  FRIENDS OF THE FROTH BLOWERS
NEWSLETTER NO. 22                                                                                        SPRING 2011                                                                                                                      
     At The Round Table’s Real Corners (PHS members may wish to skip this re-write)

Earlier in the year Webmaster Ian was asked to give a talk about the A.O.F.B. to the Bedworth & District Round Table. Their President wanted something different to mark the beginning of his year at the top of his circle. As Ian was not able to attend on the night of March 1st, he passed the request on to me. I should have been carousing with members of the Singapore Vat, but circumstances prevented this, so I was happy to oblige.
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On the night of St. David’s Day, Dai the Elder (of Lichfield one-man Vat) successfully navi-gated us to the venue, the Greyhound at Sutton Stop - a popular pub best approached by canal. However, despite being in a car, so unerring were the Elder’s directions that we were in danger of having to buy our own beer by being the first to arrive. Nick the President arrived in the eponymously appropriate period of time to set up a tab for the evening, which might have been disastrous had we, indeed, arrived by barge; but, in fact, as an elderly gent – and a driver – my binge-drinking days are far behind me.
After the introductions, Nick detailed a suitable (i.e. he was in a suit) member to be Scrounger for the evening and then selected a particularly hefty Sub-Assistant Vice-Gargler - who more than filled the post. The remaining nine diners were requested to take their places at the festive board ahead of us five dignitaries – which they did. Thus, we were able to process with suitable pomp, up a steep and narrow flight of stairs (cheek-by-jowl, so-to-speak) into the small function room to be received with the customary table-banging welcome. 
At the command of “Shoot Your Linen, Blowers!” all present were found to be ingeniously cuff-linked, having been warned by their President of dire consequences if they were linkless.
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While waiting for the “famous” meat pies and chips, I led the throng in a practice gargle followed by a suitably cacophonous rendition of the Anthem. This led to numerous fines and the forfeit-of-the-night, drinking beer from an ice-lolly mould with the bottom cut off and fitted with a teat (“My own design,” I am as proud as Tweedledee to say – although not yet perfected).
Good food, good company and potable beer brought to us in a four-pint jug made for a convivial evening not, I think, spoilt by my short discursion (a portmanteau neologism suggesting ‘discursive discourse’) on the Froth Blowers old and new. Approximately £40 was raised for Round Table charities. The evening ended with a full-throated rendition of “The More We Are Together…”
As a post-script, the Greyhound is something of a hidden gem – well worth the convolutions of the suburban road system just off Junction 3 of the M6 - where the Coventry Canal and the Oxford Canal meet.

        Letters From Southend
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The only living member of the Ancient Order of Froth Blowers known to me is John Barson who was enrolled on the 13th of January, 1927, on the day of his birth eighty-four years ago. As can be seen, he was made a member of the Tientsin Vat - because his father was working in the ‘British Concession’ in China. The Vat members met at the Court Hotel where Tornado Moore was in charge. John did not grow up to be a drinking man, confessing to regard a good pub as one where he can get “good food and a glass of lager.” He now lives in Southend-on-Sea, only a short walk from the last known address of Bert’s brother, Alfred.
In 2002, John wrote a short piece for Saga Magazine about the AOFB mentioning, among other things, Ashtead pots, Fairy Belles and the Birmingham Medal Company. He later sent me photocopies of a Carlton Ware mini-pot from Babbacombe, both sides of a ‘Special Award’ medal given to a Mr. Albert Wheeler and a complete copy of his booklet. I wonder, as the number is low, whether Tientsin were sent a ‘set’ a few months earlier – when the Vat was set up; it appears on the first page of Vats, not far below the Fittleworth Vat.
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Our most recent correspondence has been about the visit by the Order to the Kursaal in Southend – referred to in my last Newsletter. The Kursaal was a large amusement park reflecting the importance of Southend as a major holiday resort at the time. If I typed out the Southend Standard’s report of the AOFB visit on Tuesday, 29th March, 1927, I estimate it would cover at least ten sides in this format – plus pictures of the hundreds attending the Palace Hotel banquet, Fripp being met by the mayor at the station and the cheque for £1,000 (say, £40,000 now) given by the Order to the local ‘New Hospital Fund’. 
So majestic was this affair that the imposing name of the Senior Froth Blower in Southend – Grand Typhoon Captain de Forest Morehouse of the Kursaal Vat – comes half way down a long list of local and frothblowing dignitaries attending the banquet (though, to be fair, he does head the list of Southend ‘Committee men’). The complete ‘Cabinet’ was present – Bert, Sir Alfred, Jack Haes and David Cain (in the chair) – as well as Fred Heck, John Jolly, Clarence Moss and Berry Hope. It appears to have been the most prestigious and successful Vat Meeting of its type.
I would like to thank A.O.F.B. member 75455 for his efforts on our behalf – which thanks he will receive by post, handwritten as befits people of our generation (I am a mere thirteen years younger than him).
Diary
As my wife has what seems likely to be a long-term illness I am unable to make any firm commitments for the next few months. Any ‘official’ gathering of the F.O.F.B. this year will have to be an ad hoc affair. I will keep you posted by email and through the F.O.F.B. website.

Dave the Chain
