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POST-SCRIPT 
 

Private Sydney Carney Grant, 2/8th Battalion, 6th Australian Division, AIF 
 

 
After the war, Sydney acquired a Soldier Settlement property in Australia, and named his 
farm, ‘Kalamata’, in honour of the Greek people of Messinia who helped to save his life in 1941. 
 
The following is taken from Syd’s own account transcribed from his audio-tapes and edited by Catherine 
(Grant) Bell, Syd’s daughter, March 2015, Victoria, Australia.   
 
Postscript: Returning to Greece 1977 
 
Syd returned to Greece in 1977 and re-visited Kalamata and Trachila where he was rescued on 1st  May 
1941.  Over the years after the war, he frequently told his family how he would never forget the great kindness 
of the Greek people who helped save his life in 1941.  Below are some edited highlights of his 1977 diary: 
 
Wednesday 11th  May 1977 
 
We’re staying right on the beach here at Kalamata and the church bells are ringing next to our hotel, Hotel 
Flisvos at Navarinou 135.  I’m looking out the hotel  window and to my right is the Kalamata breakwater.  The 
old jetty that was here during the war has gone.  The great big mountain to my left is still here of course!  Its 
name is Taygatus, a great big solid mountain and Kalamata nestles down at the foot of it.  It’ll be here forever 
and ever looking at the size of it!  That certainly brings back   memories. 
 
Where we are staying, there is a church next door and our hotel.  They are both fairly new.  This area was just 
a big flat open piece of land when I was here during the war in 1941 and this is where all the troops were lined 
up to get onto the jetty and then on to the long boats that took them out to the destroyers.  And this is also 
where the surrender took place with 10-12,000 troops who were ‘put in the bag’ by the Germans towards the 
end of April 1941. 
 
The bay goes right around to the east and south east of Kalamata.  We’re going down that way tomorrow and 
it will be very interesting to see it all again.  We sat outside for dinner tonight along the waterfront at Kalamata 
and had calamari, salad and a bottle of white wine.  There was a sea breeze, it was very peaceful and  
tranquil.  It’s hard to believe that thirty-six years ago there was high hell raining everywhere.  But those 
memories didn’t spoil our meal. 
 
It’s amazing here with the Greek people; as soon as they know that you’re Australian, they give you an extra 
big welcome, more of a feeling of friendship.  They remember only too well when we were here all those years 
ago. 
 
Thursday 12th May 1977 
 
We’re off on the bus now from Kalamata to Agios Nikolaos.  I’ve got a note with me written in Greek by an 
Australian/Greek fellow who sitting next to us on the flight from Australia.  He wrote for me in Greek, the story 
of the photos that I took here in 1941 and why I have come back over here.  The Greek people are very warm 
towards me and excited to know that you were here and helped them with the war in 1941. 
 
We’re just going past the big mountain that dominates Kalamata.  I’ve been under it before, in 1941, and 
remember it well.  When I was here during the war and escaping from Kalamata, we followed the coastline, 
not the road, and it was mainly in the dark. 
 
[Later that day] .... The bus took us as far as Agios Nikolaos and then we got a lift in a truck for about 20 
minutes along the coast to the small village of Trachila where we were rescued on 1st May 1941.  When I was 
there before, there were no roads, just goat or donkey tracks.  Trachila has altered and  grown a lot.  Years 
ago there was only one coffee/beer/supply house.  Now there are three or four and lots of new homes that are 
most likely weekenders for people from Athens.  The old stone jetty where the destroyers came in and took us 
off to Crete and Egypt has gone and there is a new break-water there now. 
 We tried to talk to a few people but it was difficult not speaking Greek and they didn’t speak English.  A 
couple of old ladies were very intrigued by the photos that I’d taken in 1941.  I think I am the only Australian 
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who has gone back to Trachila.  There were only sixty nine of us who got away from there after a big mob 
who started out from Kalamata.  They were interested in the photos.  We shared a round of ouzo, lots of chat 
and a Greek Orthodox priest also joined in.  I took some photos and felt that at least I had seen the place 
even though everything has altered.  But still it was nice to go back and see it again. 
 
I’d hoped to stay the night there in Trachila but there was no accommodation and so we got a lift back in the 
ute around 4.30 pm to Agios Nikolaos.   We’re having drinks here now and relaxing after a long day.  I was 
talking to a Greek fellow here this evening who reminded me of how some Greek farmers had cut down their 
crops of wheat or barley to cover the Australians back in 1941.  I had forgotten about it but it all came back to 
me quite vividly.  He also reminded me of the big boats that the Greeks used to take hay out to the cattle on 
the islands and how the Germans had blown them up and burnt their boats. 
 
Friday 13th May 1977 
 
I’m heading back to Trachila again today.  It has taken me just on two hours quietly walking along the road  
from Agios Nikolaos  to Trachila with the mountains on one side and the Mediterranean on the other.  I had a 
look down over the side a bit further back where the cave was that I’d walked to from Trachila in 1941.  I’d 
been looking for a boat that we’d been told about.  I’d walked back a few miles in 1941 but couldn’t find the 
boat. 
  
The track has turned into a road now and I’m coming into the village of Trachila.  I’ve just seen the ruins of the 
old stone church up to the right on the hill that I’d taken a photo of in 1941.  Also the olive plantations on the 
side of the hill as you come into the village where my mate Jack and I were sleeping the night we got away, 
when we were rescued.  I’d got up in such a hurry that I left my tin hat behind.  I don’t think it will still be there 
today!  I’m going to wend my way down to the village now and hopefully have a chat with the locals. 
 
[A few hours later] . . . It was an interesting afternoon in Trachila.  I sat up in the café on the corner just near 
the quay and had a beer listening and talking to five or six Greek women without me speaking a word!  I 
couldn’t speak more than about a dozen words in Greek and they couldn’t speak English!  But they 
remembered the war and I showed them the photos and that caused some interest! 
 

 
 
 


