By ex-student Robert Putt
8th of May 1945.
I remember this date well in the nation’s calendar
of special events. The German surrender had
been enacted on the 7th and the next day had
been declared a National Holiday.
At that time I was looking forward to my 16th
birthday and had been working in a City of London
stockbroker’s office since January 1944. This
necessitated a weekly seasonal rail ticket between
George Lane railway station and Liverpool Street.
My friends and I, deciding that the empty streets
and shops of South Woodford offered very little in
the way of teenage excitement, soon made use of
these valuable assets and we soon found
ourselves walking up Old Broad Street, past the
Mansion House and then onwards, towards
Ludgate Circus, Fleet Street and the Strand,
always aware of the people we were walking with
gradually increasing in number, as we moved
along the full width of the roads.

Traffic was non-existent. Entering Trafalgar
Square, the sight that met our eyes was amazing.
It seemed to us that every nationality was there.

Military uniforms from all over the world were
bringing changes to a backdrop of grey
buildings and progressing into Pall Mall, with it’s
red asphalt roadway and green trees, this
presented a picture of London that we, and
thousands of others, had not been seen before.
A kaleidoscope of colour, with people making
circles of space in which to dance. There was
no music, but it didn’t seem to matter. American
G.I.’s were jitterbugging with any girl who
wanted to dance and there were hundreds of
them, circling around others who were
demonstrating their slightly more formal
ballroom skills.There were khaki uniforms of the
Women’s ATS and Land Army, blue tunics of
the WAAF’s and the navy blues of the WREN’s,
all merging with similar colours of the male
contingent. Added to this were the civilians in
their party frocks and shirts, thousands of them,
all converging on less than a square half-mile of
London’s West End.

For our part, we hadn’t wasted our time at the
Saturday dances that were held at the Royal
Forest Hotel every Saturday evening and were
soon in the middle of this crazy and unusual
celebration.

The world’s population was letting go. Five and
a half years of scarcity, separation, bombed
cities and worst of all, the loss of loved ones
was over, and although the peace was
uncertain, it was not going to stop the day’s
enjoyment. I can’t remember being kissed by so
many girls and women at any time in my life as I
was that day.
In 1939, the BBC was broadcasting light music
that it considered to be satisfactory to the
listening masses. It may have been to some, but
not to most people. Operatic tenors and
sopranos were the order of the day with only
occasional glimpses of George Formby and
Gracie Fields. Now, in August 1945, we had
Frank Sinatra, Glenn Miller, Bing Crosby and
the Andrews Sisters.
The war had changed everything. Making rather
slow progress towards Buckingham Palace, we
could hear the crowds that were already there
calling for the King and Queen, with Mister
Churchill, to come out onto the balcony and give
us a wave.To get a better view of this, we
decided to climb the Queen Victoria Memorial,
directly in front of the Palace gates. At any

moment we expected to be told to come down
from this auspicious monument by the police,
who were there in force, but they were too busy
dancing and trying to get their helmets back to
bother us and we soon joined in the chants.
From memory, I think the Royal Family and
Mister Churchill came out to wave and point at
the scene below them at least four of five times.
I could be wrong on this, but we finally
descended and began to move back towards
the Admiralty Arch and Trafalgar Square, where
we thankfully found a space in a Milk Bar where
we could down as many milk shakes as our
limited financial resources would allow.

The last trains back to Epping and Ongar were
timed to leave Liverpool Street between 6 and 7
o’clock, in fairness to the railwaymen who had
worked that day, we arrived back at George
Lane before 8 and returned home to see what
our parents had been doing to mark the
occasion. I think my Dad made the most of his
time off to do some work on his vegetable
garden.Some things don’t stop, even an event
like the end of the war had to give way to more
demanding duties.

