FRIENDS OF THE FROTH BLOWERS
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          Wine, Women and Song              
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   Any Friend of the Froth Blowers who missed the 2009 Wetting of the Camra Plaque at the Swan, Fittleworth, should think themselves accursed that he/she was not here. Wine there certainly was, only we did not drink any. Women there certainly were, and I salute Ranjan and Ann (and Ann’s daughter, Jeannette) for their good-humoured tolerance of the puerility of men with their toys.  Song was present, non-stop, for the three hours of our stay, courtesy of the Annual Gathering of the English Folksong Society. However, their massed presence forced us out of the pub and into the garden – the best place to be on a fine day that just got finer.

   The Birmingham five (forgetting Rick and Ann, Blues supporters) had originally retired to the dining-room to escape the massed band of no-hopers dissonancing in the bar. Here we found the picture of the AOFB luminaries that Mr. Murray had said was there but that, in five visits, I had somehow missed. We took it off the wall and bore it triumphantly to the garden to take it  apart,  photograph  it, clean it  and 

eventually put it back for visitors to marvel at. 
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Your webmaster, Sir Ian (who is not owning up to the name ‘Brown’ at the moment) will, no doubt, identify all the members by a process of diligent elimination. It would seem likely that Bert took the picture at an AOFB visit to the Swan, signed and dated it, and sent it to Monsoon Oliver (seated with dog). The Roper girls are at the back – Dorothy with new husband, Mr Sheppard – while David Cain and Jack Haes are to the genial host’s far right. A good time appears to have been had by (almost) all.
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  There was no ‘almost’ in our visit of May 9th, 2009. We spent three uncomplicated hours in an English country garden on a day when the sun shone, with beer out of our own Froth Blower pots, affordable food of a good standard, friendly people sharing the garden with us, another eccentric British group singing in the background, and landlord Paul run off his feet but doing his best to look after us. On top of all this, I was able to parade all day in my shiny (thanks to my wife) new possession, the Chairman’s Chain.
   The cynosure of all eyes, I strutted my stuff, explained to anyone who would listen what it was all about, was knelt in front of by one FOFB and one complete stranger - and almost had my money’s worth in one day.

   Eventually, all good things, etc...except they didn’t. We did part from the Murrays and the Colemans, and thanked our host for giving us our head with regards to the picture and the Visitors Books, but the Brum Five, instead of driving North, drove South into unknown territory near Bognor Regis. We were chasing the elusive AOFB pennant, written of in the sagas but yet to be found by a knight of the round belly. Barnham was not exactly Glastonbury, but the Murrells Arms turned out to be a likely place for not only a rare AOFB artefact but for the Holy Grail itself to be hidden among its eclectic mix of treasures. 
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   We spent a happy half-hour supping beer- from-the-barrel, chatting with the feisty land-lady and her regulars, reading the walls and playing ring-the-bull, before driving West and then North in search of pubs of character on the way home. A final pint with truculent Mick the Hat at the Peyton Arms, Stoke Lyne, rounded off a perfect day.
SIMPSON’S-in-the-STRAND
   We are more than quorate for this event, but still short of the twenty-plus I was originally hoping to get. 

Saturday, 12th September 2009 – 1230 hrs.
Get More Blowers!
