						
	It was the first day of Glastonbury so the class of 56  -  i.e those who first attended Wilson’s Grammar school in 1956 - had a dilemma; did these hippest of trend setters attend  Michael  Eavis‘s   farm or have a reunion in Maidstone?
	Vic Bennett, the architect of the event and cousin of Graham Watts, surveyed the bill for the music festival and noted;  No Rolling Stones, no Pink Floyd and no mention of the Kinks, the Who nor Led Zeppelin, no Bob Dylan nor Neil Young and, indeed, swiftly came to the conclusion that the so-called headliners just could not hold a candle to the ground breaking music that he and his contemporaries had  grooved to in the 6os and 70s and, indeed, have done so  ever since,  so the Maidstone gig which, after all, had been such a success just 12 months earlier , could not really be replaced by anything,  so he went ahead and booked us all into the Maidstone travel lodge and a local restaurant 
	I had missed the embryonic event, muttering something inane like “I have a 9-00 a.m. cricket meet on the Saturday morning and getting there from Maidstone might prove tricky” but Vic, despite my weak excuse last time, had generously asked me to attend this year and I had determined to do so and address the problem of getting to Gravesend the following morning, for another game of cricket,  in due course 
	I agreed to meet Bill Hartley at Bromley South station and we boarded a packed train to Maidstone East and negotiated our way to the Travel lodge, via Bill’s detailed map, only to encounter Tony Ide as we walked through the doors 
“I have agreed to meet Vic at a quarter to six”, he informed us 
“But it is half-past six now”, I pointed out 
	The young lady at reception asked us for our names
“Don’t’ tell her, Pike,” Bill advised, and after checking in Bill and I spent a leisurely half hour or so as we acclimatised ourselves to our respective rooms and prepared for the evening’s festivities before wandering down to the pub, the agreed meeting place, for a few drinks before heading off for the meal 
	We were the first to arrive and sat down for a relaxing snifter  to await our former school mates, who began to arrive in dribs and drabs  but did  not  to notice us just a few yards away 
	Eventually Bill shouted  “FIFTY SIX” in his most authoritarian  voice,  which had everyone turning round, apart from those it was aimed at
“I’ve been having trouble with my hearing”, admitted Alan Wilson, before he eventually spotted us 
“Mine’s at Camberwell magistrates court next Thursday”, I admitted, before adding “Your eyesight does not seem that keen, either, otherwise you would have spotted us earlier”, as we made our way to the restaurant 
“I was trying to pretend you were not there and hoping you would go away”, he responded, which was a fair enough reaction 
	There were 12 of us – it was a bit like the last supper – but who were these reprobates, I hear you regrettably cry, and do I know any of them? 
	Vic Bennett, Tony Ide, Stan Honnor, Pete Wilkinson, Gerry Bourne, Alan Wilson, Bill Hartley, Rod Warboys, Len Bateman, Stan Palmer, Alan Dine and yours truly were those in attendance. Any the wiser? Probably not, but if you saw a photograph of them – hopefully appended to this article – you may well claim to have seen them on ‘Wanted ‘posters
	Upon entering the restaurant I realised that I had been here about six weeks ago with two other Old Wilsonians  -  Bob Moy and Ed Smith -  and their respective wives, Pat and Mari;  how small the world is becoming  
	The class of ’56 have always had a healthy presence at OW dinners but as these  have not taken place  for a couple of years, we  decided to have our own ‘alternative’ dinner and it worked a treat 
	Three of our number, Vic, Bill and Gerry, had recently celebrated their birthdays and rumour had it that Vic had been given a set of drums to mark the occasion, which initiated recollections of the CCF band and Joe Hall demanding: 
“Two threes and a seven”, which resulted in the restaurant’s tables taking a bit of a pounding 
	This motivated Stan (Honnor) and Gerry to confess that they were ‘false’ buglers and were found out when the aforesaid Joe Hall asked them to play solo one day only for no sound to emit from their determined efforts 
	The birthdays reference also instigated a debate as to who was the oldest and youngest amongst us - for the record Pete was the former and Gerry the latter – but it did not really matter 
	Things were a lot different back in  1956 when we started  at  Wilson’s, of course. Corporal punishment was legal – some teachers thought it was compulsory – and some text books were so old that they went back to the days when the letter ‘s’ appeared as an ‘f’, and what fun we had reading such expressions as “Where the bee sucks, there suck I” 
	The meal finished we went back to the pub which, by this time, was heaving with youngsters illustrating the Maidstone night life in its full glory 
	They probably wondered who we were as we were somewhat older than the rest of the clientele, although Stan Palmer soon became engrossed in a long conversation with someone about a third of our age, no doubt  telling him about the swinging sixties 
“Well, yes”, Stan confided to his new found friend, “I admit that I did a few drugs and drank quite a lot during those days” 
“If you remember the sixties it means you were not there”, remarked the enthralled youngster 
“Absolutely”, countered Stan, “never better illustrated by the story I am about to recall. I was shopping the other day when I was approached by a lady of, and  how can I put this delicately, let’s say ‘of a certain age’, and  she exclaimed “Stanley”, as if she knew me.
It was a bit embarrassing, to tell you the truth, as I had no idea who she was, and I meekly responded “Do I know you?”
“Well you should do”, she insisted, “We were married for seven years” 
	Stan Honnor wondered where he might find the record of an inter- house cricket match,  Naine  v Whitely,  when he and Richard Hook shared in a partnership of  99  -  you might have found another run to make it more memorable, Stan, whilst Gerry confessed his liking for listening to Radio Four extra. 
	As we were about to leave we became aware of thirty or so nubile young women chanting “We want the class of ’56. The class of ’56 are our heroes. We worship and adore the class of ‘56 and would do anything for them” only for us to  all suddenly……….  wake up and have to deal with the  reality of the situation 
	“Let’s all meet for breakfast at 9-00 a.m”, was the general consensus, and this was agreed, but only five of  -  the two Alans, Bill, Pete and I made it, and there was still no sign of them when Pete and I left shortly after 10-30; the other breakfast participants had already gone by then
	We intend to meet again in 12 months time, and  to increase the numbers. Richard Burgess and Bob Bevan, who did come last year but could not make it this time, will certainly be approached again whilst the likes of Terry Adams, Bill Newman, Bob Chapman and Dave Wakeford will also be invited 
	And did I make it to Gravesend on time for the cricket? 
Yes, and many thanks to Rod for making this possible, where we won by five wickets; and thanks for asking 
	A massive vote of thanks here to Vic Bennett for organising the event and rekindling the friendships of all of those who were just 11 years old all those years ago. We have been through a lot but, and as this evening proved, there is much to remember. 
	To paraphrase ‘Only Fools and horse’ which, of course was set in Peckham, where many of the Wilsonians of the time came from,
“We had so much in common, we had loyalty, we had friendship, we had…….. Camaraderie” 
“Was he the Italian boy?” as our equivalent of Trigger, and I’m not pointing  any  fingers here,  might have asked  
	Probably not, but someone did mention Tony Agostini during the course of the evening 
	

 
