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RAY OSMENT
KASS Chairman 1994-1996

"All the way!" I can still hear Ray's voice as we come to the end of a dance with eight
hands round. This phrase sums up Ray's attitude to life, and especially to his love of
Scottish Country Dancing,

I was just beginning to write this piece when I had a telephone call from Molly, and
she said "Ray always wanted dancing to be fun", and fun it certainly was when he was
around: I am sure even the most critically correct or the most timid beginner could not
but be caught up in the exuberance of his sheer enjoyment. Ray was an extrovert, and
when he was enjoying himself he expected everyone else to do the same This is not to
say he took his dancing lightly: he made strenuous efforts to improve his technique, as
we all do, with varying degrees of success, but he never let that sort of concentration
overcome the fun,

As KASS Chairman, he untiringly toured the member clubs with Molly, and they were
always assured of a warm welcome, however late their arrival. As a former Chairman
myself, I know how difficult it can be to find schools and village halls in out of the way
places, often in badly lit streets, but Ray's navigation was a standing joke in KASS:
how a former naval officer and geography teacher managed to get lost on the way
from Rainham to Dover is the stuff of which legends are made, and no-one enjoyed the
joke more than Ray himself! But his visits to all corners of the county were more than
just a jolly night out: a "high profile" Chairman can do so much to bind together a very
diverse group of people, and make those who are unable to travel to other clubs'
events feel that they are valued members of the "family". No-one did this better than
Ray Osment. It is particularly poignant to remember that at the 1996 AGM when he
was to step down as Chairman, he was not well enough to attend and hear the tributes
paid to him in person.

Throughout the ten months or so of his illness, we never went to a function connected
with KASS without several people asking "How's Ray?". It was often very difficult to
sound optimistic when the signs were not good, but to be otherwise would have been
somehow disloyal. Ray bore his illness with tremendous courage, a cliche which was
completely true in his case. | well remember talking to him on the telephone shortly
after the diagnosis was finally confirmed, when he told me in quite matter of fact terms
of the prognosis which was undoubtedly bleak, but he dwelt on the positive side, and I
think we all tacitly accepted that however pessimistic we felt, we would play it his
way. Visits, whether at home or in hospital were turned into cheerful occasions: there
was a lot of banter and laughter, with everyone trying to appear "normal”: it was only
when the door was closed that one could permit oneself a sigh or a tear. So it was, on
the last time he visited the Medway club night, just over a week before he died. His
timing was perfect - I was M. C. that night, and I was just about to announce a dance
when he walked in, to a great cheer from the dancers. I had spoken to him earlier in
the day and thought him rather weak and fighting for breath, but it was typical of Ray
that having made up his mind to put in an appearance he would give of his best. He
undoubtedly enjoyed seeing so many friends, and made a most touching speech,
thanking everyone for their kindness and good wishes. Medway is a bit of a "home












































































