Pikey’s Progress:  The  Class of ’56 stay forever young 

A small sub committee was formed to determine the format of this year’s Vic Bennet Memorial Lunch, dedicated to the man who originally thought of the idea of getting the Class of 1956 - those who started their secondary education at Wilson’s Grammar School in that year - together for an evening of nostalgia, food and drink. 
	The original location was Maidstone, where we would meet in the early evening for a drink, have a meal in a local restaurant, stay overnight at the Maidstone Travel Lodge and return home after breakfast but, following Vic’s death, we have been meeting at mid-day at ‘The New Inn’ in Hayes for our re-unions. 
“Now that we meet earlier than in Vic’s days, I think we should have  something a bit lighter as it is  lunch-time; I always have my main meal in the evening,”  suggested Alan Wilson. 
“Perhaps we could have a finger buffet”, thought Allen Dyne 
“We are not cannibals”, observed Richard Burger 
“I still think we should continue to have a three course meal,” countered Bill Newman -   Bill is not as posh as Alan and remembers his school dinners.
“I’ve seen the ‘New Inn’s’ menu, and I fancy ‘Pike of the day’” 
“We are not cannibals” Tony stated, and gave Richard the thumbs up. 
“I think you’ll find that is ‘Pie of the day’”, corrected Terry Adams. “Stupid Boy, Newman”  
In the end it was decided to stick with tradition and every one ordered from the full menu and  13 Old Wilsonians, with a total age of 1,043,  assembled on a bleak autumnal afternoon, most of whom had forgotten what they had ordered, although I suppose that the statistic just quoted would tempt everyone to think that, whatever they ate, it could collectively  be called  ‘Fossil Fuel.’
Everyone was asked to come dressed for the occasion, namely in their school uniform,  and ensure that his cap was  on straight and that hair should  be above the collar - those who still have some, that is, but only Len Bateman adhered to this and even he came with the cap of Charlie Hook, the elder brother of Dickie, another of the Class of 56 whose health, sadly, prevents him from joining us, rather than his own. 
Len also brought a tie – presumably Charlie’s – which he did not wear, whilst the cap did not fit.  
	Alan Wilson did explain that “Regrettably, I burnt my cap on my last day of school, as did many others in the playground, so will be without headwear.  Also, my hair - what’s left of it - is definitely below my collar, so I suspect some form of detention or lines”, whilst Bob Chapman also accepted that he would be punished. 
Stan, Len and Alan arrived just before me and I suggested we put a tab behind the bar.
“We’ve already done that,” Stan informed, “And it’s in your name.” 
It was not long before everyone had arrived and, shortly after 1-00 p.m, we sat down to eat.
Two people opted not to have a starter, which came as a surprise to them, and Bill Hartley passed on the dessert; he is obviously a Pink Floyd fan 
“How can you have any pudding if you don't eat yer meat?”
Bill continues to be a stalwart of the Association - a former President, King of the Squash Courts, the estates manager, utilities overlord and mainstay of the OW gardening club being part of his contribution, but aging has caused him to become a little hard of hearing. 
	Recently he was asked to purchase some low-fat milk but came back with a low fat Milf.
Fish and chips proved to be the most popular meal, although some were more picky in their orders than others – “I must have chunky chips, not those silly thin things, “demanded Pete Wilkinson, which tempted others to recall the days when you could get fish and chips for less than a shilling – that’s 5p to the uninitiated.
We are all old enough to remember rationing, both of food and clothing, and looking at the fashion sense of Rod Warboys, it would appear that he thinks the latter is still in place. 
	Other memories of our school days include: corporal punishment,  inflicted by both teachers and school prefects, the weekly trip to Camberwell swimming baths, conjugation of Latin verbs, being taught French by a master with a Scots accent, detention, the school hymn, the riffle range, cross country running, hop picking in Kent, youth hostel trips, double physics, making picture frames in the woodwork room, school assembly, the school play, the Grove House Tavern, giving up your seat to  anyone over 20 on a bus, bus conductors, bus tickets, Jubbly frozen drinks, love hearts, idiot mittens, ice cream in Tizer, our first pint, our first hang-over, playing marbles in church, the wall-bars and ropes in the gymnasium, when games of football did not have substitutes  and Mary Datchelor’s school for girls.
	Getting older, of course, means that many of us have health issues, so we can now relate to Mohammed Ali’s famous quote, ‘Floats like a butterfly, stings when I pee,” and  Emu no longer refers to the European Monetary Union nor a puppet who attacked Michael Parkinson, but to early morning urine.
	Bob Chapman, swot that he is, has kept the first school magazine of our school careers, which included a welcome to all of the new boys in the respective six houses, apart from McDowell, that is, which was more selective, but they did mention Len and Tony and the much missed Vic and Gerry Bourn, both of whom were regular attendees at this event until the Grim Reaper took them away. 
	A new intake of pupils means that others had left, and one such was a certain Ian Forbes, Kelly House Captain, and it is a sobering thought – a word not often used in the same sentence as that of Ian - that he was only five years older than us; he always seemed so much older! 
	And so ended another re-union of the Class of ’56, who were, in alphabetical order: 
Terry Adams, Len Bateman, Richard Burger, Bob Chapman, Allen Dyne, Bill Hartley, Stan Honnor, Tony Ide, Bill Newman, Mike Pike, Rod Warboys, Pete Wilkinson and Alan Wilson 
	The food was excellent, although not everyone was able to cope with the large portions – as you get older you tend to eat less – the service was first class, and we all look forward to our next get together. 
“It will be 70 years next year since we all started at the school”, Bob reminded us. 
Bob has always been the master of stating the obvious.  



