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GREEK CAMPAIGN 
 

Sapper John Edward Hutton, No 7 M C, Royal Engineers 
 

This record was contributed by Phil Evans to Ian brown’s “Stalag 18A” website.  Unfortunately, nothing is 
known (as yet) of his experiences in Greece during the active part of his Campaign. 

 

 
 

Jack Hurton was from Mansfield,  a Sapper in the Royal Engineers. This is an account of his time as a POW, starting 
with his capture in Greece. 

Capture (Kalamata) 

We went to Navpleon, embarked on barges to go out to a ship. The nurses got on but soldiers were not allowed to 
travel with nurses, so back to land. (No-one will believe half of this!).  Next day German paratroops landed, hundreds 
of them. We were told by our senior officers that there were no more ships coming and to surrender. April 28th 1941. 
We were marched to an enclosed area, probably a Greek barracks and training ground. It was there that I met Tom 
(Tom Roberts) again and we remained together until the war was over. We sat and laid on the ground in the open air 
for about a week. A tin of corned beef between two and a loaf of bread between two every third day. I was 21 about 
now, not a celebration. The aerodrome where some of our aircraft spotters were arrested at the end of 2001 was quite 
near*. They complained about being in prison for a few weeks. We were in prison for four years and didn't complain 
as much. However, back to 1941. The chaps all said the Navy would come in and take us all off because there were a 
few thousand of us by then. No such luck. 

Archivist’s Notes: 1)  According to his MI9 Returning PoWs debrief, Jack was actually taken into captivity at T Beach 
(i.e. at Tolos, 8 miles round the bay) after Navplion was partially blocked by the grounding and 
bombing of “Ulster Prince” (24th April). 

 2) Argos aerodrome (then recently abandoned by the RAF) was “quite close” and would be the one 
Jack was referring to here in 1941.  The British aircraft spotters in November 2001 were actually 
arrested at Kalamata shared military and civil airfield. 

Corinth (Dulag 185) 

We were entrained and taken to Corinth. We were imprisoned in an Italian prisoner of war camp. The Greeks had 
been fighting the Italians, but the Germans by then had released them. There were huts to sleep in on concrete floors. 
We had a dixie of lentil soup each day for six weeks. That is why I like lentils. We were also given a ships biscuit 
about every other day. They are about four inches square and as hard as iron. They also gave us olive oil if 
requested, so we split the biscuit in two and fried it in olive oil to make it digestible. Sometimes the lentil soup had 
goat meat in. One day Tom and I had the goat's head. We scraped and sucked it clean, but neither of us fancied the 
eyes. Even when hungry we were still pernickety and choosy. After about six weeks we were taken half way to 
Salonika but then had to walk over a mountain because our engineers had blown up the railway tunnel under the 
mountain. It was boiling hot day so Tom and I discarded a lot of our equipment. One coat, one groundsheet and one 
water bottle between us, and our toiletries. In our state it was hard work, the water was soon gone. Halfway down the 
other side there was a river and we were allowed to stop and bathe our feet. I drank some of the river water, mucky 
feet, dead bodies, and the lot in it. By this time, Tom was in a bad state so I finished up carrying his gear as well as 
helping him along. When we got to the station at the other side of the mountain, a train was waiting to take us to 
Salonika. 

Salonika (Dulag 183) 

In Salonika, I had dysentery and was put in hospital. Iron bed, iron wire to lay on, no bedclothes or pillow. Tom 
brought our great coat for me to lie on. I was given charcoal and boiled water. My name was read out by Lord Haw-
Haw on the German radio to England as being in hospital. The first genuine intimation of where I was. All Betty knew 
was that I was missing, presumed prisoner of war. Tom came after about three days. They were moving some away 
including him and everybody would be moved in time. However to keep up with Tom, I got up, discharged myself and 
joined the next batch to go. Tom met me at the gate of the new batch. He knew I would be there as quick as possible. 


