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GREEK CAMPAIGN 
 

Corporal Trevor Hills, Royal Engineers, 580 Army Troop Company 
 

Further excerpts from Frank Gill’s  “A Letter to my Daughter” 
 
“(580 Coy) . . .  were again under canvas in a deep woody area  and just below the Acropolis. . . . We 
visited Athens, where to our dismay, German soldiers were on duty outside their Embassy as they were 
not at that time at war with Greece.  It was most disturbing, to say the least . . . 
 
As we expected we were soon on the move north . . . until reaching Mount Olympus, a large plain where 
the Olympic Games first took place  (a popular misconception - the Games took place at the city of 
Olympia, several hundred miles away in the north-west of the Peloponnese, not at the mountain which 
was the home of the Gods).  This was to be our base and we would be transported further north to carry 
out our duties.  As the advance of the Italians, with the German troops’ help, was pretty rapid since they 
declared war on Greece, and as they bombed the only bridge over the northern river (Aliakmon?) our unit 
had to hurriedly erect a bridge for the fast retreating British, Australian, New Zealand and Greeks who 
could not hold the might of an army with full control of the air.  The river was completely red with the blood 
of fallen troops and upon completion the bridge was in full use and I’ll bet it did not last long.  We withdrew 
fast from the immediate area . . . 
 
. . . Our trip (back) down Greece was a night-mare.  Continually under fire.  No rest.  No sleep.  Absolutely 
exhausted! . . . 
 
Eventually after retracing our way down those narrow passes with many dead and wounded laying 
around, with bombed vehicles and their loads having to be moved to clear a way through, we reached 
Athens once again looking much the worse for wear.  Battle worn and soaked to the skin.  After a slight 
hold up we continued by truck to the harbour of Pireaus where we had arrived some weeks previous.  The 
people of Greece, all looking sad and frightful of what the future would hold, stood on the pavements 
throughout the city, fearing the worst, yet managing a wave and a look of Thank-You-For-Trying.” 
 

Hellas 
 

“We had not been at Pireaus Harbour long before the sirens sounded and we scattered in all directions 
looking for a safe hideaway.  Fortunately no raid took place.  It was an observer plane, planning, no doubt, 
what was to come.  We were issued with food for the first time for so long we wondered if, perhaps we'd 
starve to death instead of . . .  As we waited on the quayside watching the movement of many of the 
stretchers and walking wounded being brought to the area where one boat was tied up, we learned that 
the boat was in fact, King George of Greece's Yacht, called "The Hellas".  
 

 
 

Steam Yacht “Hellas” as she appeared in 1941 
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All those wounded, stretcher and walking, were taken aboard as were civilians, including, women, young 
and old, also children.  By now many more troops had arrived and, to our surprise, we were given the 
order to board ship.  Fully expecting that this ship was indeed a Red-Cross-Ship, but NO, and after all, 
orders are orders, so on we marched.  With so many getting on, there was little room to spare, so we went 
on the top deck having been issued with additional ammunition and instructed that if a raid took place, 
then concentrated rifle fire was very effective, as had been proved at Dunkirk.” 
 
Frank remained onboard ’ Hellas’ and was seriously wounded in the ensuing air raid on the ships in 
Piraeus harbour.  The whereabouts of Trevor Hills at this time are not known. 
 

 
 

 
 


