
VE Day 8th May 1945 – London
The following is a letter written to my Father by his eldest brother on15th May 1945, using his nickname.  My Father fought in the desert throughout the war, including at El Alamein, but VE Day found him in Italy where he had been driving personnel, having been put on light duties after suffering with pleurisy.                     Jane Webber.
“Dear Gyp,                                                   Essex 15.5.45
“Well, that is that, and now for demobbing.  What is your group?  I’m 18 and hope to be out by November.
“For once I’ve quite a bit to write about as I was in London on VE day and night.
“Party of us – three ATS sergeants, myself and another RA sergeant, went down about 4.30.  Crowds were terrific, surging in the tubes and everyone in services and civilians – wearing red white and blue.  First place we made for was Whitehall the rumour having gone round that the cabinet were there at the Ministry of Labour.  We got well to the front of the dense crowd.  Most exciting atmosphere, people cheering whenever the slightest thing happened, such as the launching of a paper glider from the people on the roof, a plane going over (they were dropping flares all the time).  Finally the cabinet came out onto the balcony – Winston (looking pink like a baby) Bevin, Morrison, Portal (in Airforce uniform) Alan Brooks (in khaki), Anderson, Margaret Blomfield and others I couldn’t recognise.  Winston gave a speech over the public address system – a better one than that over the wireless I thought – and Morrison called for three cheers, and got them in full.
“From there we wandered towards Trafalgar Square and actually managed to find some tea.  Next job was a pub of course.  Everyone was drinking outside so we found some RAFs and Waafs in a circle on the ground outside and having procured 3 pint and 2 half pint glasses proceeded to drink.  Glasses were at a premium and when you got one you held on to it and took it with you wherever you went.  They were even drinking out of milk bottles.  Things were beginning to liven up by now.  One Canadian puzzled us.  He would dive into this pub, fill up his pint mug, and then dash down the road with it.  After the fourth performance we called him over and asked him what he was doing.  Appears that he was taking the stuff down to Piccadilly where the girls came for the bait “in all shapes, ages, and sizes”.
“Next move was towards Buckingham Palace.   On the way we spotted a police woman at the head of a queue some 40 yards long 3 deep.  We winked at her and she looked very sheepish.  No wonder – she was controlling a rush for the “Ladies”.  Having collected the other male sergeant from the end of the queue we proceeded.  Space in front of the palace was jammed solid, but we got pretty well up front in time to hear the prelude to the King’s speech relayed over loud speakers.  Saw 3 Naval Officers with lots of gold rings paddling with their wives/daughters in the fountain.  Lots of women fainting.  Cheers whenever the loud speakers mentioned the NVY, Army, Air Force, Home Guard, Civilians or what have you.  Then the King’s speech.  And afterwards the crowd called “We want the King” and even sang “Come out, come out wherever you are” and he did come out with the Queen and the two princesses!  Princess Elizabeth was in uniform (how did she get leave?).  The crowd yelled their heads off – most infectious, and burst into He’s a jolly good fellow and Land of Hope and Glory.
“We moved off through the park.  Saw beds of tulips in the middle of this mass of people, without a stem broken.  They were amazingly well behaved in spite of their bubbling spirits.  A group of red robed Brigadiers were dancing round 4 pretty girls -  an armed guard of 4 men and an NCO marching in single file were followed by a long snake of  civil and service girls.   A procession some 6 deep and 50 yards long passed singing There’ll always be an England – headed by a bloke with a full sized flagpole with a diminutive flag at the top.  Down the Mall everything was lit up.  Club windows were open and filled with the upper 500 in evening dress, exchanging back chat with the crowd.  The lamps were gas light here, but they hadn’t been able to get the glass globes or mantles back in time, so just lit the gas.  Effect looked like flaming torches.   Yellow flickering light which was much more effective than any floodlighting I’ve ever seen.  Looking back you could see these torches dwindling into the distance against a darkening blue sky and flanked with coloured flags.  Very beautiful believe me.
“Up into Piccadilly.  People dancing on the shelters climbing lamp-posts, sitting on the names above the shops and plucking off peoples’ hats with long sticks.  Flares and crackers going off all the time.
“We fought our way through to Leicester Square but were so crushed and utterly weary of walking that we pushed home.
“Then the fun started again as free drinks were flowing like water.  I finally posted up around 3.30 am and stayed put until 12 next day with a beast of a hang over.
“And that, dear Brother – was the end of my little war.
Wish we’d all been in it together.
                                                       Cheers
                                                                   Joe.
“On Friday I pushed down to N. Tawton to see how Mother is fixed and I’m glad to say that she is looking very well, is contented and has made lots of friends. I think she has settled at long last.  House is very full, but she likes it that way.  She never stopped talking the whole time.”

