

A fond farewell to a great OW servant and friend 

	It was snowing quite heavily on the morning of February 9th   The news from Chennai was that England had beaten India by 227 runs in the first Test match. Graham would have been pleased to hear that news and the fact that the Six Nations tournament had started the previous week-end. He loved his cricket and rugby and yearned for the day when rugby posts replaced goal nets at Hayes and took some comfort in the fact that the school now plays rugby as part of its curriculum 
	It was the day of his funeral, although better described as ‘A celebration of Graham’s life, ’ and it somehow seemed apposite   that it should have taken place just a few hours after that Test triumph 
	I walked to Beckenham Crematorium as the snow continued to fall. I enjoy walking in the snow.  Everything seems to be so much slower and people tend to take a bit more care to deal with the conditions, and I allowed a little extra time as a consequence and my thoughts were primarily with Graham as my journey progressed 
	My route took me down Woodbastwick Rd, a former residence of Gerry Adams’ Dad,   and down Chesham Rd, where Ron Kirby lives.  In-between times a hearse drove towards me in Kent House Rd  - ‘ You’re going the wrong way,’ I wanted to shout whilst, at about the same time, the funeral cortege  was assembling at the Club with many lining Hayes Hill as those not able to go to the Crematorium, because  coronavirus restrictions had limited those in attendance to 28,  paid their last respects to a man loved by all who knew him 
	“They keep having a go at me,” he once confided 
	“It’s only because they love you”, I reassured him  
	On arriving at the Crematorium  I was reminded of the ‘Only fools and horses’  episode in which they buried grand-dad;  that, too,  had been  a very cold day with snow on the ground 
	The first person I saw was Jane Kempthorn, still unable to believe what had happened. Neil Treacher had been there since 10-00 a.m, another who had left early in view of the conditions, and everyone else attending arrived on time. 
	The hearse arrived and one of the pall bearers was Chris Sterling, an Old Wilsonian, who works for Killicks, the funeral directors.  He attempted to lift the boot of the hearse and was initially unable to do so,  but a gentle tap on the side of the vehicle was the signal for the driver to release the relevant catch 
	Social distancing was explained before we went in and the front of the order of service featured an angelic photograph of Graham, which must have been taken well over 60 years ago
	The celebrant, Jeanne Rathbone,  welcomed us all and talked us through the story      of Graham’s life which included, and verbatim, Alex’s moving tribute to our dear friend which appeared in both ‘NOW’ and as part of one of his regular OW round-ups 
	Jasper then read the eulogy, written by Jonathon, Graham’s nephew, with a few additions of his own.  The family now live in Australia and, sadly, because of the current restrictions, were not able to attend,  but it is hoped they will be able to visit next year 
	Graham was very proud of his great nephews – Jonathan’s sons – particularly of their cricketing prowess
	Jasper has been a great friend to Graham and since Bryan’s death   has become a sort of surrogate brother, visiting him on a regular basis and making sure he is ok. Today he spoke movingly and with a great deal of emotion, which simply added to the impact of what he had to say,   and concluded by leaving said eulogy, and an OW cricket cap, with the coffin 
	Returning,  the Celebrant read some lovely words written by Graham’s close friend Emma, who explained how much she valued his friendship and vice versa and how they could discuss any issue between them and recalled the likes of visits to Dymchurch – there was a lovely picture of Graham on the back of the order of service which illustrated perfectly how much he enjoyed such days  as he looked  a picture of contentment 
	Emma  had chosen a poem for Graham -  ‘All is Well’  by Henry Scott Holland – which Clive read perfectly,  the emotion in his voice expressing the thoughts we were all sharing,  and following the committal and closing words we left to the strains of  ‘Swing low sweet charity, ’ the unofficial anthem of the England rugby team 
	Like Emma, Jasper and Clive, Ian Pilgrim, as Graham’s executor, had played a great part in the arrangements, and our thanks are due to them all 
	“I’ll come back and haunt you if you do not agree (to be my executor) ” Graham had  once threatened  Ian,  whilst  many of those who were not able to attend in person  watched on stream and or/braved  the cold in Hayes Hill 
	Under normal circumstances we would have all gone back to the Club for the Wake. 
“I’ve cleaned out the pipes just in case,” informed Jasper, and the holding of such events was another of Graham’s ideas following his experiences whilst working at Beckenham, but I have no doubt that we will have such an event when it is safe to do so; and all drink diet-coke, no doubt?
	Graham’s ashes will now join those of his brother, Bryan,  on our memorial garden and the Gardening group will make sure that both are well tended 
	We have already decided to have a ‘Watts Day’, almost certainly during cricket week, but who will do all of the many jobs that Graham was so adept at(?) 
	Acquiring the caps that are awarded to those colts players who make it through to the 1st Xl 
	Running the 200 Club and Super 70 draws 
	Organising overseas trips and purchasing benches in memoriam of other great Old Wilsonians 
	And, most important of all, who will become the 2nd Xl’s scorer and will he/she ever handle coloured pens in the adept way that Graham had done for so many years 
	
