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GREEK CAMPAIGN 
 

Sapper Allan Slocombe, Royal Engineers, 292 Field Company 
 

Continuing Chapter 25 of “Tell Them We Were Here”: 

 

 
 

 
 

Austin 8 Utility Truck - or “Tilly” 
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Glen Frazer on fire, Pireaus harnbour, 6/7 April 
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Taking up Allan’s same account but here copied from the BBC’s “A Prisoner’s Tale Retold”: 
 

“Having travelled throughout the length of Greece we ran into more trouble at Kalamata. The Germans 
had captured the Mole and part of the old Town and during the subsequent battle we were ordered to fix 
bayonets and counter attack. We never got close enough to the enemy to use bayonets, thank god, but a 
lot of shots were fired and the Mole was recaptured. We were eventually defeated by the enemy’s 
superior strength and this battle, on 28th April, delayed the evacuation resulting in 10,000 men being left 
on the beach. 
 

Our commander, Brigadier Parrington, ordered us to destroy all weapons and anything of value prior to 
surrender the next day, when it would be every man for himself. It so happened that, during my 
involvement in the desert campaign 40/41, I had acquired an Italian revolver with a good supply of ammo. 
and I was reluctant to discard my souvenir so stuck it un my trousers belt for safe keeping. 
 

A number of us did not relish the thought of becoming prisoners of war so we set off along the coast and 
took shelter in a cave for the night. We were discovered by the Farmer on whose land we were hiding 
and, considering him to be friendly, gave him all our money with a request to find us a boat. Five worrying 
days had passed without news from the farmer when suddenly the scream of bullets and the horrendous 
noise of machine gun fire shattered our dreams of freedom. Fortunately there were no casualties and we 
moved out into the daylight to be met by a German patrol. I had forgotten about my revolver until the 
German Officer stuck a Mauser into my ribs, screamed at me in German and removed it from my belt; I 
was probably lucky he did not shoot me. 
 

It was obvious that the farmer had betrayed us and, as the Germans marched us towards the farmhouse, 
he appeared and showed them two large bins full of stolen British army food. By this gesture he was 
obviously hoping to secure his own safety but the German Officer was not impressed and shot him for 
looting. We were now expecting the guns to be turned on us but instead were given tins of corned beef 
from the farmers hoard; my God what a relief that was but we realised we were firmly in the bag and 
joined thousands of others back in Kalamata. 
 

Our journey began to prisoner of war camps, some by train and others by truck to a camp at Corinth. We 
were ordered to strip off our clothes and walk towards the beach, passing between two guards with 
canisters on their back; ahead of us others had already passed through the guards and appeared to be 
frolicking in the sea. As we passed through the guards they sprayed us with a disinfectant; it smelt like 
Carbolic and immediately started to burn our skin prompting an urgent dash to the cool waters of the sea 
and this was no frolic. 
 

This camp at Corinth was really dreadful, living on a starvation diet and suffering from dysentery and other 
related diseases. During our four weeks stay we were reduced to mere skeletons and many died; it was 
apparently part of the strategy to reduce our strength and will to attempt escape during the long march 
that was to come. It was during our stay here that the German head of the SS. Heinrich Himmler and his 
entourage visited the camp and one could feel the evil emanating from him as he passed along our lines. 
One soldier failed to stand to attention as Himmler passed, he stopped, drew his revolver and shot him in 
the shoulder; probably as a warning to us all, behave or else. 
 

We were eventually entrained to Athens and then on through central Greece to a point where the Allies 
had blown a tunnel and we were back on our feet for the next fifty miles. We were already tired, hungry 
and insufficiently clothed with many sick or wounded who died or were shot if they fell by the wayside; 
even two of the German guards, who were not fit for the rigours of the long march, died on the way. Those 
of us who survived continued our journey by train and truck to Salonika where at last we were given food 
and camped for the next two weeks. We wondered and wished that the worst was past but feared there 
was more to come. 
 

Herded out like cattle and loaded into trucks, sixty men in each, packed in like sardines and the doors 
nailed up to prevent escapes. With a piece of dried fish as our rations, a large can of drinking water and 
another for a urinal, we travelled on for five or six days to Marburg in northern Yugoslavia. It was a mental 
and physical torture of unimaginable horror; trapped in that enclosed space in an atmosphere of the fear 
and reactions of others. Perhaps being tired, hungry and weak helped to accept and tolerate the 
hopelessness of our predicament; but for some it was too much, three men died in our truck on that 
journey. To move our aching limbs and breath fresh air, after our long ordeal in the stench and cramped 
conditions of those cattle trucks, was wonderful. We were also fed a small loaf of black bread between 
seven of us, washed down with a bowl of thin watery soup and that was a gourmet delight. I had survived 
and lived to spend the next two years in that camp. 


