Pikey’s Progress:  In praise of Bob Moy

	It was a Tuesday morning; June 18th for those who wish to be precise, a little after 10-00 a.m. for the over pedantic.  I was walking past Whitstable cricket ground where two grounds-men were hard at work.
	One was preparing the strip for the weekend’s games, the other was cutting the outfield on a ground where batsmen like to play -  it is small and boundaries are easily scored – and bowlers have to toil. 
	A par score at Belmont Rd is 300, probably more, particularly in view of the assiduous way in which the outfield was being cut, thereby allowing the ball to race across the boundary rope. 
	I walked slowly down the entrance to the ground and a young man walked through the gates of the adjoining Whitstable Town Football Club. A star of the future, perhaps, or maybe he had come to read the gas meter, fix the electrics or attend to the plumbing. 
	Once in a lifetime we meet someone who has an immense influence on our lives and if we are really lucky he will also be an Old Wilsonian; not that I am saying that women cannot also be influential.
	Such a man was Bob Moy, Head Boy at Wilson’s Grammar School, who taught me how to score the game of cricket; and please forgive him for that! 
	This was in the mid 1950s and the OWs used to play their football and cricket matches at the school ground in Dulwich Common. This was fine during the football season – school games kicked off at 11-00 a.m. with the Old Boys fixtures commencing at 3-00 p.m – but cricket is a longer game, and  on Saturdays they had to play all of their games away from home until the school broke up for the summer holidays. 
	Sunday was different. The school did not play on the sabbath so the OWs were able  to do so and took full advantage of this and played all day games, so Bob and I used to sit in the ditch along the outfield as he taught me the rudiments of the art of scoring. 
	The names of the players on both sides were unknown to us , except for one, namely Peter Hubert, who had once demonstrated in House Assembly, and in Bob’s presence, how to spin a cricket ball, so every week the OW bowlers were known as “X, Y, Z and Hubert.” 
	Peter was a very fine bowler – and batsman and fielder as well – and although Bob never emulated Peter with regard to his cricketing prowess, he did so in at least two other ways; both of them became captain of Jephson House and, ultimately, the school.
	At the time the Head Boy  had the authority to cane his fellow pupils, something Bob never did. I don’t think Peter ever did, either, but Bob went even  further and challenged the headmaster about the whole concept of corporal punishment, including by the headmaster himself and the teachers.
	In 1957 Bob and three of his fellow sixth formers went on a Youth Hostel trip to the Lake District and upon returning to suggested to Norman Sollis, his House master, that such a holiday would be ideal for other schoolboys and a year later that holiday took place and no-one can possibly challenge the fact that that excursion gave birth to even more ambitious ideas culminating in Talybont and, on July 1st 2022 the book “Writing in the Field” was launched at the Clubhouse, a book compiled by Norman Sollis and part edited by Bob Moy. 
	Sadly Norman died in 2014 but, despite his increasing lack of mobility, and due to the efforts of his son-in-law, who drove him from his home in Whitstable and then back again after the launch, Bob was able to enjoy the evening and meet a number of people he had not seen for many years. 
	The book is almost 600 pages long and contains the following dedication; by Norman Sollis:
	“Dedicated to Bob Moy; a fine man and an inspiring teacher” 
	(Incidentally, copies of this book are still available from the author of this piece for a mere £25!) 
	A little over 24 hours before my walk past Whitstable cricket ground, Bob died in Margate hospital. He had been ill for some time and, following a previous spell in hospital in March 2022, was looked after by a full-time carer.
	A week before Bob’s death I and Moya, his eldest daughter, travelled to Margate and subsequently stayed in his home in Whitstable until he died. 
	Together with his carer and other daughter, Pamela, we stayed with him at the hospital 24 hours a day in shifts until his passing. 
	And just in case you are concerned that this forced me to neglect my scoring duties, something which Bob would not have countenanced either, the 1st Xl’s game against Kings Hill on the day I was at the hospital for the reasons stated above   was  abandoned, due to rain, without a ball being bowled, which enabled me to meet the terms and conditions  of my contract which clearly  stipulate that: “the aforementioned – namely Mike Pike – is committed to scoring on every Saturday of the season unless Crystal Palace are playing in the Cup Final or Pink Floyd are appearing at Knebworth” 
	Bob never kept up his membership of the OWA although initially he was a prominent member of our Dramatic Society and was always proud of the fact that it staged the unabridged version - all four hours of it – of ‘Hamlet’, although the audience were not too pleased about this at the time as it caused them travelling difficulties after the performance. 
	Like Peter Hubert Bob married a wonderful woman, Pat, and had two lovely daughters. 
	Bob Moy was a one-off, a unique man, and I, and many others, will miss him enormously and remember him with great affection. 
