Pikey’s Progress:   The Class of ’56 remember the past and contemplate the future 

	We were all a year older – that tends to happen with annual events – so perhaps it was dangerous to chose a venue, the New Inn at Hayes, that involved climbing two flights of stairs,  but we all  made it just in time for the first course to be served.
	However, the attendees were perplexed by the number of television cameras and  journalists who were gathetring at the foot of  said  stairs who, when challenged, responded that they underestood that King Charles 111 had just  asked Alan Wilson, the  grand-son of Harold Wilson,  to form a government  and as  this was the first meeting of the new cabinet , they wished to acquire quotes from  this momemntous day. 
	Foreign secretary, Richard Burger, confirmed that he would be working hard with Bob Chapman, the new Home secretary, to send everyone who did not vote  conservative to Rwanda .
	Bob Bevan, the new miinister for health, insisted that his prime concern would be to ensure that the nation eat more healthily.  
	“I always remmber eating  some marnmalade sandwiches when  her late majesty, Queen Elizabeth 11,  awarded me an MBE and thought  that, if such comestables are good enough  for the Queen,  then we should encourage her subjects to eat in a similar way.”  
	Education secrtary, Stan Honnor. promisdd that every child would have the opportunity of going to university,  whilst Chancellor of the Exchequer, Allen Dyne , supported him by promising to reintroduce student grants  and scrap loans in order to make this aim more achievable. 
	Sports minister,  Bill Newman,  promised that the England’s men football team would win the World cup “during the lifetime of this government”  
	Pete Wilkinson, the new transpor minister,  determined to encouarge everyone to ride a motor-scooter.
“It will prevent traffic congestioin  and, most importrant of all, it helps pull the birds”, he enthused, foaming at the mouth when doing so, whilst Work and Pensions secretary , Len Bateman, promised to quadruple the old age  pension 
“This will make it easier for those attending Class of ’56 re-unions to afford such events,”  he explained. 
	Bill Hartley, minister without portfolio, promised to over-turn all of the previous government’s anti Trade Union legislation, a move suppporetd by Mike Pike, minister without much hair.
	Concern was expressed at the absence of Tony Ide,  Rod Warboys, Terry Adams and Stan Palmer,  but it is expected they will also be given cabinet positions, probably defence, environment, culture and trade respectively 
	Chris Mason, the BBC’s political editor, whose Mum had just picked him up from nursery, was quck to comment:
	“This is an interesting cabinet, with the nouse of Prime Minister Wilson, who is steeped in political DNA,  contrasting with the hard left of Hartley and Pike , but perhaps the most interesting appointments are new boys, Bill Newman and Bob Chapman. 
	Newman is old enough to remember the 1966 final, which may put off the younger element of the electorate come a General Election who may feel that he is living in the past, should move on, and is not the right man to address today’s problems. 
	As fot Chapman, he may be forced to resign for his outrageous suggestion, only to be re-appointed six days later, although this will probably necessitate another change of Prime Minister. 
	These are intersting times 
	Allright Mummy, I’ve nearly finished. Can I have an ice-cream if I promise to be good” 
	Alternatively  
	There were 11 of us, unfortunately Tony Ide,  Rod Warboys and  Terry Adams  had to drop out late and we wish them well in their respective ailments, whilst Stan Palmer had already indicated he would not be able to make it this time. 
	Vic Bennet started this event a few years ago and, followng his sad death,   it will henceforth be known as ‘The Vic Bennet memorial lunch “ 
	We have also lost Gerry Bourne from the originals,  whilst John Donovan died some time ago. 
	There were two ‘new boys’, Bill Newman and Bob Chapman, and it was great to see them.  
	‘The Cat’ continues his professional career as an after dinner speaker:
	“I seem to be the only one here still working”, he boasted, and over the years he has become a master of the put down when interupted by a heckler.
	“You told that gag the last time you were here “, interupted a disappointed punter recently, only for ‘The Cat ‘ to immediately respond: 
	“Well, more fool you then for paying to see me again”
	“You said that, too,” retorted the disconcerted, out of pocket, member of the audience. 	Pete Wilkinson was the oldest amongst us  and is now beginning to exagerate  his age. Just like a four year old  tells you he/she is 4 years,  three months, two weeks, three days, nine hours and seventeen minuites , Pete cannot wait until his 79th birthday next September  when he will be able to declare. 
“I’m in my  80th year”  
	Richard Burger is about to undertake  a cateract operation -  good luck Richard - and swapped stories  with  ‘The Cat’, who has recently undergone such treatment, and they both intend recording a version of
“I can see clearly now that my specs have gone” 
	As ever on such occasions there was talk of school days and extra ciricular activities,  including the motor scooter brigade, led by Pete Wilkinson, Alan Wilson and Allen Dyne, and their atempts to seduce  the local girls.
	Indeed, Pete went into great detail about his seduction techniques and had to be restrained from practicing them on the Bar staff  - apologies to them -  whilst Bob Chapman expressed a keen interest in purchasing a copy of ‘Wrting in the Field’  - Thirty years of Poetry,  Prose and Tales out of School, still available at all good book shops, as is ‘The Cat’s’ ‘Nearly famous’, adventures of an after-dinner speaker. 
	The meal completed, talk continued well into the early evening until there were just four of us left. Len showed a fine turn of speed, reminiscent of his prowess on the football pitch,  when running for a bus, whilst Alan, Stan and I resorted to the more sedentary use of a train from Hayes station.
	The news that evening included a report of  the death of Jerry Lee Lewis, whose music many of us played on a wind-up gramaphone on shellac records which revolved at 78 rpm, which seemed to be appropriate as all of us in attendance were either 78 or 77. 
	Lewis was a hell-raiser,  and probably his best known  record was ‘Great Balls of Fire.’ He was ten years older than the Class of 56 and rumour has it that, like Lewis, our hell-raising days are over and we are now more likely to be seen with great balls of wool and sing such songs as ‘Let it pee’ and ‘While my catheter gently weeps’,  with apologies to readers of a previous column of mine relating to radiotheapy. 
	The plan is to meet again next year with additional members from the Class of ’56 – both Dave Wakeford and Malcolm Grant were approached but could not make it this time,  whilst the names of Tony Aggostine and John Bowman were mentioned during the  day, which was thoroughly enjoyed by one and all. 


