DAVE WHITE

Dave White was born at number 12 the Front Brents on 31st May 1937 and lived most of his life on the Brents, moving to number 37 Upper Brents on marriage.

He attended Davington Elementary School, where Nellie Woodcock and her colleagues gave him the elements of a basic education that was to stand him in good stead in later life.  From Davington School he went to serve an apprenticeship with Haden’s, a well-respected firm of heating engineers, where he learnt his trade.
On completion of his trade training, Dave was called up for National Service in the Army Catering Corps.  The Army teaches you two things: if it doesn’t move, white wash it; if it is moveable, scrounge it – and I think that this is where Dave learnt the art of scrounging, at which he was a past master.  The Army also taught him to cook and he became an accomplished chef, cooking for the family and in local public houses.  His rabbit stews were quite famous and his pheasant casserole something to dream of.
After demob Dave continued working for Haden’s, where he became a foreman, running many large and prestigious contracts all over the south-east, often employing Brents or Faversham lads.  He eventually went to work for Peter Jemmet in his local heating and plumbing business and finally set up on his own as a sole trader.  There was nothing that Dave would not tackle and he proved adept at helping everybody with his wide range of knowledge of heating engineering, plumbing and the building trade in general.

Dave was a footballer, playing for Davington School and Brents United and eventually became the team manager.  This was in the days when the Brents was a complete community with a church, schoolroom for socials and meetings, a vicarage, parson its own football team and carnival float, now sadly all gone.
I am not sure how long I have known Dave. He was one of the groups of young Brents youths, including Perce Belsom, Don Weaver, Sooky, Jean Moon and Pimp Hills and was always around taking part in various activities.  I particularly remember one meeting of the Young Communicants Guild in the Schoolroom – my father ensured that all Brents youths were confirmed – when we were caught playing pontoon for money and got thrown out.  Not deterred, we adjourned to the back room of the Albion to continue the game.  One down to the Church, one up to the pub.

Dave was very fond of the Brents and Brents people and we have spent many hours reminiscing about the times gone by when the Brents was a real place, more often referred to as the Rock.
He played a vital part in getting Crab Island registered as a Town Green so that future generations would be able to enjoy catching crabs and other informal recreation, as generations have before.  The logs from the old creek have gone, but Dave would recall jumping from log to log pretending to be a timber jack riding the log rafts down the rapids and on occasions falling in, which did not go down well with his mother.  The important thing was not to get trapped between the logs.  He helped identify local people who had used Crab Island for all sorts of games and other pleasurable activities for over twenty years and we got twenty  affidavits signed that persuaded the County Council to register the Green to prevent its development.
More recently, Dave helped in rallying support for the preservation of the Creekside footpath, again identifying local people who knew the path and could help to demonstrate its importance.  At the public inquiry he gave convincing evidence to the Inspector about the existence of the path and how he, his children and grandchildren had used the path for many years.  I have a lasting image of Dave standing before the inspector – although invited to sit he insisted on standing – and when asked by one of the resident newcomers if he would be surprised if he was told that a fence had been put across the path, Dave, cool as a cucumber, replied, “Yes, I would be very surprised”, resulting in collapse of fat party.  Dave played an important role in stopping the path being extinguished.  It is sad that he will not see the opening of the path when the proposed diversion is confirmed.
I think that Dave will be mostly remembered for his unfailing kindness to others.  Nothing was too much trouble.  You had only to ask, and he would try, mainly successfully, to help. If he could not help he knew a man who could.  I have only once known Dave to utter a cross word and that was when, quite rightly, he thought I had danced for too long with Olive at one of Alf Wood’s Boxing Day parties in the social room at the Albion when it was still a proper beer house.
He looked after his extended family in sickness and health and many, like young Steve Epps, who, in his old age, living in the Almshouses, he shaved, took for walks in his wheelchair, and put to bed, have much to thank him for.  If it was your boiler that was not working, a leaking radiator, a drainage problem or something you wanted welded Dave would always help, although not always at the arranged time.  So often he had to chase off to deal with somebody’s emergency, leaving you waiting.  Dave was one of the worst and most unreliable time-keepers I have known, but he was always worth waiting for, however infuriating it might be.  I thought I had better say that just to show he was not perfect.

However,  Dave White was a very special person, a kind generous and gentle man, much loved by all who knew him and will be sorely missed by his daughters Sally and Lisa, all his family, and many friends.

Farewell. 
Andrew Osborne

