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10th Annual Reunion

 This year’s Reunion turned out to be a select affair consisting of myself, Ian, Brian and Steve; so I put the others in the car and we went ‘on tour.’

  The first port-of-call was the Froth Blowers Brewery which Steve was visiting for the first time. As the Unit is about 12 x 6 metres, the conducted tour did not keep us out of the pub for long – but the journey to the first pub, the Yew Tree at Cauldon (in the hills west of Ashbourne), did. This is famous for being as much a museum as a pub, but the Rudgate Mild and Burton Bridge Bitter are always in good order, if not as tasty as the locally-sourced pork-pies. Sparing you all the details of the various hostelries we visited (largely because I cannot remember them all), suffice it to say that a good time was had by all. However, other pubs on the road were the micropub, the Cask & Pottle in Tutbury, and the old and wonderful Bass tap, the Coopers Tavern (now owned by the new Joules Brewery). Both sell Froth Blowers beers, but not on the day, unfortunately. Having decided to put Mr. Williams on his train in Nuneaton, I took the opportunity to introduce my passengers to the delights of the unspoilt bar-room of the Horse and Jockey at Bentley – near Atherstone. After dropping Steve, we Brummies called in at the deservedly-popular Griffin at Shustoke before returning to fall asleep in front of the television – speaking for myself, that is.
Froth Blowers Brewing Company
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 Not many of you will have had a chance to gollop a pint of Piffle Snonker or Hornswoggle but if things go according to plan, by the end of 2015 the new, large (20 BBL) brewery will be up and running. Although we have not been at full-capacity in the old brewery all the time, when we have, work is a seven-day-a-week job. It is obviously a risk to triple our capability after two years, but we hope to cover our costs initially, gradually increasing sales. Piffle Snonker is now reasonably well-known in the real ale pubs of the Midlands and we have not had to push it – people come to us. However, we will have to travel further in the future (at the moment the Three Horseshoes at Stapleford, south of Cambridge, is the only regular ‘distant’ drop we do), so non-Midlanders might eventually come across our beers without having to travel. 
Visit our website – direct, or through ‘Friends of the Froth Blowers’ – to keep up with progress.
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Fripp and Treves: Sons of Dorset
 As you know, I am very fond of writing books: some are about my family, but most are about beer or some aspect of the Ancient Order of Froth Blowers. I had just more-or-less completed an 80,000-word book, “The Life and Times of Sir Alfred Fripp,” when I left it and changed tack to cover the life of Sir Frederick Treves as well, focusing on the known rivalry between them. Should anyone want a copy, I have a few ‘warts-and-all’, un-proof-read copies to send free-of-charge, but will have finished copies in a few weeks at £10 (inc. postage).
2016
 The two main, recurring events of our calendar, I hope to hold as follows:
Sat. 28th May: Plaque-Wetting – 12.15 p.m. at the Swan, Fittleworth

Sat 8th Oct.: 90th Anniversary of Pink ‘Un Vat Dinner – 12.15 p.m. at Simpson’s-in-the-Strand

I try to avoid Villa at home, but as they may be in the Conference (Championship!) by then, this may be less of a factor!

Plus, Sat. 16th April: A Brum (I have just missed the ‘r’ out!) Trudge and/or an ‘official’ visit to Burgess Hill suggest themselves. 
                                                                                                                              R.S.V.P
Forever Blowing Bubbles … and Froth
The Yorkshire Post, Monday, January 24, 1927:

 The crowd attending the West Ham v Everton match, on the former’s ground on Saturday, was entertained by a robust rendering of “The Frothblowers’ Anthem” by members of the home team to signalise the arrival of “Frothblower No. 1” – Sir Alfred Fripp – who recently operated on Henderson, one of the club’s players, for knee trouble. When Sir Alfred entered the dressing-room, he was greeted in true “Frothblowers’” style. 
 Sir Alfred Fripp, surgeon to Edward VII and George V, was well known in London’s East End for his freely-given services to its children and their mothers over the previous twenty-five years. In 1924, he had operated successfully on a silk-merchant named Bert Temple. Bert wanted to raise £100 for Fripp’s charities, so formed Ye Ancient Order of Froth Blowers in late-1924. A year later he was able to give Fripp £150. Then, just as he was ready to rest on his laurels, the Sporting Times’ editor, David Cain, decided that the idea would appeal to his readership. He and two or three other influential people set about recruiting members, no doubt using Bert’s call-to-arms: 

DO YOU GOLLOP YOUR BEER WITH ZEST?
 If so, you are unanimously elected a member of Ye Ancient Order of Froth Blowers.

This Ancient Guild (circa 1924) exists to foster the noble Art and gentle and healthy Pastime of FROTH BLOWING amongst Gentlemen-of-Leisure and Ex-Soldiers. After payment of Subscription you will be Permitted to Blow Froth off your own beer, and occasionally off non-members’ beer, provided that they are not looking or are of a peaceful disposition.
Individual Blowers became Blasters if they recruited 25 members. Their screed declared they were:

A sociable and cheerful law-abiding fraternity of absorptive BRITONS who sedately consume and who quietly enjoy with commendable regularity and frequentation the truly British malted beverage as did their forebears and as Britons ever will please God.
And be damned to all Pussyfoot hornswogglers from overseas and including Brachistocephalic (low-brows) TT’s and M P’s and J P’s and not excluding nosey-parkers, mock-religious busy-bodies, and suburban foolhens all of which are structurally of solid bone from chin up.
By the time of this match about 500,000 people had paid the 5/- fee and received a membership book and a set of cuff-links (or wrist-bands – for those of the Angelic Order of Fairy Belles). By 1932, when the AOFB was wound up following the deaths of both Fripp (“No. 1”) and then Temple (No. 0”), over £100,000 had been raised by the 688,000 members. Their ‘Anthem’ - “The More We Are Together, The Merrier We’ll Be” - was so popular that when Edward, Prince of Wales, was asked whether the National Anthem should be played at the end of an event which he was at, he replied, “Which one?”
 Furthermore, on a Thursday afternoon in April, 1927, West Ham put out a team to play a Froth Blowers XI - and 20,000 spectators, mainly “wee waifs,” turned out to watch the spectacle. Sir Alfred kicked off – and, as he was 62, retired to the stands. Bert Temple (47) played centre-forward and was supported by luminaries from the world of entertainment, such as Harry Tate, Billy Merson and the 30-stone Tubby Phillips – in goal. Jack Hobbs, the most famous – and most popular – cricketer of his age, acted as referee. Spectators were exhorted to attend a county cricket match later that year, which was to be for the benefit of Jack Hobb’s opening partner, Andy Sandham:
Blower Andrew Sandham (Surrey XI) is having a benefit at the Oval, 20th August, 1927, Surrey v. Yorkshire. Andy being one of the earliest members of Ye A. O. F. B., it is particularly requested by No. 0 that all cricketing members of the fraternity will assemble to do their bit for Andy. Private A. Sandham and Lance Corporal Bert Temple shared blankets, bully-beef, baccy and beer together in the 1st Sportsman’s Battalion somewhere in France. Don’t forget Andy’s Oval Financial benefit.
Twelve-year-old Master R. C. Fripp was the “prolific goal-getter,” and over £500 was raised for charity. The final score is not recorded. West Ham sent a representative to Fripp’s Memorial Service in 1930.
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