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Joe in Gibraltar 1946.

I bumped into Joe in Perth not long after he had returned from his trip to London for the Victory Parade in September 1946. He was sporting a cut above one eye, had a thick lower lip, and looked a bit worse for wear. I asked him, "What happened Joe?" and he said 'Well on the way home our ship called in at Gibraltar and a few mates and I went ashore to have a look around and have a few drinks. We got stuck in a bar and after a time one thing led to another and a blue started. Before you could say "Jack Robinson", the local gendarmes were on the scene and without saying a word proceeded to get stuck into everyone in the bar with their batons, and we copped the worst of it."

He was grinning as he told me the story, which was typical of Joe. A real man, he could give and take it and never bore anyone a grudge. A likeable bloke was our Joe. We will miss him.

Jack Carey.

