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Lockdown V.E. 75 special  
 

Welcome to another edition of the Lockdown specials, and this one is extra 
special as it is our V.E. 75 special, and to commemorate V.E. 75 some of our 
members have submitted a little of their own stories surrounding V.E. day. 
First up is from Arthur Hamlin. Arthur remembers moving to many schools due 
to the air raids in the South East and London. 

 

Arthur’s War 

I am almost 86 years old, so I guess I have more to look back on than 

to look forward to but I don’t feel too bad about that.  I have done 

things, seen things and been places most people have only seen on 

TV. 

I do have one regret that I did not have a good education.  Not really 

my fault because I started school just as World War 2 started.  I was 

born close to the beach in Deal, Kent, just a few miles from Dover.  I 

suppose that’s why we were bombed so often. 

My parents decided to move away from the coast and that meant I went to another school, 

after just a few months of beginning.  My two brothers joined the Navy and my elder sister, 

Arthur at age 8. 
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the Army Transport Service and my other brother was evacuated to South Wales.  My 

Dad was an NCO in the Royal Scots in the First War but he was unable to go back in 

the army as he was a miner, so he had to work down the coal mine close to where we 

lived. 

One day, my Mum took me and my baby brother to the shops. There was an air raid and we 

took shelter in someone’s cellar until the raid was over.  We walked home to find the house 

had been hit and there was nothing left of it!  A man came along with a van and took us to a 

big house where there were lots of other people there.  In the same raid, the pit my Dad 

worked in was bombed and my Dad was trapped with the other men down the mine.  My 

Dad was brought out alive but could not see.  He was taken to an eye hospital in London, so 

we had to move to London to live with my Gran.  The air raids were terrible and very 

frightening for me, an 8-year-old boy.  I started my third school just a little way from my 

Gran’s house. One morning, a few months later, my Aunt took me to school, but it had been 

bombed during the night.  The following week, I went to my fourth school. 

One day, my Aunt took me to visit a friend of hers and just as we arrived, an air raid started, 

and we went down the cellar.  When the all clear sounded, we came up to the hall.  My Aunt 

did not see me open the door and go out on the step.  I could see men digging in the rubble 

on the other side of the street and they were taking people out of the rubble and carrying 

them away.  They were putting parts of people into sacks – something no little boy should 

see.  My Aunt came out and dragged me back in doors. 

The air raids were just about every night and most days.  When my Dad was well enough, 

we moved to Somerset, Norton Sub Hamdon where my Dad’s family had lived for centuries.  

I can remember being on the station with a label tied to my buttonhole with the address 

where I was going and a gas mask in a box tied with string around my neck and I noticed 

there were so many like me on the platform. 

In Norton, we stayed with my Uncle Fred, but there were so many of us in the small house 

that we could not stay for very long.  I went to school in Norton which was school number 5. 

Shortly later, we moved to West Chinnock, into a very old house with no electricity, no water, 

no heating, no furniture and not much of anything!  People in the village were very kind and 

gave us camp beds, chairs, a table and other things we needed, and I attended school 

number 6 at West Chinnock.  We thought we had left the bombing behind in London, but one 

night, five bombs dropped in the field next to our house and blew out all our windows.  In 

hind’s sight, I think they meant to bomb Westlands and got it wrong. 

After a year or so, we moved again to a better house in Haselbury Plucknett and I went to 

school number 7.  About a year later, I went to West Street in Crewkerne and that was 

school number 8.  I finished my schooling in North Street School which was number 9 and 

left school at 14 years old and started work on a farm the very next day! 
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Later, when I was in the army in Libya, I was lucky that one day I gave an officer a lift 

from Tripoli back to camp.  He was a teacher 

doing his National Service and offered me help 

with my education and I finished up with an 

education certificate from the army. 

After that, I worked for T. B. Lock and Sons in 

Yeovil for 33 years, so in spite of my poor 

education, I became manager of what was then 

the biggest seed specialists in Europe.  I then ran 

my own haulage business for 20 years.  I have 

often wondered what I might have achieved were 

it not for the war! 

 

 

 

Our next piece is from our President Terry Austin, Terry remembers the war as a small 
boy but also the V.E. Celebrations. 

 

Terrys memories of victory in Europe celebrations 1945 

Here I was, eight years old and the date was the 8th May and the year 1945. 

Yes, the King had broadcast his speech to us all on the radio, which we had all gathered 

round patiently listening! 

The day had come after nearly six long years that everyone had been longing for, ’Victory in 

Europe’, we couldn’t believe our ears! 

It meant to me from the age of two, that I had known nothing different, but now we would no 

longer have to get out of our beds at night 

when the siren sounded, and have to 

crouch in the cupboard under the stairs 

together to wait, and listen, for the 

whistling bombs to fall, not knowing where 

they were going to land, and not daring to 

return to our beds until the ‘All Clear’ was 

sounded!  

We had already made sure during the 

evening that the blankets, or dark sheets 

of paper, had been securely fixed on all 

our windows, checking to see that there was not the 

slightest glimmer of light escaping which would let the German bombers know that they were 

over a populated area, and so would drop their bombs. At times, if we did accidentally allow 

Arthur in the desserts of Libya. 

Terry at the street party in 1945. 
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a glimmer of light to escape from the window, the local warden would bang on our 

door and in no uncertain terms say, “Put that light out!”   

Our gas masks were always at the ready in case of a gas alert. If that happened, my Mother 

had to lay my youngest sister, who was still a baby, inside a large gas mask, seal her inside 

it and pump air into the gasmask by hand, at the same time wearing her own gas mask!  I 

had to carry my gas mask on my shoulder to school every day, and on my first day at school 

the whole class was instructed how to put it on, clean it and look after it. 

 

The Germans were sending over Doodlebugs known as ‘V1’s’. They were constantly trying 

to hit ‘Bomber Command Headquarters’ at Walter’s Ash, which was situated just the other 

side of our common where we used to play.  It was just a short walk from our house in our 

village of Downley. They were also targeting Hughenden Manor, situated just the other side 

of Common Wood, close to our house. This was being used as a secret intelligence base 

producing maps of Germany for our airmen to perform their bombing raids. These 

Doodlebugs were like an aircraft, and when launched by the Germans, they timed the 

engines to cut out when they reached their target. One day a Doodlebug came right over the 

top of our house, while we were watching it from our bedroom window. Suddenly, the engine 

cut-out and we knew that it was coming down. Mother shouted to the children playing in the 

field at the front of our house, who were watching it, to lay down flat on their stomachs. At 

the same time she was telling me to do the same on the bedroom floor, which I promptly did 

putting my hands over my ears, just before a massive explosion which shook the whole 

house, rattling all the windows and leaving us all in shock! The Doodlebug came down on 

the edge of the common hitting a small chicken farm. On exploding, it killed all the chickens 

and blew out a lot of people’s windows. We were lucky that it just shook our house, and all of 

us with it!  My father who was working in the fields on our local farm, was watching the 

Doodlebug, and when it started to come down, he ran over a mile to our house believing that 

it had hit us. He arrived home pouring with sweat but thankful to see us all safe and alive. 

 

So yes, all these anxious times that we had all grown used to, had now suddenly come to an 

end, and at eight years old on that wonderful May day in 1945, the day we had all been 

longing for and hoping to see for nearly six years had arrived. We made it a great day of 

celebration in our street.  Everyone brought their tables and chairs out into the street to form 

one long table in the middle of the road. The mothers from each family in the street made 

cakes and sandwiches. We had lemonade made from lemonade powder, and tea, the bare 

necessities as everything including food, and clothing, had been rationed since the 

beginning of the war. Everyone was so thankful, relieved, and happy, as we danced, played 

games, and sang. The celebrations going on all day right up till midnight! 

So here I am, now Seventy-five years later at the age of Eighty-three, very thankful that I 

saw that wonderful day of the ‘8th May’ arrive in 1945, and now able to celebrate that same 

day again now in ‘2020’! 
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Don’t forget, we will be bringing the next instalment of Terrys time in the 

jungles of Ceylon in the next edition so don’t miss it. 

 

Our last contributor is Sandie Smith who remembers her Father William. 

Dad enlisted in the Territorial Army in 1937, age 19 

years (Somerset Light Infantry) He transferred to the 

Royal Engineers in 1941. 

Dad was reluctant to talk about his Army career as 

were many who fought in the 2nd World war but there 

were two things that he did tell us. 

Firstly, he recalled his days driving troop trains on the 

Romney Hythe and Dymchurch line carrying troops to 

the various camps along the line. During this time, he also drove and manned the guns on 

the armoured train and took us to ride on this line when we were younger. We took our 

children and they in turn have taken theirs. 

The other and probably the most poignant time was his 

time spent in Burma, we know very little about this time 

but will never forget him getting dressed up with his 

medals on to parade on Remembrance Day alongside the 

Burma Star Members – A very proud man.  

 
 

 

 

 

Romney Hythe and Dymchurch light railway Where Sandie’s dad 

served in the early part of WW2. 

 

 

My Dads medals that I am very proud to 

wear. 

Sandie’s Dad William. 
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V.E commemorative coasters    

Our President and resident artist Terry Austin has 

produced a limited number of V.E./V.J. Day 

coasters, the coasters are £1.50 each and you can 

order them from Tony Samuel 01460 279865, 

There are 16 left. So, get them while stocks last.   

 

 

 

 

Finally, many thanks to all who contributed to this edition and although I know 
we are in difficult circumstances don’t forget to try and enjoy the various 
celebrations and commemorations this Friday to mark VE Day. If you are doing 
anything like a tea party in your garden then please send us some photos and 
we will put them in future Jendits and our website. We would love to see them! 

 

                                        Stay home, Stay safe and Take care 


