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Childhood: Aunties and Cheeky Grins! 
Joe was born on Sunday 18th July 1937 at 6am to Joseph and 
Martha Kane. He was the long awaited child they thought they 
would never have since they had been married for 14 years 
before he arrived. Joseph was 38 yrs old, Martha was 40 yrs old.  
 

Martha Fitzgerald, from Hindley, Wigan and Joseph Kane, from 
Collyhurst, Manchester, married in 1923. Martha worked as a 
Carder (preparing raw wool and cotton) in the local mill and was 
actively involved in the Women’s union. Joseph also worked in 
the local mills as a Blower (cleaning the wool & cotton). The last 
mill he worked was the Mersey Mill, Failsworth, until 1954. His 
job ultimately led to him developing emphysema and lung 
cancer.  

 

Being an only child Joe openly admitted that he was ruined, 
especially by his mother. I can imagine that with his cheeky grin 
and twinkly eyes he got away with murder.  
 

His parents were both from large families and there were 
numerous aunt and uncles. Since most of their children were 
much older than Joe he got a lot of attention from them, 
particularly his aunts who were won over by his charm. 

Joe’s quote on his parents “I was quite spoilt as a child, mainly by my mother. Whilst my Dad 
enjoyed visits to the Wheatsheaf Pub, my mum’s main hobby was me! My dad probably 
thought I was a spoilt brat!” 



Joe had a happy childhood despite spending a lot of it in war torn Britain. 
He remembers as a 4 yr old boy sleeping under the stairs at their terraced 
house in Hollinwood during German air raids over Manchester. His mother 
refused to go to the air raid shelter quoting ‘If I’m going to die, I’m going 
to die in my own home.’ Joe said that he wasn’t scared as he had no 
concept of death at that age and found it all rather exciting. His father was 
an air raid warden during WWII as he was both injured from WWI and was 
too old to fight. His main roles was to look out for unexploded bombs in 
the area (“there were many. The German’s weren’t very good at making 
bombs!”) and to ensure lights couldn’t be seen in houses at night (blacked 
out windows were compulsory during the war). 
 

One memory is of children gazing in wonder at a plastic banana on display 
in the local greengrocers. He would try to imagine what a real one would 
taste like. After the war was over and the first delivery of bananas came to 
the shop all the children in the area flocked there in the hope of being one 
of the lucky few to buy one.  
 

Another advantage of being the youngest family member was that he was 
not deprived of sweets, even with the strict rationing. He would go 
around visiting his aunts and was often rewarded with a stock of sweet 
rations. No wonder he had a sweet tooth. 
 

Joe didn’t just have a sweet tooth he enjoyed traditional British cuisine. 
The first time he tasted a meat pie was on an occasion, post-war, when his 
father returned home from the pub with one.    
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Childhood: World War 2 & Bananas!  

Joe’s quote on his first 
meat pies “They were 
simply amazing!” 



While growing up, Joe enjoyed playing with the other boys around his home on Norman Street in 
Hollinwood. He related one particular adventure he had while collecting bonfire wood with his friends. 
There was a dilapidated hen house that had been left to fall into wreck and ruin. The lads decided to rip 
the planks down and add them to their ever growing pile of wood. Joe’s mother was far from 
impressed when he arrived home filthy and covered from head to foot in FLEAS! 

 

Childhood: Cousins & Fleas! 

These two cousins both finished up emigrating to 
Australia and they married and settled down 
there. Bea still lives in Australia and Ada moved 
over to New Zealand. Joe was hopeless at staying 
in touch with them, but both our Catherine and 
Liz visited them when they went travelling. Ada 
came over to the UK back in 2015 with her son 
Rob and stayed with us. It was lovely to hear Joe 
and Ada reminiscing on old times.   

 

As I have mentioned, most of Joe’s cousins were a lot older than him, but one of his dad’s brothers 
Frank moved down to the South of England to find work when he was in his late teens. When he later 
married and had two daughters: Ada and Bea (who were about Joe’s age) they would travel up to 
Manchester most Summers to spend time with Joe and his family. 

(Joe with cousin Ada - September 2015) 



Joe attended Stansfield Road Elementary School and initially Failsworth 

Boys Secondary School. But a series of circumstances resulted in him 

changing secondary schools another two times in 18 months.  
 

I had always presumed that Joe was a born and bred Catholic, I knew he 

and his mother use to attend St. Mary’s R.C. Church following his 

baptism there, but I didn’t realise that there was a gap. When he was 10 

years old a new priest arrived at St Mary’s and would visit Joe’s mother. 

The priest made a huge impression and he persuaded her to come to 

church. Joe decided that he would accompany his mother the following 

Sunday and attend Mass with her for the very first time. This began Joe’s 

journey of faith which was to grow and deepen over the next 70 years. 
 

 

Christianity & School: 

Later that year he was put in for his 12 plus exams, which he passed to the great delight of his proud 
parents, and he then moved to Zavarian Boys Grammar School. In the space of 18 months Joe found 
himself starting his 3rd secondary school. He enjoyed school but he always felt he was playing catch up, and 
he acknowledges that he never pushed himself academically leaving school with just a few GCE’s. However 
he was an avid reader, had a love of history and his general knowledge was brilliant. He was definitely the 
person you would want to have on your quiz team! 

That summer when Joe turned 11 he moved on to Failsworth Boys Secondary School but after just two 
terms the priest encouraged Joe’s parents to send him to St. Mary’s RC School. Once he was settled there a 
teacher took Joe for instructions to be received into full communion in the Catholic Church. At the age of 12 
he received Sacraments of Confession, Confirmation & Holy Communion to became a full, active Catholic.  
 

    (Joe as a teenager with Mum & Dad) 



The walking clothes they wore then would seem completely unsuitable to 
the teenagers of today, and as you can see from the pictures they were very 
basic. The girls often had mid-calf length skirts with heavy stout walking 
boots, simple rucksacks and of course the essential rain cape. The boys and 
girls had separate quarters at the Youth Hostels, they cooked their own food, 
and had various jobs like cleaning before leaving by a set time each morning. 
They would then set off hiking again armed with their maps and compasses 
following the route they had planned the evening before.  

 
 
 
 

The Teenage Years: Youth Hostelling 
About the age of 13 Joe used to go around with a group of 
local teenagers. They would walk around Daisy Nook Park, 
go to the pictures and began hiking around the local area 
at weekends. In this group were two sisters: Barbara and 
Joyce Satchell (the two eldest of six children). Joe started 
dating Barbara and soon he was a regular visitor at their 
family home. Being an only child he enjoyed being part of 
the banter that comes with large families. The teenage 
group soon started to get adventurous organising youth 
hostel weekends to the Peak District, The Pennines, 
Rossendale and The Lake District, travelling to the latter by 
train from Manchester to Windermere. How times have 
changed! Today parents would not contemplate letting 
their 13/14 year olds go off hostelling by themselves for 
the weekend.  

(Joe youth hostelling with Barbara and the girls,  
early 1950’s)  



The Teenage Years: RAF & Ferranti’s 
In his mid-teens Joe began attending Failsworth Boys youth club where he and his friends would play table 
tennis, darts and cards. They also ran football teams which Joe started to play for. Later on he became active 
in running the team,  but we will shall come back to that later. 
 

When Joe left school he started working at Ferranti’s, Hollinwood, in the accounts office. This was extremely 
convenient for Joe since Norman Street was parallel to Oldham Road and the office he worked in was just 
across the main road. He used to say he could roll out of bed at 8.15am and be washed, dressed, eaten his 
breakfast (no doubt prepared by his doting mother), and would be sat at his desk by 8.30am. Joe loved his 
work and he had a great relationship with everyone he worked with. He was diligent, meticulous and was 
renowned for his quick wit and humour. 
 
At the age of 18 Joe started his 2 year compulsory 
National Service in the RAF. He always said that after his 
induction he was the fittest he had ever been in his life. 
During his service he was fortunate to be based in the UK. 
What is more for most of the time, he was stationed up 
past York and because another recruit lived in Manchester 
and owned a motor bike he was often able to come home 
at the weekend. He worked in ‘Time and study’ so he 
definitely had a very easy time, especially when you 
realise that some of his friends from home doing their 
National Service were sent off to The Suez War. 

(RAF Catterick 1955-1957. Joe front row, 3rd from right) 



Joe and Barbara’s romance was flourishing despite Joe being away doing his National Service, and they 
started planning for their wedding. Shortly after his discharge the young couple were married in August 
1958. They began married life in a terrace house on Old Lane, Werneth. 9 months later their beautiful 
daughter Yvonne was born. Joe was now a parishioner at Corpus Christie Church, Chadderton, and a few 
weeks after her birth Yvonne was baptised there. 

 

Marriage to Barbara Satchel & Family Life: 

(Joe with  baby Yvonne - 1959)  (Joe & Barbara on their wedding day - 1958)   



Family Life: Younger years 

To Joe and his family it was like going to another world, since 
although Shaw was a very traditional mill town, they were 
surrounded by the beautiful hills of the Pennines. Also, since 
the development was far from complete, the road past their 
house had not been built and they often had a very muddy 
walk to the nearest bus stop. Their old car could just about get 
down to their home.  
 

Joe and Barbara now became parishioners of St. Joseph’s Shaw 
and started to attend services there. Barbara also got a job 
working in the offices at Osram Mill, Shaw which made life a 
lot easier. Joe continued to work at Ferranti while Yvonne 
stayed on at Corpus Christie School as it was convenient for Joe 
to drop her off at Grandma Satchell’s house on his way to 
work. On other occasions, Joe and Yvonne have many fond 
(and at times hairy) memories of chasing the Chorlton bus 
down Oldham Road because they had been held up with the 
traffic. No change there then! 

 

 

Now a family, they began settling down into the routine of everyday life. Initially Yvonne was looked 
after by Ruth Satchell (Barbara’s mother) when Barbara returned to work after her maternity leave. 
When she reached school age she attended Corpus Christie School.  
 

In 1966 the family made what was considered a big change in their lives when they bought a bungalow 
up in a large new development in High Crompton, Shaw, for the princely sum of about £2000 (those 
were the days!).  

(Joe with Yvonne, late 1960’s)  



In his early to mid-20’s Joe had become actively involved in several activities. He continued to be a member 
of Failsworth Boys Club but when injury forced him to stop playing football he started to manage the team 
and represented them on the Oldham Amateur Football League Committee. His dedication resulted in him 
soon afterwards being elected to the position of League Secretary which he held for many years. Joe also 
started playing badminton weekly at the old St Joseph’s school hall.  
 

During his late 20’s and early thirties Joe, Barbara and Yvonne enjoyed many annual holidays with Barbara’s 
sister Joyce, her husband Brian Mather and their daughter Tracy together with their joint friend Eddie Stone, 
his wife Kath and their daughter Julie. A few times they all drove down to Devon and Cornwall which was a 
very slow, long journey since there were very few motorways built then. On these occasions they used to 
drive down through the night with the children asleep on the back seat. On one occasion there were 4 
adults and 2 children in a car and Brian actually fell asleep at the wheel. Luckily the car didn’t crash and Joe 
took over the driving! 

 

Family Life: Younger years 

(Joe with  his Failsworth Boys Team)   (Joe, Barbara & Yvonne with Brian, Joyce & Tracy)   



 
Sadly, in 1974 tragedy struck the family when Barbara was diagnosed with Hodgkinson lymphoma. 
After 12 months of fighting the disease, and shortly after her 39th Birthday, she died on 27th January 
1975 in her own home with Joe and her family at her side. The whole family was devastated.  
 
Just a few months later Joe’s mother, who had been in poor health also died. She still lived on 
Norman St. and for quite a long period of time Joe had been calling to check on his mother every 
morning before work and then again every evening to ensure she was settled for the night.  
 
It was an incredibly traumatic time for him and Yvonne. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Life moved on, and Joe and Yvonne had to settle into a new way of life. Yvonne sat her GCE exams 
and then started at Oldham College to do her A Level’s. She was also gaining her own independence 
and had a large social network of friends who lived around Shaw, so with study and her social life she 
kept very busy. 
 
 

 

Family Life: Younger years 



Following Barbara’s death Joe found himself spending more and 
more time at home on his own. Eventually two of Joe’s friends: Eddie 
Stone and Brian Morrison, persuaded Joe to sign up for a badminton 
night school class at Radcliffe School, Chadderton.  
 
Running these badminton classes was me. However there was only 2 
spare places left in the class. By coincidence I knew Brian, he was a 
family friend. He used his charm to persuade me to let the 3 of them 
join up. Near the end of that first year of attending the classes Joe 
asked me out.  
 
Our first date was to the brass band contest up in Saddleworth. Soon 
he had charmed me by his gentle nature, smile, twinkling eyes and 
wit. The cherry on the cake was that he was also a practicing 
Catholic. We hadn’t been dating long before Joe first proposed to 
me. I was initially hesitant, but after a few further proposals and 
reassurance from Joe I finally accepted and was eternally grateful  
for that decision I made.   
 
On the 19th February 1977 Joe and I were married at St, Joseph’s RC 
Church, Shaw. Once again Joe married into a large family, I had 4 
brothers and he was welcomed with open arms. 
 

Marriage to Kathleen Briggs: 

  (Joe & Kath on their wedding day - 1977)   



In the summer of 1977 Yvonne passed her A’Levels and got accepted 
into Hopwood Hall Teacher Training College. Joe was so proud of her. 
Yvonne stayed at home and Joe often drove her to college on his way 
to work. 
 

Just 12 months after our marriage our eldest daughter Clare was born. 
Joe was ecstatic at having a baby at the age of 40. He said it was 
beyond his wildest dreams. Little did he know that this event was going 
to happen, another 4 times. 18 months later Catherine made an 
appearance followed by Elizabeth 22 months after Catherine. Life 
really was hectic now!  

 

Family Life: Lots of Children & Teaching Training 

Yvonne finished her teacher training and was 
offered a job at St Dominic’s School, Middleton. 
So began a long, fruitful career for her in 
teaching. When St Dominic’s closed she was 
transferred (along with other colleagues) to 
Cardinal Langley High School. Here Yvonne 
remained until her retirement in the summer of 
2017. 

 

  (Joe and Elizabeth)   

  (Joe and Kath with Yvonne, Clare & baby Catherine)   



Shortly after Elizabeth was born Yvonne married Doug Pemberton in October 1981, and in 1984 our first 
granddaughter Jennifer (Jenny) was born. Being so close in age she became more like a sister to the 3 girls.  
 
Moving on nearly another 12 months our 4th daughter Maria arrived. We thought our family was now 
complete but then in 1988, much to everyone’s surprise along came our only son John. I think Joe was 
both shocked and delighted to have had another child at the age of nearly 51. Now at last he was going to 
get some moral support from another male member of the family. A few months later Yvonne started back 
teaching at her old school and Joe saw his granddaughter nearly every day during term time. Those early 
years of looking after Jenny were really special for us both. 

 

Family Life: More Children & Granddaughter 

  (Joe and Yvonne on her wedding day)   

  (Joe and baby John)     (Joe with baby Jenny)   



The first 14 years of our married life went past in a blur. From the thousands of nappies changed, sleepless nights, squabbles 
and tantrums and patching up of cuts and bruises. Joe used to get a bit fraught when the children had accidents. The 
children soon learnt to avoid letting Joe know they had had an accident until either they or I had sorted the injury out first! 
 
As the children grew the cycle of taxi runs began. Rainbows, Brownies, Guides, Cubs, swimming, netball clubs, football clubs, 
athletic club, tennis club, music centre choir, bands and concerts that took over everyday life. Every Sunday the whole family 
would go to church. Several of them became altar servers and the rest used to sing or play the guitar in the folk choir. Life 
was hectic and our family proved to be very, very noisy and enthusiastic about everything. At one time 5 children were 
playing brass instruments ranging from a cornet to a euphonium, plus Elizabeth and Maria played the piano. I dread to think 
how the neighbours coped with us.  
 
Our immediate neighbours were (and some still are!) lovely people. Alan and Connie Rodgers were on one side – Alan knew 
Joe from his days at Failsworth Boys football. Whilst Alan England on the other side had moved in at a similar time to Joe 
and Barbara and so got to know the family very well. Alan’s daughter Lisa became life long friends with Yvonne. Lisa fondly 
recalls having two homes as a child: hers and ours. One memory is of watching the last night of the Proms at our house, 
singing along to all the favourite songs.  

Family Life: Nappies, Taxi Runs & Music 

Poor Joe, an only child happy in his own 
company now realised those quiet days were but 
a distant dream. He never got any peace and 
quiet except when they were all in bed. But 
despite the chaos he was happy. He never craved 
material things and was quite content at home, 
visiting local parks and extended families. Most 
Saturday nights were spent with me ironing and 
watching  the  TV with Joe while we shared a 
packet of liquorice allsorts and lemonade (we 
really pushed the boat out!) 

  (Joe with a young John)     (Joe with the four girls)   



As previously mentioned Joe was more than happy to stay in his own home but 
(although sometimes stressful) we also went on a few family holidays. Due to 
the generosity of my good college friend Liz Cannings and her husband Brian, 
several holidays were spent at their homes in the Whitby area of North 
Yorkshire. One year we have fond memories of travelling in the old estate car 
loaded up with: 2 adults, 5 children, all the paraphernalia that goes with taking a 
baby, clothes for all the family and food. It was an interesting experience and 
one that would definitely not be allowed with todays road safety rules. We also  
went on a few family caravan holidays to Wales and wherever we went we all 
had a great time exploring the beaches and local areas.  
 

Joe was still heavily involved with the Oldham Amateur League as Secretary. His 
one evening out a month was attending their meetings. Every Saturday during 
the  football season match results were received by phone for Joe to ring them 
through to Manchester radio for their results programme. He was also 
responsible for sending reports and results to the Oldham Chronicle. Joe and 
the rest of the committee, particularly Vincent Proctor, John Maxon and John 
Taylor were well known and respected amongst the amateur football players in 
the area for their dedication and commitment. Gradually over a few years the 
number of amateur football teams declined, less football pitches were available 
and people’s lifestyles and working habits were changing drastically. Eventually 
the lack of teams resulted in the league folding. This really upset Joe but it had 
given him lots of pleasure over the years with many happy memories and 
friendships. He knew that he had played his part in helping to promote and 
support the amateur game in the Oldham area  for over 20 years. 

 

Family Life: Family Holidays & Hobbies  

(Oldham Amateur League Ball 
around 1980’s) 

(Family holiday with Joe’s 
mother-in-law Mary Briggs)  



Joe soon found something new to fill the void left by the folding of the league. He  
had been a referee for a few years and was a member of the Oldham Referees  
Association. Being the committed person he was Joe was soon approached  
to be the Secretary (another position he held for over 20 years) until he eventually  
resigned in his 70’s. Yet again he made some great friends during this time. 
 
As you’ve probably gathered Joe loved football. He also enjoyed following the professional football 
teams and he was a fan of Oldham Athletic (although there is a vicious rumour that he followed 
Manchester United as a youngster!). He was ecstatic when second eldest daughter Catherine started to 
support the Latics, and they had lots of friendly banter about the team’s progress or lack of it. Joe didn’t 
have a season ticket since money was tight and he was often refereeing a game on a Saturday afternoon 
or had family commitments, but he went whenever he could.  
 
One of his greatest highlights was going down to Wembley with his father-in-law (Joe Briggs), Catherine 
and Liz to watch the FA Cup semi-final against Manchester United which Latics drew, and unfortunately 
lost the replay.  
 
Joe was also at Boundary Park with Catherine when Oldham won the old 1st Division league title in 1991, 
scoring a last minute penalty against Sheffield Wednesday. To this day Catherine cannot believe that her 
very reserved and ‘proper’ Dad not only allowed her at 11 years old to run onto the pitch at the end 
with thousands of other fans, but he actually joined her! During the last day of his life Catherine played 
Joe a YouTube recording of the game, cheering on with every goal, a memory that will always be 
cherished.  

Family Life: Football & The Latics 



Luckily he was taken on immediately by Thorn EMI, Higginshaw but his good fortune did not last. After setting up 
and establishing a department he was finished after 11 month, just within the year so that they would not have to 
pay redundancy money. Joe was devastated. He was 48 years old, did not know what to do, and was worried about 
coping with 3 young children and another on the way. The suggestion of becoming a house husband seemed to 
scare him even more! A few difficult months lay ahead as Joe searched for work. Fortunately  we didn’t have an 
expensive lifestyle. As long as there was money to pay for the children’s various activities we were content.    
 

After about 6 months Joe was offered a position at Hengslers, Uppermill, which was managed by his brother in- 
law, Brian Mather. He spent 8 years working there in the office sorting out the accounts, wages, invoices, work 
rotas etc. When that work came to an end he had several different positions, mainly due to the assistance of some 
very good parishioners. He worked for Swinton’s thanks to Ken Brierley, then went to Siemens due in no small part 
to Andrew Lowe.  
 

After spending over 30 years at one place, Joe finished the last 17 years of his working life moving from one job to 
another. Luckily though, apart from those first 6 months, he was always in employment and was able to help 
provide for his family.  

Working Life: 
Joe received a long service award from his beloved Ferranti’s. 
He was never ambitious about promotion and was content 
with his job as a cost accountant. He loved going to work and 
enjoyed the great comradery he had with his fellow workers. 
Joe was gutted when he found out that Ferranti ‘s was closing. 
He was there at the beginning of the starting up of the 
company, and he was the last man to leave the office as he 
helped to close things down.  



As soon as we were married we attended St. Josephs church together every week. All five children were baptised there and 
were taken to church with us. We both started to involve ourselves into church and school life through involvement in the 
church committee and the Parents and Teachers Association (PTA), both at St Joseph’s School and later at Our Lady’s 
Secondary School. Joe ‘held the fort’ at home for 24 years whilst I was a PTA committee member. Over the years we helped 
and attended hundreds of events, and in a way this was also our main social life as well.  
 
Joe had many happy memories of family PTA Hikes around Howarth, Derbyshire and Cheshire, as well as running the 
tombola stall at St. Joseph’s Christmas Fair. Joe, Ken Brierley and Paul Johnson would have the parishioners in stitches with 
their antics and their laughter filled the place. Unfortunately they were sacked after many years of running the stall because 
they were not making enough profit as they did not like raising the odds. They wanted to give everyone the best possible 
chances of winning. After that the stall probably pulled in a few more pounds for the Church funds but it was definitely not 
as entertaining. 
 

 

St. Joseph’s Church Life: 

  As the children got older Joe took on more long term Parish 
commitments, taking over as Secretary for the Mill Hill Mission 
(the red Boxes). He would distribute the magazines to about 18 
promotors every 3 months and then go and empty his own list 
of parishioner’s boxes. By the time he retired he emptied 
about 16 boxes every 3 months and this gave him something 
positive to do with his free time and he loved meeting his 
regular box holders. He was also involved in helping to run the 
school coach when it was first started up and he was on a team 
counting the collections on a Sunday after mass.  

 



When the SVP was first started up in the Parish, Joe became one of the founder members. He loved attending these 
meetings, helping like-minded parishioners in their mission to help those who were infirm, elderly, in need or unable to 
attend Church and they built up very strong bonds of friendship. He visited the sick and elderly and helped with the famous 
SVP Christmas parties, in which he and Chris Walker would amuse everyone with their take on bingo. He also thoroughly 
enjoyed the annual trips they would organise for the older parishioners either to the seaside, Lake District, Gard etc. Joe 
always returned animated with the stories of how he and other members would have been pushing people around in wheel 
chairs, causing mayhem, singing and generally having a great time. Although not an extrovert, and definitely not a loud 
person, Joe somehow radiated love and laughter to all he met.  

St. Joseph’s, SVP & The Housebound 

  Despite all the great things Joe was involved in, he would tell you that without doubt 
the proudest and most humbling thing he did was taking Holy Communion to the 
housebound. Every Sunday for many years he would visit the same few parishioners 
religiously after Sunday Mass, spending time talking to them about what was 
happening at church and about life in general. Some parishioners he visited right up 
to the end of their lives. Friends such as Margaret Finnigan, Kath Moorhouse, 
Margaret Healey, Francess Ward and Joyce Warren to name just a few. They all 
adored Joe, valued his friendship and looked forward to his visits. Joe took his duties 
as a Eucharistic Minister very seriously. He always wore a suit and tie for church right 
up until he first became ill 7 years ago. To him it was a sign of respect for the duty he 
was performing.  

 

  Joe knew how much I loved the Easter Services and he always let me attend the 
Maundy Thursday service while he baby sat, for which I am eternally grateful. He 
would then go and attend the period of watching before the Blessed Sacrament at 
the altar until midnight. Joe and I would go together as the children grew up and left 
home. These occasions were very special to us and I shall always cherish them     

 



Retirement: Learning to Cook & More Grandkids 
With the passing of the years our 5 children grew up. They all gained their degrees, spreading their wings from the family 
home. Several of them travelled around the world to experience new cultures, develop their work experience, and do some 
voluntary work in remote countries such as Malawi. 
 
Joe never left the UK during his 80 years. At the grand old age of 78 he finally got his first passport but still didn’t manage to 
get abroad! That was after he was interviewed to check it wasn’t a fraudulent application. Although Joe never travelled he 
was really interested in other cultures and traditions. He loved hearing of his children’s tales from their travels, whilst also 
relieved that they were back home safe and in one piece!   
 
Clare was the first to wed, marrying Richard (Rich) Davies. Their son Samuel was born in November 2009. It had been 25 
years since our first grandchild Jenny had been born and we were overwhelmed once more at this newfound love that only a 
grandchild can bring.  
 

 When Joe retired from work for the first time in many, many years he had the luxury of spending a few hours doing his own 
thing. With my help he learnt how to cook a few basic meals and so would prepare some evening meals if I was working 
late at school. He also enjoyed reading and spending more time with people when he went to empty the red mission boxes. 
After 4 years of retirement I joined him and together we enjoyed simple pleasures together. We even had a few short 
holidays.  

We particularly enjoyed going to the 
Patterdale Hotel in a beautiful part of 
the Lake District near to Ulswater. And, 
best of all, when our grandchildren 
started to arrive we were able to spend 
precious time with them and enjoy lots 
of family parties and get togethers.  



 
During his illness Clare had had another son, Isaac and Liz had married Will Spice. He 
would become animated whenever his grandsons and other family members came to see 
him or we were invited over to their homes. His confidence began to grow, he became 
less anxious, and then one Sunday he was able to accompany me to Church once more.  
 

We had gone through a long, stressful 3 years but a new revitalised Joe was emerging. 
The family was overjoyed and everyone who knew Joe or had just seen him walking 
around the area were amazed and delighted by the changes. Even the doctors were 
dumbfounded. Whenever anyone stopped and asked him what had caused the 
transformation he would say simply ‘Prayers‘. It really was a miracle………. 

Retirement: Ill Health 
It was about 6 months after Samuel was born that Joe started to suffer from depression 
and anxiety. He started to eat less and less food and drink very little. We were all very 
concerned about him. He could not be in a crowd, had difficulty following conversations, 
could no longer read the paper or follow the news. Even having a shave was impossible 
and so I suggested he grew a beard which I was able to trim weekly. Over the next 2-3 
years he became weaker and weaker. Joe was also unable to attend church anymore and 
that was heart breaking for me. I desperately tried to encourage him to take a little 
exercise each day, even if it was just to the car so I could take him to sit in the park.  
 
We all thought that Joe could not carry on much longer because he was so frail. Then, 
nothing short of a miracle began to happen. One day he asked to try a tiny cheese 
sandwich. I was astonished! Then very gradually he started to try the tiniest portions of 
simple food like corned beef hash. Slowly over a period of about 3 months Joe’s appetite 
and eating improved until he was eating normal meals again. Once he was eating he had 
more energy and started taking an interest in life again.  



It was only in the last few months that Joe’s health started to decline rapidly. At first we thought in it was the same condition as before but I 
knew he was not depressed this time. In July, Joe celebrated his 80th birthday but he was unable to participate as he was so ill. Puzzled by 
what was happening his GP had him admitted into hospital for tests. Our youngest daughter Maria was getting married over in Leeds the 
following weekend, but sadly Joe was too ill to go. He did however watch the ceremony by video link at the hospital, and on the Sunday 
Maria and David went to visit Joe at the hospital in their wedding clothes. Joe proudly walked her down the ward. After 2 weeks in hospital 
we received the devastating news that Joe had terminal cancer. Joe took the news very well and said to me, “My journey is coming to an end 
isn’t it?” When I said yes he added that he hadn’t done much in his life. I replied that he had given me a truly wonderful family and he was 
loved and respected by so many people. His reply was “ but I love them all.” Indeed he did. The family was lucky enough to be able to bring 
Joe home for the last 10 days of his life with the loving support of his family and the wonderful help of the  
District Nurses and the Nurses from Dr Kershaw’s Hospice. During this time all the family were  
able to spend special, precious time with Joe reminiscing and saying our final goodbyes and we are  
eternally grateful for this. 

The Final Three Years:  
I can honestly say that until his recent illness, Joe and I have had 3 wonderful, precious years together which we 
never expected to have. Joe renewed his love of reading especially historical novels by authors such as Bernard 
Cornwell. He enjoyed the simple things in life like strolling down to Shaw, going to the park, having trips to 
different places, eating meals out, and talking with neighbours and friends. 

Once more we attended Church services together and Joe accompanied me when I took Holy Communion to 
Joyce Warren every Sunday after Mass, as he used to do before his illness. He was unable to resume all the 
various roles he used to have at St. Joseph’s, he especially missed being part of the SVP but he attended all their 
functions and he enjoyed the company of these wonderful people. And, of course, he loved being in the 
company of his grandchildren. Jenny was now a young woman and living her own life but the arrival of Samuel, 
Isaac, Archie and Elsie renewed his youthfulness and ‘young at heart’ spirit which never really left him. We both 
loved spending time with them and being involved in their family lives. We also celebrated our 40th Wedding 
Anniversary in February 2017. In his final 3 years of life he was  very much a contented man.  

Joe’s journey through life is now over but he leaves behind a great legacy. His spirit lives on through 
his family and through the wonderful, special memories each one of us who had the privilege of 
meeting and knowing Joe have. He was a warm, generous, caring, witty man with a beautiful 
cheeky smile and twinkling eyes who never had a bad word to say about anyone. He was 
throughout life a true gentlemen and he always tried to be a true Christian.  
 
Joe, thank you for accompanying us on part of our own journey through life. We have all benefitted 
from having known you. Good night and God Bless. May you now reap your reward in heaven. RIP.        


