[bookmark: _GoBack]	John (Wysocki) and I met outside Weatherspoons in Forest Hill at 5-45 before getting the 176  bus  to Camberwell in order to attend the alumni drinks party It has not always been a Weatherspoons; its previous incarnation was a Bingo Hall and, before that, a cinema and 60 years ago I used to look at the framed stills of the  film showing that week  as I waited for the No.12 bus to take me to school
	Some of the girls making their way to Notre Dame school, at the Elephant & Castle, were already on the same bus whilst others boarded further along the route. Their seat of learning was of the Catholic faith, so I suppose they were all apprentice nuns, although I have a feeling that many lost their way in that regard and I used to see some of them at the aforesaid cinema on a Friday evening. (Going to the cinema was a popular night out in those days) 
	It was a very wet night and, as John and I approached the school, we saw a bedraggled Stan Honor standing outside 
“Better get inside out of the rain”, I suggested, and we did, having done so through the main entrance, which was not allowed back in my school days as it was for masters and staff only 
	Some senior members, almost certainly prefects,  of the current academy  greeted us politely as we arrived  and gave us the appropriate name tags which, although  primarily designed to inform other attendees who we were,  and for purposes of identification  as some of us no longer had that fresh-faced look of our school days, it  also helped us to remember who we were/are, something that gets increasingly difficult the older you get
	It was not long before I saw Alex Forbes, not the best way to start an evening, who was walking down the main staircase, something else you were not allowed to do back in the day unless you were in the 6th form. He was accompanied by Phil Gilmore, who called me ‘Dave’, but then there was always something of the ‘Trigger’ about ‘Gillie’ and Alex later recalled the event, and the evening per se, in his excellent weekly Old Wilsonian round-up as follows
“Well done to Tim Edge for organising the get together at the school. It was the first time I have visited the old school and it was quite interesting being taken around by Phil Gilmore and Geoff Robinson. About 60 alumni attended and a great time was had and future school events are listed below and I’m sure will be as successful “
	Well said Alex, and all involved are, indeed,  to be congratulated. Some people took the opportunity to wander around the building and reminisce and check to see  if the initials they had carved in the walls  were still in evidence, but the event itself was held in ‘The Great Hall’, where we were served with canopies  and drinks 
	Tim Lissimore, a senior deputy head, took pity on me and we had a thought provoking chat before he wondered off to find someone more interesting to talk to – not difficult – before it was Rachel’s,  the head of the 6th form, turn to educate me about what happens in Mollison Drive – apparently there are over  300 members of the current senior school and 64 prefects. In the Camberwell days l there were just six attired in flowing gowns  and only four of us in the History ‘A’ level set, including Roy Porter, who went on to enjoy a distinguished academic career 
	As we were in the ‘Great Hall’ I regaled Rachell with the story of the disgruntled boy who, back in the 1950s, was so apoplectic at being dropped from the school cricket team that he threw a brick through one of the windows of  said hall, purposely picking his time so that it coincided with the first night of the school play and thereby causing a great deal of disruption,  before making his way to the school playing fields three miles away where he proceeded to strew all of the cricket gear around the adjacent Dulwich Park before setting fire to the school pavilion 
“And he was the head boy, ” I concluded 
	Tim Edge then officially opened the evening before Nathan Cole, the Headmaster – am I allowed to call him Nathan?  began his address by saying, 
“Yes, I am the headmaster, not the Head Boy”,  a  reference to his young looks.
Nathan always begins his presentations in this way: you should ring the changes, headmaster –  am I allowed to say that? Sixty years ago I would have found myself in the ‘Punishment’ book for such insolence,  more of which later 
	The  real head boy,  Will, then pointed out that “Mr Cole” had not been born when the school moved from Camberwell to Wallington  in 1975,  thereby  substantiating his youthful claims,  and  he later told me that this was the first time he had spoken in public – well done Will;  you did very well 
	Neil Kendrick, the OWA President, concluded the official business by  proposing  the health of the school on behalf of the Association – it was a bit like an Old Boys Dinner – and reminded us that his  Dad, Mike, had also gone to the school back in the Camberwell days
	It was then time for us to mingle and I was delighted to see Alan Lewis, the first time for about 55 years,  who spoke about “a  radical group of senior schoolboys  who organised trips to the isle of Man and North Devon”  - it’s always good to be remembered as a radical after such a long time, and to know that nothing has changed and I am still in touch with some of those other ‘radicals’, whilst I seem to remember that Alan’s  Mum made delicious lemon  meringues pies. We agreed to keep in touch and,, indeed, have already done so 
	The classes of both ‘56 and ‘62 were both  in evidence - they produced six Old Wilsonian Presidents between them -  and  Malcolm Taylor, who was one of them, recalled   the day when he,  and three others, were falsely accused of breaking some milk bottles and  were summarily  thrashed as a consequence 
“It had nothing to do with us”, he protested, “we just happened to be in the wrong place at the wrong time” and, later in the evening,  Malcolm  discovered that the incident had been recorded in the earlier referenced ‘ Punishment book’, which  contained a number of  very familiar names.
	The  accompanying   ‘Commendation Book’, however, was not so familiar as far as names were concerned,  although it did contain that of my brother, John -  and twice!  
	Over 60 people attended and there were more on the anticipated guest list – perhaps the bad weather had curtailed the numbers – and a repeat performance would be in order was the feeling of most 
	A few days later I went to Mollison Drive to continue my work on the school archive and encountered the school prefect who had handed me the name tag and he remembered me; which is more than I often  do! 








