Pikey’s  Progress:   In praise of Jill Forbes 

	It  should/must be regarded as the warm-up act as Crystal Palace prepared to take on Manchester United in the WSL (Women’s Super League) at Gander Green Lane, home of Sutton United Football Club, kick-off  2-00 p.m. on Sunday December 15th 
	Meanwhile, in a plush bangueting hall a short distance away,   the Forbes family, and probably many others, had been working tierelessly since dawn to ensure that matriarch, Jill,  was given the birthday party she deserved; and so it proved. 
	By the time I arrived -  about 5-30 – the football had finished and there was no sign of any supporters but, soon after, Mike and Pat George and Anne Kendrick and Denise Pilgrim did so and we decided to establish an Old Wilsoniian table where we were joined by a lady who bore a remarkable resemblance  to Miriam Margolyes  and her daughter, Margaret. 
	Foolishly I did not enquire as to ‘Miriam’s’ real name but she informed me that she used to work with Ian (Forbes) but seemed none  the worse for that! 
	I explained to Margaret that her table mates were the Old Wilsonians contingent and the high esteem in which the Forbes family were held by all OWs , and that we have five trees planted in memory of the true legends of the Club, and that Ian (Forbes) was one of them. 
	The adjoining table was made up  entirely of  the Forbes family  plus Clive Peckover , who has always been regarded as an honorary Forbes 
	Alex and Stuart had  shared the ‘meet and greet’ duties whilst Doug soon arrived with a tray of drinks to suit all tastes  
	All of the tables were beautifully decorated - there were even Christmas crackers to remind us of the time of year -  and included a couple of quiz pages tailored to take account of the age profile of those in attendance , one of which was a ‘missing consonants’ conundrum which ends the ‘Only Connect’ tv programme for intellectuals  which, I have to confess, leaves me  concluding that I do not  understand the answers, let alone the questions! 
	After a while Stuart arrived in his best ‘very humble’ Uriah Heep persona to take our food orders but this was eventually abandoned in favour of  our going up  to the service area ourselves, although  some splendid and efficient waitresses did help us, and the food,  back to our tables  
	The food was excellent, the main course being followed by a fruit  salad and chocolates, and, then, of course, there was the cake – and no jokes please about the number of candles being a fire hazard, although I can reveal that  there were  more than four of them and no sign at all of implements to use when gardening. 
	A vigorous rendition of ‘Happy Birthday’ followed before Jill made a short speech with some well chosen, and moving, words relating to how important everyone attending is to her, a feeling that is reciprocated in mutual love and affection for our much loved hostess 
	We then had a sing-along, ‘Sweet Caroline’ being a particular favourite, with a lot of random arm waiving , which  reminded me of the time when  Jill was our Club captain – the equivalent of being President for those who did not go to the school – and we had a brief chat about one of the events she organised, a great day out at the races, the hiring of a double decker bus, the champagne breakfast before leaving and the community singing on the way home, enjoyed a little more by some as the consequence of imbibing and, perhaps, a successful flutter  
	At some point Stuart gave the answers to the quiz questions  -  Pat George got a score of over 50 - with Mike looking on admiringly -  in a manner of a government official announcing the number of daily deaths during the pandemic and the casualties during the Falklands war before the evening ended with some dancing,. Mike George resisting the temptation to ask for ‘The Banner Man[‘, as was his want in the  days when discos were a regular occurrence  at Hayes 
	Anne  Kendrick kindly agreed to give me a lift to Hayes station,   and thanks to the navigating skills of Denise Pilgrim, we  got there with the minimum of fuss and the maximum of efficiency,  despite the tantrums of some inpatient motorists on the road, and I got home just in tine to see ‘Match of the Day 2’  and Palace blow Brighton away with three excellent  goals before conceding a comical own goal  just before the end.   
	Marc Guehi  - for he was the offender -  has now put the ball past his own goal- keeper twice this season,  but he cannot compare with Ian Forbes who did so over 70 times for the OWS,  only retirement preventing him getting into three figures,  which was both his ambition and something  he never achieved, nor aspired to,  with a cricket bat in his hand. 	I also watched  ‘The Women’s Football Show’  which revealed that some poor defending just before half-time enabled Manchester  United  to sneak a narrow  1-0 victory in the warm-up act at Gander Green Lane earlier in the afternoon. 
	Everyone who knows Jill loves her – she makes it impossible to do otherwise – and we owe her, and the rest of the Forbes family, a great debt of gratitude  for, without them, it would not be thriving and expanding in the way it currently is 
	It would also be a much duller -  and dare I say it – quieter place! 
