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My brother Charles and I were both at St. John’s School Redhill. It was just before   
Lunchtime when Mr. Bennett walked into the classroom and spoke to our teacher, Mr. 
Ross, after a few seconds Mr. Bennett turned and addressed us. “Now children I have 
some very sad news. The King died this morning. I want you all to go home straight 
away and on your way home you must not play or be noisy. This is a very sad day.” 
This we did.  

 
I walked slowly home with others not quite sure what was going to happen, or 
whether to ask questions, or just stay silent. We were in small groups and a few adults 
as well were chatting quietly. Always the one with an inquiring mind I asked, “What 
happens now, who will be the next king”?  Somebody replied, “We will have a 
queen.”  I had not thought of that, to me it did not sound as good as having a king, but 
it did make me feel a little better. We arrived home, sat in the chairs and chatted to 
Mother then spent the rest of the day indoors. 
 
On the Thursday 7th, February every newspaper carried stories about the death of 
King George 6th.  There was also a lot of talk about a proclamation, and for us locally 
this was to happen on Saturday 9th February in Reigate.  Saturday soon came round 
and I set off on my cycle to Reigate, it was not far away.  I arrived at about 1130. 
Outside the Council offices and there was already a big crowd of people. At 1200 the 
Mayor Mr. Arthur H.C. Salisbury started to read the proclamation. 
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I cycled home and again, I was soon asking my mother all sorts of questions. In my 
own way I believed I had witnessed a part of history. It was one of those days in life 
that I knew I would always remember. There would be many others later in life. 
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Things I do remember: We got wet and cold. But it made no difference; we were both 
enjoying ourselves, we were also hungry at times. It did not matter. We were there, 
we made it, and we witnessed it in all its glory. There was warmth amongst the 
masses of people; there was kindness love and generosity with plenty of goodwill.  It 
was Tuesday 2nd June 1953 and nothing on such a large scale had been seen on the 
streets of London before. I was 12years old and I was with my twin brother Charles. 
 
It was just the day before, at about lunchtime on Monday, the 1st June when my 
brother and I decided to set off for London to see the Coronation Parade. We told no 
one, not even our parents. All we had between us was our train fare and a few 
shillings. Redhill station was fairly busy and it was mid afternoon when we set off. 
 
 
 



 

 

During the previous days we had seen the newspapers and listened to friends talking 
about this great day. There were to be street parties and celebrations all over the 
world, and in the far reaches of the British Empire. My father had decided we would 
not attend the party in our street. There had been collections up and down the avenue 
during the past weeks and my father had decided not to contribute. So as with most 
things we were going to be left out. 
 
We boarded the train at about 3pm on Monday 1st June. It was a 45 minute ride into 
London Victoria. We were not sure which way to go; Brother Charles guessed it 
would be best to turn right and walk along Victoria Street. The streets were packed 
with people, some on their way home from work and others on their way to see this 
great event. 
 
Suddenly there it was, Westminster Abbey. As I remember there was boarding around 
the approach road and raked seating on the side we were walking. We walked slowly 
up Whitehall and asked a few people the way. “Please, where is the best place to 
stand?”  “Try the Mall” was the answer. The crowds were by now all moving in the 
same direction and Trafalgar Square looked packed. We turned left, then under 
Admiralty Arch and into the Mall. It was a long straight road leading directly to 
Buckingham Palace. To our left was a road that led to Horse Guards Parade, we 
crossed over this and continued about another 200 yards. We decided this was as good 
a place as any. St. James’s Park was behind us; in the distance we could just see 
Buckingham Palace. We were going to get a great view; we were in the front row.  
 
We had brought no food and we had just a small amount of money, probably 3/- 
(shillings,) that would be 15p today. But that amount went quite a long way and we 
were more excited than hungry at that time. My brother went away for a short time to 
get our bearings. He returned with a small snack although I am unable to remember 
what it was. 
 
The evening ticked by, there was a lot of singing behind us, people shared their food 
and offered us drinks from flasks. We told them our story and how we came to be 
there. We had run away from home and we were determined to see this great event. 
All through the night there was so much going on and a lot of activity in the Mall. At 
about 2300 we decided to lie down. We had no blankets, just a jacket and normal 
daywear with a cold pavement to lie on. There was an elderly lady next to us; I 
remember her name to this day, Edna. I guess she felt the cold and tried to get under 
my small jacket  
At about midnight the police asked us all to stand up. “Why?” I asked “Well, son, we 
need to get more people in this area,” came the reply. He was a large jovial looking 
policeman. We all stood up and huddled together. I read in one account recently that 
30,000 people slept in the Mall that night, one thing is for sure most of us had no 
sleep at all. At about 1am my brother Charles required the toilet, this was situated in 
St. James’s park behind us. He was frightened he would lose his place; this was 
because there were at least 10 rows of people behind us, probably more. He turned to 
set off, by this time we had got to know the friendly people in our area. “Where are 
you going Charlie”? They asked. “To the toilet” he replied. The men said no more, 
they lifted him high and passed him hand over hand right to the back of the crowd. 
And when he returned, the same thing happened right back to the same spot; great 
people. 



 

 

 
The night wore on; there was a lot of coming and going in Mall and in the area 
generally. It was a dull morning with outbreaks of rain. A grey cool dawn, but we all 
had inner warmth and everybody was smiling. Anybody and everybody that passed 
got a cheer and a wave. Suddenly at about 0530 a buzz went around the crowd, some 
had an early edition newspaper.     
 
 
 

 
 
 

The Great Mountain Everest 
 
Mount Everest had been conquered by the British Expedition. This was indeed great 
news on such a wonderful morning. The largest mountain on earth had been 
conquered by two men, one from New Zealand, Edmund Hillary. And the other from 
Nepal; a Sherpa Tenzing Norgay, the Expedition’s leader was Col. John Hunt. 
Edmund Hillary and Col. Hunt were both knighted on their return to the U.K. A few 
months before this conquest we had an appeal at school which we all contributed to. 
We all felt so good.  
 
More and more military personnel were forming up in the Mall with guardsmen 
marching up and down on both sides of the road. Although rehearsals had taken place, 
my interest was drawn to the guardsmen with pace sticks who were so efficient; they 
placed every guard in exactly the right position. By now various people, most in 
uniform and many mounted on horseback, were moving along the Mall. 
 
Later horse drawn carriages were proceeding along the Mall towards Admiralty Arch 
taking various important people and their company to Westminster Abbey. Some 
were with mounted soldiers and some with foot soldiers. A military band was playing 
suitable music nearby; we were all getting very excited.  
 



 

 

Two senior Mounted Police Officers passed by; they looked magnificent on their 
horses. Time was drawing near; we were to witness one of the greatest events in 
modern times.  

 

 
 
 

In The Mall 
H.M. the Queen in the gold state coach. 

We were situated on the far side of The Mall, and to the right of this picture. 
 
Suddenly we noticed an exceptional amount of noise coming from our left. The 
Coronation Procession proper had started. Up the Mall they came and what a sight it 
was! It must have been soon after 10am. Bands, Soldiers, Sailors, Airmen, Mounted 
Canadians, Guardsmen, Royal Marines and senior Military Personnel from every 
corner of the world. So many I am unable to remember them all. I cheered and 
cheered and clapped until my arms ached and my hands were getting sore. And still 
they came; more and more.  
 
Then in the distance we could see the great Gold Coach drawn by eight magnificent 
grey horses. Four of them with mounted postilions caped and breeched, the horses’ 
names were Snow White, Tedder, Tovey, Noah, Cunningham, Eisenhower, Tipperary, 
and McCreery. 
 
 . Yeomen of the Guard walking beside. There was the Mounted Sovereign’s Escort 
some in front and some at the rear of the Coach. And there she was, Her Majesty 
Queen Elizabeth 2nd and what a magnificent sight! She looked radiant and happy. She 
smiled and waved as she passed by. The band nearby played the National Anthem, 
and soon the procession came to an end. I was exhausted, but very happy.  
 
Many happy memories have always remained with me to this day. I wish to share 
two. The first was the Mounted Band of the Blues. They rode just in front of the Gold 
Coach, playing.  



 

 

It was to me a great wonder how these men could play instruments sitting on a horse, 
read music, and guide the horse with their knees all at the same time. And keep going 
in the right direction. The two drum horses of the Blues Mounted Band looked 
resplendent and magnificent. 
 
My second memory: that of Queen Salote of Tonga; a great lady who was described 
by one commentator as, “Gargantuan” and “Oceanic.” She was indeed and six foot 
tall. She had a big smile and waved to everybody. On the return journey she refused to 
have the landau she was sharing with the Sultan of Kelatan closed, even though heavy 
rain was falling.    
 
Soon the procession to Westminster Abby drew to a close. It was going to be a long 
wait for the return of our new crowned monarch. Some of the crowd started to 
disperse probably into St. James Park just behind us. Most stayed right were they 
were, unpacking lunch boxes and pouring drinks. The majority had come well 
prepared, unfortunately, we had not. We were both getting tired and hungry and our 
money was running low. Charles was keen to go to the Tower of London; there was to 
be a sixty two gun salute at the moment of the Coronation. I was not so keen on that 
idea. We decided to go our separate ways. He made his way by underground to Tower 
Hill, and I made my way back to Victoria Railway Station. It took a long time as I had 
to go a roundabout route. I was not sure of the way and on my own.  
 
We perhaps would have been better to stay in St. James’s Park. We did not know that 
as well as a 62 gun salute at the Tower of London, there would also be a 41 gun salute 
in St. James’s Park. 
 
However eventually I managed to get on a train to Redhill, then a No 405 bus home. 
Walking up Wimbourne Avenue I began to wonder, what sort of reception I would 
receive, or whether my brother had arrived before me. I do not remember the exact 
time but it must have been about 1630. I did not get a walloping but I did receive a 
strong reprimand, I was grateful for that. My mother and father had of course guessed 
where I had been. My brother had not arrived home. I was given something to eat and 
the questions started. “Where is Charles?” “I am not sure; he went to the Tower of 
London.”  “Where did you sleep?” “We stood up all night in the Mall.”  “All night?” 
“Yes.” I had to answer so many questions, but it paved the way to save my brother the 
trouble. He arrived home at about 1930, having fallen asleep on the train and ending 
up in Brighton. I laughed to myself, a day of happy memories. Soon it was time to go 
to bed. 
 
I had a good night’s sleep. In the morning and after breakfast I went out in the avenue 
chatting to school friends and neighbors. A few had televisions. They were telling me 
how wonderful the previous day had been. They had seen the coronation on a black 
and white 12 inch screen. They were being a little boastful letting me know they had a 
television. In our house we had neither radio nor television. “What did you do?” they 
asked. “I went to the coronation in London.” “Who with?” “Charles.” Many questions 
followed. I did my best to answer them all, sometimes with a little exaggeration and 
enlargement when required. 
 

 
 



 

 

Interesting Coronation Facts 
 

The Coronation service has taken place at Westminster Abbey for the last 900 years. 
 
Queen Elizabeth 2nd was the 39th Sovereign to be crowned at Westminster Abbey. 
 
The Coronation service used descends directly from that of King Edgar (973) in Bath. 
 
The Earl Marshall, The Duke of Norfolk is responsible for organizing the Coronation. 
 
The queen, with the Duke of Edinburgh, was driven from Buckingham Palace to 
Westminster Abbey in the Gold State Coach. 
 
The Coach was pulled by eight grey geldings: Snow White, Tedder, Tovey, Noah, 
Cunningham, Eisenhower, Tipperary, and McCreery. 
 
The Queens Coronation dress was made by Mr. Norman Hartnell. 
 
The Coronation service started at 1115 and lasted almost 3 hours, ending at 1400. 
 
One of the main reasons 2nd of June was chosen, was that the meteorological experts 
said it would be the sunniest day of the year. It was most definitely not. 
 
Prince Charles became the first child in history to witness his mother’s Coronation as 
Sovereign. 
 
A total of 8,125 guests attended The Queens Coronation ceremony at Westminster 
Abbey. 
 
One hundred and twenty-nine nations and territories were officially represented at the 
Coronation service. 
 
The 1953 Coronation service was the first service to be televised. 
 
An estimated 27 million people in Britain watched the ceremony on Television. 
 
There were more than 2000 journalists and 500 photographers from 92 countries on 
the Coronation route. 
 
The Ministry of food granted 82 applications for people to roast oxen, if they could 
prove that by tradition, an ox had been roasted at previous Coronations - a welcome 
concession in a country where the meat ration was 2/- shillings a week. 
 
There were 29,200 Officers and men taking part in the procession or lining the route, 
plus 1,000 Royal Military Police assisting the Metropolitan Police. 


