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Brum Trudge (without the Trudge)

 Storm Austen could not dampen the enthusiasm of a baker’s dozen Froth Blowers when gathering to revel in each other’s company. This ‘Annual Reunion’ was a celebration of the hundredth anniversary of the A. O. F. B.’s first major shindig, which took place - in 1926 - at Simpson’s-in-the-Strand. It would have been fitting to have met there this year but the Divan does not cater for parties and the private rooms are extortionate. However, as Birmingham is beautiful and London is horrific, I lost no sleep in having chosen the former as a venue on this auspicious occasion. So it was that Mick from London and brother, Jim, from Oxfordshire, Andy and Ian from Derbyshire, Chris from Gloucestershire, Michael and Adele from Somerset (temporarily), Jamie from work in Whitby and worser-half, Chris, from idleness in London joined Brian and brother, Chris-the-Third  (both too venerable to be ‘Tweedles’ any longer), webmaster Ian and chairperson Dave to partake of a modicum of food and an immoderation of lubricative fluid at the only pub in Birmingham to sell Froth Blower’s Piffle Snonker permanently – continuing to sell 18’s of our ‘flagship’ ale since we opened 13 years ago. Many thanks to Nigel, the manager for all the 22 years of its modern existence! 

 I had booked the meeting-room but this, I found, was large, cold and up an extra flight of stairs, so we took over half the first-floor ‘lounge,’ finished-off the current kilderkin of Piffle before 12.30 and did our best in the next seven hours to get through the nectarous fluid in the 144-pint replacement. The decorous peace of the first hour was shattered by Ian on learning via the ether that Aston Villa had scored early-on. He can be forgiven that outburst for choosing to attend our revels rather than cheer from the stands a mile down the road. As the first-floor bar filled up, more-and-more punters became interested in our murderous-looking piffle-snonkers – and amused when we burst into song. We sang the ‘Anthem’ three times, getting worse each time! Having had a thoroughly-satisfactory get-together, we went our separate ways, which – in the case of Jim, Mick and I – included being picked up in an Uber-taxi by an Ethiopian lady. 
I thank all who sent greetings as well as those who attended – the latter including two born in Derbyshire, two in London, two in Canada and two in Montana: a world-wide web of Froth Blowers - then and now!   



Sheffield Again!
[image: ] My father – serendipitously – moved his family in Spring this time; moreover, the new house was immediately habitable and beautifully placed for getting into Sheffield and leaving it. In 1953, with cars still a luxury for most families, getting into the city from Bents Green took about ten minutes; and about the same time to get to Burbage Moor – a challenging ‘nursery’ for would-be rock-climbers. Things started well: in May, Hilary and Tensing stood as close to the top-of-the-world as the latter’s beliefs would allow; and four days later Queen Elizabeth II was crowned. The weather was better on Everest than in London: in fact, another Queen – Salote of Tonga – upstaged our Queen by riding to the Abbey in an open carriage in all the rain, waving to the crowd. We were out of the rain, having driven to Birmingham to watch the event on my grandparents’ 12-inch, black-and-white, grainy television. My father and I left the girls in the darkened room, trying to peer at the screen round the heads of family-members and neighbours. We missed seeing the ceremony as my father’s father regarded an entertainment-box in his house as vulgar (and later, having given in, was horrified at the idea of having advertisements beamed into his house). When we did get T.V. in Sheffield, it was to be gripped by the story of “Anastasia” and terrified by “The Quatermass Experiment” – made more enthralling for being serialised. At the end of broadcasting – early afternoon and late-evening – the National Anthem was played. My friends were David and Duncan. The latter’s (elderly) father insisted we stood to attention in their living-room if we were in it when the anthem was played. (In cinemas, people left in the middle of the credits to avoid the embarrassment of breaking this quaint post-war code-of-conduct). However, if the sun was out, we were in it. Time-and-again we ran ‘round the block’ – about a-third-of-a-mile – and kept a record of our times, only stopping the practice when David started to beat me! On my own I would bounce a golf-ball off the side of our house and hit it with a cricket-stump to improve my hand-eye coordination. My father bought two unused tennis-courts between our gardens and those backing on from the parallel road, built a cricket-practice ‘net’ in concrete at the bottom of our garden and sold the rest off to neighbours for a pittance: one made an extra garden; the other built a bungalow for his daughter. 
 Cricket was king in our house – and in Yorkshire, generally. My father played for a ‘wandering’ Sunday team, called Sheffield Casuals. Although I practised batting, it was as a leg-break bowler that, at 14, they picked me as well. I was at least forty years younger than most of the team. They may have been South-Yorkshiremen, but nearly all their cricket was played in the North Derbyshire hills: Stanton-in-Peak, Youlgreave, Edale, Eyam, and other such characterful places. In 1955 and 1956 I took more wickets than I scored runs for them: six-or-out was the philosophy of farmers and their sons when facing what they considered to be ‘juicy lobs.’ My school, High Storrs G. S., would not pick me for my age-group team – and only reluctantly for my house team. (In 1958, two years after leaving, I was playing for Collegiate’s 1st XI – later to be Vaughan’s and Root’s club). However, not being picked for cricket teams was the least of my worries. I was bullied regularly and failed dismally at most subjects from the start - and never caught up. I was ready even for boarding school … and that’s where my father sent me.

The Frothblowers Arms 
 Here I met a former pupil, Peter to whom I taught Drama and English, who drove from Norwich to thank me for ‘saving’ him: c. 1970! 
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