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GREEK CAMPAIGN 
 

Signalman/Driver John Churton, Australian ASC 

 
The following is an extract from John Churton’s journal of his service memories in the Australian Army 
during WWII, as compiled in 2009.  It was supplied by his Grandson Joshua O’Loughlin, who attended the 
annual Service of Remembrance at Kalamata in May 2019. 
 
Extract 
 
We landed at Port Piraeus, and I met up with my Unit.  They wanted to meet me, because I had one of 
their trucks.  We were camped on a hillside just out of Port Piraeus for a little while.  As I was loading up 
my truck up with equipment, I didn't get into Athens at all.  We drove through the fringe of Athens in 
convoy and travelled up through Thebes, Levadia, Lamia and further north through Pharsala, Larissa.  
Larissa was the city which had been struck by earthquake at that time.  A lot of the buildings were already 
damaged.  From Larissa we turned out in a northwest direction up to Elasson.  Elasson was made our 
Corps Headquarters.  Camp was further up the road near the junction of the road which went up to Servia 
Pass, and the road that went northeast to Katarina.  It was an exciting discovery to find that we were just 
at the foot of Mt Olympus. 
 
It was peaceful there for a few days.  The war situation there was that the Greeks had been battling the 
Italians for a long long time and had beaten the shirts off the Italians, but the Germans were preparing to 
reinforce the Italians.  The Germans wanted Greece to be occupied because they felt it left a weakness in 
their flank for their secret plan to attack the Soviets, however the Italians had failed to achieve this. 
 
Within several days of our landing there the Germans attacked and came through Yugoslavia, down into 
Greece, and it all began.  We did not have a very large force in there at that time.  The Germans had, as 
they always had at the earlier stages of the war, immensely superior air power.  Once we got into a 
position like Greece they could control the approaches by their bomber forces and prevented us from 
getting more troops in.  More importantly, all the aircraft which we had there, which were very few, were 
destroyed within about three days.  If they weren't destroyed on the wharves still in crates, those which 
were uncrated were caught on the airfields and destroyed.  It made it very uneven from our point of view.  
In the day time we were under air attack all the time.  At night there would be some degree of freedom 
because they didn't fly a lot at night there as they could do enough damage during the day.  The Greek 
Army was holding the western side of the front, and ours was the eastern side.  The Greeks had a fairly 
wide front, and they were fatigued after fighting for a long time with the Italians, with older equipment.  
Their logistical support was virtually non-existent.  It wasn't long before they were driven back and forced 
to capitulate. 
 
This meant we were left out on the limb on the eastern sector of the front.  Once the Greeks had 
collapsed the Germans concentrated on us, and manoeuvred to swing around and cut us off in a pincer 
movement.  So we had to make systematic withdrawals to get out.  Upon the Greek Army capitulating, the 
Greek Government then requested us to leave.  Though we had gone in at their request, there was no 
point in us continuing.   
 
In the course of the withdrawal, I had to drive all night each night.  It was very demanding because you 
weren't allowed to use headlights.  All we could use were the little parking lights which in those days, were 
the size of a 50 cent piece.  We used these so that we could be seen by the truck ahead - we couldn't see 
anything, we just had to try and find our way in the dark.  It wasn't very easy on the wild roads.  We tried 
to just keep in touch with the truck ahead by following his tail lights, which were partly blacked out 
anyway.  If you could see his tail lights you knew he was there, and if he disappeared suddenly over the 
side you had to put the brakes on and walk out the front to see what was there.  It was very, very arduous 
driving.   
 
As Larissa was all on fire we could find our way through easily, as there was plenty of light.  If a place was 
burning or had been bombed heavily, there were military police at the intersections giving us directions on 
how to get through it, otherwise we'd be lost forever in it.  A number of military police were killed there on 
duty, just guiding convoys through.  (Archivist’s Note:  A rare compliment in recognition of the usually 
unthanked services of the friendless Military Policeman.) 
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We got down to Levadia, and that was where we really got a pasting.  We were stopped there for two 
days and were required to take our trucks out into the paddocks (it was flat river country).  The paddocks 
were divided by deep drains and we had to disperse our trucks across the paddocks to minimise 
exposure.   
 
We bivouacked there the first night, and the next morning we were just having breakfast - I had tinned 
bacon, bread and a mug of tea - and we got our first air raid.  They came in at very low level -you could 
see the aircrew.  They went over us strafing and dropping smaller scale bombs.  Then there was another 
raid that came over at a higher level dropping big bombs.  Fortunately for us the drains were strategically 
in very good positions.  As they were deep we were able to dive into them, and we had very few personal 
casualties.  One fellow in the drain beside me, suffered a burst eardrum because the part of the drain 
which he dived into was nearest to where a small bomb fell which blew the drain in.  I was far enough 
away that apart from stunning me, it didn't do any physical harm.   
 
One of our fellows was up in the machine gun stand which was not properly protected.  He was shooting 
at the Stukas with a bren gun which was not much use, and he got cut up with a few shots from a Stuka.  
He was wounded and later taken prisoner.   
 
Then my truck scored a direct hit - right on the cab.  It was like a rocking horse, rear end up, and it burnt 
like fury.  As my truck was storing several boxes of ammunition, when the truck caught fire the 
ammunition went off, and was like fireworks on Sydney Harbour.  It was not practical for us to try and 
salvage anything from the truck, as we were likely to get shot by one of our own bullets!  So I lost 
everything that I didn't have on my person.   
 
I was then given another truck to drive which was also shot up and I lost it too, so I was given a third truck, 
and that lasted me until I reached Argos.  We withdrew south to Corinth, and then to Argos, and Naplion, 
which was where the major part of the evacuation was intended to take place.  I don't think it worked out 
quite as orderly as that, ultimately much of the evacuation took place over at Kalamai and other ports 
around there.   
 
My Unit was stationary at Naplion for a period during the withdrawal.  By then the signals force was 
consolidated down into a fairly concentrated grouping, and the need for Corps Signals in its normal 
activities had disappeared.  We were supplying signal operators and some line operators, but mainly 
wireless operators to the advanced combat units.  We destroyed all our heavy signal equipment and were 
ready for evacuation.   
 
The demand for our trucks had diminished considerably with a great deal of equipment gone, and I was 
then detailed to freelance from Argos  back up the road for troops who needed to be ferried down for 
evacuation.  There was no structure and no organisation, we just drove up the road until we were 
commandeered by a combat unit to provide transport.   
 
I did two runs with troops.  The piece of road then up above Corinth Canal was a very busy piece and in 
the daylight the German planes were flying up and down it like Paramatta Road, strafing and bombing 
everyone they could see.  Being a lone driver going up was a real hazard because we couldn't hear the 
planes approach, we'd just see the bullets raising dust going down the side of the road.  One plane 
dropped a small bomb which while it didn't hit me, the concussion or splinters from the bomb let the tyres 
down!  The trucks had huge wheels which one man could just not handle on his own, and there was only 
one spare.  We had those real old jacks - we just weren't prepared for that sort of thing.  When the tyres 
went down there was nothing I could do with it, so I just set fire to it and left it.  The rule was that we 
destroyed what we couldn't use.  Then, like many others, I started walking along the road.  I was picked 
up by a truck and climbed up over the tailboard and tumbled in - it was full of troops.   
 
By early dawn the truck had to get off the road and it pulled into a grove of trees.  I don't know where it 
was, but I think it was around about Argos.  When I got out of the truck, would you believe it, out hopped 
behind me two fellows that I knew from my section!  They had been detached from our section and sent to 
work with an artillery unit.  The task of that unit had been completed so these two signal blokes were 
trying to make their way back to their unit.  So the three of us were there with no weapons, and two water 
bottles between us (mine had been blown up in my first truck).  We left the truck and crossed the road and 
we went up a great hillside, and on the top was an ancient stone temple of some kind, which had been 
there for hundreds of years at least, or maybe thousands.  There was also a graveyard right up on the top.  
The graveyard contained old tombs.  The three of us spent the day up there in the tombs.  We were 
machine gunned, but we got better protection from the tombs than we would have in the open. 
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It was interesting to see also, from that point where we were at the graveyard, that across a ravine was a 
great mountain, and way up on the side of that was another temple of ancient appearance.  They were 
remote from anything.  There was nothing to tell you what these things were, and of course we did have 
other important things to do, but I have always wondered what they were.   
 
That night we made our way back down to the truck, climbed aboard.  We spent the next night making our 
way somewhere around Sparta, toward Kalamatta, the final port of embarkation for evacuation.  I'm not 
sure which route we took, I know we did seem to do a lot of mountain climbing, and there are mountains 
around that coastal section.  I do know that during the night for considerable periods you could smell that 
lovely smell of a pine forest.  There were extended times of this smell which suggests to me that it 
probably was around the coast because you don't get them growing up in the rough mountains.  There 
were also periods when I could smell a heavy orange blossom scent. 
 
The truck didn't seem to have a clutch, either that or he was a bad driver.  Every gear changed was 
crashed and banged.  Being a driver it set my teeth on edge.  It could be that they just picked up a driver 
who didn't know how to change gears, because those trucks had what was called crash gearboxes, they 
had no synchromesh, you had to double clutch every change up or down, and the timing was crucial.  But 
it did sound to me as though he had no clutch. 
 
Before we reached Kalamatta the trucks were stopped and not allowed any further along the road, so we 
had to finish the journey to Kalamatta on foot.  Kalamatta was a southern port.  There is also a railway line 
into Kalamatta and I remember the road we travelled on because we reached the point where we stopped 
outside Kalamatta township amongst the pine trees and olive groves which gave us some concealment.  
We were all scattered out through the olives and the enemy planes were flying over continually shooting 
and dropping the odd bomb here and there.  The main road had an extension with a side road which went 
over a small rail crossing, and there was a little stone house just at the crossing.  Some of us went in by 
invitation of the occupiers of the house to boil water which you couldn't do out in the open because the 
smoke was a giveaway.  The planes waited until I got in the house before they bombed it.  That was the 
lesson I learnt there.  Everything was so innocent - a house was just a house, but this was a house beside 
a level crossing, so it may be seen as having more strategic value than anything else.  Or, they may have 
been aiming at the level crossing.  But they hit the house, and lots of stones came down all around us, 
and it was very dark.  I got my tin hat knocked off my head, but I didn't suffer any injury, apart from being 
stunned for a second time.   
 
After that, later in the day, I made my way with literally thousands of others along the road to Kalamatta 
Port.  The general expectation was that ships would be in to collect us.  But for some reason they didn't 
get in that night and just before dawn the word was sent around to everybody to go back out and return 
the next night.  I was still with my two friends at that point and we made our way out into the hills and 
spent the day lying under an olive tree and keeping out of the way of the stukas and the planes that were 
going over strafing, dodging behind a tree if we saw one coming towards us.  We did alright, but our two 
water bottles were dry.   
 
During the day there had been some firearms shooting down in the town.  At sunset we started to move 
down towards the port and we noticed even more shooting going on. We became aware that the Germans 
had dropped paratroopers at the Port and held the Port facilities.  They had also dropped in a field artillery 
gun.  Our troops had blown the bridge over the Corinth Canal, but late that day the Germans had 
managed to bridge it and a small amount of reinforcements had come down to Kalamatta to reinforce the 
paratroopers.  (Archivist’s Note:  The only ref I’ve seen to “air dropping” the field gun and paratroops at 
Kalamata.)   
 
So we had a problem on our hands when the ships were to come in for us.  In addition to this, the three of 
us had another problem - we had no water.  We got to a particular point where we found there was a 
place to get water.  I stayed where we were on the track and my friends went off to get the water bottles 
filled.  I waited about 1/2 hour or so, but they didn't come back.  I don't know whether they just forgot me, 
but I don't think they would have done that, I think they were caught up with all the troops moving, as it 
was quite chaotic, and nearly dark.  I never saw either of them again until one day in Sydney, when I saw 
both of them on the train.  It might have been 1947 I think.  They had been taken prisoner, and apparently 
they had a pretty rough time in prison, although they didn't talk to me about it.   
 
To return to where I was alone on the track, I had no water bottle, I had no rifle, I had no ammunition and 
there was shooting going on down the road.  I thought this inconvenient, but then observed that I was 
amongst a number of troops who were virtually non-combatants - they were Jewish and Cypriot troops 
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who were drafted to labour on the wharves.  They were armed, but they were not intended to fight.  So I 
made my overtures to a Jewish soldier and told him he didn't need his rifle or his ammunition and if he 
liked, I would relieve him of it, and he could get his Officers to send the bill to Mr Menzies.  He looked a 
little surprised at the deal, but he made it, I think he thought it would be easier to escape without the 
weight of a rifle anyway.  I don't know whether he spoke English, but we didn't have any problems.   
 
At that point I was armed, and that improved my prospects.  I then logically deducted that if I were going 
to embark and be evacuated, I had better get down to the water where the ships are, even though there 
were still people shooting.  As it happened, I then came across a fairly cohesive group of 15-20 Australian 
troops who were under the charge of an officer.  Remember by this time they were just loose 
detachments, the army was no longer an organised army, they were just detachments and stray troops 
getting down to the last stage of evacuation.  The evacuation really was over, there was just one more 
pick up.  But this group, a detachment of the 2/5th Battalion, had stayed together, under an officer, Lieut 
Sweet.  I asked them if they could stand an addition to the family, and they said they would consider that, 
so I tacked on.  It seemed to me that it was much nicer to go together and have some support than to be a 
one-man army.   
 
We didn't get into a great deal of action, but we did do a bit of shooting and took our part in firing shots.  
We hoped they were fired in the right direction.  There were also some cohesive groups of New 
Zealanders still working on a battalion basis, including some Maoris who were very active.  The Maoris 
had a particular reputation for being frightening when in a bayonet charge - they screamed Maori style 
and fired their machine guns.  The end result was that the German troops who held the Port facilities did 
fall back, and we did get hold of the port.   
 
So, the navy came in, and it was beautiful to behold - the German field gun was firing and the navy fired 
three salvos - one over, one under, and one spot on which knocked out the field gun.  That was helpful 
because the field gun had been shelling us!  (Archivist’s Note:  The only ref I’ve seen to the field gun 
being destroyed by naval fire – what about Jack Hinton VC?.) 
 
The way was then ready for us to evacuate.  The next problem was that it was too late, because the ships 
had to be out of the Gulf before daylight.  It was a slow navigation out of the Gulf, and they only had time 
to get aboard the wounded and medical staff and say "sorry fellows, this is really the last night".  And they 
went.   
 
We were then ordered to go back to the bush and olive groves again and come back the following 
morning at 9 am without arms and surrender.  That was the order.  My 2/5th family, like myself, weren't 
disposed to come down at 9 am.  They knew where there were vehicles parked, and they were clear in 
their intentions, so I went along with them.  We got hold of what we called a 'blitz buggy' - it was a 
shortened version of an army truck.  We all piled aboard that and went.  There was only one road into the 
city and one road out.  We took the road out, we didn't know where it would lead to ultimately, but we had 
to go somewhere.  It may be that the officer with us, Lieut Sweet, might have had a map, or some idea of 
the geography.  I don't know anything about that, but off we went.   
We drove quite some time, I'm not sure that we covered a lot of distance as it was rough going, but then 
we came to the point where there just was no more road.  Obviously it had been a road which had been 
under construction and had come to a halt during the war.  It just completely petered out.  There were 
other vehicles dumped there also, and we did the same thing to our vehicle as they obviously had done 
with theirs.  We pulled the plugs out of the sumps and raced the engines till they seized up, gashed the 
petrol tanks and emptied the petrol out, and slashed the tires.  We didn't set fire to them, because that 
would have been a beacon to planes. 
 
We then started walking along the goat tracks.  It was a very arduous trek, up and down, over the cliffs.  
Sometimes we'd get up on a small plateau and other times we'd be clambering down over a cliff face to 
the water, a bit like 'The Gap' in Sydney.  By this time it was just people straggling in single file.  There 
was no organised activity about it.  I lost touch with my 2/5th family, we weren't going along in any uniform 
way.  I met an old British Officer, a Brigadier, with his polished leather knee boots and a monocle, who 
was about 6 foot 6 inches, and must have been in his 70's.  He was lame, but still struggling along.  The 
first time I met him we were going through a Greek village, and he was having a little chatter with the 
people.  He could talk French very well, and some of them could also speak French.  Well, they took him 
into a house and allowed him to pull apart an old iron bedhead, from which he got a piece of pipe-like 
metal and he used it as a walking stick. 
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As the daylight came we were being pursued by the aircraft and strafed fairly constantly on the track.  At 
one point we went through a very pretty little bay, where the locals fished in caiques, tubby vessels, which 
offered a possibility of escape.  One fellow swam out and got aboard, which, to my mind, was obviously 
rash.  In broad daylight you would expect to get fired upon in one of those.  He started cranking up the 
sails and the obvious thing happened - the stukas came over, the pilot saw the sails going up, and they 
bombed and staffed him with incendiary bullets and put the sails on fire.  That was the end of that kind of 
exercise. 
 
We went through a number of little villages, the names of which I never knew.  Going through them, the 
people were all very friendly and hospitable.  They came up the track with black bread and goat’s cheese.  
These hospitable people were just absolutely, miserably poor.  You just can't imagine how poor they 
were.  Greece never was a rich country in modern times, and it had been battling with the Italians for quite 
some time.  The economy had been directed to support the war against the Italians and hold off their 
invasion.  But the locals would bring the cheese and the bread out of their houses to us, and would insist 
on giving us food as we went along the track.  They'd put their hands around us and give us a hug, and 
they were crying, and saying "Englisee, sorry", "Englisee, sorry".  But they kept pointing always "You go 
that way", "That way", and very insistently saying "Dracheila (Trahila)", "You go, Dracheila (Trahila)", 
"Englisee Ship".     
 
There was one point were there was a long hill out of a village, and everyone was fatigued; I know I was.  
There was a girl about 17 or 18, and she came and took my pack off my shoulders and carried it up this 
hill.  She wanted to take my rifle too, but I wouldn't give that to anybody.  But she took my pack up, even 
though we were being pursued and machine gunned.  At the top she just gave it back to me, and went 
back down the hill and helped somebody else.  And these were just civilians out in the villages, who had 
no active part in the war.   
 
Late afternoon, it must have been just about sundown, I reached this village of Dracheilla (Trahila).  There 
were some others ahead of me, and obviously a lot straggling behind.  It was a tiny little village, built in a 
semicircular quay around the waterfront, on a small, narrow inlet that ran off the gulf, with stone paving 
and stone walls, stone steps down to a little wharf.  The hills ran up very sharply behind the houses, so 
that the village was encased by the hills.  The people were all out of the village - there was nobody in it.  
They were all sheltering in a huge cavern behind the village.  They had people out looking and waiting for 
us, to point or lead us to the cavern, where they had made beds on the floor with the ends of pine 
branches.  As we came in they gave us something to drink, and invited us to lay down and rest on the 
beds.   
 
To give you an idea of the numbers at this stage, 8000 were taken prisoner on Kalamatta Beach that 
morning.  The number who finally got away from Dracheilla (Trahila) was in the order of 200.  There were 
others who got lost along the track or were shot - I couldn't estimate the number who started along the 
track and didn't make it.  It was an extremely arduous track, and nobody started off very fit.  By then we 
had all been on our feet for days on end, day and night.  In my case, for instance, I had been driving for 
three nights and awake for three days while driving in the convoy.  I had an arrangement with the 
Sergeant who was in the cab with me, that when the convoy stalled I would sleep and he stayed awake, 
and he would wake me up when the convoy started moving again.  Some of the troops had in fact been 
involved in massive combat as well.  
 
So, on the walk, one just put his nose forward and lifted one foot, and hoped that he could drag the other 
one after it. 
 
Well, we got to the small village, and into the cavern, and they were very attentive village people.  When 
the sun went down we went down to the water front, where the villagers billeted us down in their homes.  
They were quite confident that the British would come for us.  They had no doubt at all.  The Brigadier 
called for anybody who knew how to signal, and it seemed I was the only one.  I think the old Brigadier 
was the senior officer there, and he assumed a kind of loose command of the situation.  He somehow saw 
that I got a torch, which was about as long as my arm.  I don't know whether it belonged to the village or 
how it got there.  But I was given this torch and two fellows to teach, and sent out on to the point that went 
out into the Gulf.  I have never seen geology like it - it all seemed to be granite type of rock, and every 
rock formation, whether large or small, was vertical and needle shaped.  So to walk out on it, you scarred 
your ankles, you certainly couldn't sit on.  It was wretched - there was just nothing but those vertical 
peaks.  So we went out there and squatted, and I taught these fellows how to make the letters SOS with 
the torch, and we aimed it out into the Gulf and periodically just signalled the SOS.  It seemed to be the 
only course that one could do.   
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By 1 am it seemed to me to be pretty forlorn, and I thought that by daylight we would have to make our 
escape up into the bush, not that there was anywhere to go really, as we were right out on a point.  I 
formed the conclusion that the chances of any ships coming back at that hour was very slight and we had 
better be getting ready to get up into the mountains before the Germans came in from both directions.   
Well, I left the two fellows to carry on with the signalling, and I went back to the village where I was 
bedded down in the front room of a house right on the water front, underneath the window.   
 
I had just dropped off to sleep when there was a great commotion outside, "where's that man, where's that 
man with the signals?".  They came and woke me up "there's a light in Gulf".  So out I went, and yes, 
there were masked lights slowly moving up the Gulf.  We signalled like fury, but nothing happened.  It 
could have been Italian warships going in, or German warships.  I'm not aware if there were any German 
surface craft around there, but there were certainly Italian ones.   
 
However nothing came of the signals, and I came back to the bunk I'd been given, and then it would have 
been less than an hour later, they had me out again - "lights again".  I went out, the fellows who had the 
torch had come back off the point to the Quay, and the lights were in the Bay, and they were obviously 
closer.  I got the torch and I conducted a one-way conversation. I asked them who they were, and they 
just acknowledged the signal.  I told them who I was, and they just acknowledged the signal.  I told them 
we wanted help, and they just acknowledged the signal.  I asked them who they were, and they just 
acknowledged the signal.   
The standard procedure when sending a message, was to use the letter 'VE' (Vick Eddy) - that's the call 
up signal, and when you reach the end of a message you use the standard end of signal, which was 'AR' 
(Ack R), and while you are sending, at the end of each group of letters, each word, the receiver 
acknowledges by just 'T' (Toc), to let you know that he has received the message.  But when I asked 
these questions, all they would give me was just a 'T', just a 'Toc' - there was no other answer.   
 
This went on for approximately 10-15 minutes.  I told them all I could tell them, and I was hoping they 
weren't enemy craft, but I had to keep them there in case they were friendly.  And then I heard a bit of a 
swish and a ripple in front of me, and I looked down into the muzzle of a heavy calibre machine gun.  It 
was mounted in the bow of a motor pinnace that had come silently into the quay.  They had the gun 
trained on me.  And then they shone a searchlight on me, and satisfied themselves I was harmless.   They 
then obviously signalled out to the mother ship and in came a succession of small craft which started 
taking us off.   
 
We could only see the lights in the Bay, and to us it appeared as though there was only one ship, but in 
fact there were three destroyers - the Isis, the Hero and the Kimberley.  They were all British destroyers.  
Within about 20 minutes they had everybody off.  They had lost one small boat and crew earlier, so they 
were naturally cautious when they came down to where we were.  They were all volunteers.  The night 
that we were in Kalamatta was the last night of evacuation - that was the end of it. 
 
When they returned to the naval base at Alexandria their skippers told Admiral Cunningham that they 
were aware large numbers of soldiers had been left, and that they believed there were a large number 
who were trying to escape.  They then requested permission to return to see if they could pick up any 
survivors.  Admiral Cunningham said that in the event that the entire crew volunteered, a ship could do so.  
So the entire crew on each of the three destroyers volunteered to come back to look for us.  They sent the 
destroyers together with an anti-aircraft cruiser, Phoebe, which was armed with anti-aircraft weapons to 
protect the destroyers.  The cruiser couldn't come in, it had to stand out in the deep water.  The 
destroyers had to come in alone and do the searching and lifting those it could get, and then to get out 
quickly again before dawn, as they couldn't afford to get caught in the shallow water.  As far as I was 
aware, we were the only group they picked up.   
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HMS Kimberley 
 
I boarded the Kimberley.  They were extremely well organised, the motor boat would whizz up and just 
barely touch the side of the ship.  One man fore and one man aft would grasp the huge nets which were 
hanging down, someone would grab it in the centre, and then they would start giving us leg-ups and we'd 
start clambering up the nets.  It wasn't a great way up, as the destroyers aren't very tall ships.  When we 
got to the top there were fellows hauling us over the side - grabbing us and heaving us over.  Then there 
were men who would escort us out very quickly, passing us from one to another, down the corridors to 
where ever we had to go.  Being a signalman, I was quickly conducted down to the signal yeoman's 
quarters.  The signal yeomen were rather special and had a mess and quarters of their own, and did not 
mingle with the seamen.  Once we were settled in and the destroyer on its way, around they came with 
the medicine - a dose of rum rations.  The sailors actually gave up their rum ration to us. 
 
People say lots of different things about the 'Poms' but so far as those Royal Navy fellows are concerned, 
they had my utmost admiration.  They knew their purpose, they knew their tasks, and they were 
absolutely dedicated in carrying them out.  Even though we were thoroughly battle weary, we could still 
see the degree of enthusiasm with which they went to their posts when the alarms went when we were 
under air attack later on out in the deep water.  We'd been under air attack so often in those days that we 
were what was called 'bomb happy' shell-shocked.  When the air alarms would sound, they'd go to their 
guns and their fire control places and were shrieking with glee that they were going to have a shot at the 
Jerries.  They were at home on the sea.  To be caught in the enclosed waters was something which would 
cause more alarm, but they were in their element to be out on the sea and to be able to have a shot at the 
Germans from there.  They went for it with enthusiasm and vigour.  By then, we soldiers, were not so 
keen on it.   
 
When we got to Port Said in Egypt it was goodbye to the navy.  It was nice to be on solid ground again, 
and we were taken to a reception camp.   
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My Truck ‘Diana’ among the olives. 

 

 

 
Lunch among the ripening olives. 
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“Diana” (truck) in camouflage. 
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With our local watchman near camp (John on left) 

 
 


