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FOREWARD 
 

 

 

 

VE DAY 

 

“Never in the field of human conflict was so much owed by so many to so few” 
(Winston Churchill)…and… “When you go home, tell them of us and say, For Your 
Tomorrow, We Gave Our Today” (Kohima Epitaph). 

I should like to say a very special ‘”thank you” to our revered parishioners for 
sharing with us their treasured memories of VE Day. They live among us as the living 
archives of years spent fighting another kind of global virus; the Second World War.  

This was a war in which ordinary men, women and children confronted the forces of 
darkness and evil.  Like a viral war of corrupting, insatiable power, dehumanised 
brutality, oppression, xenophobia and genocide, this plague swept across Europe.  It 
left in its path death, destruction, pain and suffering which touched the peoples of 
every nation. The defeat of this Force of Evil is what we are celebrating, and giving 
thanks for, on the 8th May!  The Forces for Good(ness), Justice and Truth conquered 
that evil and muted its falsehood. 

My dear friends, the VE Day memories of some of our Faith Family have been 
woven, like silken threads, into a tapestry unfolding unique scenes and pictures of 
their experiences of that time.  Indeed, countless valiant men and women gave 
‘their today’ so we could have a ‘tomorrow’.  Today, we say “thank” you to all the 
living for the sacrifices you made so we could have that ‘tomorrow’.  To the also 
Valiant Fallen we say, “May the lives we live bear you honour, and show you did not 
die in vain”. 

As you turn the page, welcome to the 8th May 1945.  In the words of Rumi, the great 
Eastern Mystic: Love risks everything and asks for nothing. 

Love, Peace and Blessings, 

Fr. Antony  
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INTRODUCTION 

 

In this special edition to mark ‘VE 75’ on 8th May 2020, we have invited parishioners 

with memories of either VE day itself, the end of the war and/or their Liberation Day 

to record their memories for us. These wonderful accounts range from the 

memories of a 4-year-old (Francine) to those of the slightly older 20+ years olds like 

Dennis and Jeanine. Their memories have not been edited or ‘airbrushed’- aside 

from the odd punctuation mark. They are as they arrived in our email boxes or 

described on the phone. We thank them all for sharing their memories whether they 

be sad, emotional, hilarious, romantic, poignant, happy or joyful.   
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JEANINE HUNT: RESISTANCE, CELEBRATION AND ROMANCE 

(WITH THANKS TO HER DAUGHTER CARINE) 
 

 

 

In France we were plunged into 4 miserable years of suffering, 

worries and mental anguish, with World War II and the Nazi 

occupation, with always the hope that it would be Britain to come to 

our rescue and free us.  In August 1944 Paris was liberated but it took 

another 9 months for, in May 1945, the German army offered a 

complete surrender to the allied forces, VE Day, Victory in Europe.  

 

For me and my family that day was a quiet one as my father who was a very active 

member of the French Residence within the French railway for whom he worked, was 

still very concerned about conflict in certain areas of Paris. So, living in Suresnes on 

the outskirts of Paris, he chose to take us, my mother, brother and our dog to 

Longchamp (the racecourse temporary closed during the war).  

 

Our walk took us over the river Seine to the big park to have a picnic. As a 22-year-old 

young woman I did express why we were not celebrating in the streets of Paris but 

my father was not a man to be questioned...!! 

 

A few months went by and I was volunteering for the Red Cross when my manager 

asked me to go out on the street to collect for the prisoners of war.  Unfortunately, 

the heavens opened whilst doing my duty and having had a new fresh perm and 

wearing a white rabbit fur coat, when my 

manager, as a treat, told me to attend a 

Welcome Committee party for the British forces. 

At first I refused because of the way I looked and 

smelt (the wet rabbit coat) but I eventually 

agreed.  The party was going strong when I 

arrived and after some time a shy but impeccably 

dressed, tall and slim British soldier came over to 

talk to me. His voice, his accent and his 

gentleness of tone sent a flood of emotions in 

me. This of course was Harold, who was to be my 

husband for 66 years, but not until we turned 25 

years old as we were parted for 15 months when 

Harold was posted to Germany.  

After our wedding, in France, we came to live in 

Southampton where we stayed for all our marriage. 

  



4 

KATE MAXFIELD (SUE DEADMAN’S MOTHER), EGGS AND NETTLES 

 
 

I was nearly 18 and living with my family in Stratton on the Fosse, 
Somerset. I was working on the land and spent many hours 
picking off the tops of tomato plants and driving a small tractor, 
along with my best friend Frances. 

 On VE Day the whole village was covered in flags and everyone 
was out celebrating together. In the evening we decided to go to 

the next village, Chilcompton 2 miles away, to the Miners’ Club for a dance. There was 
a country band and we danced lots of group dances including the Hokey Cokey, the 
Lambeth walk and The Paddy Glide. We drank lemonade and had fish 
paste sandwiches. As we lived in the country there were plenty of 
eggs, so we also had lots of egg sandwiches. 

We had to walk home across the fields in the dark. There were lots of cows and, 
though we could hear them, we couldn’t see them and had to be careful where we 
walked. That bit of the journey went fine but then we had to go through a small 

wooded area and Frances said she was desperate “to spend a penny” so she 
went deeper into the wood.  Suddenly there was a scream and she came 
running out. Unfortunately, she had been in a patch of stinging nettles! We 
laughed about this for many years after. 

 
 

ANN DUNKLEY: THE WAR IS OVER 

 

I was 13 and still at school at the 

time of the end of the war in 

Europe. What I remember is that I 

was on the way home from school 

when a woman ran out of her 

house and shouted ‘the war is 

over’.  Street parties came a few 

days later and we had holiday for 

VE Day.  
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 VERONICA WHITE, BROTHER STEVE (RIP) AND SISTER KATHY (RIP): 

MEMORIES OF A CHILD DURING WORLD WAR II FROM 

 

Born in July 1931, I was just 8 when the war started.  The immediate results were that, 

as Southampton was now a military port, my father travelled to meet the ships, 

bringing food to keep us alive, going between 

Liverpool, Glasgow, Bristol and London. Steve was 

in the army. Kathy, in her second year of teacher 

training at LSU, was evacuated to Cheltenham.  All 

Southampton Schools were evacuated to 

Bournemouth and Dorset. St Anne’s went to Talbot 

Heath.  However, the school retained a skeleton 

staff in Southampton and I stayed. School hours were 9 until 1 and most of that time 

was spent in the shelter.  

 

Sleeping in the garden shelter, we endured night after 

night of raids, including the two nights of the Blitz, so, 

we moved to Parkstone, Bournemouth and rented a 

house.  I joined St Anne’s at Talbot Heath.  

 

Once the Invasion had taken place, all schools 

returned home.  The beaches were opened, and residents could enjoy swimming and 

picnics.  The family stayed on in Bournemouth and I went to The Convent of the Cross 

in Boscombe.  

 

When VE Day arrived, there were flags fluttering, a 

firework display took place near Bournemouth pier, and VE 

parties for children were organized.  How the people 

responsible gathered enough food I can’t think because 

rationing was still very strict.  I don’t think we had anything 

too special, I seem to remember paste sandwiches… but 

the atmosphere of relief and celebration was joyful.  War 

was still being fought in the Far East but by August we were 

enjoying VJ parties, (probably paste sandwiches again!!). 
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DENNIS B. WILSON: GREYSTOKE CASTLE 
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FRANCINE PLUNKETT:  THE END OF THE WAR IN MY VILLAGE 

 

I do not remember the celebrations on VE 
day in 1945, but I do remember the day 
our village in the Somme was liberated 
from four years of German occupation 
three months after D-Day. I was four. 
Standing by an open window in our front 
room, I watched convoys of tanks and 
lorries roll past our house and the Allies 
marching down the main street. An American soldier handed me a bar of chocolate. 
Around that time, I was coming back home with a friend when we saw two men with 
their arms up in the air facing a brick wall next to my grandparents’ house. They were 
being searched by another two men, the contents of their pockets emptied out, 
thrown on the ground, and left there. We stood and watched. After they left, we 
picked everything up and went back to my house. When I showed my grandmother 
the things we had collected she was upset. They belonged to Germans being taken 
prisoner, and among the papers were photographs of their wives and children. She 
put them away on a shelf in the wall cupboard in our front room next to where she 
kept the eggs. It may have been my grandmother’s reaction that made me remember 
that event in more detail than some others I had witnessed.  
 

 

 

 

MAUREEN BANNON: MUSIC AND DANCING BY THE LAKE 

 

I do have one small memory of VE day. I went with 
neighbours to the music and dancing by the lake in 
St. Albans. Going home we all linked arms right 
across the main road, and walked home singing at 
the tops of our voices. At eight years old I thought it 
was the most exciting and daring thing I had ever 
done! 
 
I also asked my father if now the war was over, 
would there still be news on the radio… 
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TERRY BUTLER: JOY AND SADNESS 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Despite my very young years at the time, I clearly remember being at my 

grandparents’ house, with my mother & brother, on that day.  I remember the radio 

announcement being made that the war had ended & within minutes the whole 

community of Hyde Park Road, Portsmouth (then rows of Victorian terraced houses) 

was dancing and singing in the road.   However, in one corner stood a group of people 

with their arms around each other crying.  I later learned they were families of 

loved ones killed or missing in action who would never return.  A bittersweet day for 

so many.  

 

TREVOR DELVES: VE CELEBRATION 1945 

 

On VE Day 1945 there was a big street party in Morecambe Street, Anfield, Liverpool 

where I lived with Mum, Dad and sister Norma.  My sister Norma was only 6 years 

old but I was nearly 9 years.  Our street was long and narrow, between two rows of 

terraced, 2-up, 2-down houses.  For the party, a row of tables was placed together 

in the middle of the street, and stretched almost one third of the length of the 

street.  Children were seated and Mums waited on table and kept order. The Dads 

were probably "down the pub".  My main recollection was lots of food and 

especially of eating a chocolate biscuit - probably the first I'd had since the war 

started.  
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BERNARD NAYLOR:  ‘THE BIRTHDAY BOY’ 

 

My seventh birthday fell on 7 May 1945.  By then I was old enough to appreciate that 

birthdays had to be a bit less jolly than they might be because of 'the war'.  I was also 

clear that by then the tide of war was all in one direction.  For some time, the arrows 

on the summary campaign maps published in the daily papers 

had been showing the allied forces closing in on Germany. We 

were surely going to win this war.  Before I went to bed on my 

birthday, the news readers were already announcing that the 

next day Germany would sign their assent to 'unconditional 

surrender' to the allied forces.  Which of course they duly did, 

on Lüneburg Heath, thereby bringing the war in Europe to an 

end.  Ever since then, 8 May has been celebrated as VE 

day.  But I know that, actually, the war was over on the day 

before, and that the end of the war was specifically organised on 7 May to mark my 

birthday. Thank you, Eisenhower and Montgomery; I've never forgotten that, but it 

was to be some time later that I enjoyed my first ever banana or decent jelly. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

On May 7, 1945, Germany signed an 

unconditional surrender at Allied 

headquarters in Reims, France, to take effect 

the following day, ending the European 

conflict of World War II 
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MARY AND NORMAN FAIRCHILD: CELEBRATIONS 

 

Here is a photo of our house, decked out with flags and bunting to celebrate the 75th 

anniversary of VE DAY. 

What a happy time that was, the adults all saying, “the men are coming home!” and 
sure enough, a few days later, the roads were full of young men. We, as very young 
children, had only known elderly gentlemen so this was a real novelty. Now time for 
street parties and fun. Sadly Norman missed his street party as he had measles, bad 
timing.   
 
My father was stationed in India with the Royal Army Medical Corps so arrived back 
a little later. He brought back chocolates and a big tin of boiled sweets a rare treat in 
those days. 
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WE’LL MEET AGAIN 
 

Originally released in 1939, “We’ll Meet Again” is a British song, composed by  
Ross Parker and Hughie Charles, and sung by Dame Vera Lynn: 
 
We'll meet again, 
Don't know where, don't know when,  
But I know we'll meet again some sunny day. 
Keep smiling through, 
Just like you always do, 
'Till the blue skies drive the dark clouds far away. 

So will you please say, “hello” 
To the folks that I know, 
Tell them I won't be long. 
They'll be happy to know 
That as you saw me go, 
I was singing this song 

We'll meet again, 
Don't know where, don't know when,  
But I know we'll meet again some sunny day. 

We'll meet again, 
Don't know where, don't know when, 
But I know we'll meet again some sunny day. 
Keep smiling through, 
Just like you always do, 
'Till the blue skies drive the dark clouds far away. 

So will you please say, “hello” 
To the folks that I know, 
Tell them I won't be long. 
They'll be happy to know 
That as you saw me go, 
I was singing this song 

We'll meet again, 
Don't know where, don't know when,  
But I know we'll meet again some sunny day. 
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THE KOHIMA EPITAPH 
 
 
 

'WHEN YOU GO HOME, TELL THEM OF US AND SAY, 
FOR YOUR TOMORROW, WE GAVE OUR TODAY.' 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  
The Kohima 2nd Division Memorial 

 

 
These words are attributed to John Maxwell Edmonds (1875-1958), an English 
Classicist, who had put them together among a collection of 12 epitaphs for World 
War One, in 1916. 
  
The verse is thought to have been inspired by the Greek lyric poet, Simonides of 
Ceos (556-468 BC) who wrote, after the Battle of Thermopylae in 480 BC: 
  

"Go tell the Spartans, thou that passest by, 
That faithful to their precepts here we lie." 

 



 

 

 


