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Stamford

   I was very glad to be able to join the Pub History Society trip to Stamford in mid-March, not just for the pubs but because Stamford is such  a delightful old town. Accordingly, Jim the Younger and I set off from Brum at an early hour, in time for an expensive cup of coffee in the George Hotel – worth it both for that touch of elegance which we were unlikely to experience again for the rest of the day, and for the fact that Jim paid for it.

  Catching up with the detrained group of Pub Historians, we joined the ad-miring throng at the foot of the master, (‘Sir’) Steve Williams. Having visited the exteriors of a couple of pubs with fascinating reference to their history and purpose, we passed their doors to refresh ourselves instead in an old graveyard – where the 52 stone of Daniel Lambert is buried; not that I am suggesting he has maintained this record-breaking size over the last 100 years or so – lack of sustenance may have accounted for this.

   Having visited defunct hostelries, a graveyard and sites of long-gone breweries, I for one was beginning to feel that the ‘Pub’ bit of the PHS was a misnomer, and that the raison d’ètre of the Society – which I joined on the assumption that this was a pub-crawling group of like-minded souls – had been forgotten. 

   At this point the ‘like-minded souls’ were told to split up – because the first pub they were invited to enter, the revamped Kings Head, was too small for twenty people. Consequently, the splinter-group I opted for found itself in the even-newer Tobie Norris. Here there were the local Ufford Ales and a kitchen - but no food, theirs or otherwise. Al fresco sandwiches (‘doorsteps’ on the doorstep) filled grumbling Jim the Younger’s maw.
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   The later part of the tour took us to the Jolly Brewer a friendly corner-pub with the eponymous brewer  etched on a window : and finally, for Jim and me, to the Green Man, the most pub-like of the pubs we visited.

   Our journey home was punctuated with visits to the Bell at East Langton, for a taste of the local Langton brew; to the Cherry Tree in Catthorpe, the  Dowbridge ‘tap’, where they had none in stock, as usual; and, then home for a well-earned last pint of Oakham’s JHB, always found in Brum but not in Oakham.
FROTH BLOWER DAY

   The next enthusiasm I indulge in will be based entirely on the area where I find myself living. As a consequence of recommending the Swan at Fittleworth as a suitable place for a Camra Plaque, my wife and I, with Ian the Webmaster and Jim the Younger, found ourselves leaving Sutton Coldfield at 10 a.m. on Saturday the 29th of March in order to drive the 150 miles between house and pub in time for lunch. 

   A successfully uneventful journey saw us taking the first of the ‘three gulps’ before 1 p.m. By this time, we had been joined by Peter, son of an Ashtead potter, who could only stay long enough to make contact; by John and Shirley, friends of ours down from London for the day; by David and his friend, Natalie, en route to a local Camra ‘bash’; by Chris – late, having missed a train/bus connection; and Bert’s great-nephew, Richard Temple, with his wife, Chris, and young son, William. A civilised couple of hours were spent ogling Ian’s collection: 
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It was also possible to acquaint ourselves – or reacquaint ourselves – with the contents of the Swan’s Visitors’ Books, always worth a perusal for the AOFBs’ signatures  on their visits in the late-20’s (including an early-1925 signing by Bert and his father, Alfred)
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   Richard’s family photographs of Bert, his four brothers and their sister, and one of Bert and Sir Alfred were of particular interest as an aperitif to lunch. Not everyone chose roast beef for their main course but, as it was on the menu, I decided to indulge myself in this traditional fashion, glad to be legally discouraged to add baccy to the fare - not wishing to eat and drink on the car-park. 

   Towels going on the pumps at 3 p.m.

was a disappointment to some, but signalled a suitable end to a relaxing event.

   I think Richard was a bit worried that complete strangers should have so great an interest in members of his family, but the obviously unthreatening enthusiasm of the assembled FOFB’s and friends allayed any fears he might have had about our intentions.

   I thank him and his family for attending, and latter-day Froth Blowers for making the day so enjoyable. Thanks, too, to Paul and his manager, Nigel, for hosting the event. By now, if they have had time, the walls of the Swan should be adorned with a framed picture of a Vanity Fair ‘Fripp’ and another with various AOFB cuttings to catch the eye of future visitors when they enter this ancient inn.

   On the way home I added to Ian’s stock of knowledge by stopping at a series of interesting Oxfordshire pubs – what else, when my wife was driving? We even visited the ‘Wee Waif Inn’ at Twyford, an esoteric Temple ‘shrine’.

N.B. Noon, 13th September: Annual Reunion, Frothblowers Arms, Salisbury
