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Froth Blowers Brewing Company

 The science of brewing clashing with the art of brewing, we have had a small hiatus due to a wild yeast strain that had hidden itself in the system and affected a couple of brews. Without knowing why, apart from even more rigorous cleaning than usual (which is extremely thorough), the boys appeared to have got us back on track. We are keen to build a bigger brewery now that our beers are selling well: punters in the Wellington in central Birmingham, with up to another fifteen beers to choose from, still order about one hundred pints a day of our Piffle Snonker, now that it is a regular there. 
 Our beers are to be found outside the West Midlands occasionally – as at the Three Horseshoes, Stapleford, south-east of Cambridge.

A Wonderful Wander
 On a very wet and miserable Thursday a month ago, I set off for Lulworth Cove. As I passed Salisbury the clouds cleared and I arrived at my farmhouse lodgings in near-sunshine. I ate a simple ham, egg and chips at the local, Sailor’s Return, and then made my way towards Durdle Door, to walk away from it towards Lulworth Cove, until I was able to look down, over Fripp’s spectacular Lutyens’ house to the Cove itself. From the time of his birth in Blandford in 1865, his artist-father and then he himself rented or owned a place in West Lulworth. They rented and then bought – in 1911 - the Mill House, 50 yards from the beach.
This is the picture of ‘Weston’ – built in 1927 - taken on the 14th of May this year. The view from the garden is due west, along the Jurassic Coast.
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 The next day I tried to find the grave of Sir Alfred [image: image2.jpg]


and Lady Fripp but the new, young vicaress could not help me. She did put me in touch with a local historian. As I had to await her return, I visited the Mill House. It is now run by a charity as an international walkers’ holiday home. Val the historian returned and told me that, among other things, Fripp had built an enclosed badminton court above Mill House with room for spectators - pulled down recently. In the afternoon I wandered across country to Fittleworth but had to stay the night five miles away near Pulborough, as the Swan was full. The next morning I had a pint with Anthony, the present lessee of the Swan, and then sat in the sun by the river Rother: such simple pleasures! 
I found this picture of the green (now car-park) then used for the annual fair, circa 1900.

Fripp and Treves
 Last year I became fascinated by the supposed rivalry between Sir Frederick Treves and Sir Alfred Fripp. I have since researched Treves life, using the only biography of him as a starting-point. It was written 66 years after Treves’ death in 1923 and consists largely of chunks of quotation from Treves and others. It perpetuates the false idea that he brought about the reforms of the Royal Army Military Corps after the Boer War.
 Treves was born in Dorchester in 1863 and, for two years, was educated at the school of that incredible polymath and poet, William Barnes. His father died when he was fourteen and his mother sold the successful family carpentry and shop, taking the family to Lambeth. Here, Treves enrolled himself at the Merchant Taylors’ School. He went on from there to learn medicine at the London Hospital. In 1884 he met Joseph Merrick and, having used him for lecturing purposes, gave Merrick his card. In 1886, Merrick was rescued by the police and, using the card, took him to Treves. With the agreement of the Chairman of the Hospital’s committee, Carr Gomm, Merrick lived out his last four years in his own room there. By this time Treves was famous as a researcher, lecturer and surgeon. 

 Fripp, born in Blandford in 1865, went with his family to Hampstead in 1870, and then to Merchant Taylors’ School in 1879. He chose Guy’s Hospital for his medical studies where his sister Jeanie’s husband, William Hale-White, was already a physician. In 1889, acting as a locum tenens for a doctor in York, he treated Prince Albert Victor (‘Eddy’) whom he had earlier met in Cambridge when visiting his godfather, Canon Dalton, the Prince’s tutor. This led to a working-holiday on Deeside where he became accepted by the Queen, her oldest son and grandson. With this flying start and Hale-White’s offer of rooms in his Harley Street home, Fripp was set up for life without any research or apparent struggle. 
 In 1896 he used his friendship with the Prince of Wales to save Guy’s Hospital from its serious financial troubles by attending a Fund Dinner, thus helping to raise the funds needed. The Hospital rewarded him with an Assistant Surgeon’s post he might otherwise have had to wait years for. 
 In 1898 he married ‘Diz’, fifteen years his junior, and they had to return from their honeymoon to attend the Prince who had badly damaged his knee in a fall but still wanted to attend Cowes Regatta. As Marconi had been invited to demonstrate his invention to the Queen at Osborne House, Fripp became well-known for his telegraphed reports about the Prince’s knee. Most of the Royal surgeons and physicians were at least thirty years older than Fripp so were not happy when he was made a Surgeon-in-Ordinary.

 Treves seemed particularly put out that his Dorset compatriot was higher up the ladder by ‘luck’ than he was, but in 1900 they both volunteered to do six months in South Africa.
Treves worked in a field hospital, observed the horrors of enteric, killing soldiers before they had fired a shot at times, but – toeing the patriotic line - wrote that all was well. Fripp was asked by Lady Howe and the Committee of the Imperial Yeomanry Hospitals to set up a voluntary base hospital for at least 500 patients which, with the aid of the Army’s man, Sloggett, he did, staffing it with five times as many nurses as the R.A.M.C. hospitals and getting a modern laundry set up on site. His hospital at Deelfontein, run like ‘Guy’s on the Karoo,’ was so successful compared with the Army hospitals that questions were asked in the House and some improvements were made by the R.A.M.C. However, having toured them before his return, Fripp was determined to get the government to reform the service. Using his influence with Edward, now King, he worked with the Secretary for War, Brodrick, to form a committee and put his Deelfontein ideas into practice. Brodrick and Fripp chose Keogh as chairman and, among others, Treves to be on the committee, too.
 Just before the coronation the King fell ill at Aldershot. Of all his surgeons, including Treves, only Fripp was sent for. Then the King felt better, cancelled Fripp and travelled back to Windsor. Ten days later, he was in pain again but, instead of Fripp, Treves was sent for by jealous advisors. He deliberated excluded Fripp from consultations, persuaded the King to cancel his coronation – or “go as a corpse” – and operated by draining the appendix, a method he tended use rather than removal, although he had had to watch his teenage daughter die of peritonitis two years earlier because he had misread her symptoms. Had Fripp arrived at Aldershot ten days earlier, he would have diagnosed appendicitis and conned the King into an appendectomy ‘on the spot.’
 Fripp was kept completely in the dark about the King’s condition and afterwards cursed himself for not going to Aldershot despite the cancellation message. Treves was rewarded with a baronetcy – an honour Fripp was said to have refused seven times - and a grace-and-favour house in Richmond Park so, within a year, he had ‘overtaken’ Fripp. In 1903, at the age of 37, Fripp was knighted for his work for the reform of the R.A.M.C.

 However, his work for the I.Y.H. was almost ignored because he had made an enemy of Lady Howe by suggesting that some of the statistics in her Report were ‘cooked.’ He had to write a letter of apology to her, published in The Times.

 Treves retired from medical practice and spent the last twenty years of his life writing travelogues.

Garden Party
27th June: 12:15 Peyton Arms, Stoke Lyne, followed by Pedstock Festival for Froth Blowers ale, and then more food and drink at 1 The Street.
r.s.v.p.
