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Editorial                

 I hesitate to publish this, but my froth blowing days are temporarily suspended. A few days after my oncologist had told me that the hormone treatment seemed to be working, my new G.P. gave me the results of an M.O.T. that suggested giving my liver a bit of a rest might be advisable. It would appear that just as yeast uses enzymes as catalysts for the conversion of sugar to alcohol, so the liver uses them to cope with its attempted treatment of the alcohol it receives. My enzymes are hav-ing to work too hard. Rather than cut down, I decided to go T.T. to see whether my liver would respond to a month lay-off. I was given the news on Friday, 13th March, and started my alcoholic fast on the 17th March, my 75th Birthday. The trouble is that if I switch to soft drinks, my blood-sugar reading might rocket. If a Spring Newsletter appears, you can assume I am no worse than now!
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The Singapore Vat
  The Dream Team: Hungary 7 – England 1        Budapest 1954
I don’t think I have had the T-shirt since then – at 14 I was somewhat slimmer.

Britain being so cold and grey last month, I decided to take a ten-night break by visiting my friends in Singapore again. I arrived on the second day of the Chinese New Year so was surrounded by pairs of athletic young men in pantomime lion costumes scaring away the evil spirits. They were accompanied by loud, non-stop drumming in a dance lasting for about twenty minutes. One of these perform-ances occurred twelve floors up in the Emirates office, where – though deaf - I was eventually able to upgrade to 1st Class from Singapore to Dubai. I could get used to it.
FOFB’s Kim and Tang were busy with family parties but put on a New Year’s party for us ex-pats before I left. Dave the Senior Blower (Blaster, in fact) interrupted the festivities so that new FOFB’s could be inducted into its mysteries. Otherwise, not wishing to hijack the beautiful banquet, a quick – but reasonably raucous rendering of the Anthem – was accomplished. Once again, a collection did not seem appro-priate, but Dave is looking into the possi-bility of a Brewerkz Bash for charity, based on Bert’s ideas.
The weather was so good – hot and less humid – that I might do the same next year, Zimmer-frame and all.

The 98th Birthday

The Secretary of the Pub History Society is taking his later birthdays in reverse order. In a gesture of solidarity, having driven from Birmingham to Sheffield to visit my 99-year-old mother, I dropped a couple of casks at pubs on the Derbyshire-Nottingham border and wandered across country to Peterborough. Here I drank the health of the great man in both Hand and Heart. Another pint at the prettily-sited brew-pub, the Exeter Arms, Barrowden, Rutland, gave me the energy to complete the circuit before midnight. I am getting too old for this sort of thing.
A trip to Bamberg might help …

Brum Brrrm
On the 14th of March, FOFB’s Brian, Ian, Jim the Elder and I set off in a transport of delight to sample the beers of East Staffordshire and South Derbyshire. We arrived at the Museum of Brewing at 11.10 a.m. where, due to the closure of the on-site brewery, we were forced to choose from a range of real ales, mostly from good smaller breweries, such as Black Hole – what a hardship! 
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 From here we drove into them thar hills to the Yew Tree at Cauldon, a museum in the middle of nowhere that doubles as a pub. Twenty minutes away – in Derbyshire – is the Barley Mow, Kirk Ireton. This is a time-warp pub, with four or five barrels on a stillage, flagged floors and a round-the-year fire. They sell Froth Blowers’ Piffle Snonker on a regular basis. Down the hill, just off the A6 is the Holly Bush at Makeney, where we ate pork-pie and mustard in a corridor because it was so busy in its old bar, snug and dining-room – and outside, too.
 Lunch over, we set off for the Leadmill Brewery tap, the Old Oak Inn, Horsley Woodhouse – another purveyor of the occasional beer from the Froth Blowers’ range to supplement their own. Ten minutes away is the micropub and brewpub, Marlpool Brewing, a converted shop whose front bar is full when six people are in it. Andy is always happy to sell our beer.
 We then drove south to three other shops turned into pubs: the Chequered Flag at Castle Donington, the Chip ‘n’ Pin (a former bank) at Melbourne, and the Cask & Pottle at Tutbury, all selling superb beer from the barrel, some of it ours. Our final call was the Coopers Tavern in Burton, with its unspoilt tap-room. A good day out, I think!

The Froth Blowers Brewing Company

I am not turning these newsletters into advertising space – because I don’t need to since pubs are ordering as much as we can produce: a good beer needs no beating about the bush.

We are selling four to five 18’s of 3.8% Piffle Snonker a week to the Wellington in Birmingham city centre. Four other beers sell well: Gollop With Zest, Hornswoggle, Bar-King Mad and Wellingtonian. The April special is Sheppard’s Delight (note the spelling) and Monsoon Mild will make an appearance in May.

Events
Tradition is growing for a Brum Trudge, a Garden Party and an Annual Gathering. As the Brum Trudge is usually as close to my birthday as possible, we can say it will not be on the calendar until next year.

So, I suggest:

Pub Visit & Garden Party: Saturday 27th June - 12:15hrs at the Peyton Arms, Stoke Lyne, followed by a garden party at 

1 The Street, Stoke Lyne.
Annual Gathering: 
September 12th is the 150th Anniversary of the birth of Sir Alfred Fripp and it falls on a Saturday this year. I suggest we hold it at 12:15hrs: the Bartons Arms, Birmingham, and after move to the Wellington.
Dave the Chain                                 r.s.v.p.
