SEPTEMBER  9th,  2006 :  NATIONAL FROTH BLOWER DAY 
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Deputy-Mayor, coursing enthusiast, originator of the Bun Penny Scheme
= i and the Sportsmen’s Ball.



   From the wuthering heights of Pennine slopes and golden pavements of  the sprawling metropolis, from the central heartlands and far-flung Fens cheery Froth Blowers converged on the sacred city of Salisbury. The day was fine, the silver cufflinks were glinting in the morning sun, as each passionate pilgrim made his and her way to the appointed place – the Frothblowers Arms – at the appointed time – the stroke of noon. Cuffs exposed, they strode to the bar where pots were filled with that amber nectar, bitter beer. 
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   Friends reunited, first-timers enfolded in the froth of friendship, Frippish tales were told of nights Temple had been king. Mine hearty host, Monsoon Maidment of the Lion, welcomed all with mirthful myth of days long past, when Blowers of the South sang songs to Wessex ales: and how mother’s father had formed an ancient Vat for fellowship and food, to be enjoyed by all whose blood was red and hearts were healthy, filled with the beneficence of British beef and British beer. 

    Frothblowing aficionados traded Temple-tales while moderately lubricating their xerostomia with a dustification of the uvula. So animated did talk become that the appointed hour for the simple stroll from beckoning bar to groaning board passed without heed. Vain were the pleas of aproned personnel: Temple ruled and Fripp was dominant.
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   Out came sheaves of notes, dense discs - downloadings of the modern age throwing light on the buried past; out came aged ash-trays, silvered statues, cartooned cards and captured caricatures. Then all passed round, with necessary care, the Order’s symbol of charitable success – a sick waif’s cot plaque; cot and plaque endowed by Blowers’ money made from frivolous fines and their Oast-Box gleanings. 
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   At last, with no more beaded bubbles winking at the brim - nor in the depths of each clean, gobsmacked pot – we strolled along the timeworn flags to the rubious Lion where, in contiguity, its paternal arm supports its lowly but familiar partner. Passing through its portals into the vined and cobbled courtyard, centuries roll away: Fripp and Temple’s age seems as close as yesterday.

   In the lambent light of the discrete conservatory, the long table glistened with inviting settings. At its head sat Monsoon Mike and its foot the simple scribe. Our leisurely lunch stretched out, as last year’s, into the late afternoon. Beer was replaced with beer and wine with wine; two new members arrived for a brief stop and stayed for hours; plates of chosen cheese succeeded various viands of the hospitable house. The benevolent host rose to greet the Froth Blowers’ Friends. He had, he said, inherited the thirteenth century hotel but acquired the less-ancient pub-next-door, turning the ‘Oddfellows’ into the ‘Frothblowers’ in honour of his maternal grandfather’s association with the Order. For this, for lining the walls with frothblowing facts, amusing memorabilia and parochial pictures, and for providing potable ale in froth-topped pots, he is to be heartily hailed as an F.O.F.B. (‘Fellow of Fine Beer’).

   Invaluable information was broadcast by Blower Brown, Froth-researcher-in-Chief; paraphernalia and people were gathered together into identifiable units; hands were shaken and adieus made. ‘Friends’ on divergent courses will, surely, converge again.    







