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I would like to take this opportunity to thank many people for their gratitude, 
complimentary comments and appreciation for a successful tour. The whole 
event reflects well on the overall organisation of SMVC and all the team who 
contributed to the music, the organisation and planning. I will also again thank 
the choir members for helping make things go so well. People were on time 
and where they should be on every occasion – in my experience it was a first!! 
Despite the stress Maggie and I had a great time as well. I have booked 
similar weather for next year!! 
 
We are actually planning the next two tours. Cardiff next year (May 20th -23rd) 
and a European Tour the following summer (current thoughts involve a trip to 
the Maastricht region but staying in Valkenberg – my brother-in-law has family 
in the region and has considerable ‘local’ knowledge and musical contacts. I 
suggest you Google Valkenberg – it looks great.) 
I have a provisional booking  with the Parkway Hotel in Cwmbran for the 
Wales trip in 2016– it is a spa hotel and looks pretty good. What is important 
is that we have as accurate a picture as possible of numbers who are likely to 
attend this tour – I will put a list out ASAP. Could I also appeal to people if 
they commit to this to stick with it. The hotels will need fairly accurate 
numbers given the pressure on hotel beds. I have also printed (in this edition) 
the repertoire I have been sent at this stage and further information about the 
World Choir event. 
 
You will be aware that the committee decided to support the Annual Dinner 
but there was significant discussion about this event. In recent years the 
number of choir members attending has fallen. It was decided that the venue 
was fine but that the format of the evening was in need of refreshing. To that 
end a small group was set up to look at revamping the night in an attempt to 
attract more interest. There was a notion that we should have some form of 
lounge music whilst we have the meal and to follow this will some external 
entertainment to provide the people attending with a different experience. If 
any of you have any suggestions you may want to put forward please let me 
know. 
 
The choir has suffered some sad losses in the past months but fortunately we 
continue to bring in new members and have several men checking us out. 
Since September last year we have welcomed Bernard Clement, Stephen 
Myers and Stuart Hardy into the top tenors. Sadly Ivan Dunn has resigned 
from the choir. We also have welcomed Paul Duff and Phil Martin is also a 
possible recruit. In the second tenors Leslie Hall is also a potential recruit.  
The baritones have welcomed Arthur Sharkey with William Barker as another 
potential recruit. Most recently David Barraclough has been attending 
rehearsals as a potential bass. 
Other potential recruits are Stuart Feeney, Simon Meyrick and Ian McGrath. 
As this point in the year the actual singing members number 75. The two 
stands at local shows and an advert in a local Camra magazine may well 
produce other possibilities. 
 



There are several possibilities for significant concerts in the pipeline. One at 
Keighley Playhouse (with a guest singer) and a big event at St. George’s Hall 
in Bradford for 2017. We are also going to explore a joint venture with Skipton 
Camarata. 
 
Thanks again to all contributors (including Pat Fenton for the captioned 
photos and my other half for her I.T and editorial support). 
 
If possible please contact me and forward articles to 
ianmcd51@hotmail.com 
 
 
Musical Director’s report:  
 
There is no doubt in my mind that the highlight of the recent West Midlands 
tour for me was the Friday night concert in Coventry. 
By sheer chance the two events - sharing a concert with City of Coventry 
MVC, the first Male Voice Choir I ever conducted and my 600th performance 
with Steeton MVC all came together that night. 
Perhaps it was not the very best concert as far as concerts go, but certainly 
one I shall never forget. 
Looking back over the years and all those concerts I am sure that most 
singers will have a favourite and, almost as surely, there would be a long list if 
such a list were to be compiled from everyone. 
The one that I recall giving me the most spine tingles was number 59, May 
1996, the Mass at St Josephs Church, Maastricht on what was my first 
Continental tour with the choir. Every one of the six songs we- sorry you - 
sang was as near perfect as you get from an amateur choir. Yes, it was that 
good. 
 
At the other end of the scale, the concert that I wish more than any other had 
never been was number 463 at Glusburn Institute in March 2005. Enough 
said! but not all the faults were due to SMVC. 
 
The Proudest has to be No.396, our Centenary Concert, because so many 
people in the choir had worked so hard to make it happen and for it to be so 
successful. 
 
600 concerts/funerals/recording sessions/Ferryboat cabarets/weddings and, 
sadly, funerals, 
At least 210 different singers, 
30 concerts shared with other choirs, 
over 250 different songs, 
10 pianists, 6 Chairmen, 3 Secretaries, 3 Treasurers.  
 
Looking back, I do not know how you have managed to put up with me for so 
long, but to finish on a brighter note - you will not have to face another 600! 
 
Alan Clark 
 

mailto:ianmcd51@hotmail.com


 
Joint Concert with Coventry Male Voice Choir  Friday 5th June 2015 
 
This concert took place in West Orchard United reformed Church which is 
relatively new. The Chapel was destroyed during the blitz of 1940/41, but 
rebuilt and consecrated on its present site in the leafy southern suburbs of the 
city on 16th October 1947. 
This means that it is younger than a significant majority of the two choirs!! 
 
This concert took us on a trip around the UK, the world and beyond! 
The joint opening numbers were “With A Voice of Singing” and “Speed Your 
Journey” the second of which was very melodic with good dynamics. 
 
Steeton then took us to Yorkshire with “Dry Stone Walls”; Wales with “Calon 
Lan”; the North East with “Colliers Requiem” and anywhere on the coast with 
“I Do Like To Be Beside The Seaside” (although memories of Scarborough 
and Tynemouth came to mind). 
 
Coventry continued our journey starting with “Freedom Is Coming” from South 
Africa. They followed it with an enjoyable Sinatra melody which took us to 
“New York New York” and “Fly Me ToThe Moon”. Where would we go next? 
To France with “Bring Him Home” from Les Miserables. They finished with 
“The Gospel Train” a traditional African-American spiritual. 
 
We needed a rest from our travels and Steeton provided us with “The Rose, 
“To Music” and “What Would I Do Without My Music”. We were then ready to 
travel to Liverpool for “You’ll Never Walk Alone”. 
 
We finished the evening in America with joint renditions of “WhenThe Saints 
Go Marching In” and An American Trilogy”. 
 
A thoroughly enjoyable travel and singing experience with a jolly afterglow in a 
pub to start the weekend off.                                          Maggie McDonald 
 

 
 
 

Joint Concert With Kidderminster Male Choir Saturday 6th June 2015 
  
We were given a very warm welcome by the ladies (not forgetting the chaps 
who directed the coaches) and a delicious tea. 
 



Kidderminster’s opening number, “The March Of The Peers” from Iolanthe, 
would have pleased all the G & S fans. 
This was followed by “Sailing” and the lovely “Bewdley Carol”  
Next we were treated to “When You Say Nothing At All” and the light and 
shade of “The Sound Of Silence”. The choir ended their first section with the 
moving “Bring Him Home”. 
 
Steeton opened in good from with what is now their signature tune, “Dry 
Stone Walls”, followed by the beautiful “Calon Lan”. 
“Autumn Leaves came next and then the new(ish) “Silver Birch” which really 
sounded good………in fact it grows on you. 
“Peace In The Valley” worked well (better than expected I gather from some 
of the choir). 
The final item “Seaside was a happy, fun way to round off a good first half. 
 
Kidderminster started the second half with a superbly powerful “Zadok The 
Priest”. Then came the contrast of “Scarborough Fair” with its good variations 
of tone. Two love songs followed, “Love Is All Around”  and “She”. 
The latter was well done and the chaps dispelled all visions of the creepy 
Charles Aznavore!! 
We then had the clear diction of “This Old Man” and then, to finish, Anthem” 
which always goes down well. 
 Steeton’s second section began with two very good songs, “To Music” and 
“myfanwy”, both sung with lots of feeling. The excellent and moving “Collier’s 
Requiem” which came after was very much appreciated by the audience. 
“Dashenka” got our feet tapping before the change of mood for the two 
rousing last pieces, “Thanks Be To God” and “What Would I Do Without My 
Music”. An excellent choice to round off the section. 
  
The joint finale with the powerful and wonderful music of “Speed Your 
Journey” and “Morte Christe” filled the whole church and was a mosr fitting 
end to a wonderfully uplifting concert. 
 PS The evening was rounded off by a fantastic “Afterglow” which could have 
gone on all night!!!     
     
Anne Pratt 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Warwick Castle Sunday 7th June 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

An enjoyable final evening in the hotel! 



 
 

 

             

                                      

A reflection 



I still recall the words ‘come on down and give us a try – we’re a friendly 
bunch’ from our MD Alan just over 3 years ago now/ The reasons I remember 
them so vividly is that at each rehearsal, each concert, each social occasion 
that friendliness is always there. The contrast from working alone in my job all 
day to becoming involved with the choir has brought some balance to my life. 

Since coming back from the Warwickshire tour I have, and I suppose like 
many others, been reflecting on that time. The weather was a great bonus but 
the well planned trips, accommodation and company (and of course the 
singing) felt the four days was excellent value. Attention to time schedule and 
information throughout by Ian McDonald was thorough and relaxed. So a 
great big thank you to Ian and the team. 

I mentioned company and friendliness earlier and being single, as some other 
members may know, isn’t always easy on social occasions. When I arrived 
down for dinner at the hotel I was asked by a choir member where I was 
sitting. As there were no places reserved he invited me to join his table. It is 
these gestures that don’t go unnoticed and I thank you very much for the 
evening. 

I do hope everyone who attended the photo shoot at Steeton Manor had a 
pleasant time and it produced some good results. My boss really appreciated 
the singing. 

Thank you to all. 

Stephen Parsons 

 

Pen Portrait : Peter Stewart (top tenor) 

 

  

 
As long as I can remember I have always enjoyed singing. The earliest 
recollection’s I have of singing are around the age of five when I used to sing 
along to song’s on the radio ‘Light’ programme, as it was then, such as 
Children’s favourite’s and Housewife’s choice or my Dad’s ‘’78’s’ Nat King 
Cole and other’s of the early Fifties. 
Around that time I once sang to the girl next door who was older than myself 
but I do not think she was all that impressed. So my singing at the time didn’t 
lead anywhere. The next time I sang in public was a solo in primary school in 
front of the class around 10 years old along with others; a pop song called 
‘Singing the Blues’.  



It wasn’t till my early thirties that my wife suggested I have a hobby and soon 
after saw an Ad in the Telegraph & Argus for a local all male Barbershop choir 
which I promptly joined in 1982 at Bradford (which has since amalgamated 
with one of the Leeds choir’s).  
I sang with them for about 3 years till, through a bereavement & domestic 
crisis, I eventually had to cease singing with them. It was a shame in a way 
because I really enjoyed my time singing with them (I was briefly in a quartet 
towards the end). But I have a least some mementos from them along with 
photos.  
As time progressed things in my life got worse and by 1989 my life was in dire 
straits. I decided after some soul searching to surrender my life to the Lord 
Jesus Christ this I did in April that year. From then on things began to slowly 
turn around and get better for me and the children. Having a personal 
relationship with God and going to church singing hymns & songs played a 
big part in my life and still does. 
Since then it’s only fairly recently ( December 2012) that I started singing 
again. The church which I have been attending for the last 2 year’s were 
asking for volunteers to sing Christmas carols and other songs. 
I decided to join and am still singing with them at Sunday services.  
It was at a rehearsal one evening in mid April 2012 that Eric Parker SMVC 
Concert/publicity Secretary invited me to come along to choir rehearsal at the 
chapel in Steeton where the choir regularly rehearse their fine repertoire of 
contemporary Christian and other music of which I am proud to be a part of 
and I look forward to singing many more years with them. 
 
 
Some Thoughts  
from Big Fella aka Country Boy. (Colin Easterby an ex SMVC bass) 
 
Having recently listened to Pat Fenton’s contribution of ‘Dry Stone Walls’ 
included in last month’s concert at the Hetton Methodist Chapel, I would just 
like to say how much I enjoyed that particular item and on a personal level 
found it very emotive. 
 
The reason being that first and foremost I am a very proud Yorkshireman!  
And secondly a Dalesman living in Threshfield near Grassington up to the age 
of 21, where most of my family settled on retirement from farming in 
Littondale,  There is evidence that my Great Grandfather,and Grandfather,and 
his son, my Uncle, apparently throughout their life showed great stone walling 
skills and  my Grandfather was often called upon to judge the Dry Stone 
Walling Competition at Kilnsey Show, so he obviously had the necessary 
expertise in constructing stone walls to a very high standard in order to make 
a judgement in appraising the standards of competitor’s in this field! 
 
I spent my earlier years as a boy soprano singing in and around Wharfedale 
often being asked to sing at Chapel Anniversaries and enjoying sumptuous 
teas and being dropped off at home. One of these engagements I recall was 
when a farmer who attended the Methodists Chapel on the corner at 
Threshfield asked me if I could sing in Malham Chapel in the afternoon and 
would take me to their farm for tea to Bordley, and afterwards take me to 



Hetton Methodists Chapel to sing in the evening  service before returning me 
a home tired but happy, quite an adventure for a 8 or 9 year old!! 
Now at 74 I am still singing solos with the Dalesmen MVC, a Mixed Voice 
Chapel Choir, still touring around beautiful countryside in lovely Chapels and 
Churches where I am in my element living the life of a “Country Boy” singing , 
good fellowship, and scrumptious teas and suppers!!! 
 
Therefore my situation musically appears to have continued for a long time 
and it seems even longer since that nervous young boy in short trousers with 
legs not dissimilar to those of a curlew sang in Hetton Methodist Chapel, 
when I began my career in entertaining, and rest as they say is history!! 
On the 4th of July we ‘The Dalesmen’ will be travelling to Skipton for our return 
fixture when we will enjoy good music and hospitality at the “Afterglow” and 
will forge a link with the existing choir and hopefully be able to maintain the 
exchanges when Bingley Musical Union used to enjoy many years ago , when 
they ceased to exist and Steeton integrated some members, one Donald 
Gillbank amongst others, who became a good friend of mine and he 
acquainted me of reight good do”s he had enjoyed in Castleton and Bingley 
and the last time spoke with him shortly before his passing was suited that I 
was still singing wi” them lad’s ower there ? 
 
 
Pen Portrait : Paul Duff  Top Tenors  
 
I was born on a damp, foggy February day in 1960. It was a Wednesday - full 
of woe. The second child in a family of four children I grew into a big, podgy 
child with a liking for rice pudding. I attended catholic schools where nuns, 
priests and teachers (who really wished they were either nuns or priests) 
shaped our moral code and provided inspiration for our entry into the world of 
adulthood and work.  
 
Leaving school in 1978 with the lowest possible A level grades I decided to 
have a go at the “work” thing so often talked about by my father and my 
teachers. I didn’t really get it. After working six months in a management 
trainee position at AE Auto Parts and threatened with a long stint in the 
warehouse, I couldn’t help feeling that I was destined for something better 
than work. So I bade farewell to family and friends and left for London town 
with my band mates for a life of sex, drugs and rock n roll.  
“The Silver Screen Girls” (all boys), Bradford’s answer to David Bowie and the 
Sex Pistols, felt the world was ready for our explosive glam/punk music and 
London was the first stop. Radio 1 played our song, we made a video, we met 
record company executives and then they all said “no thanks lads”. We didn’t 
get any sex, did too many drugs and consequently played little rock n roll. 
Strife within the band surfaced as artistic temperaments clashed over who 
would smoke the last roll up and whose was the last tin of warm Colt 45 lager. 
Like so many great bands of the past we split too soon - before our music 
could be truly appreciated by world at large.  
 
Not yet ready to actually work for a living I tried being a student for a while, 
studying law at Ealing College. I managed a whole year but was asked to 



leave the course after the 1st year because my attendance record fell below 
the 10% minimum they required. It was sooooo boring so hardly my  fault. I 
got a job - reluctantly.  I drove a London bus. Routemaster - routes 6,8,220 & 
221. London transport gave you two days following your training to learn the 
routes you were to drive. Unfortunately I fell asleep on the bus routes 8 and 6 
and then gambled on getting 220 or 221 for my first day. I was given a 
number 8 to drive - Willesden Green to Hackney Wick. I made several 
miscalculation on route - all corrected by the passengers banging and kicking 
on my cab window. My worse routing error caused me to do a U turn on The 
Strand much to the amusement of the Japanese tourists and annoyance of 
the cabbies. My Rastafarian bus conductor kindly offer me a smoke on his 
massive spliff when we (somewhat belatedly) arrived in Hackney - reluctantly I 
politely declined his offer (my father would have been proud). 
 
London’s bright lights eventually began to take their toll on this sensitive artist. 
My then girlfriend, and soon to be wife, spotted the slow decline in my general 
cleanliness and my capacity to speak coherently and encouraged me to 
maybe get a wash, a proper job and start eating again. I took her advice and I 
have never looked back. We got married, had two children, a boy and a girl, 
and settled down like most grown ups tend to do eventually .  
 
I worked at the family firm in Bradford for the next 15 years. We made signs 
and screen printed material  but the majority of our work was for the tobacco 
companies and so when tobacco advertising was banned we lost  money and 
eventually the firm closed. I needed a job but didn‘t have any real skills. I 
blagged my way into working as a taxi driver during the night and during the 
day I secured a job in a school for teenage boys with behavioural difficulties. I 
really enjoyed both jobs but neither paid very much money so when I 
eventually finished my open university degree a couple of years later I applied 
to train as a teacher. I worked for a couple of years teaching in Bradford and 
then applied to train as an educational psychologist. I have spent the last ten 
years working for North Yorkshire County Council as an educational 
psychologist currently covering 33 schools in the Craven area. My job mainly 
consists of me rubbing my chin slowly whilst pondering some question or 
other to which I have no sensible answer other than my default “let me think 
about that and I’ll get back to you”. I’m lucky to have such a job really and 
sometimes wonder how on earth I have ended up doing what I’m doing. 
 
I used to play in an acoustic duo  - we spent about ten years playing as “two 
men in a corner” playing whatever people wanted to hear. It was a perfect 
partnership because my partner supplied the PA and the estate car and I 
supplied the good looks and talent (Ha! makes me smile every time). Over the 
last couple of years I’ve done less and less gigs although we play the 
occasional festival so long as we can sit down to play, are guaranteed free 
beer and we have to be home by 10.30pm. Rock n Roll! 
 
I’ve really enjoyed singing with Steeton over this last year - and as I become 
more familiar with the repertoire and the familiar faces I am feeling more and 
more at home and I look forward to spending many happy years singing with 
this very talented group of men (and lady).  



 

 

Julie Andrews 

July Andrews turned 69 last October and to commemorate her birthday she 
made a special appearance on Manhattan’s Radio City Music Hall. One of the 
musical numbers she performed was “My Favourite Things” from the “Sound 
of Music”.  Here are the actual lyrics she used: 

Maalox and nose drops and needles for knitting, 
Walkers and handrails and new dental fitting, 
Bundles of magazines tied up in string, 
These are a few of my favourite things. 
 
Cadillac’s and cataracts, and hearing aids and glasses, 
Polident and Fixodent and false teeth in glasses, 
Pacemakers, golf carts and porches with swings, 
These are a few of my favourite things. 
 
When the pipes leak, when the bones creak, 
When the knees go bad, 
I simply remember my favourite things, 
And then I don’t feel so bad. 
 
Hot tea and crumpets and corn pads for bunions, 
No spicy hot food or food cooked with onions, 
Bathrobes and heating pads and hot meals they bring, 
These are a few of my favourite things. 
 
Back pains, confused brains, and no need for sinnin’, 
Thin bones and  fractures and hair that is thinnin’, 
And we won’t mention our short, shrunken frames, 
When we remember our favourite things. 
When the joints ache, when the hips break, 
When the eyes grow dim, 
Then I remember the great life I’ve had, 
And then I don’t feel so bad. 

Julie received a standing ovation from the crowd that lasted over 4 minutes. 

(perhaps we should add it to our repertoire!!) 

Thanks to Jeremy Laws for letting me have this. 

 
 
 
 



Pen Portrait :  Bernard Clement (Top Tenor) 
 

 
 
Born 11th of April L938, in the parish of Easington, County Durham. 
Father, Cordwainer. (Master Shoemaker.) Ancestors, members of The Guild 
of Cordwainers of the City of London. 
The family moved from the North in 1947, because of my father's poor health. 
I was taken into the family business at the age of nine, and worked a hard 
forty five hour week even at that age. 
I was always tired, and did badly at school, which was run by the Gestapo, in 
nun's clothing! 
Never mind, I made my first pair of shoes at the age of eleven, and passed 
my apprenticeship at 14. 
I was called up for National Service in L957, and opted for the Royal Air 
Force, and was promptly seconded into Task Force Antler, which none of us 
had even heard of before, or knew anything about. We were told that we were 
going to the 2nd Tactical Air Force in Germany, yes, them wot bombed our 
chippy! And just to make things clear, we were kitted out in tropical kit. Wow, 
those Germans must get better weather than us! 
Several months later... I was in the isolation ward of Changi tropical diseases 
hospital in Singapore, making a slow recovery from Amoebic Dysentery. 
Never mind how I got there! 
On recovery, I was flown out to Australia (well what did you expect!) To rejoin 
the six hundred and fifty other members of Task Force Antler who were letting 
off fireworks in the South Australian desert. (Albeit, they were very BIG 
fireworks.) I witnessed three Atomic tests and was out in the open only six 
miles from ground zero for the biggest and most frightening one! lt's surprising 
what some people will volunteer for! 
I returned to Blighty on the twenty fourth of December, and when I walked into 
the kitchen, my mum handed me a cup of tea, and dad handed me an apron, 
"Come on, we have a lot to do before we close for Christmas. Nothing had 
changed! 
Acting on my Dad's advice, I decided to give up the rat race that had become 
the norm around London and the suburbs, and I bought a thirty five acre dairy 
farm on the hillside above Cononley. 
There I met a local lass, called Angela Burns, who lived with her parents at 
Cononley Hall. Never being one to hang about (the family motto is quick or 
sorry) I asked her to marry me. We had only met for the first time two weeks 
previously. She said "Yes, but we had better not tell my parents just yetl" 
Things were very difficult for us as work was scarce, Skipton was losing its 
mills and I could not make a living from the farm, so I did any kind of wonk I 



could get, from agricultural contracting to engine overhauls, welding, steel 
erecting factory work, I had five kids and a wife to keep. 
Apart from raising the children, Angela also taught at various schools. 
When Raygill Quarry closed, I discovered that it was to be sold and I put in an 
offer, which, after explaining my plans for it to the board of Tilcon, the offer 
was accepted. After almost thirty years of desperately hard work the place 
has been transformed and we now have a lovely house on the lakeside, and a 
cafe on the other side, in the reception building, My daughter in law runs the 
cafe, my son runs the fishery. 
I won't mention my boat building and sailing that was therapeutic after I 
wrecked both of my twenty four ton wagons, in the space of three days, and 
left me a near cripple. I was forced to retire at that point, and build a twelve 
ton ocean going yacht, like you do! 
We have had some pretty hard times, but we have always been happy and 
Angela loves what the quarry has developed into, so it has all been 
worthwhile. Now, after two hip replacements, four shoulder ops, two incidents 
of appendicitis (none operable) and a set of broken ribs, when I fell off the 
boat as you do from time to time, now I take things a bit easier. 
As for my love of music, well my father had a lovely tenor voice and we used 
to sing as we worked. When I met Angela she was rehearsing for Princess lda 
at the Alhambra. Naturally I got roped in and found I liked G and S, I did about 
seven shows with the Bradford Gilbert and Sullivan Society I think. 
I also sang with Skipton Operatics, and then I joined Nelson Arion for many 
years until I developed Parkinsons, now it's your turn, you lucky people! On 
that note l will say goodnight and hope that it is, thanks for all the kindness 
and hospitality, and for accepting me at a difficult time in my life, and for Allan, 
he is so patient and has a good sense of humour, something I am not used to 
in MD's" 
Just one more thing, Dry stone Walls, it gives me terrible backache!  
 
 

In Memoriam Frank Place 

 

I had not received the eulogy for Frank in time for the last edition of the 
Chimes but somewhat belatedly it is included in this edition, 

Frank was born on 25th October 1927 at Hainworth near Keighley. He spent a 
happy childhood there and attended Ingrow School where he won a 



scholarship to Keighley Boys’ Grammar School. His father died in 1941 
followed by his mother in 1947 when Frank was just 19. 

After leaving school in 1943 he started work as an office boy at firm of 
worsted spinners in Keighley where he remained until retirement in 1991, 
working his way up to company secretary and director of an associated firm. 
He joined the RAF in April 1947 and spent most his National Service in Egypt 
before returning to England to live with his Uncle Ralph (an Anglican Vicar in 
Skipton) and family. In 1953 he married Vera and they set up home in 
Silsden, where they lived for the rest of their lives. Vera died in 2001. 

His primary interest was his family – wife Vera, son Tim and daughter in law 
Jean, grandson Ted and wife Kim, great-grandsons Nathan and Luke and 
granddaughter Harriet. Frank had many other interests – cricket, motoring, 
walking in his beloved Yorkshire Dales and Lake District, Silsden Methodist 
Church, classical music, choral singing with SMVC, Silsden Civic Society and 
volunteer work at Airedale Hospital. He kept up most of these interests and 
remained very active right to the end. 

What can be said about Frank? He was a true Gentleman and was well 
respected, he had a strong work ethic and an even stronger family ethic. He 
liked his own company of late and yet whilst not a gregarious person enjoyed 
select company. Not a man who engaged in small talk much he tended to be 
seriously minded holding a wealth of knowledge. He was a voice of reason, 
he knew his own mind and was a good peacemaker. 

Whilst holding fast to traditional values and ideals he could be coerced 
eventually into trying new things, learning the art of using a computer when he 
was in his early 80’s. 

His reliability and loyalty was demonstrated in his work practice having 
worked until retirement at Thomas Wilsons’ in Keighley as a company 
secretary, his dedication to any of his interests and the things that his God 
called him to. He served his church in the background being Gift aid 
secretary, but he was always evident in worship in his understated way. 

Frank’s love of his family is what brings you all here today. Without the love 
you have shared why would you be here? So let us take a few moments to be 
quiet and to draw up in our own mind our memories of Frank as a father, 
grandfather and a friend. 

Frank we are glad for the times we have shared together, for the friendship, 
the wise counsel and for the privilege of sharing life together. 

 

 

 

 



The Cor World Choir (Sat May 21st 2016– programme of songs 

 Jacob’s Ladder   -  MVC 

 Steal Away   - MVC 

 Chorus from Hebrew Slaves -  whole choir 

 Ademus                               - whole choir 

 Hallelujah Chours                - whole choir 

 O Fortuna (from Carmina Burana)  - whole choir 

 Zadok the Priest                 - mixed 

 Were You There?              - MVC 

 Eli Jenkins Prayer                - whole choir 

 Llanfair                                - MVC 

Some further information: 

Hotel :  Parkway Spa Hotel, Cwmbran . Room costs for B/B are £65 for 
singles and £75 for twins and doubles – check out the hotel on their website. 

Tickets for supporters are not cheap - £30, but it is a major event and there 
will be ‘star’ guests for us all to listen to. There are already over 10,000 voices 
registered from over 200 choirs. The main rehearsal will be in the afternoon. 
Singers are asked to wear white shirts and black trousers. 

 

Mike’s Musical Notes 

Softly , as I leave you :  The song, the legend and the message 

This Italian song was composed by Giorgio Calabrese and Tony De Vita and 
was later translated into English by Hal Shaper. It was first performed formally 
by ‘Mina’ at the Sanremo Music Festival under the name ‘Piano’ (Softly). It 
was then recorded in 1960 as a single. The English version followed in 1961 
under the name we know today. Shaper ‘simply’ translated and interpreted the 
Italian lyrics. (This is the main point made by the website ‘urban legends 
revealed’.) 

The most well known versions are by Matt Munro and Frank Sinatra. Sinatra’s 
family announced his death in 1998 by placing details on their website 
accompanied by a recording of his version of the song. 

The moving legend associated with this poignant song was originated by Elvis 
who introduced his Las Vegas shows with a story he said he heard from 



‘some people in Florida’. The introduction and his rendition of the song can 
still be heard on the internet – he never actually recorded the song but it was 
illegally captured by a fan at one of his concerts in 1975 and then eventually 
formally released by RCA in 1978. Ironically he does not sing on the 
recording, he talks over his Irish backing singer Sherrill Nielsen. 

Whatever the facts of the matter are this moving interpretation does fit the 
lyrics perfectly. The introduction and the delivery impart a powerful message 
which has given comfort and solace to many who have lost loved ones in 
similar circumstances – there are many moving testaments to this on various 
websites.‘The song originated when a man was dying and his wife was sitting 
at his bedside. As she began to doze off, he felt himself drifting off and he 
wrote the word to the song on a notepad’. 

Softly, I will leave you softly 

For my hear would break 

If you should wake and see me go 

So I leave you softly, long before you miss me – 

After all the years, I can’t bear the tears to fall 

So Softly as I leave you there 

As I leave you there …. 

Mike Hopkinson  (I have quoted and paraphrased some sources from 
‘Wikipedia’ and ‘Urban legends revealed’.) 

 
 
 
Bingley Arts Centre Thursday August 27th 
 
I was contacted by Baildon Ladies Choir who asked if I could promote an 
event that people associated with them are organising.  
An Australian a capella group “The Spooky Men’s Chorale” are appearing 
at Bingley Arts Centre. 
I checked them out and I think it could be an entertaining night. We intend to 
go. 
“an unlikely blend of deadpan humour and unaccompanied harmony singing 
…exquisite” (The Guardian) 
Seek them out on the internet and contact the Arts Centre for tickets if you are 
interested. 
Ian 
 



In Memoriam : Arnold Sheriff 

 
Arnold was born in Leeds on 20th August 1938 to Thomas and Ida Sheriff, the 
first of 4 boys. Brother Colin arrived 15 months later in 1939 and the younger 
brothers Edwin and Roy followed after the war. 
 
On Arnold’s first day at Calverley Primary School, just 200 yards away from 
their house, he arrived home at dinner time saying he had enjoyed it but had 
had enough. 
The boys had Dinky toys. Colin smashed his up but Arnold kept his in good 
nick, so much so that they have been passed down the family. 
When the family were having an outing Arnold had to be dressed ready first 
because he could be relied on to keep clean and tidy. 
The family walked, their only means of transport. Colin wanted to be carried 
but Arnold walked everywhere and loved it, which possibly led to his love of 
walking in later life. 
 
After the family moved to Lower Heights Farm, Stanbury, the 2 older boys 
spent their days building bogeys out of old pram wheels and wood and loved 
zooming down the hills. They collected sticks to carve into catapults and bows 
and arrows and spent hours and hours roaming around the moors. Arnold 
remembered these as very happy times. 
 
Growing up the boys had a tandem which they used to tinker with, changing 
wheels and trying to improve it. Arnold told tales of riding down Denby Hill, 
despite the fact that they had no brakes. Colin remembers that they once ran 
into a car. Although Arnold never mentioned that! 
 
Arnold attended Stanbury Primary School and loved every minute of to. The 
he went to Haworth Secondary School which he always called Butt Lane 
College. He left school at the age of 15 and joined his father in the Parks 
Department at Haworth Park. 
 
The family moved to Keighley and Arnold subsequently worked as a gardener 
at Cliffe Castle. From this time he had a lifelong love of flowers and gardening 
and he was very proud of his garden at Raglan Street. 
 
He worked in the Parks Department for 20 years, interrupted by 2 years 
National Service in the Duke of Wellington Regiment serving his time in 
Bangor, Northern Ireland. He remembered square bashing and told how 
everyone was out of stop except him! 
 



It was in Cliffe Castle grounds that he first met Barbara Binns who walked 
back and forth through the park to school. 
While courting Arnold and Barbara had a day out cycling to Stump Cross 
Cavern. The day went well until on the return journey the weather changed 
and they found themselves battling against driving rain up the hill from 
Blubberhouses. On reaching the top and finding it was still hard pedalling 
against the wind Barbara sat down at the side of the road and cried, hoping 
for sympathy and comfort. As always Arnold had the situation in hand. He 
simply got on his bike and pedalled off. Furious, Barbara got on her bike and 
pedalled after him shouting “If you think I’m marrying you, you’ve got another 
think coming!” 
 
Barbara and Arnold were married in February 1966 and set up home in a 
cottage in Kildwick. In the summer of 66 Barbara persuaded Arnold to holiday 
in the Hebrides. He was hooked and from then on, whenever they had the 
opportunity, the lure of the islands called them back. They shared a love of 
wild places and the beauty of nature and through the years visited over 40 
Scottish islands. Mainland Scotland also beckoned as Arnold was keen to 
climb the Scottish Mountains. 
 
Their 2 eldest daughters, Alison and Gwen, were born in Kildwick. After this 
time, with baby number 3 on the way, they moved to Raglan Street and 
Arnold took a change of job direction and became an HGV driver to support 
his growing family. He worked for the same firm, Chris Metcalfe’s, for 25 years 
and loved every minute of it, knowing every bend and turn on all the routes 
countrywide. 
 
David was born in 1974 and Joy completed the family in 1977. 
 
He was a super Dad, loving and kind, encouraging and enthusiastic about all 
our ventures. He was the rock the family was built on. 
 
Because of the nature of his job and the long hours he worked Barbara was 
the organiser and no matter what hair-brained schemes she came up with he 
supported her and made them possible. They camped, hiked, cycled, 
holidayed in the Hebrides and looked after a farm for dear friends, to name a 
few of the special times that they couldn’t have had without him. 
 
The family home was always full of other children, teenagers, neighbours, the 
wider family and friends, all of whom were welcomed with his famous hug. 
With his grandchildren he shared many happy times, making things, bird 
watching, holidays, gardening, walking, patiently doing jig-saws and even train 
spotting. He loved them and they loved him. 
 
Dad was proud, very proud of his children and thought it was the best thing 
ever when all the family got together. We were very lucky to have our Dad. 
 
In case anyone was wondering what his interests were, they were trains, 
trains and more trains. He loved the railways and from the age of 15 he could 
be found on the bridge at Beechcliffe with his mates Pete Wood and Ken 



Crabtree and others, train spotting. His train journeys took him far and wide 
and he all but completed the whole of the rail network. What he didn’t know 
about British Rail wasn’t worth knowing. He liked nothing better if a family day 
out somehow included trains and unbelievably the best picnic spots always 
had the railway in view! 
 
In the car Barbara always felt safe with Dad at the wheel, except when he got 
wind of an approaching train. On one occasion Barbara was driving home 
alone from Skipton on the by-pass when there was a build up of traffic. She 
wondered what the hold up was and was mortified to discover it was Arnold 
dawdling along in the outside lane in the hope of getting the number of the 
approaching train. 
 
Dad was made redundant at the age of 58 although he worked part time for a 
number of years. It gave him time to follow his other pursuits such as the 
RSPB and Skipton U3A meetings which included History, Popular Music of 
the 1920’S to the 1950’s and, of course, the Railway Group. 
 
For the past 16 years he has been a proud member of Steeton Male Voice 
Choir. The choir has been a huge part of his retirement years. The welcome 
he received on joining and the continuing camaraderie and friendships 
formed, and of course the music, gave him a joy that equalled his passion for 
trains.  
 
Dad/Arnold was very much loved. He lived his life to the full and took pleasure 
in the little things. He was content with his lot, he never had a bad word to say 
and saw good in everyone. No matter what the circumstances or company, he 
was always happy to be himself and as so many people in the last week have 
said, he was a lovely man. 
 
The Measure of a Man – read at the funeral 
 
Not how did he die, but how did he live 
Not what did he gain, but what did he give, 
These are the units to measure the worth 
Of a man as a man, regardless of his birth. 
Not what was his church, nor what was his creed, 
But had he befriended those really in need. 
Was he ever ready with a word of good cheer, 
To bring back a smile, to banish a tear 
Not what did the sketch in the newspaper say 
But how many were sorry when he passed away. 
 
Anon 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
SMVC Leisure Wear 
A reminder to longer standing members and information for newer members. 
Malcolm Hopkins is in charge of our shop and you or your loved ones can 
purchase the following SMVC items. 
The following items are available for sale: 

  
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
The Silver Grey tie was previously official uniform. There are very few left and 
are reduced to clear, so bag a bargain. 
The lambswool sweaters were previously regarded as uniform and were worn 
with the blue ties. The polo shirts are available in many colours (we have a 
large stock) but large sizes are in short supply 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Grandad Bird  
Written by Arnold’s granddaughter Isobelle 
 
Grandad was a person to trust 
I shared memories with him that will never grow dust 
He always was a bundle of fun 
And he was a helping hand to everyone 
His hugs were as calming as the waves in the sea 
I especially loved it when he loved me 
When we went on holiday 
We would go rock climbing and play 
I loved it when we drove along 
The sunny road and sang a song 
All these things I will never forget 
‘Cos these are the things that make Grandad my Grandad. 
 
 

Blue Lambswool Sweaters £35 

Grey Sweaters £12 

Polo Shirts £  5 

Silver Grey Ties £  2 

Blue Ties £  5 

Uniform Ties £  5 



 
 
 

Contacts for SMVC 

                                
Concert/ Events Dates 2015 (7.30 unless noted) 

 

September   

Saturday 26th Holy Trinity Church Cowling 

October   

Saturday 10th Annual Concert, Kings Hall, Ilkley 

Saturday 17th Chatsworth House 

November   

Saturday 28th Octagon, Sandbeds, Riddlesden Opus 44 

December   

Saturday 12th  SMVC EOY Concert, Holy Trinity, Skipton 

Chairman David Borley 01943602719 david.borley@02.co.uk 

Musical 
Director 

Alan Clark 07538377035 alanclark51@hotmail.co.uk 

Secretary / 
Chimes Ed 

Ian McDonald 01274400375 
07949626675 

ianmcd51@hotmail.com 

Concert 
Secretary 
/publicity 

Eric Parker 01274598221 ericjparker@blueyonder.co.uk 

Treasurer John Dowlan 01422 248010 john@dowlan.co.uk 

Accompanist Pat Jones 01535652026 
07765836029 

patjones179@btinternet.com 

Dep. M.D. Noel Aspinall 01535 601157 noel_aspinall@sky.com 

Dep. 
Accompanist 

Peter 
Abberton 

01274 551526 peterabberton@btinternet.com 

Recruitment Ken Wardell 01943 817432 kenwardell31@btinternet.com 

Stage Manager Richard 
Hartley 

01535 603380 hartleyrich@yahoo.co.uk 

Attendance/ 
Web man. 

Steve Fenton 01535 604373 steeton@stevefenton.me.uk 

Duplicator Tim Bastow 01535 603065 tim.jtbastow@blueyonder.co.uk 

Archivist Peter Lofts 01535 634388 peterlofts30@hotmail.co.uk 

Top tenor rep Tim Bastow 01535 603065 tim.jtbastow@blueyonder.co.uk 

2nd Tenor rep Norman 
Hudson 

07774991594 
01943 831400 

normanhudson@talktalk.net 

Baritone rep Steve 
Parsons 

01535631452 
07967807108 

 

Bass rep David Brown 01535274919 david@margaretcareyfoundation.com 



 


