[bookmark: _GoBack]	There has not been a ‘Pikey’s Progress’ for some considerable time – thank heavens for that I hear you cry – and perhaps my New Year Resolution for 2020 should be to make it a more regular feature in the coming months,
“And mine will be not to read it”, would be the obvious rejoinder 
	A New Year is traditionally a time for looking back at the one that has just terminated and forward to the one still in its infancy, so I will attempt to do so from an Old Wilsonian perspective but before addressing that I feel I have to mention a more global event that took place just before Christmas and resulted in the election of a Prime Minister who resembles a dulux dog on heat and who is now responsible for negotiating the country’s withdrawal from Europe. 
	Withdrawal and ‘BOJO’ do not really go together, as is indicated by his response to the question “How many children have you got, Prime Minister” 
“Piffle, waffle, stutter, this is a family matter, piffle, waffle, stammer, and not something for the public domain and I would ask you to respect the privacy of my children, whoever they are and wherever they may be.” 
	But what about your brother, Joe, whom, I understand resigned as an MP because he wanted to spend less time with his family? 
	ENOUGH  - the politics of this particular columnist are well know to Old Wilsonians and are not appreciated by the majority of this august group,  so I will conclude this part of my article by, and without prejudice, simply stating that, during the run-up to December 12th I received a leaflet from the Liberal Democrats claiming that, amongst other things, their candidate in my constituency plays/has played for Catford & Cyphers cricket club. 
	Earlier in the month I had been privileged, along with a number of other OWs, to help Jill Forbes celebrate her 80th birthday at ‘The Holiday Inn’ in Sutton. Arriving in torrential rain I explained to the reception desk the reason for my visit and was pointed in the right direction to discover a number of people, none of whom I recognised, having a pleasant afternoon tea to a background of murmuring chatter,  so I again inquired, this time at the adjacent bar,  about the destination for Jill’s celebration and was told “This is it.” 
	Strange, I thought, a bar and absolutely no sign of an Old Wilsonian
	Then I noticed Alex Forbes……  and then Stuart  
“Are you looking for my Mum?” the latter inquired, at which point the lady of the hour appeared and directed me to a table occupied by a tribe of Old Wilsonians who were there for the same reason,  and a most enjoyable afternoon ensued, the highlight almost certainly being a round of ‘One song to the tune of another’,  from the incomparable quiz programme,  ‘I’m sorry I haven’t a clue’ although, and to be honest, that was probably not the intention and it was simply our inability to keep up, and in tune, with 24 songs that Jill had chosen, despite the splendid efforts of Russ Conway (sic) to keep us in line. 
	Many years ago Jill had confided in me how much she looked forward to Saturday afternoons because 
“Everyone is out and I can have some time to myself” although, and of course, for the past few years, Jill has been busy on Saturday afternoons preparing the cricket teas at Hayes. 
	Congratulations Jill, the matriarch of a fine Old Wilsonian family and by far the most sensible
	One of those in attendance was Ian Pilgrim, who, a couple of months before, was elected the first ever ‘Life’ President of the Cricket Club at their AGM,  a justified accolade for the enormous amount of work he has done for that subsidiary, e.g. setting up our Colts section, assuring that we became a Focus Club and inspiring leadership during his time as the OWCC’s Chair and President
	Ian has also served as the Club’s bar manager for a number of years but announced that 2019 would be his swan song and he will now concentrate on standing on the other side of the bar – he does like a drink!  Thanks Ian; your contribution to all sections of the Club have been enormous and I still cannot understand why you were never elected President of the Football Club – it’s not too late, OWFC! 
	We were all saddened by the loss of Mike Kendrick in April, who was there at the start of our tenure at Hayes in 1959 and who served both the Football and Cricket Clubs with distinction and who ran the bar, virtually single-handed, and as a volunteer, in those early days. 
	Mike was one of the best footballers ever to wear OW colours – there is a case for saying that he could have played professionally – whilst his cricket statistics speak for themselves, namely 22,462 runs and 646 catches/stumpings, both more than any other Old Wilsonian and we now have an OWCC Legends Board, ‘In memory of the best of them all, Mike Kendrick’ proudly on display at Hayes 
	There is also a bench in his honour which is inscribed “That was never lbw’ and a tree, planted next to that of Ian Forbes – if only trees could talk they would be saying something along the lines of “The standard of cricket has deteriorated so much since our days,” and, who knows, in thirty years or so there may well be a veritable forest adorning the boundary rope and a row of benches for supporters to  sit on as they enjoy the cricket.
	The year also saw the OW gardening group as busy as ever, and their remit seems to have stretched to carrying out essential repairs as well as ensuring that the undergrowth is restricted to a reasonable length and that flowers and plants are kept in bloom at the appropriate time of the year, whilst tidying up after Sunday football is now almost essential, thanks to the inability of many not to put their rubbish in the bins provided. 
	(I once found a lady’s left thigh length boot on the other side of the acoustic fence alongside the Cricket Nets – there was no sign of the right boot; nor the occupant) 
	The monthly OWLS (Old Wilsonians’ Lunches) were again in evidence in 2019, although some preferred to visit a pizza parlour in Woking on such occasions, and many thanks to our volunteer cooks and bar staff, who make them all possible. 	
	I note that this piece is now over 1, 000 words long, which is more than enough for anyone, so will return to the subjects in the last two paragraphs on a future occasions, together with the prospects for 2020 
	In the meantime, a Happy New Year to my reader and I promise to be more assiduous in providing copy for this column during the coming decade 
	




