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Victory in Europe: in 1945 the 8th of May was a Tuesday. Around Europe and around Buckingham Palace 

people were cheering, celebrating and by some reports getting to know each other better. I was ten months 

old in a terrace house near Chelsea Old Church and the Albert bridge. 

Our wartime air raid shelter was a table. The cost of material for a standard air raid shelter in 1940 was £8 15s. 

The pocket-size Lilliput booklet gave more figures: a Lewis gun and a silk parachute cost £60 each, a single 

engine warplane £6,250, a multi-engined bomber £20,000, a submarine £350,000, a large battleship 

£7,142,000 and the Singapore Naval Base £11,211,750. 

I can recognise the relief and the commemoration of success in the Second World War after standing at some 

local 1939-45 memorials: Rustington, East Preston, Ferring and Worthing. I read a lecture on the poetry of 

Rudyard Kipling. His poems on conflict on land and at sea are touching. The sacrifice during war and the 

difficulties in the years afterwards can justify relief and jubilation after the other side’s unconditional 

surrender. It does not undo the lives ruined nor does it promise an easy life. 

A Rustington resident at the RAF’s Benevolent Fund’s Princess Marina House told me of her George Medal for 

bravery in a munitions factory. The woman in the cottage across the road from me by Christ Church in central 

Worthing never talked about her times in war and peace in one of our intelligence services. 

It took fifty years for my father to talk in any detail about being shot seriously twice while doing something 

behind the German front line in Normandy. My mother was nonchalant about driving stretcher parties during 

the blitz on London. At VE day, they were reasonably confident that my father’s injuries would not turn out to 

be fatal although he needed nearly a further year of operations. 

Barry Turner’s books Waiting for War: Britain 1939-1940 and Karl Doenitz and the Last Days of the Third Reich 

are fascinating in their detail.  This week, we can review how General Eisenhower had to balance the challenge 

of taking care of Joseph Stalin without allowing the Soviet Union to advance across western Europe.  

In Manhattan, the revellers heard sirens and tooting from boats in the Hudson river. There was the flurry of 

paper-throwing from countless windows. Slower to start were the celebrations in Britain. Bright lights could 

have signalled that the war at least in the west was fully over; they had been out for a long period – few 

worked. 

One witness to the capitulation ceremony in Berlin wrote: “This was the second time I had taken an active part  

. . . Both brought home to me the futility and tragedy of war. Both I hated intensely. After the waste of the 

past years I felt they were slightly degrading to the victors, as well as to the vanquished.” 

My father-in-law left the Royal Navy for university after navigating a small French fishing boat across the 

Channel for SIS/SOE. My mother-in-law had been teaching German. 

I have known three generations of German leaders and politicians. We have together and with many others 

helped keep the peace in Europe. Conflict as the former Yugoslavia broke up is the tragic exception.  

The Lilliput magazine, especially my copy from February 1940 told the truth about a lack of preparedness in 

1588, 1667, 1778, 1803 and 1938. Victory is earned. Lessons are learned. It was in 1945 that peace was 

achieved. We give thanks. 

 


