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Where the Shuttle Flows 

[A columnist’s observations, from Kentish Times 14 January 1938 page 16] 

 

NIGHT WALK 

A night walk – Monday – in the Blackfen area, one far from pleasant. 

VIA 

Via Days-lane, where road reconstruction is being carried out. 

Stepping into a pool is a cocktail of mud and water, I splashed and said “Dash!” Splash 
and dash. 

 

A printer’s dash, I am told, is like this. 

A LINE 

Anyone not conversant with the art of printing, first started in this country by William 
Caxton, would call it a line, which is not the technical term. 

AN EXCITING TIME 

Well, I splashed and dashed and circumnavigated and floundered up Days-lane and 
got my shoes very dirty. 

NEXT TIME 

Next time on such a walk I will take a boot and shoe compactum with me. 

2,000 CHILDREN 

Love of little children took me to their Days-lane Infant Welfare Centre, where they 
have a register of over 2,000 babies! 

DISAPPOINTMENT 

Much to my disappointment (?) they were not all there – only 250 fathers and 
mothers, who were having a social evening. 

THE NATION’S PRIDE 

A “night out” or “off”, I should say, and as far as I could judge they were extremely 
happy. The nation should be proud of these fathers and mothers of old England. 

FATHERS AND FOREFATHERS 

Descendants, perhaps of Drake, Nelson, Raleigh, Henry VIII, Captain Cook, 
Livingstone, General Gordon or other of our illustrious forefathers. 
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NO ARMADA HERE 

Not that Drake had ever heard of Blackfen or chased the Armada over the roaring 
Shuttle.  

WHAT A KNIGHT! 

Not, that Sir Walter Raleigh had placed his cloak on the muddy surface of Days-lane 
and said to Queen Elizabeth, “Allow me, your majesty”. 

OH! HENRY! 

Not that Henry VIII ever walked in Days-lane with 

Katherine of Aragon 

Anne Bolyen 

Jane Seymour 

Anne of Cleves 

Catherine Howard 

Catherine Parr 

IN QUEST OF 

Not that Captain Cook ever sailed on a voyage of discovery up Days-lane to Blackfen to 
see what he could find. 

MUDLARKS 

Not that Livingstone ever penetrated its darkest depths, or General Gordon ever 
fought a battle on its muddy flats. 

DEPARTURE 

With this, I will leave those 250 happy mothers and fathers. 

AFTERMATH 

I was taken home by car after my outward-bound immersion and given a mustard 
bath, hot lemon and a layer of thermogene. 

NEARLY DROWNED 

Even before that I was at death’s door in Wellington-avenue, where I was nearly 
drowned. 
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A FALSE STEP 

A puddle on the pavement and in the darkness I stepped in. Once I sank, twice I sank, 
three times I sank and all seemed over – no more work, no more rates... a golden light 
in the distance. 

THE RESCUE 

Then a plunge, a splash, and I was lying on my back gazing at the stars and a kindly 
voice was saying, “How do you feel now?” 

I SAW 

That is why I’m still here to work and pay my rates, but in the dark waters of 
Wellington-avenue I saw the golden light. 

NEON? 

Some say it was the outside lighting of the Plaza, but when I went down for the third 
time I seemed to be looking towards Lamorbey or Sidcup High Street. So it must have 
been the Odeon or Regal – or both. I am not clear. 


