
THINGS TO BE THANKFUL FOR - MEMORIES 
 
Hello Everybody, I hope you are all well, staying safe, and obeying the rules! 
On May 8th I was messaging Lesley Utley and during our conversation, it was VE 
day, I mentioned where I was on that day.  Here are my memories of that day! 
 
I was in Coventry 75 years ago, it was one week after my 3rd birthday; happy 
memories of a street party.  I lived in Lord Lyton Avenue which was part of the 
Poet's Corner. All the Dads had set up tables along the avenue. All the Mums were 
cooking jacket potatoes in their ovens and my mum had what appeared to me to 
be a huge cauldron of cocoa heating up on top of the cooker.  It was actually the 
pan she made jam in!  They had put their coupons together to buy the potatoes 
and cocoa, as things were very scarce then. Opposite our house was a large field, 
which had temporary buildings erected on it and had been used by the army during 
the war. On VE day the men had set up a massive firework display on top of these 
buildings.  After the years of blackout it was wonderful to see all the sparkling lights 
of the fireworks. 
 
Happy smiling faces, all of us doing the conga around the tables, an enormous 
sense of relief all round.  We had a large sunken air raid shelter in our back garden 
and most of the neighbours used to come and share it when there was an air raid, 
we spent many hours down there. Thank God I was unaware of how serious it all 
was. Mum used to make sandwiches and take the old metal kettle down there. This 
was heated on an oil stove to make tea for everyone. She used to make it feel like a 
big adventure for me.  My Dad was a sector captain in the ARP, and he used to be 
out looking for bombs etc, making everywhere safe, whilst we huddled in the 
shelter. 
 
God Bless them, and all the others who kept their families going during these 
dreadful years, especially all those fighting to keep our freedom! 
 
We are all living in very strange times now due to the pandemic.  14 weeks of 
lockdown for me now, and I long to hug my daughter and grandchildren again, as I 
am sure many of you do too!  Over these weeks we have seen many people 
showing care, kindness, goodwill etc towards the lonely and vulnerable, I hope and 
pray that this community spirit continues, and in the future our grandchildren will 
have positive memories of this time. 
 
FAITH does not mean trusting GOD to stop the storm, but trusting HIM to 
strengthen us as we walk through the storm. AMEN 
 
So, until next time, keep being kind and caring, hug those you love, (hopefully) stay 
safe, follow the rules, and always be thankful for all that you have! 
  
God Bless,  
 

Shirley Fairclough 


