back up from our MD, Martin 

Rendle. This was accepted, I think with some trepidation on the part of Stewart and others! I started to put 

together a presentation with input from the Vanessa and Caroline, trustees of the charity and the Fund-

Raising Manager. We fine-tuned it to give the maximum impact and clutch at the heart strings so to speak. 

Talking about bereavement is never easy, but when it involves children even more so. I don’t mind admitting 

I easily show emotion and during the year you will have heard me falter on more than one occasion.  But I 

am sure this worked to my advantage; I remember the Vine Concert (December 2018) where we had a very 

large audience.  When I stood up to speak, I said to myself, “stay positive”.  Everything was going fine until 

I looked up to the balcony and there was my five-year old grandson.  This almost stopped me in my tracks, 

because my son-in-law lost his mum when he was very young.  I asked the audience to be the ‘wise men 

from afar’ bringing their gifts to our collection buckets.  This emotional outlet and story-telling worked as we 

raised £500 (an amount never before collected at one concert).  Over the course of the year a staggering 

£3,050.00 was raised mainly through retiring collections at concerts. 

What did I get out of it? Well, I regained some confidence in public speaking, which I had not done for many 

years and I felt truly humbled by the generosity of our audiences and the support and encouragement of 

members of the choir. 

This coming year the choir has nominated Macmillan Cancer Support, so let us all get behind Chris 

Longfield and have another great year helping others.  If I could say anything to Chris (who is a very 

experienced charity champion) it would be this - many years ago, at a Sales Seminar we were told to “Sell 

the Sizzle not the Steak”.  Give it a try – it really works!! 

 

   

Nominated Charity of the Year  

2019 – 2020 

 
 



  
Down Memory Lane Roy Waller 

In the last edition of On the Beat Roy Waller shared memories 

of Gerry Hughes (KPMVC’s first conductor and one of the original 

founders).  In this edition he recalls the contribution of Jack 

Goodsall to those early days of KPMVC……  

I first met Jack Goodsall many, many years ago 

when we were both stationed in Ashford.  I was a 

young ‘Panda’-driving Police Constable and Jack 

was the Divisional Chief Superintendent.  (How 

many of you remember the Panda cars?) I had 

parked in the High Street police parking bay when 

a young lady stopped to talk to me and had her 

head almost in the window when, guess who 

came by? Yes, C/Supt Goodsall.  Not much was 

said, just something like “see me in my office”.  I 

duly turned up and was given a “talking to” about 

the rights and wrongs of talking to young women 

in such a familiar fashion in the street.  I 

apologised profusely and explained that the 

young lady and I were fairly close to each other.  

You see that young lady will be known to most of 

the choir as Jan – my partner! Jack and I laughed 

about that episode quite frequently. The second 

time I met Jack was 41-odd years ago when the 

choir first formed. 

That’s enough about us – now about Jack.  He and 

Audrey were married for 56 years and these days 

that is something to be proud of.  Jack had 

already served in the Army before becoming a 

Police Officer.  Jack could turn his hand to a lot of 

things including being, what Audrey calls, “a very 

good pianist”.  He got the job of “bashing out the 

music” for the budding choristers.  In those early 

days we all had to learn fast if we were to perform 

in concerts.  We got away with murdering a few 

songs but we and the audiences enjoyed 

ourselves.  We sang songs like The Gendarmes 

Duet, The Lincolnshire Poacher and The 

Fishermen of England to name but three. Jack 

loved his gardening and had many entries in the 

horticultural marquee on Force Open Day. Like a 

few coppers he was a bit of a romantic.  Audrey 

remembers one wedding anniversary when Jack 

booked a trip to New York and not just any old 

trip but a flight on Concorde. In the same vein 

Jack used to play the piano for Audrey – the baby 

Grand still has price of place in the family home.  

I cannot imagine Jack as being a forgetful man, 

but Audrey brought to mind one occasion when 

the choir went to Germany to sing.  Everybody 

had to reasonably smart – black shoes, black 

trousers.  “BLACK TROUSERS” ?? – His were still at 

home in the Maidstone.  Not wanting to let the 

side down both the Goodsalls had to go shopping 

pretty damn quick! 

It’s great to reminisce about all these things and 

remember Jack as a real stalwart of the Kent 

Police Male Voice Choir.  All those years ago he 

sang as a second tenor and could always keep the 

beat and rhythm right.  He had a particular way 

of doing this – you see he used to jangle his keys 

and money in time to the music.  I don’t know if 

Jack could hear it but the rest of us certainly 

could!! 

Jack – from me – thanks for giving so much to the 

KPMVC.  All of us who knew you know how much 

you loved the choir.  Those newer members who 

didn’t meet you can be grateful that those early 

beginnings have developed into something 

special.   God bless from KPMVC. 

 



 

…. So from memories of friends gone by, Mark Santer 

shares what it feels like to be a newcomer …. 

A New Boy’s Perspective 
“You can sing" said my wife, “why don’t you have a go at this?” The “this” in question was an advert in 
our local parish magazine for new recruits to the KPMVC, placed by George Taylor who lives just round 
the corner. So I turned up at Sutton Road and found myself in a choir. My public singing experience up 
to that point had been pub Karaoke and on the terraces at Twickenham, but I have always wanted to 
sing, so nothing ventured nothing gained. 

There was of course the test with maestro Martin our musical director, and happily I found myself 
seated between Roy Waller and Chris Longfield. “They are both solid," said Martin, and so they are; 
tuning in to what they are both singing has helped me massively to feel like I was a useful part of the 
choir. It has not been without some difficulties; when you don’t read music and have no idea what the 
difference is between a crochet and a minim, to be told “you are a bit above the octave" is confusing 
at first. 

The greatest challenge has been learning such a vast array of songs. At first I thought it would never 
happen, but over time and putting aside the music, using the notes on the choir website and, it has to 
be said one or two “gold fish moments”, I got through it. There were a number of us started in the 
choir in January 2019 and we all sympathised with each other and I think also supported and 
challenged each other to be concert performance ready. 

And so to the first performance, oh boy, what a roller coaster, my first uniform was not quite tailored 
for the more generously proportioned (fat) gentleman, and when I sat down in our seats in the church 
my buttons could not cope with the strain and burst apart with some force one button shooting off 
under the chairs in front of me. I borrowed a swiss army pen knife from a fellow choir member and 
attempted to lever apart and re-join the buttons whilst we were being introduced to the audience. I 
was quite flustered and incredibly nervous; we took our places and we began. Whilst I had attended a 
few of the choir’s concerts earlier in the year prior to my debut, they were nothing like being at the 
sharp end producing the lovely sound and I enjoyed every second of that performance.  

Having my wife in the audience and her telling me how proud she was of me had me walking on air. In 
a subsequent concert when my wife told me she could pick me out amongst the voices of the choir, 
and having recorded a couple of songs on her phone and played them back to me she was right. I 
could pick my voice out amongst the many voices and that brought me straight back down to earth...I 
still had a lot to learn. Then with a few concerts under your belt and just when you thought it was safe 
to go back in the water.... the Christmas programme commences, and there is a whole new raft of 
songs to memorise!!  

I think even though there are more recent recruits from January 2020 
I will probably still be “a new boy" for some time to come, and that’s ok, 
I feel it quite a privilege to sing with such a talented and experienced 
group of great characters, who have shown friendship, support,  
encouragement and welcomed me to be part of such a fine body of men. 

In the words of Roy Waller  
“Come on let’s get on with it and sing something”! 

 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Throughout February, March and April and in addition to my teaching and conducting, I will be 

working with Opera Brava again in several schools in Sussex and Essex, delivering opera 

workshops and creating opera productions with specially commissioned works for children based 

on The Chronicles of Narnia, including ‘The Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe’, and ‘Prince 

Caspian’. From May I will be rehearsing for the summer tour. This year I will be in productions of 

Tosca, The Marriage of Figaro and La Traviata. However, I shouldn’t be missing from any rehearsals 

for a while, though I may be dashing about a lot to meet my other commitments!  Martin Rendle 

 

  
 

 

 

 

 

 

A Musician’s Lot …  

The life of a professional musician is, by necessity, a varied one. 

There are very few permanent salaried jobs and most are short 

term contracts. This includes our leading national orchestras, 

opera companies and theatre. As a consequence, musicians and 

singers tend to combine a number of income streams. Along with 

performing work, most will teach or lead small ensembles. We 

end up being ‘portfolio’ musicians. My working life follows this 

model. Along with private singing teaching and teaching as a 

peripatetic teacher in a variety of schools I still perform as a singer 

in concerts and opera productions and work on education 

projects and workshops in schools and the community, and of 

course conduct this choir and the Thanet Male Voice Choir. 

In November I was absent from rehearsal and Stewart kindly 

filled in for me. On this occasion I was in Geneva with three other 

singers from Opera Brava, working with the children at the 

‘College Du Leman’ an international school just outside the city 

of Geneva. The school provides education for the children of 

parents who come from across the globe to work in Geneva either 

at the United Nations, the Cern Hadron Collider, or in the 

financial district. We gave a series of workshops to approximately 

two hundred and fifty children, looking at the way opera 

ensembles work and presenting a brief history and overview of 

opera. Opera Brava’s weeks residency ended with an opera gala. 

In addition to arias and duets performed by Opera Brava, we 

were also joined by a community choir and a chorus of children. 
 

 

 

FORTHCOMING CONCERTS 

4th April ~ St. Peter & St. Paul, Borden 

25th April ~ St. Mary’s, Northiam 

9th May ~ St. Michael’s Village Hall, Tenterden 

For ticket information and a full list of concert dates for 2020 please go to our 
website www.kpmvc.co.uk or email friends@kpmvc.co.uk  

 

http://www.kpmvc.co.uk/
mailto:friends@kpmvc.co.uk


The Bus, the Storm and the …. Spider??? 
Geoff Fisher recounts a tale from his days as young patrol officer with the Rhodesian Police 

 
I’m sure we all have memories of notable incidents happening 
during our duties as coppers. I certainly do and it happened one 
dark December night back in 1969.  The rainy season was a bit 
late that year but for days the skies had been threatening a 
downpour. Lightning strikes abounded and the accompanying 
rolls of thunder were pretty awe-inspiring. For those of us who 
love a spectacular storm it was good to know there would soon 
be a wonderful display courtesy of Mother Nature. Tropical 
storms are magic! It was around 7 pm and I was on my way to 
do a night shift. Halfway through my journey Mother Nature 
kindly obliged and the rain started. Forget the gentle pitter-patter 
of soft rain on grassy meadows or the drizzly gunge we 
sometimes have in this country. This was nature in the raw where 
the rain drops are huge and heavy and as fat as your forefinger. 
They come down with intensity seemingly sufficient to strip paint 
and the noise inside your car as you are bombarded with this lot 
is incredible. Add to this the cacophony of the thunder and the 
other-worldly flashing of forked lightning and you have the setting 
for a Dracula story! My headlights barely penetrated the gloom 
but as I made my way slowly along the road a single-decker bus 
loomed into view in front of me. Given the weather conditions, it 
was making slow progress and, in convoy, we crawled along at 
around 20 mph. Then, as if the bus had a huge spring beneath 
it, it flipped over onto its left-hand side. Travelling at such a slow 
speed it seemed impossible that this had happened. 

Being concerned about a possible fire risk (what – in that 
weather!?) – I stopped fifty yards or so behind the bus and 
dashed towards it to give what help I could. No other vehicles 
were in sight – I was all on my own! Then, like a jack-in-the-box, 
the driver emerged from his cab (which was now on the upper 
side of the bus) as if he was rocket-propelled. Slipping all over 
the wet glass and metal he danced around like a Dervish and 
started ripping his trousers off. Meanwhile, yours truly, had 
clambered onto the side of the bus and was trying to open the 
emergency exit in order to allow the passengers to escape. The 
bus owner had thoughtfully welded this shut in order to prevent 
unauthorised passengers getting into the bus – this was a 
common occurrence in those days. Discovering this, I returned 
to my car to get a hammer so I could at least break a few 
windows and skylights. All this time the driver, now trouserless, 
was lying on the ground screaming his head off and rolling in 
thick red gelatinous mud. 

Fortunately, there were only a handful of passengers and, due 
to the low speed of the bus when it rolled, injuries comprised of 
a few bruises here and there and a broken beer bottle or two. All 

the passengers managed to crawl out of the capsized vehicle, 
recover their belongings and set off in hissy fits to the next bus 
stop wherever that was. Forget about taking witness statements 
– they were gone! Once the passengers had vanished my 
attention turned to the now almost-naked driver. Given the 
heaving rain, the thunder, the lightning, the mud and the noise 
he was a surreal sight. Still screaming and eye-rolling he danced 
about like Torchy the Battery Boy with a full Duracell charge. I 
had to leave him to it to go and find a telephone box to call for 
assistance – no mobile phones in those days . . . it was a 
question of find a coin, press Button A and hope for the best. 
Having done this, I returned to the scene to find the driver, now 
naked and shivering under a tarpaulin where he spent the next 
20 minutes or so weeping like a baby. To add to the bizarre 
situation a reporter from The Rhodesia Herald had arrived and 
was popping away with his camera and flashgun. I invited him in 
‘friendly terms’ to leave the scene. Reinforcements arrived in the 
shape of several B-cars from Salisbury Central Traffic 
Department and a painfully slow ambulance from Harare 
Hospital. The driver, very slippery now as he had been rolling in 
mud, was loaded into the ambulance and off he went. The road 
was cleared, I went on duty looking like a wet rag doll and peace 
reigned once more. I spent a most unhappy but uneventful night 
steaming quietly in the Charge Office. I think I went home 
covered in mildew. 

After a few weeks all was revealed about this incident. It seemed 
the driver had felt a tickling sensation on his calf and had leaned 
down to have a good old scratch through his trouser leg. Instead 
of a calf he had found an unidentified lump on his leg which 
turned out to be a baboon spider. These things, although pretty 
harmless, are big and hard and fast-moving and are not to be 
tinkered with. As the driver was, well – driving, he tried to 
concentrate on negotiating a bend in the road in appalling 
weather and scratching at the same time. He failed. The bus 
flipped. The spider moved and, pretty upset by this time by 
having the driver’s hand pressed on its back, headed northwards 
up the nice warm trouser leg. The driver, having failed to 
negotiate the bend, flipped his bus and now, having identified a 
whopping great arachnid heading towards his manhood, ejected 
himself from his cab and tried to rid himself of the beast now 
somewhere within his clothing.  I’m sure the spider escaped to 
live another day as the little rascals are almost indestructible. 
The driver was subsequently exonerated by his employers and 
the Court and probably went back to work wearing bicycle clips. 
Ho hum - just another day ‘On the Beat’ . . .    Geoff Fisher 

 

             


