
Chairman’s April 1st Report 
 
4 weeks ago we had a fantastic evening at our Presidents Night and 65th Charter – best 
event of the year (some would say best event ever, and we all know who that someone is). 
It’s almost impossible to conceive how life has changed since then. Strict new regulations 
are now in force to ensure that we have to stay at least 2 metres away from anyone else, 
particularly if they are wearing a cross between Joseph’s coat of many colours and a zebra 
crossing (if you find yourself in such a position, wear a face mask and make sure it’s pulled 
up over your eyes too). It’s amazing what steps the authorities will go to in order to prevent 
another outing like that. I’ve just read that sentence back and realise that you can take it in 
different ways. And that sentence as well. 
 
Back then, I was fully expecting to now be presenting my AGM report to a live audience (I 
use the word “live” in its broadest sense) whilst hecklers hurled abuse and bread rolls. 
Instead, I sit here, banging away in the privacy of my little computer room, safe from the 
normal level of abuse meted out at meetings.  
 
Anyway, now is most definitely the time to say a few words about the last 12 months. It’s 
fair to say that I approached the role of Chairman with some degree of trepidation, knowing 
that I would be donning the chain of office worn by so many previous incumbents at so 
many meals and events. On closer examination of the chain, I realised that not only did it 
carry the name of each previous Chairman, but also remnants of every meal they had eaten 
over the last 65 years. That’s some 910 meals, 2730 courses and probably several pints of 
missed mouthfuls of wine and beer. Never mind handing it with kid gloves, I would suggest 
industrial strength rubber ones would be better. 
 
I have since cleaned it. 
 
No Chairman can perform his role without a cohort of officers to do all the really important 
tasks, and I can truly say that I couldn’t ask for a better team. I’ve just read that sentence 
back and realise that you can take it in different ways. For once, I actually mean it – they 
have been absolutely fantastic. We have had some great social events (Mac and Roger), 
excellent speakers (John and Colin), perfectly managed meals (Mick), new members (Rob), a 
tight grip on the finances (Ernie) and a set of minutes which bear an uncanny resemblance 
to reality (Brian). Our IPC John (the other John) has dispensed wisdom, and where would we 
be without the swan-like Communications Officer (David), meticulously maintaining our top-
flight website and frequent email updates, all with an air of nonchalance which hides the 
frantic goings-on under the surface. Everything topped off with a Presidential presence (the 
other Roger) which bears no resemblance to certain other Presidents, and a Vice (the other 
David) who has done a splendid job including organising a Ladies Night at lunchtime and 
standing in for me when I’ve been forced to take long foreign holidays. And, of course, 
ongoing thanks to Ian Dempster, who updates and circulates the directory year on year. 
Gentlemen, I thank you all. 
 
Each of our officers, twinned or not, has produced their own reports, so I won’t go over 
each one in detail. As you read through them, you will no doubt have your own memories 
associated with each event or incident, as indeed do I. It will take me a very long time to 



forget some of them. I have, in fact, just read through my various updates posted during the 
year, and just by listing a few words it will bring everything back to you: 
Coracles, Jono, 92,  Summer BBQ, Little Aston, Triumph, Referee, Bike Trip, Aston Wood, 
Hubberholme, Quiz Nights, Crime Writer, Remembrance Sunday, Winter BBQ, Santa, 
Christmas Meal, Chairman’s Drinks, Cutler, Gardening, Ladies Lunch, President’s Night….and 
more. 
 
I thank everyone who has hosted, organised, spoken, counted, collected, financed and 
communicated. 
 
I also remember with sadness the funerals which I and many others have attended over the 
last few months, and ask you to take a moment to reflect and recall those we have lost. 
 
So, where do we find ourselves now? If we were at the AGM, I would be now asking you to 
raise your glasses to the stars of this last year, and I would then be calling on David Dimeloe 
to step forward and receive the now shining Chairman’s Jewel. I would raise a toast to him 
and wish him and his team well in his coming year – and I am sure they will all do a brilliant 
job. I would take a seat, and relish a glass or two. But I can’t do any of those things in your 
presence, because of the situation we are all facing now.  
 
What I can do is to say to David and everyone in 41 Club, good luck. Like the rest of us, I am 
looking forward to our first real meeting. So wherever you are now, take a glass and raise it, 
to continued friendship. 
 
And as the Ocado van of fate trundles empty down the Bulldog Lane of despair and the 
Morrisons website declares I am number 164982 in the queue*, I sign off by quoting Dave 
Allen:  
 
Goodnight, thank you, and may your God go with you (keeping at least 2m away, obviously)  
 
Andrew 
 
 
  



*I kid you not - this was me a few days ago: 
 

 


