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PRE-GREECE 
 

Corporal Trevor Hills, Royal Engineers, 580 Army Troop Company 
 

 
Frank Gill joined the Lancashire Fortress, Royal Engineers as a Territorial soldier in Liverpool in1938.  In 
the absence of any data directly from Trevor Hills, it is assumed that he shared very much the same set of 
experiences in 580 Coy thereafter, . 
 
Excerpts from Frank’s “A Letter to my Daughter” 
 
“Back at our army base (near Cambridge, where we were known as 580th Army Troop Engineers 
Company), it was not long before we had orders to move out for foreign parts.  We said goodbye to all our 
friends and marched to the station where we boarded a troop train and headed for Greenock in Scotland.  
They didn’t, of course, tell us but that’s where we arrived! There we boarded the troopship ‘Cape Town 
Castle’.  It was then late 1940.  The year of my 21st birthday . . . 
 
Cape Town was a really lovely place . . . we spent four fab days there . . .(then) set sail and continued to 
enjoy the journey through the Red Sea and so on.  As we guessed, towards Egypt.” 
 

 
 

Cape Town Castle in Union Castle Line colours 
 

 
 

Part of Cape Ttown Castle’s ship’s company during WW2, including soldiers and RN sailors - 
presumably gun crew. Trevor would probably have seen some of these guys around. 
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“Eventually, after eight weeks on the High Seas, we arrived at Port Taufiq at the end of the Suez Canal.  
Never out of England before!  Age 21 and all at once, thousands of miles travelled!  New adventures!  
New places!  New faces!  New ways of life!  All suddenly happening!  Without realising it, one’s life was 
changing! 
 
No longer the quiet, come day, go day approach!  The slow, happy days shared with the ones you 
needed.  The familiar faces.  The love and affection that you had grown to accept as part of life. 
 
The desire, even then, to return to a normal pattern of life was slowly but surely becoming less and less a 
possibility!  Our thoughts were “What is to come?  Where am I going?  What is happening to me?” 
 
How confusing it all was and how little you could do about it!  Your life was no longer your own.  You did 
as others told you to do!  You went where others told you to go and you followed the flow of a man’s 
destiny for whatever the future held! 
 
. . .  On disembarking we were transported (to) about ten miles outside of Alexandria under canvas.  
 
. . .  It wasn’t long before we realised that a move was imminent for all the equipment that we had brought 
over from Blighty, which was brand new, was exchanged for old worn out desert kit including our vehicles 
as well.  We packed up all our personal kit and moved away from our camp, reaching the harbour and 
boarding yet another ship.  This time it was the ‘Cameronia’.  We set sail for Greece with literally a load of 
rubbish  as our weapons and defences!  No other words could describe it!  
 

That trip was quite eventful with dive bombers and fighter planes doing their best to sink us en route!  We 
survived and landed at Piraeus Harbour to experience yet another change to our lives!” 

 

 
 

SS Cameronia 
 


