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Frothers Undaunted
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  FOFB Scott and FOFB Devin had reason, as important members of the beer trade in Singapore, to attend a conference on aspects of brewing, in Chicago. (Americans like to talk at length on the subject in order, I assume, to work up a thirst). This naturally led to a desire to sample the idiosyncratic beers of Bavaria on their way back – for research purposes, of course.
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  I had mooted a trip to Bamberg (their ultimate place of pilgrimage) to the Pub History Society but, having heard nothing definite from them, I decided to recruit two more FOFB’s and make a good quorum of five (two being the sufficient number for Froth Blowers to be quorate). I contacted the Senior Blower of the German Vat, Erwin, and enquired if he could join us from his home near Hanover. Fairy Belle Renate, his wife, gave her permission.              Consequently, the fifth member, Jim the Younger, and I found ourselves at Birmingham Airport at 06:15 on the morning of Thursday 15th, April. At 08:30 we were about to get on the only plane given clearance to fly – to Frankfurt – when it, too, was grounded. By 09:30 we were back at my house where Lufthansa were generous enough to reimburse me on-line. However, Erwin was on his train and the Chicago bootleggers were already en route from Munich to Bamberg. 
  It was at this point that common sense deserted me as I decide to drive to the Chunnel and thence via Cologne to Bamberg – some 1,000 km. Jim the Younger, being a man of more-than-common sense, decided to leave me to it.
  Thus it was that I and my trusty steed (Honda CRV) found ourselves at the Chunnel at 14:00, in Calais at 16:00 (Continental time), in the traffic jams of the Brussels ring-road at 18:00, being passed at 90 mph by cars doing almost twice that speed on the Autobahns, and – at 23:00 tootling the last 20 country miles into Bamberg.
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  It is with regret that I have to record, having miraculously found the Hotel Ibis and booked in before midnight, my three FOFB Blowers were in the “arms of Morpheus”; so, after driving for twelve hours with only the Chunnel and a petrol break, I had to sally forth a lone Blower to slake my thirst. Between 00:30 and 02:00 I drank a Fässla pils, a Fässla wheat beer, a Fässla dunkel and a Fässla lager (note the Jolly Brewer trademark logo). They all tasted wonderful – despite the illegal cigarette smoke puffed out (not in quite the Icelandic quantities that had necessitated my epic journey) by the friendly young ‘Gothic’ landlord. As Fässla do not do a Rauchbier, perhaps this was his effort to produce Bamberg’s most renowned ‘style’.
  That night I slept well.

  The following morning three Froth Blowers set out on a conducted tour of Bamberg led by No. 4, Scott of the Arctic (Regina, in fact). Before taking beer, we took coffee in the Rose Garden of the schloss, high above the city under a cloudless sky. Returning to river-level, a Rauchbier from the barrel in the Schlenkerla tap was an appropriate start to the two-day sampling-session. As a sort of smoked cheese and malty beer combination, it is a bit surprising at first, but slips down too easily for a 5%-ish starter. 
  As our local guide, Manfred, was waiting at the Bamberg outlet for ‘Spezial’ beers (which he helps to brew), we marched there for a taste of ‘Ungestpundet’ (unfiltered) beer – a pleasant pale lager – rather than another smoked beer (although Spezial is the only other Rauchbier producer).[image: image13.jpg]



  After this, a taxi took us North, to the Gasthof Endres at Höfen where we were to view the 235-year-old family brewery and have dinner. Grandfather, son and grandson showed us round the antiquated brewery in which four times a year a beer is brewed by the laborious and skilful method of lighting a wood fire under the tiled mash-tank, and [image: image6.jpg]


gauging the required temperatures as much by experience as science. The resultant brew was a palatable ‘U’ Bier lasting the restaurant for three months or so until the next brew. The food was equally traditional, local and nourishing – a great night out at a place unvisited by all but the cognoscente. Manfred’s amiable partner, Hannah, drove us back to within walking distance of our beds.
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  I rose bright and early – the former condition being testament to the purity of Bavarian beers, brewed under the strict laws of ‘reinheitsgebot’ (basically, no additives). After a gentle stroll along the river, I joined the others on a brisk walk to the Brauerei Keesmann to sit in the sun and drink their Herrn Pils (a man’s drink). 

  Across the road is the Mahr’s Bräu, with its charming low-ceilinged bar and ‘U’ Bier poured from wooden kegs into stoneware mugs; I had my own Ashtead pot with me for immediate transfer of contents from theirs to mine to my lips. 
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  By this time, the pressure was on to visit one more hostelry before parting: the Bootshaus, up the river – a pleasant place to drink on a sunny day, but too big and popular for real charm. From here the Singapore twins had to sprint to the station via the hotel, so the FOFB gathering officially ended on our mutual handshakes.
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  Manfred took Erwin and I back to Brauerei-ausschank Schlenkera where Erwin presented me with a case of twenty bottles of Rauchbier to take home as, by this time, we had decided that I should drive him back to Barsinghausen and proceed to Calais from there the following morning.

  Having made Manfred (and Hannah) honorary FOFB’s, we parted to walk our case of beer through the streets of Bamberg – with many offers of help – to the boot of the car. The journey north was smooth and quietly uneventful.

  After a fine meal, a disastrous (for Erwin)  recorded football match (Munich 7 v Hanover 0), and a short but restful sleep, I drove on lorry-free Autobahns to the chaotic Chunnel. By some minor miracle – and a lot of money – I drove on to the train at the booked time and under La Manche to Kent.
  A sane 70-year-old would have driven straight home but, being a little eccentric, I decided to find the Red Lion at Snargate – so I bought a map, drove off to consult it in peace, only to find Snargate was not on it.
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  However, my innate sense of pub direction took me there unerringly – and what a good decision! If any pub in Britain could put the rather hide-bound glories of Bamberg into perspective it has to be this one: a garden-cum-nature-reserve, an outside loo from which a bird left her nest and nestlings as I entered – even the red car spoiling the picture disgorged a fifty-year-old couple dressed in home-made clothes suggesting they were children of the Flower Power age. Inside the time-warp pub, a Rubens/Rosetti ‘Mariette’ dispensed immaculately-kept micro-breweries’ beers from four pumps, and within minutes I was talking to everyone and they were talking to me. Only a stop to plead with the Hat to let me in at 6 p.m. (he had turned me away the week before) reminded me that he was more eccentric than me, and he and his pub had ‘charms’ to rival the Red Lion.

   What an odyssey!  
The Swan at Fittleworth
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  Before all this excitement (and I write this thirty hours before supposedly flying through an ash-corridor to Hong Kong) I visited the home of the Ancient Order of Froth Blowers. Paul Warriner had told me that he had retired, so I went to see that the new people were still happy to display our artefacts and continue the connection. All was in order but one of the old Visitors’ Books had, according to Paul, been stolen and the others were yet to be located. However, it was early days for the new licensees, and they are happy to accommodate us for lunch in late-September.
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  As I had time to spare, I walked along the river, imagining Bert and his fellow Froth Blowing  anglers reeling in ever smaller fish that would grow in size in the telling – with the fines for mendacity inversely proportional to the actual size of the fish.
Diary 2010  
Saturday 25th September (12:30 for 13:00):

Lunch at the Swan, Fittleworth – being the Fifth Annual Reunion of the Friends of the Froth Blowers. 
r. s. v. p. to David Woodhead 0121 308 1515

finwood40@btinternet.com
