  FRIENDS OF THE FROTH BLOWERS
NEWSLETTER  NO. 30                                             SPRING 2013
Bureaucracy
 As regular readers will know, I have been attempting to establish a 6-barrel brewery in Birmingham for my stepsons to run: the Froth Blowers Brewing Company. I regist-ered it a year ago, rented a Unit in October and then went to my Bank to see how much money I could borrow against my mortgage-free property in order to raise the capital needed to set it up. The answer, of course, was none: as a pensioner I was too poorly paid to be credit-worthy. Eventually my ‘Dear Computer’ letters to Barclays resulted in a one-off 9% loan (when the Bank Rate was ½%) of £15,000 – about a quarter of what I needed. I started ordering things on the Micawber philosophy of ‘something will turn up.’
This ‘something’ was supposed to be the sale of my house and a building-plot next to it – the latter a ‘banker’ in that it would apparently sell easily. Eight months later, I am still waiting to be paid by the original purchaser, but the sale of the house a month ago saved me from bankruptcy by a matter of days (having already borrowed £20,000 from my brother-in-law). This house’s garage is full; one Unit by the Brewery is full to the roof with furniture; the floor of another large Unit is full of bric-a-brac; and the path of the building-plot (which I still own) is covered in abandoned artefacts. With just over a week to clear a six-bedroomed house, full of necessary and unnecessary furniture, hundreds of books, Joyce’s numerous ‘collectables’ – and Neil’s detritus - it is remarkable that we did it at all, even if I still need to move it again soon.
Brave New World

In order to have somewhere to live I rented this cottage in Stoke Lyne – coincident-ally, two hundred yards from the Peyton Arms; and, as I needed a Birmingham base, I now have a short-term rental of a cottage in Curdworth – while I look for a place to buy.
As I have to visit my 97-yr-old mother in Sheffield on a regular basis, you may appreciate that the F.O.F.B. has taken a bit of a back seat in the last year.

The Froth Blowers Brewing Company
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Your Webmaster, Ian, kindly designed this pump-clip for our perusal and we think, with a little tweaking, it fits the bill nicely. All we need to do now is get the product clean, clear and to our taste: a blonde, bitter/floral-hop ale of, say, 4.0%. It is being racked into firkins at this moment. We plan to add a 3.8% ‘session’ ale to our ‘portfolio’ later.
Plaque Wetting 
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Having had so traumatic a year, I was determined to get an F.O.F.B. event in ‘on time’: i.e. in May, 2013. Last Saturday - in ‘Woody Weather’ (the sun always shines on a day out organised by me – as FOFB TweedleBrian will corroborate) – Jim the Younger, with frantic yet meticulous organisation, succeeded in picking up and delivering Jim the Elder, Brian and Ian, to my cottage door, from whence Five Went Adventuring Again (no dog: Hamish left this vale of beers last Summer).
Despite the inevitable M25 crawl, a congestion hiccup in Guildford and Jim the Younger’s need for knee exercises every few miles, we arrived at Glorious Fittleworth before 12:30. New and local FOFB, Brian, introduced us to the saviour of The Swan, [image: image3.jpg]4
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Anthony Wyman. He is a retired hotelier, out of retirement in order to put an inn he loves back on a viable footing. What is more, he dug out my Frothblower stuff from the wreckage left by the last numpties: the only downside is that it sounds as if the Visitors’ Books were stolen and auctioned off.
Although there were no other FOFB’s, Brian and the Birmingham Five had a fine day out: beer, beef (in my case) and baccy (in Brian the Not-Much-Younger’s case). The sun shone, of course - as a matter-of-course, in fact, allowing the usual group capture of the participants in front of the Camra Plaque.

At 3 p.m. it seemed reasonable to leave the Swan, relieved to find it in the hands of another Monsoon Oliver: that is, a true professional.
Our first call for port – whisky for Jim, Lodsworth Hip-Hop for the rest of us (no actual port, of course) – was the Duke of Cumberland’s Arms in Henley (by Mid-hurst), the epitome of a chocolate-box pub and not to be missed. Twice round Sheet and Steep led us to the Real Outside Toilets of the Harrow - unfortunately, the pub itself was closed for the afternoon.

The obligatory stops at the ‘Classic, Basic, Unspoilt’ pubs -  the North Star, Steventon and the Peyton Arms, Stoke Lyne, com-pleted the perfect day for me, as Jim the Younger and passengers headed for Brum.
The Future is Bright
Of all things bright and beautiful, we hope a pint of Piffle Snonker will be tops soon.

Most things that need to be in place for this to happen having been achieved and my down-sizing half-accomplished, I in-tend to take a break: on the 15th, June, Jim the Younger and I are off to Bamberg (volcanic somnolence permitting). Fairy Belle Kim the Brewster and FOFB Tang of the Singapore Vat will be there, before visiting Paris – and Stoke Lyne.
8th Annual Reunion: Saturday 7th Sept., 2013, from 12:30hrs at the Peyton Arms and later at 1 The Street -  Stoke Lyne.
