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This may sound a little boastful but early in 1945 I was promoted to the higher echelons of power. I had 

become ‘milk monitor’ for my class. It was an important position that gave me complete control over the 

number of paper straws that I could issue to my classmates, thus allowing them to drink their daily bottle 

of free milk with safety. I was allowed to issue two straws should it be necessary. I could replace bent or 

‘sucked flat’ straws or I could simply issue an extra straw to allow a smoother, faster, downing of that one 

third of a pint so necessary for our wartime health. 

 

It was important to be fair about the issue of these paper straws – after all the war was on. It was equally 

important that the second straw was not given out willy-nilly, thus allowing the ‘playground marble 

moguls’ to stockpile the straws for use as bargaining chips. They would use them to acquire other kid’s 

sick notes to use for their own benefit. Those schoolyard black-market marble spivs never got two straws 

from me – let me tell you that – nor did any of the girls in my class. I didn’t want to be surprised by an 

unwanted kiss behind the bike shed as a thank you from any of those young females – that wasn’t 

acceptable for a boy aged seven.  Mind you, in hindsight, that probably wasn’t the best decision I’ve ever 

made. 

 

Born just before World War II began, by 1945 my whole memorable life had been spent under the 

wartime restrictions of Identity Cards, Ration Books and having to carry gas masks to school each day. I 

have vivid memories of sitting in our school’s Air Raid Shelter with my gas mask on singing ‘Run Rabbit 

Run’ – I assure you that that sound was not worth recording.  

 

I consider that I was extremely lucky to be born, bred and living in the Fens at that time – the war seemed 

a long way off and was, in my opinion, not much of a hardship to the Fen people actually living there at 

that time. Hitler didn’t waste his bombs blowing up fields and we could live well: vegetables, wild fruits 

and fungi, pheasant, partridge, duck, rabbits and hares from the land, not forgetting pike from the drains 

and rivers. Keeping a few chickens kept us in eggs, a goat kept us in milk and it was easy to breed rabbits 

for the table. Father, as an agricultural worker, was of ‘reserved occupation’ which meant that every now 

and then we received extra rations because of his physical work and the need to keep him fit.  

 

The nearby American bases occasionally dropped off a tub or two of chocolate powder which was issued 

out by our school. We simply took an empty tin or jar to school and returned home with it full of 

chocolate powder. A mixture of that, dried milk, and a little sugar and water made a very tasty chocolate 

spread. Our sweets were rationed so mother made us toffee in a pan from Tate and Lyle’s treacle and a 

little left over sugar. What a menu – the mouth waters! 

 

It was 8th May 1945 when Victory in Europe was declared – VE Day – and later, on 15th August of that 

year, Victory over Japan was announced – VJ Day.   

 

My lasting memories of VE Day are of the evening’s celebrations that took place in the centre of our 

village. Three roads met there, making a large triangular area capable of holding many people, and a huge 

bonfire had been built in the middle. Until that time blackout was enforced. German bombers could home 

in on any lights seen below so it was important that no lights gave away the position of our homes and 

settlements. Now it didn’t matter and the huge bonfire was lit.  

 

The place was crowded, beer was flowing and the crowd was in a jovial mood. The flames of the bonfire 

lit up the people and the village, and to a boy of my age, seemed to reach up to the sky. People were 

singing and dancing in the street. I had never seen such activities; wartime restrictions on life had never 

allowed such frivolity. Bang, crack, bang – the crowd momentarily hushed, parting in the area of the 



sound of those bangs – was this an attack? Bang, bang again – someone had set off a Jumping Jack 

firework which was dancing dangerously through the crowd. Where such a firework had come from in 

those times is anyone’s guess. The relieved realisation from the crowd that it was just a firework brought 

even more mirth and joviality to that night. 

It did not happen immediately, but after our victory over Japan in August of that year things began to 

improve and gradually we were able to get back to our peacetime activities. Rationing came to an end and 

I remember that the sweet shop shelves were cleared in the rush to buy large quantities of sweets – 

something that we were unable to do during rationing. It took quite a time for things to settle down and 

before the shops could be re-stocked. The blackout was lifted, streetlights came back on and our men 

gradually returned home. 

I am not making light of the war, only of my experiences as a young lad. Many of our soldiers did not 

return to see the better times that they had so gallantly fought for, and for their sacrifice we should be 

eternally grateful.  

It is the seventy-fifth anniversary of VE Day this year and I wondered if any of our readers have 

memories of that day. If you are lucky enough to be able to recall those days maybe you could drop us a 

line about your VE Day experiences. What happened in Girton? 

 


