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POST- SCRIPT 
 

Private Joe Burke, Royal Army Service Corps 
 

Joe was an enthusiastic member of the Brotherhood of Veterans of the Greek Campaigns and 
regularly attended its annual functions.  The following series of photographs was taken at the 
70th Anniversary Ceremonies at Kalamata in 2011.  It was also attended by the RAF’s Red 
Arrows and HMS Sutherland. 
 

     
 

   Joe on the way to the party . . .        . . .  with sons Nick & Chris 
 

    
 

          Local press interview     Front row seats with fellow Veterans 
        Les Wenham, Frank Gill & Jock Watt 

 

     
 

Let the Air Show begin 
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The Navy came too 
 

      
 

Then off to the Remembrance Service 
 

      
 

Joe lays a wreath on behalf of the Veterans 
 

       
 

The Ceremonial is over 



 

 3 

    
 

Now off to visit HMS Sutherland, with drinks served in the Flight Deck Hangar 
 

      
 

Hob-nobbing with the Wardroom . . . 
 

       
 

. . .  and the Military Attaché from Athens 
 

       
 

Finally Colours – Sunset Ceremony on the Flight Deck 
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Sunset for Joe 
 

 
Dad Eulogy - 1st February 2018 
By Chris Burke 
 
“Hello thanks for coming today - I hope everyone can hear me - or as Dad might have said 'if you can’t 
hear me put your hand up!' 
 
Well I’ve got a few minutes to try and sum up a man who lived for more than 97 years - that’s a very long 
time and not an easy task 
 
To most people here and to pretty much everyone Dad met, he was just a lovely man, he was a warm 
man who always had time for people and was always ready to share in some friendly banter. He was a 
generous man and making people feel happier came naturally to him, and of course he had a wicked 
sense of humour which he deployed at all possible opportunities.  
 
In lots of ways this is quite remarkable because the contented man just described grew up in very different 
circumstances, his early life was punctuated with a catalogue of challenging and very difficult 
circumstances. His father died tragically when he was only 9 years old and with no breadwinner in the 
house life was hard. Dad left school at 14 - yes that’s year 9 in new money - he went to work and helped 
provide for his beloved mother and 4 siblings. 
 
In 1939 he joined up for king and country and what started out as a great adventure was soon put into 
bitter perspective. As part of the British Expeditionary Force he was sent to France only to be forced into 
retreat and eventually repatriated from the beaches of Dunkirk... God knows what horrors he experienced 
there….and as far as I know he didn’t tell anyone about it… 
 
Later on he was captured in Greece and spent 4 years interred in POW camps in Austria, Germany and 
Hungary.  Again what affect this has on a young man in his prime we can only begin to wonder. Even 
when he returned to civvy street and life was starting to return to normal his family had to endure another 
tragedy when Dad’s two brothers, Jim & Vincent, were killed in a car accident. 
 
I’m sure it wasn’t all doom and gloom in the Burke household but these events must have made a mark!  
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So in anyone’s books this was not the best of beginnings but like many of that generation it was a matter 
of getting on with things - in Dad’s case he chose not to dwell on the past and to look forward to a better 
and happier future. In this respect he got off to a good start when he met a certain Betty Allon and fell in 
love. They decided to make a life together getting married in 1951 1949 and starting a new business 
venture in Kenilworth Road … ..which was also to be their home for over 60 years. 
 
This is where us kids come into the story and we all have many happy memories of our life over the shop 
where we grew up and Dad at the centre of it all. He was one of those lucky people who genuinely loved 
his job, always busy and proud to be able to supply fresh wholesome food to his customers. The shop 
was his stage really with a captive audience all happy to enjoy his constant flow of cheeky banter, his 
badly told, often unfinished, jokes …..all interspersed with loud outbursts of singing, usually songs nobody 
had ever heard of.. 
 
Money was always short but we got by...and in truth was never that important to Dad, he was happy in the 
knowledge he was able to provide the things that were missing from his own childhood, a stable warm 
home environment, always food on the table and making sure his children got the schooling he never 
had.  
 
As children I think we were very lucky with our upbringing  
 
And then we come to the retirement years, I think the happiest times for them both. The family grown up 
and starting lives of their own and without the tie of the shop, they were able to do things that they had 
forgone during their long working lives. Also the first grandchildren were now on the scene and both mum 
and dad were there to help with child care - I know that both Simon and Jane remember those times with 
great fondness. Mum and Dad had their first holiday’s together, happy weeks away with John and Joan 
Ivory taking a cottage in Scotland or the West Country. Also If I remember rightly this was the start of the 
great road trips to the south of England to descend on those family members who had moved away. This 
journey could take anything from 3 to 5 weeks stopping over at Bedford and Haslemere to re-cement 
those family ties with his sisters Mary & Eileen and their families. Dad loved these trips and was very 
happy to entertain and be entertained across the generations, he seemed to have a particular connection 
with younger members of the extended family, all attracted to this big warm funny man with a strange 
northern accent. These trips continued well into their 80’s and were extended later to include Suffolk 
where my own children were able to get to know Mum & Dad better. 
 
Travel abroad became a new experience to them mostly to Spain but later to Greece where Dad wanted 
to re-visit some of the places he was at during the war. By chance and coincidence he was able to meet 
up with like-minded veterans and their families and this became a a new friendship group with regular get-
togethers both in Kalamata and at the National Memorial Arboretum near Lichfield. After all those years 
some stories started to be told which Dad had put aside…... and I think he was glad to be able to 
contribute to that collective memory.  
 
Mum & Dad were lucky enough to be together for many years celebrating golden and diamond 
anniversaries and even a visit to the Palace. But eventually old age caught up with them and kept them at 
home more and more but nonetheless they remained happy in their own company perhaps believing they 
could on forever - I think we all thought they would go on forever!. Mums health deteriorated in her late 
80’s and when she became really poorly Dad stepped forward as her full time carer. Typical of the man 
this was a task he threw himself at and with amazing patience and endless good humour he became 
determined that he would nurse her back to full health. When the inevitable happened and Mum passed 
away this brought a great sadness to his life and this last year was very hard for him. 
 
Even so he retained his sense of humour to the end - I remember on recent visits he complained of 
sleeping to much and indeed he would drop off at any time ….and then a little while later waking up with a 
start exclaiming ‘Am I dead yet?' 
 
Well Dad you are now! ….but I think you will be glad to hear we are all here to remember you and to know 
how lucky we feel that you to have been part of our lives.  
 
Dad would have liked nothing better than to join us later at the the Poste House with a glass of beer in his 
hand enjoying the company of family and friends.   He always said he liked a good function - but don’t ask 
him to spell it! 
 
RIP” 


