
 

8 May 1945 – VE (Victory in Europe) Day – remained in the memory of all 
those who witnessed it. It meant an end to nearly six years of a war that had 
cost the lives of millions; had destroyed homes, families, and cities; and had 
brought huge suffering and privations to the populations of entire countries. 

                                                                                                                                         

     

Millions of people all over the country                 

rejoiced in the news that Germany had 

surrendered, relieved that the intense 

strain of total war was finally over. In 

towns and cities across the world, 

people marked the victory with street 

parties, dancing and singing With the 

end of war, celebrations were 

widespread across Ealing, with 

hundreds of street parties, special 

services in all the churches, and a large 

bonfire in Walpole Park fuelled by 

packing cases from Ealing studios, park 

benches and deck chairs. 



 

        Bernard  

On VE-Day I was eleven years old. I was fortunate in that, the “Butler” Act having 
become law the year before, my parents didn’t have to pay for me to go to Nuneaton 
Grammar School, so I had made many new friends, some of whom became friends for 
life. My brother (he’s two years older than me) and I assembled all the flags and red 
white and blue bunting we could (we had quite a bit because the Coronation had been 
only just before the War) and we constructed an enormous flag pole by tying bean sticks 
together. Our front garden looked magnificent. We also had a street party, all our Mums 
providing whatever they could from our rations – cakes like we hadn’t seen for ages. 
We had followed all the campaigns of the War on our old atlases. Nuneaton, being close 
to Coventry, was badly bombed and so my brother and I spent nearly two years liv ing 
on a farm next to my Mum’s oldest friend’s farm at Tenbury Wells, Worcestershire, 
which, incidentally, taught me how to behave in the presence of farm animals (a skill 
frequently lacking.) 

            Gordon  

Oddly, I have absolutely no memories of VE Day, while I have vivid memories of VJ 

Day on August 15th. I was born in March 1938, when we were living in Rosebery 

Gardens just off Argyle Road. My dad was in his early 30's and was therefore not 

conscripted until 1940. I have one vivid memory (and bear in mind that I was only about 

3 yeas old) when he came home after having all his teeth removed to avoid the risk of 

gum disease while serving abroad. It was the equivalent of having a major operation - 

and I must have sensed the fear when my dad finished his training and went off to join 

the Eighth Army in North Africa, and later was involved in the invasion of Italy. He 

worked behind the front line with the provision of supplies of food and equipment. My 

mother and I evacuated from Ealing to her family home in Penzance. My other vivid 

memory is of an incident in 1942 when my aunt and my two cousins were with us. We 

were on Porthminster beach in St Ives. A couple of German fighter-bombers attacked 

the gas works, and then machine-gunned the holiday makers on the beach. I was only 

just over 4 years old, and I was with a slightly older cousin who got me to lie down on 

the sand. A slightly odd/unexpected result was that I had always thought that this 

incident happened towards the end of the War. It is only recently that I found out that it 

was in August 1942, not in 1944 or 1945. Finally, I've said that I have no memories of 

VE Day. I do however remember VJ Day, as we were in a holiday caravan at Gwithian. 

This was a little way along the coast from St Ives. The beach had big rollers coming in 

from the Atlantic. This meant that the sea was really cold - but I was happy to swim 

(without a wet suit which was an article of clothing I hadn't heard of). The extraordinary 

thing was that as it got dark there was a big bonfire, and a substantial fireworks display! 

I had never seen anything like it - and how people had managed to keep (or make) 

fireworks under wartime conditions, is still a mystery. In 1947, my dad bought a house 

for the family in Ravensbourne Gardens - and I am still here, not in the same house, but 

not far away, in Bradley Gardens. 

A number of folk at St Stephens – 

mainly Tea-Timers – were asked for 

their or their parents’ memories of  VE 

Day and the time surrounding it. Below 

are their recollections. 

 



           Maisie  

The weather was hot as I walked home from school on 7th May 1945. I carried my 

blazer over my arm. Since 3rd Sep 1939 we had all been living through wartime. 

Thousands of children had been evacuated from the cities to live with families in rural 

areas. Never the less many of us still slept in air raid shelters and became used to the 

sound of Nazi bombers flying overhead, explosions and the sound of ack ack guns 

defending us. These had abated during the last few months and we began to look 

forward to the end of hostilities. 

Unlike thousands of others my family was untouched by the loss of loved ones, even 

though my three brothers and my sister had all served in the armed forces. In spite of 

loss no one could fail to be glad that the war in Europe was over. 

At home in the evening of 7th May we had the radio on and heard the familiar ebullient 

tones of Winston Churchill's voice declaring that Tuesday 8th May would be a public 

holiday. (I can still hear it in my mind). That was when everyone let their hair down - 

there were street parties, bunting, singing and dancing as all the pentup emotions were 

allowed free reign, we were all part of the victory! 

 

 

 

     

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

        Ann  

I was a teenager during the war, living in Yorkshire, my mother was a French 

teacher, and my father was in a reserved occupation, making Churchill Tanks. I was 

nearly a teenager, and I don't have a lot of memories of the war - but I do remember 

the corrugated iron air raid shelter in the bottom of the garden - we only used it 

briefly and light heartedly. 

 



           Kathy  

I was 19 in 1945, but even so my memory of VE day is hazy - I remember street parties 

- and going up to London from Harrow, where my father was station master (Harrow on 

the Hill) - but this might have been VJ day! I rang my sister and she cannot remember 

either! Before Harrow we had been living in Stoke Mandeville, where I spent most of the 

war - it didn't really touch us - except for the blackout - though we did not even have 

electricity. At 16 I joined the Civil Service and worked in the Inland Revenue as a clerical 

officer. My oldest brother was the only 1 of the 4 of us directly involved - he was in 

Bomber Command. I will always remember the telegram coming to say he had been 

shot down and was missing. But he was picked up and eventually came home. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

          Mary  

I was a vicar's daughter in Oxford - at the start of the war we were waiting for an 

evacuee, and I was looking forward to a playmate - but they never came! I also 

remember watching the ffyfe banana train go by each day - and then one day they 

stopped! At school I remember the loudspeaker at lunchtime coming on VE day and 

announcing the Armistice. And there was something going on in my and other streets – 

parties with a motley of upright chairs at a line of trestle tables with jelly and ice cream 

and lots of women and children – able-bodied men and babies being in short supply! 

But, of course, it was not the end of the war - that was still going on in the far east. 

 

          Lindy  

I have no direct memories of the war, just one result that lived on through my childhood 

and even today. My Father was a major in Africa during the war (Nigeria I think) - and his  

batman used to say every morning 'Boily Eggy Maasa?' (no idea of spelling!) - to which 

the answer was always 'that would be nice'. When home after the war it would make my 

mother giggle and to this day a Boiled Egg is a Boily Eggy! 



       Doris  

My father was a chef and we lived near where he worked off Tottenham Court Road, 
where I was born in 1937. I was evacuated at age 3 (with my older sister and brother) to 
the St Albans area so during the war I was enjoying a rural existence with only the odd 
sound of sirens 
 

I returned home from evacuation in St Albans a few months before VE day, with my sister 
and brother still away. On VE day I was living with my parents behind Oxford Street, and 
on the day itself my mother took us down past St Martin in the Fields (where we would 
sometimes attend church) to the river and then along up to Buckingham Palace where we 
saw the King and Queen on the balcony. 
 
 

 

          

 

 

 

 

        Pauline   

I have lots of memories but they are in diaries in store. Prior to VE Day I lived in various 

locations (due to evacuation) which included my grandparents in Manchester and in the 

Cotswolds. In the 2 years from 1940 I had attended 9 schools and returned to Ealing in 

1944 to sit my School Certificate at Notting Hill School in 1944 

I was nearly 17 on VE Day and living in Ealing and went up to London to gather with the 

crowds at Buckingham Palace. People wanted to celebrate with the Royal Family. I was 

an ardent fan of the Royal Princesses, Elizabeth who was 2 years older and Margaret. I 

think that I took a Union Jack flag on a stick to wave when the Royal Family appeared on 

the balcony of Buckingham Palace.   

 

 

 

 



         Peter  

I cannot remember VE Day. My brother says that all he can remember is that we had a 
street party but for some reason (maybe it was the Lancaster wet season, can’t have 
been fear of traffic as only one person in our street had a car) the street party was held 
in a room at the Co-Op.  There was the usual sumptuous Lancashire tea and games for 
us children.  It would have been organised by the women as most of the men (our dad 
included) were away in foreign parts. 

 

 An unknown writer living in Ealing during the war years. 

I was born in Ealing (now London, then Middlesex) in 1936. For the first twenty-six years 

of my life my home was a house in Windermere Road – so six years of my early childhood 

were spent in wartime suburbia  

We were provided with a "Morrison" shelter, a heavy steel table affair with sharp rough-

cut edges placed in the "kitchen", the room in which we spent most of our time - reading, 

listening to the wireless, eating. Beneath it there was room for a small bed, which I 

remember using during the days of the bombing. During air raids I would sometimes be 

joined under the shelter top by my grandmother. The antiaircraft guns situated in 

Gunnersbury Park, would make a fearful noise and I can clearly see my Grandma 

as she jumped in fright at every salvo. We would wait with bated breath as we heard 

the whistling sound of falling bombs, followed by the inevitable explosion, which 

came as a relief as we selfishly gave thanks for someone else's tragedy.  

One clear blue-skied day I went out into the garden and looked overhead to see blocks of 

aircraft high overhead flying northwards. There were, of course, large public air raid 

shelters at strategic places around London. One was under the middle of Lammas Park. 

Much of Lammas Park was turned over to allotments. My father successfully grew all the 

usual staple vegetable crops. Tomatoes and potatoes have never tasted as good as his. 

I often used to go and spend air raids with our nextdoor neighbours in the "Anderson" 

shelter in their garden. Andersons were corrugated iron affairs half buried in the soil, with 

room for four people sleeping in bunks. There was a sense of adventure about being 

outdoors at night in a damp and dark "bunker". 

Ealing was not particularly badly hit by the war, if compared with the east end of London 

or with some other English cities. Nevertheless, the bombing that did occur made an 

impression on young minds. I remember two or three houses being destroyed, about a 

quarter of a mile away from home, and a heavy hit on shops and houses in Northfield 

Avenue. On the site in Northfield Avenue a large round emergency water tank was erected 

and remained for the duration of the war, Other bomb sites I can recall include a direct hit 

on Shellshear's stores in West Ealing. A few small bombs landed harmlessly in Lammas 

and Walpole Parks and now and then an incendiary device would come down; I believe 

their primary function was to cause a fire which would then act as a beacon for bombers 

with high explosives. One such I remember at a shop close to a bus stop we often used; 

the smell of burnt and smouldering timbers is easily recalled.  

While I was at primary school, we were visited by an official who brought with him some 

dummy bombs and shells, which he warned us about, in case we came across one in the 

street or in the park. 



I was on Jacob's Ladder footbridge, West Ealing, with some friends one day in May 1945 

enjoying trainspotting, when a passing stranger told us that the war had ended. It was a 

strange feeling. I can remember wondering what peace was like. 

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 

 

 

 

 

Tea-Timers had planned to have a ά{ǘǊŜŜǘ tŀǊǘȅέ in the hall to 

commemorate VE Day but the present circumstances obviously ended this 

idea ς no, just postponed it. So hopefully we can all look forward to 

September when we will have a cream tea - with homemade cake as well 

of course - to celebrate not only VE Day but also VJ Day (of which quite a 

few Tea-Timers have more memories),  

On the last page is a list of the various events and  programmes on  BBC 

that can be watched (and there are many more on the History and other 

channels) 

Thank you to all who have contributed to this pamphlet and we look 

forward more memories and maybe photos in September. 

 

 

 



National Events to celebrate the 75th anniversary  

Friday, 8th May  

 • 2.55pm - Buglers playing the Last Post & Reveille from the top of the Four Peaks                        

and at many other locations around the world 

 •  3.00pm - Pipers playing the tunes Battle’s O’er and VE 75 Years 

 •  3.00pm - The Nation’s Toast to the Heroes of World War 2 [alcoholic celebration] 

 •  6.55pm - A Cry for Peace Around the World [Town Criers]  

 •  7.00pm - Ringing out for Peace [in churches and cathedrals – may cancel]  
  

VE Day viewing guide: What to watch/listen to celebrate the 75th anniversary  

BBC One   – Thursday 7th May  BBC One Programme on Vera Lynn 
 

BBC One    - Friday, 8th May 

¶ 11.00am two- minute silence to mark the 75th anniversary of the end of WW 2 This 

national moment of remembrance will pay tribute to heroes of the past and present 

. •   2.45pm - Sir Winston Churchill’s famous victory speech broadcast.  

 •    6.00pm - BBC News will also provide coverage of the day’s events. 

 •    7.00pm - the One Show has a one hour special dedicated to VE Day 

. •   8.00pm - The People’s Celebration, will unite the nation in front of the television to salute 

the World War 2 generation.  

 •   9.00pm - special address from Her Majesty The Queen - the exact time her father spoke 

to the nation three quarters of a century ago.  

•    9.10pm - replay of the extraordinary archive of celebrations all over Britain to bring back 

the memories as the Victory Generation tells its own story.  

•  10.00pm - BBC News will also provide coverage of the day’s events. BBC One  

BBC One Sunday, 10th May 

 •  7.15pm - Antiques Roadshow VE Day Special  

BBC Two  Friday, 8th May    3.45pm – Scotland’s VE Day: Countdown to Victory 

BBC Radio 2  Friday 8th May  

¶ 12.00-2.00pm - Jeremy Vine will look back at the momentous occasion when the allies 

accepted the unconditional surrender of Nazi Germany in World War II.  

 BBC Radio 3 – Sunday, 10th May  

• 5.30pm - Words and Music takes the theme of gratitude on VE Day weekend.   

BBC Radio 4 – Sunday, 10th May  • 8.10am - Sunday Worship  

BBC Radio 4 Extra   Saturday, 9th May   

•   6:00am (repeated 4.00pm ) - marks the 75th anniversary of VE Day with an adaptation 

of Stephen Lowe’s Touched, 

 Saturday 9 May. The haunting reality of post-war life for three sisters in Nottingham in the 

100 days between VE and VJ Days.   


