
Would like the pleasure of the company of 
Official / Ex-Official 

 
 
 

..................................... 
to attend the  

39th Annual Officials’ Dinner 
to be held at 

The West Clandon Royal British Legion 
"Poppy Room" 

GU4 7TD 
 

on 
Friday,  25th March 2022 

7pm 
Black Tie / Posh Frock - RSVP by Form 

"Old Age Becomes Me" 
 
I used to think I could think things through 
Now any notion I fancy will do 
My Life times False is divided by True 
Old Age becomes me 
 
So many memories to recall 
Good times, bad times, big and small 
Now like New England, after the Fall 
Old Age becomes me 
 
The Sycamores and Willows 
Stand tall down by the stream 
My blanket is a Jacaranda Blue 
Among my extra pillows 
I still know how to dream 
Some day I’m gonna run away with you 
 
I know Life, is much more than, My limited Attention Span 
Now all I do... is all I can…. Old Age becomes me 
 
Across the Universe 
Is where all of us must go 
Sooner or later, by and by 
But what is far, far worse 
Is all those people in the know 
Who claim they can explain the Reasons why 
 
I’ve had my fill of all the Ballyhoo 
Enough of Soft Shoe Shuffler too 
And as for the Young and Beautiful… 
Well, you know what they can do! 
Old Age becomes me… 

Neil Innes: Bonzo! 

Protocol 27th March 2020 

7:00 Banter and Testiculation with 
Has beens, and other Old Pals 

7:30 Apologies from No Shows. 

7:50 Money, Erection (voting) 

8:15 Scoff for Hashers,  
Mutual acclamation and Insults 

9:30 Erection results, Questions (why?) 

10:00 Entertainments 

10:30 Choral favourites  
General Intercourse (chatting) 

11:00 Adjourn to the bar. 

11:30 Homeward Bound (I wish I were) 

Master of Ceremonies  
The GM 

RSVP by Registration 

The sound of Hashing 
 
Hello darkness my old friend,  
I've come to hash in you again 
'Cos I've a fat roll softly creeping, 
That my trouser cannot keep in, 
And the hash beer that was planted in my brain, 
Still remains, 
Despite the years of rehab. 
 
Through prickly gorse I jogged alone, 
Paths with nettles over grown, 
'Neath the halo of a street lamp, 
I turned my collar to the cold and damp. 
When my eyes were stabbed by the flash of a hasher's light, 
That split the night, 
And blinded all beside us. 
 
And in the naked light I saw, 
Ten weary stragglers, maybe more 
People gasping without speaking, 
People talking, no-one listening 
People shouting words that children should not hear -> 
And no one there,,,,, Knew what the F*** they're doing. 
 
"Fools", said I, "You do not check, 
Look for flour, though just a speck 
Hear Speedy Humper she might lead you 
'Cos the pack just haven't a clue" 
But Bod's jokes just like leaden bullshit fell 
And were met with a wall... of silence. 
 
And the hashers knelt and prayed, 
'Cos their nerves were shot and frayed, 
And the sign for the On-Inn came at last, 
But the FRB's just couldn't be arsed, 
And MB said  
 "The words of the Sinners  are written on the RS page, 
Though you can gauge, 
With truth; he always takes some licence" 
. 

Cross the Tracks and A N Other 


