                                         V.E.DAY

A:[ Introduction]  . . . You must have been about nine year old at the time?
M: That’s right. I was eight and three quarters! We were living in Yorkshire – in the country, opposite a farm, just outside the little town of Otley in the West Riding. My father was a civil servant and his Department had been moved to Harrogate.
A: And what can you remember about the end of the war?
M: I think –  how quickly it all seemed to end! Everyone used to listen to the BBC Home Service on the wireless – there was no television – and I remember the surprise when in late April we heard of Hitler’s death, followed a few days later by the surrender of the German troops to Montgomery; then the announcement, on 7 May, that a peace treaty with Germany would be signed early the next day, which would be a National Holiday.
A:  And how did the BBC announce all this news?  Was there any sense of relief or even triumph?
M: Oh no. It was all very low-key and factual. A newsreader, like the brilliant Alvar Lidell, merely said ‘Earlier this afternoon the German High Command announced the death of the Fuhrer Adolph Hitler’. No details of when, where or how. 
A: And what about VE Day itself?
M: It was great not to have to go to school! I remember that my mother gave my brother and me a boiled egg each for breakfast, which was a real treat, as we usually had to use powdered egg. She told us that in the evening there was to be a party and an ox-roast at Mr Daly’s farm opposite. My brother and I were very excited at this, as meat was rationed and we were used to eating rabbit and rather scraggy mutton. 
A: Wasn’t an ox-roast rather unusual in these circumstances?
M: Oh yes. It was probably illegal.  It was a spontaneous decision by the local farmer and Mr Lee the butcher. Celebrations were different in every city, town and village, as the country had been given no time to prepare anything nationally – and  we were to have an ox-roast.
A: And how did you spend the rest of the day?
M: In the morning my father arrived from Harrogate to join us. He usually only came home at weekends, so we were delighted to see him and I remember discussing how different things would be from now on –  my mother saying how great it would be to stop the blackout. In the afternoon we listened to Winston Churchill on the wireless and watched the carts, tractors and lorries arriving at the farm to prepare for the ox-roast in the early evening 
A; And how was the ox-roast? 
M:   Very crowded and very, very happy! All the children were given union jacks to wave, and my younger brother proudly put his on his tricycle next day. There were so many people in the field that a way had to be made for the children to see the roaring wooden fire at the corner of the field. But, excited though I was, I remember that it took a long time to get anything to eat and that there were no special games arranged for the children. But there were jellies and blancmanges, as well, of course, as delicious beef. There was a band playing throughout and I remember large casks of beer.   At dusk, when  dancing started,  my mother took my brother and me home, but not before we saw the fairy lights switched on –  something I’d had never seen before – and  they were magical. Next day it was back to school. The war was only half over, and full peace only came on VJ Day that August. Rationing, even for children’s sweets,  would last for years.        
