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THE BOOK OF MY LIFE
PREFACE

This year is the 80th anniversary of the Greek-Italian war which started on the 28th of
October 1940 and six months later on 6th of April 1941 the massive attack of German and
Bulgarian forces which resulted the occupation of Greece which lasted almost 4 years.
I was 12 years old then and I have vivid memories as I watched the never ending columns
of tanks and armored vehicles passing in front of our house and my eyes heading towards
the city of Thessaloniki.
This book already is written in Greek divided in nine books and one set is donated to the
Greek Consul General Library in Melbourne.
I am not a professional writer, particularly in English, since this language is my adopted
one and I’ve learned it all by myself some in Greece and more in Australia since I arrived
here in 1954.
This book is dedicated to my two daughter’s six grand children to nine great grand
children and to future ones
Thinking Greek and writing in English doesn’t always translated correctly but to keep its
originality without any interference by expert writer to correct my mistakes; I will leave it
as it is; written IN MY OWN WORDS with a lot of pictures which each and every one
tells a true story with thousands of words

Anastasios (Tasos) Kolokotronis
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THE BOOK OF MY LIFE
By Anastasios Kolokotronis
PERIOD A`

My ancestry
Greece is a small and mountainous country with almost 3.000 islands and occupies one of
the best places of this planet blessed to be considered by many scholars the birthplace of
the western civilization.
After the Roman occupation Greece ceased to exist as a nation but the foundation was
laid on solid ground by those magnificent philosophers, poets, architects, mathematicians,
astronomers, sculptors engineers, doctors, chemists Botanists and countless other who
contributed so that their work to be continued by other civilizations and proved that they
had done a magnificent contribution to humanity
The only period that this place remained stagnant was during the four hundred years of
Ottoman occupation (1453-1821)
This country and the younger Greek generations owes gratitude to many distinguished
heroes such as Theodore Kolokotronis and especially to the ordinary people who fought a
giant empire for four centuries to gain its freedom and finally succeeded

1821 The leader of the revolution General Theodore Kolokotronis with his brave
fighters in a scene after a battle
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I’ve learned from my grand parents who have been born in Turkey that they were
descendants of the Theodore Kolokotronis family who lived near Tripoli of Peloponnesos
in Greece and who became in 1821 the leader of the Greek revolution against the
Ottoman Empire and later after the liberation of the southern Greece became Prime
Minister of the nation
Because of his role the entire family and relatives were under political persecution and in
a short time about 70 members; men women and children were executed by the Ottoman
Turks. This forced some of the surviving members to flee the country by falsifying their
names to a Turkish; like one as Karabetsoglou and as that they landed in the island of
Chios and from there to the mainland of Turkey where they were safer
They settled with other refugees in the village Mouradiye near Smyrna where they were
given from the local authorities a small piece of land to build a house and a few acres of
land for farming.

A typical street of Mouradiye on left the house of Papazoglou and on the right the
house of my grand parents Nikos and Ariande Kolokotronis
According to their sayings the majority of the populations were Greeks and they had the
freedom to have their own church and an elementary school and they lived in harmony
with the Turks and other ethnicities
Before the First World War and about in 1910 the Turkish Government started to draft in
to the army all the young subjects to prepare them to fight against the allies. This forced
many young people of every nationality to escape to western countries rather than being
drafted to a bloody war
One young man then who decided to escape was my father then 18 and orphan who with
other friends bribed a boatman to take them to the nearby free Greek island of Chios.
From there they boarded another boat and ended up in Piraeus where they asked asylum
and requested to migrate to the USA.
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It was in Piraeus when he revealed to the Greek authorities that his real name was
Prodromos Kolokotronis and not Prodo Karabetsoglou as he was known in Turkey and
requested to be rectified and reinstated his original name.

This house belonged to my grand parents and to my dad and abandoned in Mouradyie
1922 and in 1994 was still the same

After a long journey he arrived to the Ellis Island in NY and like all migrants he worked
building bridges; in road and rail constructions, in factories and in restaurants
In 1915 when the First World War started he joint the US Army as volunteer and served
in the infantry for a year. When he discharged he went to San Francisco and started a
restaurant business with his friend George Tsalikidis and was doing quite well.
In 1919 when Greece declared war against Turkey to liberate the old long lost places and
the Greek people he volunteered again to join the Greek Army as a driver in a supply unit
The war operation with the support of the western allies was successful and favored the
Greek plans occupying almost half of Turkey. The Greek civilians jubilantly celebrated
their freedom but not for very long.
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In September 1922 things went from bad to worst because the Turks under the command
of Mustafa Kemal reorganized the army and started attacking the Greek army from many
fronts and their civilians involving in guerilla war in towns and villages killing people
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indiscriminately and burning properties that belonged to foreigners. This situation made
the Greek army to abandon all the war operations and to retrieve since there was no more
help from the allied forces

The two men white shirts are the brothers Elias and Panagiotis Kagialis with their
wives who born in this house and flee the village with their parents when they were
teenagers. The Turkish woman in scarf now is the owner who invited them to see their
parent’s house and the place they grew up and abandoned it during the great exodus in
1922
This created a panic to the civilians so begun leaving their villages and homes with any
means of transport with the hope to reach the port of Smyrna to board a ship and to
escape anywhere rather from being killed by the angry mobs. According to eyewitnesses
more than half a million people squeezed at the dock. Meanwhile the entire city of
Smyrna from one end to the other was alight mainly the Greek, Armenian and Jewish
area where looting was done earlier.
Some stood lucky to board a ship but for many thousands who couldn’t do it either killed
or taken prisoners for the road construction camps
The catastrophe of Smyrna in 1922, the Pontian and Armenian genocide some years
earlier is well known from the historical publication and those who were lucky to
survived this ordeal transported to various parts of Greece for resettlement

MY VILLAGE (Nea Magnesia)

Among in those thousands of refugees who came to Thessaloniki were my grand parents,
parents and many relatives who for 4 years lived in tents and in old army tolls without
enough food proper sanitation and clothing. To add on that malaria and meningitis ware
number one killer particularly the children and the old
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After 1926 the Government began a rehabilitation program to build small houses only to
married couples and to families

Map of Greece and Turkey About in 1800 many Greeks escaped from southern Greece
to avoid persecution and settled in mainland Turkey in the village of Mouradiye near
the ancient Greek city of Magnesia (Manisa)

In that year hundreds of young people got married to become eligible for a housing
commission house and later to a piece of land for farming and some money as war
compensation
The housing and farming area where the settlement allocated for development was only
nine kilometers from the city of Thessaloniki but it was marshy and mosquito infected
and wasn’t suitable but they had no choice but to accept what the government offer to
them
Another problem they faced from the first day they arrived there as refugees were the
discriminations against them by the locals. Although they were Greeks of the same faith
because they couldn’t speak Greek and dressed differently they were not welcomed, but,
as the years gone passed they started to learn how to live together in peace and in
harmony
They decided and knew well that they wouldn’t go back again to their homes and had to
accept to live only with past memories.
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A typical housing commission house which we stayed there in 1994 it was renovated
and belonged to Houla Dinitriou. Christina with young Helen

A modern three story house is build by cousins George Delsizis replacing their old one
similar like one on the right
Their spirit was high and their determination to start from scratch and to make a descent
life was very strong. Young and old even children worked together hard nonstop summer
and winter and by 1930 that marshy land within a short time became a paradise with
vegetable gardens vineyards and orchards Their houses were not connected to tap water
neither to electricity and the roads in winter were in deep mud and in summer in thick
dust but they were happy with simple things. Next to their houses they build a cart port
for the cart and small stables to accommodate a cow or two for the milk a horse and a
chook house for the eggs. Also it was important to have an outside bread oven and a toilet
and almost every house had a well and a hand water pump or by bucket since the under
water supply was in abundant.
I remember no one had to pay any bill because no services were provided by the
authorities. It was a self providing system. The only charges imposed upon them was the
productivity levy which was minimal and most of the time nil.
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SOCIAL LIFE
Because of their language barrier they lived in a closed community environment since all
400 families who survived the holocaust kept together and somehow they were related to
each other
The men after hard work at the farm would walk to a café to meet friends and relatives
drink ouzo or a Greek coffee play cards or a backgammon (tavli) game and discus in
Turkish about their work and always about their beloved lost country
I born in 1929 and I grew up among those magnificent people and I’ve heard countless
stories about their lives their village and their plight for survival.
From the elderly people I learned about their life in Mouradiye and how they survived as
Greek Orthodox in a Moslem dominated empire.
They were full of wisdom that always tried to past them to younger generations
Three main groups of refuges settled in New Magnesia and Diavata which were one
opposite the other divided by the national highway and two railroads.
The largest groups with about 200 families were those from Mouradiye and 80 families
settled in Diavata 80 from Bursa settled in N Magnesia and about 50 from Caucasus to
Diavata
The majority of them were farmers or gardeners with very little education neither in
Turkish nor in Greek literature but their native language the Turkish and they were very
good in their specialties Some of them were well educated in both languages and played
lead role in community affairs.
Also they were culturally good in music and dances and had great effect upon the
Modern Greek music in later years.

1928. My father standing serves his customers
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1940. My father on the right sitting with his customers
My father’s coffee shop was then one of the largest and the most popular place for
meetings and entertainment. On Saturdays and Sundays special band of musicians and
singers would play and sing the famous smyrnian songs in Turkish that made them to
sing and dance all night until the early hours of the next day and on the excitement
smashing plates glasses and the window panes was a usual thing. Every Monday Mr
Theodore Kourtidis the glassier would come to replace the window glasses.
From 1930 until Italy declared war against Greece on October 28 life was quite good and
prosperous. The two side by side refugee villages of New Magnesia and Diavata thrived
and people enjoyed life in full

1949 winter a group of refugees from Hamityie Turkey in front of my father’s café my
father sits on the right with Stratis, Panagioti, sister Vasiliki, Hirvatis, my mother,
Yiannis and Antonio,
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Same day, this is the main frontage of the caf. I am in army uniform with my sister
Vasiliki.
Since the refugees settled there hundreds of new born children added to the population
which gave then a new hope and encouragement to continue their strife for success. The
new generation gave the hope and the future seamed to be on their side as they watched
things to change for the betterment.

1945 a group of my fellow villagers of New Magnesia have a Sunday morning
gathering at the coffee house of Anastasios Taxintaris (standing). All born in
Mouradiye of Turkey and in 1922 settled as refugees then in younger age and some of
them as children.
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It took them many many years to believe that they would never go bach to their village,
to their houses and farms again. It was a non return journey and until 1982 the Turkish
government had imposed 60 years restrictions for the refugees to visit their places. Later
when the restrictions lifted those who lived little long enough and were in good health
went to see their birth places with their Greek born children.
Although I’ve been to Istanbul, Bursa and other places in Turkey I hesitated to go and see
my parent’s house now occupied by the brutal invaders. Many people who’ve born there
and mostly of the younger generation visited their parent’s places just to witness where
they lived to take some pictures to meet and talk to the occupants and tell them that once
upon a time the houses and other properties which now live in belonged to them or to
their parents. Most Turks admitted that they’ve been placed to their houses by Turkish
government, apologized to them for their misfortune and welcomed the visitors
openheartedly

1994. Here the Turk Mayor of Mouradiye in the middle of the table meets a group of
my villagers at the town hall. At his left and right are the brothers Panagiotis and Elias
Kagialis who happened to be school mates and good school friends with him before the
war in 1922. This same building then was their school

From my young age I was learning two languages at the same time, Greek and Turkish
but mostly Turkish because my parents although they were Greeks their spoke more
Turkish than Greek and my fathers clients and generally the whole population of the
village spoke Turkish.
I started to learn proper Greek when I went to school at the age of seven and I spoke the
Turkish language only with the elderly people
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1933. Here I am as 4 years old
The decade of the thirties was the best as I remember. Although Greece was under a
dictatorship of Ioannis Metaxas from 4th of August 1935 the country prospered in every
field. Farmers and workers improved their income, new schools build and education
provided not only for all children also to adults and to elderly to learn Greek. Not only
that I remember every year on Saint John day (his name day) the entire country would
celebrated his name day with festivities but exceptionally the farmers cooperatives were
subsidized by the government and their members that day would drink eat and dance until
the early hours of the next day and my dad’s shop was the preferable one who had
Smyrnian band and singers to entertain them
As they say “good things don’t last long” seams to be true.
The Second World War already started in Europe in 1939 and most countries were up in
arms which a bad omen was
The people particularly like those who settled recently in various parts of Greece from the
1922 disaster feared most that another catastrophe was looming ahead. I could understand
from the conversations they had and from the only one radio we had in the two
settlements and occasionally a news paper people followed the war operation in Europe
where the German forces occupied one country after the other in matter of few days and
we feared that Greece’s turn would come soon.
Greece’s two northern boarder countries Albania then under Italy’s occupation and
Bulgaria were allies with Germany and that wasn’t very encouraging for the Greeks
1940. People still lived a normal life with their every day work until the 28th of October.

THE ULTIMATUM
On that day very early in the morning the Italian ambassador in Athens instructed by the
dictator Benito Mussolini went and awakened the Greek Prime Minister I. Metaxas and
handed over an ultimatum asking him to allow the Italian army to walk through Greece
uninterrupted and surrender the country unconditionally to Italy.
Although Metaxas was German sympathizer he was a good patriot. He reacted angrily by
replying to the Ambassador with a simple (OXI) OHI which in Greek means NO. It was
the same answer (ΜΟΛΩΝ ΛΑΒΕ) = “come and get it” Leonidas the 300 Spartan replied
on 480BC to the Persian King Xerxis when he asked the Spartans to surrender their arms.
It is well known that they preferred to die for their country than to surrender
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MEMORIES FROM THE WAR
PERIOD B`
It was Monday morning of 28 of October 1940.
After having had breakfast with couple of glasses of tea bred and olives I grabbed my
home made bag with some books and walked to school with some other friends from the
neighborhood.
At the school yard before class we played happily with our rag ball soccer
I’d just started year 11 in a new school with big and long windows with new desks and
big black board and the teacher Victor Sevetidis started to teach us about agriculture.
All of sudden we heard for the first time in our lives massive aircraft noise like a thunder
over our school. We rushed to the window and we saw in the sky a big number of
airplanes in silver colors heading toward the city of Thessaloniki some 9 kilometers
away. At the same time we heard a barras of antiaircraft guns aiming to hit the planes and
the sky filled with gray and white smokes like flowers. Minutes later the planes which
were bombers started dropping their bombs indiscriminately in populated areas which we
could see and watch the black smoke billowing to the sky
We didn’t know what was going on but the teachers sent us all home and the news spread
quickly that Italy declared war against Greece attacking the Greek lines from Albania.

Anastasios Kolokotronis
This is a replica of our coffee shop; build in 1925 and demolished in 1967. During the
war 1941-45 the left side of the shop used as municipal office
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Anastasios Kolokotronis
Replica; this is the residential side of two Bedrooms, hall, kitchen and outside toilet. No
electricity tap water and sewerage were provided
When I arrived home on the other side at the café, I saw a few high ranging army
officers talking to my father the mayor and the secretary and soon after they came to
inspect the shop and our residence, they talked to them again and in a hurry they mounted
on their horses and disappeared towards the city
I heard my dad telling mum that our shop was acquired by the army to be used as a
mobilization center and part of the house as storage. Civilians from that area would come
to enroll in the army get their uniform there dressed up and rushed to the front line in
Albania to defend our boarders The officers told dad that the government declared
general mobilization all over the country and he was also appointed to collect from the
civilians their cloths put them in bags mark them with their name and address and notify
their parents or relative to come and collect them
The same day thousands of young and middle age people gathered hurriedly to join the
forces and go to fight the enemy. Many elderly parent and young wives with their
children accompanied them to see them dressed and kiss then good bye and go home
carrying with them their cloths not knowing if they will return safe to wear them again
The scenes of separation with their loved ones never erased from my mind and yet after
70 years frequently they come to remind me
Opposite at Mr Sari’s house there was an army unit classifying the horses and carts for
acquisition and a farrier with hot stamp was putting registration numbers on the horse’s
legs which smelled awful
All this commotion lasted about a week and my father couldn’t work in his café but
temporarily he set up a bench outside and served tea coffee and bread cheese and olives
to the new soldiers all expenses paid by the community.
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At night my dad with other people who had been appointed as militia men would patrol
the streets and make sure that the village be under total darkness and out of detection
from the night raids
Meanwhile the National Highway and trains that I could see from our house were busy.
On the highway I watched the unprepared Greek army heading towards the war zone on
foot tired and exhausted following the horse carts which were loaded with war materials
and food supplies. The trains were carrying either soldiers or army supplies unstopped.
A few army trucks with solid rubber wheels were towing small size field and anti aircraft
cannons. The cavalry was impressive but not for the rough and freezing mountain
operations
When the drafting finished our café became ammunition cleaning center. The army
brought hundreds of boxes of various sizes of cartridges to be cleaned from the grease
they were in and place then in the magazines. For this all school children mobilized who
brought rags from home and worked day and night to finish the job as soon as possible.
After that the café became a wool store stuck with knitting yarns which distributed to
women who could knit socks, gloves, pullovers and hats for the soldiers to keep them
warm who were fighting on the rough mountains of Albania covered with thick snow
Although the terrain generally was very rough there the Greek army proved to be too
good for the attacking forces of Mussolini. In a few weeks time the brave soldiers
captured several main town and villages and countless Italian soldiers who confessed that
they didn’t wand that war against Greece
By Christmas time and the beginning of the New Year 1941 the war operation progressed
well n Greece’s favor and people celebrated the army’s victories one after the other
By Christmas my dad had his shop back and resumed his normal work but nothing was
the same any more. People weren’t spending money as before and by sunset everyone
was at home. Several times during the day and at night the sirens sounded madly warning
people for air raids and most at the times we stayed in our dump bunkers in our
backyards waiting for the worst to happen.

This is my replica of Mr Athanasios Hadjimarkos coffee house as it was in 1940. The
left side of the building was being used as Community Office and the front from the
militia security group
The outcome of the war in the Albanian front was quite encouraging and every time the
Greek army was capturing a village or a town there were celebrations with utmost
enthusiasm all over the country.
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On 29 of January news spread all over the country that the Prime Minister I Metaxas
suddenly died. That came as a shock but people continued the struggle with the new
Prime Minister Alexander Koryzis.
Unfortunately the events slowly started turning sour when Hitler decided to direct the war
operation towards the Balkan countries including Greece.
Hitler wanted to clear off the shame of the defeated allied friend Benito Mussolini and to
continue his operation to capture the North African countries like Libya etc to secure
petrol supplies for his thirsty mechanize army
Earlier he secured the alliance of Bulgaria to his Axis which caused a headache to Greece
that this could ignite old feuds and hatred between the boarder populations. Bulgaria
always wanted the annexation of Macedonia and Thrace to have access to the Aegean Sea
and this was a good opportunity.

28 of October 1940 Greek troops storming the Italian front in Albania
SECOND ALTIMATUM AND
Early in the morning on April 6 1941 the German Ambassador went to the new Prime
Minister Alexander Koryzis and presented to him a note requesting to surrender or face
the German Mighty Army
The answer was the same as that of his predecessor; a net NO. As he was leaving he
assured him that the Greek army and the People will defend Greece’s land and stop the
their invasion
No other country in Europe had been attached by two superpowers simultaneously as
Greece before
The Germans as well as the Italians before they asked Greece to surrender on 6 April
attacked Yugoslavia and two days later on the 8 th of April they crossed the borders from
Bulgaria through Koula to invade Greece but they found strong resistance and had heavy
losses. Then they decided to bypass that road and to attack Greece from the Yugoslavian
soil near the lake Doirani some 50 kilometers west which had no natural protection and
was plain and no resistance
The river Strimonas the road and the rail road are running parallel to the river and they
pass between two mountains which were well fortified and after destroying several tanks
and other vehicles the road became blocked and was impassible
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Some days earlier rumors spread about the German invasion and there was a panic in the
city of Thessaloniki and the extended area, for several days.
I was watching the highway from our house the never ending columns of horse carts of
civilians and some soldiers fleeing the city by all means of transport but mainly walking
laden with their belongings and heading towards Athens. Some young people from our
village joined them thinking that the Germans would do the same atrocities as the Turks
did some years earlier in Smyrna.
Our villagers who were victims of a previous war in Turkey feared the most and were in
turmoil. They thought, if they were armed they would fight the Germans to the end but in
the three settlements of four thousand inhabitants only two people had hunting shotguns

THE GERMANS IN OUR DOORSTEPS
The distance from the boarders to Thessaloniki is approximately 60 kilometer and on the
evening of April 8 the German Army camped on the opposite side of the river Gallikos
and to test if there was any resistance they aimed shot and destroyed the house and shop
of Mrs. Kastoura but luckily no one was in.
The news about the Germans being that close forced the people to leave their homes and
seek refuge in their small farm shacks out of the village.
In a few hours, I remember, almost every one including my mother and sister flee the
Village thinking that there would be safer five hundred meter away from the village.
My father refused to leave his shop and the house and decided to stay guard. And so did
I, I wanted to be with my dad whatever could have happened, even to die with him. The
village was like a ghost town and some dogs that refused to follow their masters started to
bark as if they knew that something bad was going to happen
After dark I went out and shut all the windows shutters and lighted the small kerosene
lamp, dad tried to encourage me to stay calm telling me that the Germans will not hurt us.
We had something to eat and after he went in the little store we had and from a coal
containing barrel he brought a small clothed parcel, he unwrapped it and inside was a
revolver with several bullets. He told me it was his and wanted to clean it with kerosene
and have it ready in self defense.
All that night we didn’t sleep fearing that in the morning we may not be alive, for the first
time he was telling me war stories and events he experienced during the four years of war
in Turkey.
Similar stories I’d heard hundreds of times in our coffee house from the elderly and in
special gatherings at houses.
Dad occasionally would go out to check and watch towards the Gallikos River and the
small township app.1.5 kilometers away but it was dead silence and nothing was moving
Thessaloniki with the high walls and the castles on the hills and the modern houses which
six month ago was like an ornament in the Thermaikos bay with lights visible in to far
distance now was dip in darkness and almost empty and uninhibited waiting in the
morning to be submitted to the new masters.

19
April 9 1941
Before sunrise from the kitchen window which faces the highway dad and I eagerly
started watching towards Gallikos, and at last we saw a tricycle coming with one soldier
in the side car having a machinegun and behind the driver a soldier carrying on his back a
wireless. They passed from very short distance our house with direction to Thessaloniki.
Immediately through the connecting door we went to the shop to have a better view
towards the city and to Gallikos and we could see no other movement.
Half an hour later we saw the tricycle returning and dad understood that they did a
reconnaissance patrol to see if there was any resistance
Ten minutes later the tanks begun rolling with their guns aiming towards us but not firing
and that was a good omen. We saw the soldiers sitting on the tanks but there was no one
on the side of the road to welcome them because of fear everyone had disappeared.
When dad saw that they were quiet he suggested cutting some branches of our acacias
trees, which were in full bloom, and offer to them as a gesture of friendliness and they
were happy to accept them with cheers
So we did, and we were the first on that day out there to meet the invading army. Soon
after more people came out from hiding and within an hour the whole population lined up
on the road to pseudo cheer them to be kind to us.
There is an English proverb saying
“If you can’t beat them join them”
So did us, temporarily.

THE OCCUPATION
All day I sat between the wide strip of the two railroads opposite our shop which was like
a sea of chamomiles and red poppies watching the endless columns of tanks and Lorries
heading towards Thessaloniki and other places. Later we learned that the city officially
handed over to German commander by the Mayor the Bishop and a General and the
swastika flag rose on the White Tower, the symbol of the City
In the same afternoon Germans notified the people of Thessaloniki that they came as
friends and they asked people to open their shops and go to their jobs as nothing has
happened.
Many returned to their jobs and businesses and the farmers and gardeners to normal work
now all under German administration with uncertainty future.
While Thessaloniki was fallen to Germans a small Greek army unit withdrew to the
narrow passage near the Mount Olympus blew up some bridges and held the Germans at
bay causing considerable delay to their plan and casualties forcing them to retreat and
follow other roads and tactics,
Some other forces advanced and captured Berroia, Kozani and Larissa in central Greece
and while the Greek army in those areas was giving unparallel fight the Albania front
retreated and General George Tsolakoglou signed truce with the Germans without the
Prime Ministers approval and the defense department.
The Prime Minister Tsolakoglou couldn’t endure the situation and on 18 April 1941 took
his own life.
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(Despite all this on the Greek-Bulgarian border near the village Poroia still was
taking place heavy ground fighting and the Stukas planes were bombing the
bunkers of Metaxa Lines.
Sergeant Dimitrios Itsios in bunker P8 and first lieutenant Christos Maroudis in
machinegun post 158 with their stubborn soldiers were holding the Germans for
three days until all ammunitions finished. Then the Germans stormed the bunkers
and killed them all, they died like the Spartans)
(Extracted from the local historical archives)
On 22 April the struggle now to hold the German fury was the narrow pass at
Thermopylae, an ancient battleground where on 480 BC Leonidas with his 300 Spartans
stopped the mighty Persian Army but at the end all killed like heroes. The same fate had
the Greek Army with some British and Australian soldiers there. They hold them for a
few days and finally on 27 April Athens fell to Germans and. Soon after the Swastika
flag rose on the Acropolis opposite the Parthenon, a symbol of democracy and freedom.
While the war went down south the Germans were busy coming to Thessaloniki and the
surrounding area like ants in thousands with all sorts of transport camping in our front
yard gardens and parking the tanks and trucks under the trees for camouflage. I’d never
seen such an army before.
The soldiers were kind and well behaved and generally disciplined. They looked tired and
weary and they wanted to take their shoes and socks off to wash their feet to rest and
sleep.
In front of the coffee shop there was a public water tap as there were in some other spots
in the village where hundreds of soldiers formed a queue to have a half body shower
Many of them proffered to have a drink of ouzo (schnapps) or a wine to relax and forget
the war.
I remember the beautiful farms opposite our coffee shop with fig and apricot trees. One
day a horse transport division occupied and filled the properties with horses and carts
laden with food and other staff. Apparently the horses were very hungry and within the
two days the horses ate all branches and even the skin of the trunk. When they departed
they left behind a lot of horse manure and piles of soldier’s shits all over the place
Three months later all the trees were dead. Both manures didn’t help them at all.
Another spectacular thing that impressed me and I haven’t forgotten was to watch those
hundreds of planes flying over our heads towing two or three gliders full with
paratroopers heading towards the island of Crete. Sometimes I couldn’t see the sky and
the aircraft’s engine noise was worst than that of South African Vuvusellas

THE BATLE OF CRETE
Just before the collapse of Athens King George the 2 nd and the Prime Minister Emanuel
Tsouderos and some members of the Government flee to Crete to continue from there the
struggle against the invaders.
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In Crete the allied forces combined, British, Australians and New Zealanders numbered
to about 31.000 with some 12.000 Greek soldiers and police who transported to defend
the island.
The undertaking to invade Crete started on 14 May 1941 first with heavy bombardments
of the cities ports and army bases and on 20th of May they started to drop the specially
trained paratroopers with parachutes bur it wasn’t that easy as they thought to be.
Thousands of Cretan civilians of all ages joint to fight alongside the Greek army and the
allies only with a few shot guns and the majority of them used shovels, forks, axes, sticks
and stones.
The Greek King, the Prime Minister, members of the government and great number of
the Greek army and the allied forces withdrew to Egypt.

The map of Crete
The Cretan fighters with the remaining soldiers put an unparallel and heroic fight against
the paratroopers killing 4.000 out of the 9.000 of them. Also the Germans lost 170
airplanes and one division disintegrated.
It is important to mention that this division the selected paratroopers and those thousands
of planes were designated for the Russian Front and this delay surly cost them dearly and
gave to Russians and the allies’ time to organize their strategy accordingly
Finally when they captured Hania, Rethymno and other strategic places on 30 May the
whole island, mainland Greece and the other islands submitted to Germans.
The Greeks lost the war but not their spirit and they determined to fight them back
organizing guerrilla tactic war in the cities and elsewhere in the country.
Soon after the occupation Greece was divided into three occupying forces, mainly by
Germans but to satisfy their partners Italy and Bulgaria they appointed Italians to have
under their administration the western part of Greece and Bulgaria the eastern part of
Macedonia where there was a small minority of Bulgarians remnants from the Ottoman
rule before 1912.
The Bulgarian occupying forces with the cooperation of their ethnic people committed
the most atrocities and forced most Greeks to leave their homes to the German side which
was little safer.
Among those who flee from their village Poroia to Thessaloniki abandoning everything,
his wife and five daughters, was my wife’s father who was in the death list of the
Bulgarian militia. Some months later the remaining members of his family, with the help
of the Bulgarian commander and under protection from reprisal from the local militia
were driven under guard to the nearby town of Kilkis and later the family reunited in
Thessaloniki.
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In Thessaloniki and in the regional towns and particularly in Athens the Germans
confiscated everything they needed for the army especially food and in a few weeks after
the occupation people started to feel the pinch of hunger and the most affected places
were the two big cities. We in villages were self sufficient producing food for ourselves
to keep us alive
People walked long distances to rich the villages carrying whatever valuable they had for
little food and those who couldn’t do it would die on the side of the road or in the streets
of the big city.
The following is one of the many I remember
(One warm day in June 1941; I and some customers watched a young man carrying
a huge wardrobe on his back approaching our coffee shop with difficulty. When he
arrived under the trees he lowered the wardrobe and asked the people someone to
buy it for a bread so to save his children dying from hunger. He wasn’t a local and
we assumed that he walked some 10 kilometers from Thessaloniki. His plea touched
everyone’s heard. I felt so bad; I went with tears to tell my mum about the plight of
this man. Immediately offer with bread, cheese and vegetables came from everyone
and the wardrobe kept in storage to be returned to his home).
Almost a month passed since the new masters set foot in our country and the first thing
they did was to appoint a new Prime Minister of their choice G Tsolakoglou close friend
and collaborator and the impression of their kindness and friendliness slowly started to
disappear and day after day they were tougher on many issues
The first thing they did when they came in our village was to take our school for their
army and from 28 October 1940 none of the children went to school again until the end
of the war in 1944. Next, they disable the rented Municipal office cutting the only
telephone line and the exchange panel.
Soon after that the owner wanted the room for his own use so the secretary Mr D.
Papasotiriou requested from my father to provide a small portion of the coffee shop to be
used as an office. He suggested that people who would come to the office could benefit
his business. Dad thought that it was good idea and allowed the community office to
operate from the coffee shop.
Although the office was responsible for three settlements with app 4.000 people the only
thing was doing was to keep the birth, baptism, marriage and death records, also tax
collecting according to productivity and it was one persons job . When the office started
operating I was impressed by the type writer he had and the car battery operated radio
which was the only one in the village and belonged to every one.
I was very keen to learn how to type and to operate the radio and I ask my father to tell
Mr Papasotiriou, since I don’t go to school, if he wanted me to become an office boy for
free and he agreed to teach me about the office work. In a few days I learned how to type
and I was doing copies of official documents etc, also in certain hours I would switch the
radio for our customer to listen the news from BBC which was strictly forbidden by the
Germans. Soon they found out and took it away.
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PROTECTION TO ALLIED SOLDIERS
Already a month had gone and still I was watching our soldiers returning to their home
riding on the German tanks, trucks and carts tired and weary. One good thing was that the
Germans didn’t capture any Greek prisoners and allowed them to go to their families but
they wouldn’t let go any British.
One day a gentleman came and requested to talk to my dad in private. They went in the
kitchen and in presence of my mum too they talked for several minutes. When he left
they had a heated argument and I demanded to know what all was about. Dad told me
that the man who talked to them wanted to bring three British soldiers for temporary
protection from being caught by the Gestapo and the reason to bring them to our house
was because dad spoke some English. It was very risky and dangerous attempt to harbor
“enemy” soldiers, had they found the punishment would have been on the spot execution
of us and possible of many others.
Next day after dark he arrived with three soldiers still in uniforms without hats but one of
them was Indian with very dark skin who easily could be identified by the Germans since
it was very rare to see a Greek of the same skin. The following day we dressed them with
cloths similar to the locals and kept them hiding in one of our room without floor. The
British who looked now like locals dad allowed them to sit and mingle with his
customers who already they knew their identity but wouldn’t say anything even if they
could die. The problem was the Indian who would come out from hiding only at night
and walk for a few minutes in our back yard for exercise. We learned that
A week later the same man came and took them away and then we learned that one of
them was an Australian but no names and addresses were kept.
A month later we learned that the three had a safe passage first to Athos Monasteries and
from there to Turkey and later to Egypt
A month later another dangerous episode happened with the allied prisoners.
Every morning the Germans were guiding a group of British, Australians and New
Zealander to do repairs jobs on the railways and they had to pass from our backyard
garden where we had some fruit trees.
One day apparently they were either very hungry or they liked to taste a fruit and they
rushed to pick some rotten ones from the ground. While the guards were shouting insults
to them my mum handed over to couple prisoners some good ones from the small kitchen
window overlooking the garden.
A guard when saw what she did rushed with his automatic gun ready to shoot her. She
creamed and dad rushed from the shop to protect her. They had some argument and the
officer in charge advising mum and dad not to give anything to prisoners
The war causes most of the time death, pain and suffering to people and on the other
hand some people benefit and take advantage of it. As I mention earlier the occupation
army estimated to be in many thousands mainly in the city of Thessaloniki and they
needed every day to consume food and vegetables and those things could not be found
there because the farmers stopped going to the whole sale markets, therefore the Germans
went to the farmers to get what they wanted directly from them but this was not very
practical. They thought the most appropriate way was to approach the community office
and to put their order to the secretary.
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This worked perfectly, once we had the order what they wanted the next day they could
pick them up from the farm and paid cash on the spot whatever they asked. I was
appointed to take the drivers and officers to particular farms for the pickup and often I
was awarded with some tips.
For the first time in their lives the farmers struck such a bonanza and managed to buy the
necessary things for their families, they paid no agents merchants and transport expenses.
And they were the lucky ones
When the Germans occupied Thessaloniki they planed to expand the rail system which
needed most. In the city there wasn’t enough space so they acquired a big slice of land
(veggie gardens) of 4 kilometers and laid down 10 parallel railways alongside the two
existing ones including giant work shops for the locomotives and headquarter for the staff
restaurants and stores and second station in our village.
For the construction of this project they brought from Germany special team of young
army engineers and accommodated them in our school. Also for the project they
employed thousands of people and also they drafted compulsorily without pay 20-40
males every week from our villages through the community office. They were the
unlucky ones

Anastasios Kolokotronis
Mr. George’s & Alkminis Sarris house on left and next on the right became the
headquarters for the station masters. In the middle Mrs. Anastasias Ioanidis Grocery
shop and on the right our coffee shop and house; the upper rail goes to Athens and
Germany and the lower to Bulgaria and Turkey; all buildings now replaced with
modern apartments
I remember the winter of 1941 was the coldest ever recorded and despite that the project
to finish the rail system early didn’t stop them a minute and by Christmas it was ready. It
was a complex of railways also so big in importance with access to the port which
considered the biggest in southern Europe.
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Already the trains from Germany to Thessaloniki started operating from the first months
of occupation. They fixed quickly the blown up bridges and guarded them well protecting
also with antiaircraft guns
Between our village and Thessaloniki which some months ago was farming and market
gardening area mow became a jungle of railways and giant stores with ammunitions of all
kinds
At the station’s rail yards at any time there were parked trains loaded with ammunition,
tanks, torpedoes, aircraft bombs, aircrafts even submarines in sections and thousands of
soldiers on transit
We lived in fear now because we were number one target from the allied air raids and
one night the siren sounded and all villagers flee couple of kilometer away. The allied
(American) Air force attempted to bomb the station but they missed the target by fifty
meter parallel to the trains and most bombs missed the target falling in sandy soil not
exploded at all
Hundreds of traders from Thessaloniki were selling and buying from the soldiers all sorts
of things making good money.
Once, despite of my dad’s refusal, I attempted to become a sales boy like my friend Fotis
who was doing good business for pocket money selling packets of dry figs, sultanas and
cigarettes and buying wrist watches, cameras, lighters and tin foods etc.
So, I made a wooden tray with a lace to hang it around my neck, I filled it with my
merchandise and strait ahead to the Station.
In a few days I did booming business and my pockets filled with German Marks and
owned for the first time a tiny Cida camera as big as a match box a wrist watch and a
German army short (very rare in those days)
While everything was going well in my favor one day I struck trouble.
A train arrived from Athens carrying soldiers, armored vehicles and tanks heading
towards Yugoslavia and parked in the middle of the yard. Although it was illegal for the
civilians to enter the parked trains everybody rushed passing under the carriages ignoring
the danger of moving trains to sell their merchandises. I was one of them who struck a
hard customer.
As I was shouting to advertise what I was selling a German soldier came out of his
armored vehicle and bought two packets of sultanas and paid me what I asked. His right
hand was in bandage hanging from his neck and looked sad. As I turned around to leave
he called me back and asked how much I wanted for everything I had (cigarettes, figs and
sultanas). I asked him less of what they were worth and he agreed to buy them all.
I put them on the carriage and he took them up in to his tank and didn’t show up.
I climbed up and started to shout at him to come out and pay me calling him thief and
other names which sure irritated him and made him to jump out with intention to harm
me.
I jumped from the carriage and run for my life towards home in tears. On the way home I
met Carl Shlitzer a station master officer who was going to start his shift and curiously he
asked me why I was crying for.
I told him that a German soldier bought two things and has stolen the rest of my stock.
I understood that he didn’t like the accusation I’ve made that “a German soldier has
stolen my stock” apparently upset him, his pride
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This is Carl Shlitzer photographed opposite the harbor of Thessaloniki in 1944 and he
gave this photo to my father some days before the German Army departed from Greece.
My father asked him to stay back for his safety and refused. When the reached
Yugoslavia Tito’s partisans captured them and put them in prison camps in Zagreb. He
wrote to us asking to send him tobacco or cigarettes and we did. He was very friendly
with all villagers as the other staff and helped in anyway he could the people. He also
baptized a girl while he served at the Station. Generally all the staff was protecting our
village from the Greek collaborators
He asked me to go with him and indicate the carriage where the soldier took my sultanas
and figs.
As far as I remember the military station masters were the bosses at the station and they
had the upper hand and controlled everything there
I didn’t want to go but he insisted to find that thieve.
I followed him and we went strait to the carriage and showed him where he was. He then
with a loud voice shouted “Who is the soldier who took cigarettes, figs and sultanas
from a boy and didn’t pay to come forward immediately.
Without repeating his words the soldier jumped out from the cabin he saluted him in
Nazi style and admitted paying only for the two and not for the rest. Karl asked him to
pay for the rest, if not to return the unpaid ones to me.
I saw him being embarrassed in front of his fellow soldiers. He went back in to his tank
and handed over the stolen articles to me and apologized for his behavior.
Karl climbed on the carriage and talked to him privately and wrote something in his note
book. After that I went home happily never to go again to that station but without giving
up the trading.
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I followed some older ones and Fotis his brother Alekos and I switched station which was
safer and with less traders
Not far away from our place was the station of Lahanokipos where the trains coming
from Bulgaria to Thessaloniki would stop to get water supply for the locomotives. The
train escorting staff always were bringing with them sugar, candies other sweets and
cigarettes which were rare in Greece and the most wanted stuff and were sold in the
(black market) illegally with good profit. That was the stuff we were buying and selling
to others
As a 13 year old boy with no school to go because they were taken by the German Army
I was working sometimes as an office boy when needed me, small merchant for pocket
money, and helping my dad at his coffee shop and some farming at our farm;
While some people had enough food to survive others had nothing and would die from
hunger. People were walking long distances to find any food and because there were
uncertainty people in villages who had some food would hide and protect them for their
own families but in extreme circumstances they would help children and frail people and
still in the big cities the Red Cross was collecting every day tens of dead bodies from the
streets
In 1941 my mother’s two close middle age male relatives walked from Athens some 450
kilometers to our village to avoid dieing there from hunger, it was the hardest hit place in
Greece was Athens. They found accommodation in the nearby house but my mother was
providing to them a simple soup (trahana) with some bread.
The most tragic scene which some of our customer and I witnessed was when one warm
day in June we were watching a young man walking on the highway and was tripling as
if he was drunk and suddenly he collapsed on the side of the road. Couple of people ran
including me to see what happened. He was very skinny and pale and hardly was
breathing. I ran to call the German doctor of the station masters who responded quickly
but on arrival he declared him dead. Sure he felt sorry. He would be alive if it wasn’t for
them. Later in the city I’d seen more similar scenes and felt sick.

The sad German sergeant
The German occupation was well established and they were busy coming in thousands. I
was impressed watching them how well organized army they had; even when they were
on the move they could cook on the two and four wheels trailer kitchen which towed by
trucks.
Our village except the permanent stuff of the Railway Station officers had always a unit
at the school and often thousand of others stationed to rest for a few days
It must have been the end of August the five vines in front of our shop were full of black
and white grapes hanging over our heads and easy to reach them by stepping on a chair
and they were available only for our customers,
Most soldiers and officer spent money to drink which was good for dad.
One afternoon about eighty soldiers and officers happy for their victories all over the war
fronts were drinking singing and celebrating happily with couple of accordions and
shouting Hail Hitler Russia caput English caput and America caput
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After 11pm I started sweeping the shop and stacking the chairs and the tables inside when
a middle age soldier walked in and asked dad to drink ouzo. He excused himself being
late and he said he was stationed at the school and came for a quick drink
He stood at the bar drinking smoking and looking at some pictures he took out from his
wallet and seemed to be sad and upset.
When I finished my job I shut the door I said “good night” to the soldier and dad and
through the small door from the bar I went to see mum and went straight to bed.
According to dad this soldier after having few drinks and being almost drunk he opened
his heard and started to tell dad the drama of his life,
He said that earlier in the after noon he had a personal and direct wireless call from
Adolph Hitler who told him that he is a proud father because his two sons gave their lives
in the same day for Germany; Hitler informed him about their heroism; one who was
stuka plane pilot was shot down ay the Russian front and the other naval officer in a
submarine which was hit and sunk in the Atlantic Ocean.
Dad expressed his sympathy and tried to comfort him but instead he became abusive and
nasty, he pulled his sword out and demanded from dad to put the light from the tiny
kerosene lamp off.
He knew now that he had a problematic customer with bad intension; on his belt on one
side he had a pistol and on the other side a sword and easily he could use one of them and
finish dad off.
Dad was 2.20 meters tall and strong but he wouldn’t dare to set hand on a German soldier
He was trying to calm him down but he wasn’t compromise.
While this commotion was taking place at the bar mum was watching through the small
door gap and worried
Without asking dad she ran one block from our house to warn Niko Terzoglou who was
appointed by the Germans as an official to guard the abandoned guns, small cannons and
ammunitions of the Greek army about the incident.
Meanwhile when dad saw that his life was in danger he acted quickly; he distracted him
to look towards the main door and quickly put the light off, he grabbed him from behind
and took his belt off and disarmed him and took him out; at the same time Niko arrived
who took his belt and together took him to his base at the school
To disarm a German soldier was a serious offence and the penalty could have been death
but he had no choice and the excuse to do this was to defend himself from drunken
soldier
Next day where I was preset this time helping dad in a warm afternoon again there was
another big party celebrating for more victories somewhere in Russia and the patriotic
songs could be heard as far as Thessaloniki and beyond.
Among the crowded soldiers there was one who was sitting all by himself and not
participating with the others at the festivity.
Dad recognized him but he didn’t want to go and talk him in case he would get upset
again; he’d drank a bottle of ouzo and didn’t pay anything but dad didn’t care about
money.
At the bar two officers were drinking and having conversation in English and asking
question to dad about America and why he left America etc. And dad to make them
happy he was telling them that America was a shit country and ridiculed the Yankees to
make then laugh.
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Some time later he asked them if they knew that lonely soldier who was sitting apart from
the others and they said they knew and also they told dad about his misfortune with his
two sons
Dad told the officer about what happened the previews night with him his behavior and
the threat he made to harm him.
The officers astound and couldn’t believe what dad was telling them; so one of them
went out and brought him in and asked him to tell what happened the previous night.
Before he start talking he pulled out his wallet and asked dad how much he owed for the
drinks and started his apologies with hugs and tears coming from his eyes. It was a
moving moment looking at this unfortunate father asking forgivingness from dad and the
officers.
Dad not only didn’t accept money from him bud gave him a bottle of ouzo to drink it in
moderation to calm his sorrow and after that they became good friends never to see him
again.

My close friends
In fact all the kids in our village were friends of mine and I knew every one including
their parents and grand parents; it was a close society and even we were related amongst
us from closed to distance relatives with mutual respect and cooperation in every aspect
of life
In particular my closest friends in the village were; Nikos hadjimarkos, Fotis
Diamantopoulos, Michalis Kourtidis Kon Rahmanidis and Theophilos Giamoukis.
We went to school together before the war and after and like all kids we experienced the
bad war years and later the better times as youths and adults.
With Niko since those childhood years and until now who now lives for many years in
USA with his family we have daily contact with e-mails and video link and we talk about
the old times. It is worth to mention that our mothers were close friends in Mouradiye
Turkey before they flee from there.

The non return journey of the Jewish
The Jewish people didn’t have their own country for many centuries and were spread in
many other countries and were minorities and most of the times they’ve been
discriminated against
The Jewish community in Thessaloniki before the liberation in 1912 from the Ottomans
was considered to be the largest one after the Turks. This is because couple of centuries
before the Spaniards expelled most of the Jews who decided to take residence in
Thessaloniki where they were free to exercise more freely their religion and their
occupations.
After 1912 and until 1922 the Greeks acceded in numbers and after many centuries under
Turkish domination Greeks had a free and independent nation.
This until The Germans, Italians and Bulgarians invaded our country by force and
inflicted suffering destruction and death to many innocent people.
The most affected community in Greece and in other countries as I know were the Jewish
people and I will write here what I’ve seen and remember vividly until now .
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Before the war Thessaloniki was a city with divers life of many nationalities and all lived
peacefully and in harmony. My father was doing business with Jewish, Armenians and
other nationalities; even I knew a lot of their kids and played with them,
The Jewish that most of them were in businesses were prosperous and hold the light and
heavy industry in their hands and everything was running smooth with no unemployment
and hardship
I remember the fruit and vegetable merchants coming to our village and buying in
advance the fruit trees when still they were in blooming period. They knew exactly how
much fruit the tree would produce; and just before the harvesting time they would come
with their families and camp under their rented tree ready to pick the ripped fruit for the
market
The largest populated area was near the old railway station close to the CBD and the
industrial area and their houses were well build and maintained. The more affluent
society lived in luxury houses alongside the Queen Sofia’s Parade and close to the sea
side.
Most businesses shopping malls transportations and the industry run by the Jewish
community. Also they had their own schools and Synagogues and generally they were
very peaceful and law abiding people.
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This is a replica I’ve made by memory of a Jewish horse cart specially made to carry
heavy materials; wine casks tobacco or wool bales timber etc. It had small wheels and
no springs and could make on the spot turn and was about five meters long
When the Germans occupied Greece six months later they put their evil plan to round up
every Jew with fault pretence and well planned propaganda that all Jews will be
repatriated for their own good to Germany. They would be given houses and farms send
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their children to schools and all sorts of promises. Although I was young I could
understand why they should believe all these crap when already they had all they
promised them here in Thessaloniki.
The man appointed for that was Max Merten; chief commandant of Thessaloniki
The first thing they did was to fence with barbwire all the Jewish area with two big gates
and install every several meters an armed guard and every person had in his/her left arm a
yellow band with star of David. They allowed only one person from a family to go out
with special permit
This was an indication of bad omen and most of then didn’t react. Could they? And those
who lived in other areas brought them all in one place and virtually they were under
arrest as prisoners
I remember when my dad approached some of his Jewish friends and suggested to them
to escape and join the guerrilla resistance group but they refused fearing for reprisal to
their families.
Finally in the middle of 1942 they started transporting them to Germany and as we
learned then to various concentration camps.
Every day 4-5 train loads of human cargos in animal carriages with locked doors and an
armed guard on the step of every wagon was passing only meters away from our houseshop.
In sheering hot of the summer the only available air to breath was the small and narrow
window high near the roof. Every time I could see faces of despair shouting to us “Good
bye” as if they were going to recreational holidays. I am sure the mature people knew
something about.
In many occasions they threw from the little windows children’s dolls pocket watches,
hats and other personal items. Children and I sometimes would ran alongside the train
asking them to throw us anything they could

1942 during the German occupation we used to sit under the thick shade of the acacia
trees opposite our and Nikos house and watch the German trains carrying the human
cargos of Jewish people to concentration camps
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This operation lasted several months until they took them all where they wanted to take.
There were some individuals who flee and joined the guerrillas and survived and some
others who were sheltered by Greek families out in the remote villages pretended to be
Greek nationals.
We the Greeks were little luckier than the Jews. They didn’t get war prisoners but later
during the resistance years they executed thousands and burned down hundreds of towns
and villages as revenge.

The black spider
In Greece there are no poisonous spiders and as far as we remember there wasn’t any
spider bite that caused any death in the country but sometimes someone experiences such
a discomfort and that was me.
It was June 1943; for a few days I volunteered to go to Nikos potato farm and help to dig
out and gather potatoes for the Germans. It was about 4 kilometers away from the village
and on the other side of the Galikos River

Nikos Hadjimarkos horse cart which used to carry people and produce
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Here are two miniature replicas of carts; a donkey cart and horse cart similar of the
above.
Usually work started before sunrise to avoid the hot blistering summer day; and by 11 am
we had long break for lunch and we started again in the afternoon when fresh breeze
started to blow.
During the break we had for lunch water melon, melon or grapes with home made bread
and cheese tomatoes and almost all the vegetables and fruits and before we start work we
would go for a swim in the crystal clean water of the river with the silvery sand
The digging and the lifting of the sacks was done by the adults and the picking and the
selection of the potatoes by the children
One day just before lunch I sat on my right foot in the sandy field sorting potatoes;
I felt something pinching me near my ankle; I thought it was grass and I moved my foot
again and I felt another pinch and couple of times more.
I stood up to see what sort of grass it was and to my surprise I saw a black spider back
side down and squashed; I picked a potato and killed it and told uncle John and the other
about the bite. He laughed telling me and to others that such spiders are in thousands in
the field and they are not harmful

This is how the spider looked (in Greek is Epeira or cross spider)
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When a minute passed I told everyone that I was feeling dizzy. They asked me to go and
lay under the tree to rest but my legs were almost paralyzed and couldn’t get up and my
vision started to get blurry; I was feeling like passing away and let myself on the dirt and
lost consciousness.
As I was told couple of days later they all panicked; they took me quickly under the trees
near the shack and tried to revive me with cold water but I wasn’t responding so they put
me on the cart and harnessed the horse and took me strait home to mum and dad; when
they saw me paralyzed they thought I was dead and started to scream for help. Uncle
doctor George who was living with us then came to see me but couldn’t help the situation
because he didn’t have any medicines and it was a case unknown to him; so
Dad rushed to ask help from the German doctor who was opposite us with the Station
Masters. Uncle George who was German educated explained to him what happened and
quickly went back and came with his medical case and as I learned he gave me an
injection and other medicines.
I gained consciousness 36 hours later and I saw that I was home and next to me I saw the
German captain whom I knew he was a doctor. He stayed all night with me to follow my
progress.
When I was able to walk he gave us reference letter to be admitted to the Theageneio
Hospital in Thessaloniki for complete recovery; he even took us on the road stopped a
coal operating Greek truck with other people on it and asked the driver to take us to
Hospital since there wasn’t any other transport.
Some three hundred meter farther down there was a team of armed Greek collaborators
with the German forces who were checking the civilians for their travel permits to and
from Thessaloniki; apart that they were taxing anything they liked in fact they were
unauthorized thieves and robbers.
When they asked from dad our travel permit he said he didn’t have one but he had a letter
from the German doctor to take me to hospital
They didn’t recognize the doctor’s letter and they ordered us to come down from the
truck and bring an official travel permit.
Slowly and disappointed we walked back home; as we were walking alongside the
railway he saw us from the balcony and came down quickly to find out why we didn’t go
to hospital; when we told him the Greek security don’t recognize your letter he went
berserk.
He asked us to wait for him. He came out in his official uniform with three other all with
their pistols in the holsters and asked us to follow them.
I scared when I saw them angry I thought they may go to kill them
When they arrived there he went to talk to them and apparently he asked them if they
were authorized by the German commandant to have a check point. Sure they didn’t have
and demanded to vacate their post immediately
After all this trouble he took us himself to hospital with a German vehicle
I am sure he saved my life. If it wasn’t for him perhaps I could have been dead or
permanently paralyzed. Always I remember him with gratitude and often helped our
villagers whenever they asked his help
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Generally all the Railway Station staff in the two housed they occupied were very
friendly and dads regular customers like Mantin the cook and Carl.

Cheating soldiers
We say that under the military uniform dress all sorts of personalities are hidden and it is
hard to identify who is good person and who is not all look alike.
One day a group of about 15 marines came to our café to dine; they liked the staffed
tomatoes and green peppers not with rice because rice had disappeared but with bulgur
which tasted good the way mum cooked them; they had tasted couple of days earlier and
they ordered the same meal.
They sat out under the trees with many others who were drinking and singing and inside
were several higher ranking officers eating some of the same dish and others mousaka
and it was crowded atmosphere.
As I was serving other soldiers I noticed that all accept two had gone. I asked those two
to pay me for the meals. They agreed they said ya ya and they asked me to brink them
two more ouzo to pay me. As soon as I went in for the ouzo they disappeared. I asked the
other marines who were next to them and they told me they didn’t now them.
I looked in dark to identify them but they were too many of them; I went strait to tell dad;
he went out in panic but they had gone
Dad blamed me I blamed him and upon this argument an officer came to intervene and
asked dad what was all this argument about.
Dad told the officer that a group of 15 marines ate, drank and left without paying.
The officer asked dad to give him the bill whatever it was and told him that he knew them
all very well and he would collect the money in double with some proper disciplines
Dad refused to accept his money telling him that it was not his fault for the bad behavior
of some irresponsible soldiers.
He explained to dad that they were not pure Germans but from other small occupied
countries as volunteers.
He paid dad and apologized on behalf of the cheating soldiers and didn’t see them again.
I remember in those few days that the marines stayed there; next to our shop there was a
long big caravan which was used as a pay office.
A few days later I noticed that it was not only pay office but also they were printing
money as well specially for the German army in Greece.
We were wondering why most soldiers had money in abundance and yet some would
cheat.
They were not printing only German money as they wished but also the German
appointed Greek Government was doing the same.
Within three years they’d printed unimaginable amount of notes and the inflation reached
the zenith; to think; to buy bread we had to carry a bundle of notes.
I will display one note of five million drachmas which would buy packet of cigarettes
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This is one side of a Greek Bank note printed in 1944 and it was the smallest of the
250.000.000 which was the highest

This is the other side of the same note

When the war ended we had in our house about four sacks of paper notes which we used
them to start fire because they were invalid any more.

The transportation
The public transport for the civilians was limited because of lack of petrol and people
traveled restricted always obtaining in advance special permit from the local authorities.
There were no trains, buses or taxis but only horse drawn carts and walking. Some times
the German drivers would pick up some travelers with pay when they knew they will not
be checked.
In our village people used mostly the horse carts or they would walk the nine kilometers
distance to the city of Thessaloniki and on the way back it was easy to find some
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gardeners returning home from the market empty and they would pick up the fellow
villagers free of charge.
During that period the Germans had a small locomotive train with 3-4 carriages which
every morning was leaving from the city’s central station with railway maintenance
workers to drop them off in various stations for the days work; the workers called that
train (Balle)
While the workers were coming off the train; traveler’s men women and children would
jump in illegally to travel for free to do their shopping or business in the city. The return
trip was a non stop one and in the afternoon the same train would pick them up and take
them back home.
One day dad sent me to go downtown to buy ouzo in two ten liters bottle containers.
When Balle stopped at our station and the workers alighted from the carriages I jumped
in with some fifty other clandestine and enjoyed the trip to the next station. During the
trip I made plans to go to the city’s beach and enjoy a nice swim.
When the train stopped at the Lahanokipos station and left there the last workers instead
of going back to Thessaloniki continued full steam some twenty kilometers farther out of
the station and stopped in the middle of nowhere
To our surprise we saw half a dozen armed soldiers coming down from the locomotive
ordering us with the automatic guns aiming on us to come out and walk into the fields
and away from the train.
We all thought that they will shoot us and panicked. As soon as we walked away the train
left us there and headed back to Thessaloniki with the Germans laughing at us and doing
dirty gestures. This was a revenge punishment for using illegally their train.
It took us (the young ones) about six hours to walk our way back home empty handed
and tired; after that neither I nor the others attempted to use the Balle.
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The map of the region of Thessaloniki and the Thermaikos gulf; the doted black lines
are the rail system which the bottom left goes to Athens, the middle to Yugoslavia and
the right to Bulgaria and Turkey.
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Autumn 1942 this picture of a German battleship anchored in the port of Thessaloniki
were given by a German naval officer to my father. He was born from German parents
in USA but; when he went to Germany in 1939 to visit his relatives he was trapped
there and drafted to serve in the navy.
He would come every day to our shop to drink and meet my dad to have some
conversation in English about America etc. Dad was always cautious when he was
making negative comments against Hitler and the war.
On the background is visible the eastern part of the city

This battleship; I remember was anchored for a while at the port of Thessaloniki to
protect the port the rail station and other German bases. It was the biggest ship we ever
had seen before.
It was heavily armed with large cannons and antiaircraft guns
Before winter sailed towards the North African shores

Back to school
Since the Greek-Italian war started in October 28 1940 I never step a foot to a school and
I was really frustrated thinking that I will grow to be an illiterate for the rest of my life.
Couple of my friends went to high school in Thessaloniki and although they had classes
every second day and tree hours only it was better than nothing.
Often I was grumbling to my parents to send me to high school instead of wasting my
valuable time selling things to German soldiers and working in the community office
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waiting from people to give me a tip for doing favors. Even Mr Mitso the secretary
encouraged dad to do something before it was late.
So; one day he went to Thessaloniki to meet his first cousin Elizabeth and her daughter
Katina who was a high school teacher if they would rent a room for me and if Katina
agreed to tuition me for the exams in September.
They were more than happy to do this because before the war every summer the
weekends they would spend it with us enjoying the lifestyle of the villagers and also
meeting old friends and other relatives from Mouradyie.
Aunty Elizabeth prepared a room with an iron bed a small table with uneven legs and
wooden chair near the store.
The first night I had a massive attack from blood sucking bugs and couldn’t sleep at all
and my back legs and chest was red from the bites.
In the morning I went to show the bites to my aunty and she told me not to worry and to
make sure that I will not have another night like that I slept a few night under the tree
because it was summer and the nights were warm until we disinfected the room and the
bed with kerosene.
I liked this change of life in the city because I had all the time to enjoy swimming. Joy
riding on the back and on the side steps of the trams; one day my luck ran out when a
policeman grabbed me from my shirt and took me strait to the police station where there
were some more kids for the same sin and others for thefts. They took our names and
after they whipped us several times on the buttock and legs and let us go with a warning;
if we do the same mistake the punishment will be harsher. So I learned my lesson well
Every lunch time my three cousins and I would go to get from the University’s students
club meal with coupons which we had them from Katrina’s fiancé who was in charge of
the meal distribution to students and always he would give us several coupons to feed
twenty people; usually the meal was soups with vegetables and never with meat but my
mother would brink me twice better food from the village; eggs; chicken; milk; butter and
bread.
Aunty Elizabeth, a short and fat lady, would ask me to do various jobs around the house
and the garden. Having had some knowledge about gardening I prepared a small plot and
planted some vegetables and build a chook house and always she was sending me to
bring water from the public tap couple of hundred meters away water in the buckets for
the garden and for the house need, this would take almost 4-6 hours because the water
was running so slow that the tins, buckets and other water containers were lined up for
several meters on the side of the street for their turn to be filled with water. Meanwhile I
would go to play with other kids or go altogether to climb on the back or on the side steps
of the tram for a joyride
Katina the high school teacher was putting every afford to tuition me on the subjects I
was needed to pass but it was impossible for me to learn all of them and my hope was to
get some help from John Kourtidis who was one of the examiners at the 3 rd High school
of Thessaloniki.
This school wasn’t taken by the Germans because was very old and unsafe for the Army.
When the time arrived for the exams I was trembling like a dog. I was feeling as if I was
going to be executed, but, earlier my dad spoke to John and he came to help me a little
and to calm me.
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When the results came out I learned that I’ve had passed with 11, 25 out of 20. For me it
was great achievement to go back to school and for Katina too but for the cousins Lela,
Ioulia and Irene who never interrupted their studies from their school I was regarded as
an uneducated

A narrow street in the Kamara district of Thessaloniki

The ancient Roman arch (Kamara) the gate to the city of Thessaloniki which was
within the tall walls. The tram were my favored for joy riding
In September when we started school I didn’t let myself to be eaten by the bed bugs again
at their place, I went with my good friend Theophilos to share with him a room with no
beds but with a table and two chairs close to the school, the room was large and we slept
on a hay mattress on the floor.

42
Although food was scarce during the war our mothers would bring us every Sunday fresh
food from the village. Theophilos’s family also owned cows and they produced cheese
butter and ricotta and we had them in abundance.
In particular the ricotta was always fresh and we had to hang the bag outside on the tree
branch to strain it but one day the cats and the dogs and probably thieves took the whole
bag: then we had to hang it in the room but we adjusted it the drops from the bag to go
through a floor hole in to the basement to avoid the smell, two weeks later we had mice
all over the place.
The school was overcrowded. In a city of half a million people only three schools were in
operation, the German Army took all the others So we had school every other day and
only half day which made it difficult to learn under those conditions. During our free time
we would play or walk in the narrow streets of Thessaloniki to discover new places to
make new friends and to play machine soccer games at the local clubs and at night we
would go to listen and admire from the street the singer and bouzouki player Tsitsanis at
a tavern close by to our neighbored hood.
Theophilos and I grew up in the same village and we were good friends but couple of
months later his sister and older brother moved in and my father found a new place for
me. He asked me to stay with the family of his Armenian friend Semertzian.
I wasn’t very happy to live with people of differed culture but I had no choice. I stayed
for two weeks and I was very disappointed with their way of life. They were eating so
much garlic that the strong smell would make me to suffocate and after that much garlic
they had consumed I was appalled to hear every few minutes their loud farts with awful
smell
I went back home and decided to go to school walking or asking a lift from our villager
who were traveling to and from the towns market every day or hopping in to the railway
workers train ( the Bale) illegally as many people did with little risk to be caught by the
Germans
The distance to walk to the school was approximately 10 kilometers and I could cover the
distance in two hours, so, I had to I had to hit the road earlier than 6 o’clock in the
morning to arrive just before 8am and then after school I had to walk again or to find any
of the transports since there were no public transport during the war in many places.
One day dad asked me to take with me the 20 liters empty glass container and bring some
ouzo for the shop. I went to the station and when the train arrived with the maintenance
workers and came out of the carriages all the illegal rushed in to the wagons and we
looked happy, but.
Instead the train to go towards the city went to the opposite way and stopped thirty
kilometers away in a deserted place. Suddenly from one of the front carriage which had
to doors closed a dozen armed German soldiers jumped out and ordered all of us under
gunpoint to come down and walk towards the farms away from the train.
Everybody thought that they will shot us. We walked away in fear and as soon as we
were in some distance from the train the bastards jumped in the front carriage with
laughter’s and the train left backwards quickly towards the city living us in nowhere to
make us walk back to the village.
It took me almost 6 hours to arrive home empty handed and no school as for some elderly
was a torture to make it back (They taught us a lesson).
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Despite the hardship I was experiencing then I was determined to go to school rather than
doing nothing. This agitated my friend Fotis and started showing some interest to follow
my steps. His father had a café and was well educated who served in the police and also
he was elected as mayor for a number of years and their shop was near the station and
handy for the horse carts travelers.
In the middle of the school year his father managed to enroll him to the same high school
I was in and I was happy to have my friend Foti with me at school. We walked for a few
days together but he didn’t like walking at all. So his dad bought us a bicycle with solid
rubber wheels to go to school faster but that was slower than walking because of the bad
and rough road. We used it for a week and our bums were red with injuries that made us
even difficult to walk. Fotis was not happy and he gave it away quickly living me again
alone.

The “mass” execution
I continued going to school two and tree times a week mostly by foot hitting the road
early in the morning. One morning in the spring of 1943 wasn’t to be for me a happy day.
As I left home and walked for a kilometer near the road junction to Kilkis I saw several
army trucks on the side of the road and just before to approached them some German
soldiers they made sign to me to stop. I stopped and curiously I was watching all the
movements and noticed that from the trucks were coming out civilians in a row five at the
time as if were tight one to another heading towards in front of an excavated hill and I
didn’t now why.
Meanwhile a man with an oxen cart arrived who was ordered to stop too and asked me
why they don’t allow us to go. I told him I didn’t know
There were about ten trucks an app. forty soldiers and about fifty civilians standing in a
line.
Suddenly a barras of machinegun noise and smoke covert the scene; when the smoke
cleared we couldn’t see the civilians any more. The man on the oxen cart angrily said
“the bastards executed our people”
Quickly the trucks and the soldiers left accept one
I walked and I passed the place of execution hurriedly looking on my left; half a dozen
soldiers with shovels were burying the dead bodies.
I was very distressed and upset but I went to school about 40 minutes late. I entered the
classroom apologizing to the teacher and to my classmates for being late.
Apparently my face was pale sowing grimaces. The teacher questioned me what was
wrong with me. Then I explained to them in tears what I’d seen on the way to school near
the Kilkis junction and they wouldn’t believe me. John (the teacher) took me in the office
and told the headmaster about the incident and immediately he released me to go home.
I took the same route because there was not any other and walking like a tired old man
thinking why they killed those men? What they had done?
When I approached the execution place I saw two men, I went closer and saw they were
middle age men sitting on the mass grave crying for their loved sons. They told me that
all men were captured in farms and villages and jailed in reprisal because the guerrillas
somewhere near Mount Olympus ambushed the German convoys and for every one
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German killed those executed ten Greeks and they would do it almost in full view of the
public as a deterrent to stop the attackers.
I shared their sorrow crying with them and left to go home and tell it to my parents and
the people in the village. The news reached the village quickly and everyone was upset.
This was my last day at school. I didn’t want to go to school any more. I wasn’t
psychologically fit to learn and absorb even those six hours a week lousy lessons they
taught to us. I was tired walking 20 kilometers every time. I was traumatized forever.
My mother and father didn’t like me staying away from school but under those
circumstances they were happy for me to work at the community office, which housed in
the coffee house as an apprentice and help dad in the coffee shop in busy times and at our
farm whenever needed.
I accepted their proposal hoping one day the war would finish and everything will be
again normal.
.

The trip to Veria
After that awful spider experience and other adventures I spent time working at the
Community Office helping mum and dad at the shop without any pay but sometimes I
would accept small tips.
One day. At the end of August my mother told me that she and I had to take a trip to
Veria, a large country town 70 kilometers north west of Thessaloniki to visit her first
cousin Panayotis.
I met Panayotis some years earlier. He was a short man with blue eyes strait hair and
quite smart with good education in Greek and Turkish and I knew he had leading role in
the resistance organization of EAM sympathizers to communist party.
Mum told me that we had to go by train because by road there was strict control by the
Greek security and she wanted to avoid them for some reason
I was curious to know why suddenly we decided to go there and by train and I never
found out but I was suspicious that mum had something to do with the resistance. I didn’t
care much and what I cared was to see the town and meet my cousins and have good time
We boarded the train from the central station and with several stops, almost in every
station we arrived in Verria. The station is quite far from the town but my uncle, aunty
and the three cousins were at the station waiting for us. Next to the station and in fact
opposite was uncles farm and we walked strait there and under the shade of the trees we
sat to rest. I was very excited and as soon as I became acquainted we went to see the
nearby big river to catch some craps from under the stones.
Just before sunset we boarded the long spring less horse cart and headed home through
the main road. This was the business area with all sorts of old shops alongside the street.
Uncle’s house was an old double story Turkish house with a large verandah three
bedrooms and a kitchen and the ground floor, as usual, was the stable for the horse, the
donkey and other animals. They were part of their life and depended on them for their
livelihood and looked after them as themselves.
Couple of days later I met several kids in the neighborhood but I noticed they were little
reserved towards me and some of them kept me in distance. I asked my cousin to explain
me why they treat me with suspicion.
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He solved my curiosity when he told me that; most adults in the town, which was near the
mountain and the liberation army of ELAS was members of the resistance and belonged
to EAM and the youths to EPON and all were well organized to fight the Germans for the
liberation of Greece.
I knew about these organizations but in our village we had not involved officially yet
with these organizations because the location was not suitable.
Cousin John who was a leader talked to his mob that I was trusted and soon I been
surrounded by many of them. They wended to know about me and the town of
Thessalonica and quickly everyone liked me
Verria was build on the foot of the mountain Vermion and the highway was passing
through the town connecting Kozani and Athens through rough and winding road which
was the target of the partisans often ambushing and sabotaging the German convoys and
this was their way of fighting the enemy.
At night they would attack with mortars German army establishments and this was taking
place at least once or twice a week attacking the nearby army barracks and the Germans
would retaliate on innocent civilians when they had victims
One day while we were playing soccer game kicking a cloth ball a young man past
through running like a puma; couple hundred yards behind him a group of armed
Germans were chasing him shooting in the air. The young man apparently jumped a high
stone wall and disappeared among the old houses. The soldiers searched everywhere but
couldn’t locate him and in frustration they set fire to a house where an elderly couple
lived. They suspected that they were hiding him.

Some (14-18 years old) selected children played a very important role for the struggle to
freedom during the German occupation. In particular Cousin John organized wood
cutting trips to the bush which was a usual practice to stock wire wood for domestic use
for the people of Verria.
Every day 10-15 boys with donkeys or mules saddled would start the trip early in the
morning following the narrow and steep track towards the thick forest to cut the allowed
trees only, by the forestry department.
At the starting point of the track usually was checked by a German guard looking for
guns etc. but we never carried such items. We always had with us food much more than
what we could eat and almost all the food was for the partisans.
On arrival to the spot John was collecting all the food and would travel farther up in the
bush to a secret place to meet the guerrilla leaders to give the food and exchange
information
This procedure was repeated every day with quite a high risk to our safety but we took
the risk for our country.
Once, because I could speak some German I took a mission to buy from German soldiers
anything they had for sale; all for the resistance army.
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The map of central and west of Macedonia with the highest mountain of Olympus,
Pieria and Vermion where most resistance activities took place
Mission disaster
One day John his brother Vasilis and I went to their ten acres farm near the banks of the
shallow and stony river. Right opposite was the institute of cotton research establishment,
which the Germans turned it to an ammunition stores and the head quarters in joint
operation with the Italian forces.
On the other side the highway was passing alongside the institute and the farming village
Macrohori which means (long village), which in fact it was 2 miles long.
Our job for that day was to harvest some corns and to remove the sesame plants and stack
them in groups for the process of drying and before sunset we took the horse and the cart
and departed to go home.
On the same night and at about 11 o clock the whole town of Veria was awakened from
gun, machinegun and mortar noise coming from the direction of Macrohori. Most people
run to their shelters and no one knew what was happening.
Later in the morning the news spread quickly and we learned that the partisans of ELAS
(Greek National Liberation Army) in cooperation with the Italian security unit secretly
from the Germans agreed to open the back gates open for the partisan to capture all the
Germans and take away all the ammunitions. But
That secret arrangement wasn’t secret at all. The Italian officer who made the
arrangement was a double agent and all the plans the partisans made was handed over to
Gestapo and SS
What the Germans did was to bring earlier strong reinforcements and planed to leave the
gates open let them come in and trap all the partisans and kill them without mercy
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We learned that more than three hundred Greek partisans came with mules and horses
and some with cart too to carry the loots but they been betrayed badly and paid heavy
price.
When things calmed down couple of day’s later Uncle Panayiotis sent us again to go and
see what happened there. Before we go to the farm we passed from the nearby farmhouse
to learn more about the tragedy but nobody was there and all the crops were damaged
from trampling.
When we arrived to Uncles farm it worst and didn’t know what to do.
We gathered some corns and grass for the horse and sat under the tree to eat some food.
All of sudden a patrol of six armed soldiers armed with automatic guns came and arrested
us. Young Vasilis scared and started to cry.
I asked them in quite well German; what was the reason for our arrest
They told us not to worry. The leader told us to get each a pick and shovel and follow one
of the soldiers. We did and the rest followed us with the guns pointing on our back. We
walked in single row through the thick bush alongside the river to a field with sesame and
came up to a macabre scene.
There were one young and a middle age man had killed two days ago and their bodies
were swollen with stinking smell and thousands of flies and worms were eating their
flesh
They ordered us to dig a large hole next to the bodies and bury them.
We guest that the Germans had been there earlier and removed whatever they carried
with them
We followed their instruction and buried them not knowing who they were. When we
finished the job they let us go
We went home in sock to tell to our parents and friends about this ugly incident which
never erased from my memory
I wanted to go back home but it was very risky to travel through the check points which
were under the Greek collaborators (traitors) control.
Even traveling from one village to another people had to have special permit from their
authorities and when they had the least suspicion they could execute you on the spot
without questions asked.
The failed and disastrous loses the partisans had wasn’t forgotten. We knew that the
partisans will take revenge and strike somewhere soon.
Some days later in full daylight couple hundred of partisans ambushed a convoy of ten
apparently retreating trucks carrying ammunitions heading towards Thessaloniki. The
location was near the village of Macrohori. They captured all the drivers and co-drivers;
took all the ammunitions and set fire to every vehicle and disappeared through the thick
corn fields on the mountains.
For that; many innocent people paid very high price.
A large unit of SS soldiers came from Veria and burned every single house stable of the
sparsely built village Macrohori; even the school and the two churches burned to the
ground.
Amazingly they didn’t kill anyone because they found no one in their houses. As soon as
the people witnessed the sabotage and the burning of the trucks they escaped young and
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old to the nearby villages. For two days we could see from Veria the whole village going
up in flames and in thick smoke.
When the flames and the smoke died down we went from curiosity to see what damage
they caused. Sure they caused extensive damage to most houses and to a few animals
which trapped in the stables but most escaped and survived and others like chicken hens
and cats dispersed in the fields and when the owners returned they returned too

Home sickness
Our stay in Veria wasn’t that pleasant because it was a conflicting place amongst the
Germans and the partisans.
We knew that the Germans were losing the war in every front and we were anxious to see
that to happen in Greece also
The one way movement of the German army gave us some suspicion that something was
happening and the feeling of freedom started to blow all over the country but still
Germans were in every corner and caused us concern.
I was really home sick; I had not seen dad now for more than three months and hardly
had news from him neither did he
Another problem that I had to face was the young Vasilis. For some reason he didn’t like
me much and often we had arguments telling me off to go home and other abuses for
which his dad punished him for that unacceptable behavior but he was stubborn boy; he
was ok when I gave him candies.
Veria is in close proximity to the ancient city of Vergina where Alexander the Great
reigned and had his palaces there; the town was regarded very popular having had the
national highway passing through and also the river with the endless water supply
through the dip ravine to the rich farming plains in central Macedonia
The river with the magnificent banks and plane trees was a popular playground for the
kids to play and swim and also for the adults and lovers to enjoy a drink of ouzo, retsina
or coffee in the idyllic taverns of Barbouta.
My preferred place to play was the winding steep tracks to ride my go cart in high speed
some three hundred meters from the top down to river bank. It was dangerous but some
other kids and I then didn’t know how risky was
From the beginning of October 1944 there was an unusual movement of the armored
vehicles trucks and tanks and rumors were spreading around that the Germans were
withdrawing. Every day thousands would set camped in open spaces and in wide streets
to rest and we could see then not very happy. Many of them were selling anything
regarded as surplus.

On October 12 1944 the news arrived that the Germans evacuated Athens and the city
gained its freedom. We elated to learn the news but couldn’t celebrate it openly and
everyone avoided aggravating their pride and kept quiet in their presence and from
behind their back there was a party wherever was safe to do it
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On October 20 1944 we learned that the town of Edessa approx. 60 kilometers and
Naousa 30 kilometer away were free but the connecting road was still under the control
of the German patrol troops who were protecting the highway supporting the retreating
army.
I remember there was a big party meeting at uncle’s place and they decided since the
Germans were leaving quietly not to confront them to avoid an unnecessary bloodshed
because still they were heavily armed; instead
Since Naousa was free they organized to send the theatrical unit of Veria to Naousa to
stage a patriotic performance of the occasion
In short notice all the actors and singers were ready but they needed a few horses and
mules to carry their musical organs and personal things.
Cousin John organized that and asked me to accompany him for a few days. I was
delighted to be part of the mission but my mother objected and after a heated argument
and uncle’s intervention I was allowed to go.
The group consisted from a dozen artist and four assistants including us two
John was a good and expert horseman and had good local knowledge in Veria and
Naousa area and planned the trip to be safe from the German patrols on the main road.
He used some goat tracks on the slopes not visible by the Germans and we covered
ourselves walking next to the animals in great distance from each other. We covert the
distance within 6 hours and when we entered the town of Naousa there was a
pandemonium from celebrations
The local party officials met us and they made all the accommodation arrangements for
all of us. John and I were allocated to stay with a very rich and elderly family which
provided good breakfast that we had never had seen before. The party officials supplied
us with coupons to eat at a restaurant lunch and dinner.
Next day there was a mass celebration for the liberation with speeches and theatrical
performances.
Amongst the speakers there was an American army captain in uniform who spoke in
English and then in perfect Greek. When he mentioned his name (Michael Lafazanis)
John and I jumped up to say that he must be our second cousin.
After the speeches we approached him and identified ourselves and he was crying from
enthusiasm to meet us. Particularly he hugged and kissed me several times and started
telling me about his life’s story which I already knew but I let him to tell us
He said to me “When your dad migrated to the USA in 1910 my mum then was a
widow and she had my sister 9 and me 7 years old. Couple of years later she sent a
letter to him asking to nominate her and us to go to America and he did it strait away
paying all our fares from Smyrna to New York and finally when we arrived we settled
to Astoria which was like a Greek town, We didn’t see him because he was in San
Francisco but when he volunteered to join the Greek Army in 1919 to take part in the
Asian Minor expedition he came to see us and stayed couple of days with us. We owe to
him gratitude for helping us to come here and we regard him as our father. I was lucky
to finish the college here and also the military school to become an USA Army officer.
Now I am send here in Greece on a mission to help the Greek Liberation Army ELAS.”
We been together couple of times but he was very busy and he moved elsewhere with his
mission.
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Four day later we learned that Veria was free too and all the Germans withdrawn to
Thessaloniki. We picked up our things and in a hurry prepared the horses and now using
the main road we arrived in Veria in no time to see thousands of people enjoying the
freedom in jubilation.
Thessaloniki was the first city the Germans occupied and now everyone is waiting to be
the last to be liberated from the tyrants. Almost four years of oppression was too much
for our people to bear.
Anxiously I was waiting for that moment to go back home and on the 30th of October the
last German units were leaving the city of the north Greece.
The withdrawal was very destructive to the country’s infrastructures leaving behind them
ruins with blown up bridges buildings and transport system
My first request to mum was to returnee home but the whole country was in chaos with
no public or private transport so mum suggested waiting another couple of weeks more. I
had no more patience. I was 15 years old and quite fit and strong determined to walk the
70 kilometer distance.
In the morning uncle Panayiotis made an arrangement with two party members to give
me a lift and travel with them with their hors cart to Halkidona which is little more than
half the distance to Thessaloniki.
We left early in the morning in such a slow pace I thought we never will make it. The
horse; a skin and bone creature hardly could walk and the cart without springs on a road
with thousands potholes was causing concern to our bones.
The two men in their fifties all the conversation they made was about the communist
party and political maters something that didn’t interest me at all and most of the time I
preferred to walk couple kilometers ahead and wait for them than to ride on that bone
breaking cart .
The first day we covered about 30 kilometers in ten hours and just before dark we arrived
to a small village Kalohori. They went to meet the president who provided to us
accommodation and meal. He was very hospitable and his wife cooked for us chicken
and soup and other home made goodies and all drank ouzo to celebrate the occasion of
freedom. I was out of place and kept quiet all the night since in Greece the adults do not
allow the children to interfere in their conversations; if they do they tell you “shut up”
(skase).
Next morning after a good breakfast we begun another boring trip but I was happy that
the gap was narrowing.
In the afternoon we arrived to a larger town of Halkidona which was their destination.
The main street was decorated with Greek flag and in every house there was raised also a
Greek flag and the people with the liberation army together were celebrating singing
patriotic songs; most of them trunk shooting in the air with their pistols revolvers and
guns.
In this town again we stayed with the president’s family. They looked after us and I had
more fun there than in the previous small village
I went to the EPON club and I gathered more information about the roads and bridges
and they told me which roads to follow to go home easier.
Next day early in the morning I hit the road again and I had to cover the 32 kilometers
distance in about 6-7 hours.
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Not very far from the town of Halkidona is the Axios River the largest in north Greece
deep and fast running. When I arrived there I had a sock to see both railway and road
bridges four hundred meters long blown and sank into the water.
Hundreds of people of all ages were gathered on both sides unable to cross the river but
some partisan officials were directing people to walk ten kilometers downwards to use
the only ferry serving the farmers to take them from one side to another.
Using the embankment road I followed the crowd and in couple of hours we were there
queuing for my turn. Priority had the oxen carts the horses and donkeys and the farmers
then the public. All paid a small fee and when the conductor came to me I told him I had
no money at all and he let me have a free ride.
From that point my village is still quite far to make it in the same day and I was certain
that I could make it to the village of Sindos which is before our village which the two
villages are separated by the wide river Galikos.
I would be happy to reach Sindos that night where I had two first cousins there and I
knew the place very well and I would be well come.
I walked in muddy roads in sandy roads and finally tired exhausted and dirty and just
before dark I was knocking my mother’s sister’s door aunty Nikoleta. Sadly she wasn’t
there to open the door because she’d passed away some years earlier but to the nock
responded my cousins George and Michael. They were speechless to see me in such a
state; I looked like a beggar they didn’t know about my adventure.
I washed myself to feel little comfortable; we had something to eat and we talked all
night about the Germans and the war. To my disappointment they told me that all the
bridges of the river Galikos were blown up and the only way to go home was to pass the
river by foot. We had good knowledge of the river area and I decided to cross it by foot
near the farm of my mother’s brother Manoli. That spot was wider with less current; in
about an hour I was there and I’d estimated the water would be about the waste.
My problem was to keep my clothe dry. Therefore I cut a branch from a willow tree; I
took my cloths off and tight them up at the end and kept it high above the water and
slowly walked through the cold and murky waters to the opposite side, I stayed a few
minutes naked to dry and put my clothes and cutting short through the vegetable gardens
I was now in the village. Friends met me but all I wanted was to go and meet my father to
see how he managed by himself for three months.
When I walked in to the coffee shop he was ecstatic and surprised to see me alone but
explained why mum couldn’t come at that stage. The place was different now in
November with the trees without leaves and our kitchen that facing the highway had a big
hole from the German tanks which fired several shots when they saw my dad’s moving in
the front yard; they shot at him but missed him but an acacia tree wasn’t that lucky; it was
chopped two feet above the ground
Two weeks later my mother arrived to join us. The British Army engineers build a
temporary bridge over the Axios and Galikos River and restored the traffic.
For the liberation of Thessaloniki important role-played the partisan’s army of ELAS
who moved quickly to avert the destruction of the port and the power station of the city
and other important places from the Germans. Unfortunately they couldn’t prevent
everything
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As they were leaving the city a strong contingency of supporting units protected those
who systematically were blowing up the railway system the telephone and telegraph
poles, storages of food and ammunition and finally the bridges;
According to my dads story; the last soldiers to leave our village before the blasting team
arrive near our shop were the Station masters who lived just across the shop at Mr Sari’s
house. The train stopped near our shop to pick them up; dad was one of the few who
stayed put and not abandon his shop and house.
They all came to say “good bye” to my dad. The last to stay longer and had an ouzo with
dad was Carl Shlitzer; a good friend of the villagers.
Dad risked persuading him to stay bach and defect because all of them would bee the
target of partisans before they leave Greece and particularly in Tito’s Yugoslavia. He
thought to do it but finally he decided to follow the rest. He believed that Germany would
win the war. He kissed dad good bye and accepted a small bottle of ouzo for the road.
The train moved slowly because from the last two wagons a supply team of dynamites
was helping others to blast the rails every ten feet and the telephone polls in half; all this
operation was protected by patrolling tanks.
Finally when the war ended in 1944 dad receive a letter from Carl telling him that he was
in Zagreb in a prison camp. He and some others who survived an ambush were captured
by the Serb partisans and sent to Zagreb prison camp; while there he asked dad to send
him cigarettes or tobacco and dad responded with pleasure and sent him both but did not
received them all as he said later in his letter. After that we lost contact; that was in 1945
after the end of WW2
There wasn’t any one who wasn’t happy to be free from the German occupation. As
everyone hoped for a better life and better days ahead the situation in our country was in
chaos. There wasn’t any authority to control people from looting the country’s property;
damaged or not; also the act of violence by people taking revenge by killing or bashing
against other people with different political believes.
I’ve witnessed a lot of ugly cases. Even I went to steal from a damaged building a door to
make a bed because I didn’t have one I used to slept on the hay mattress which was on
the floor and I carried it on my back from 2 kilometers away. Mum and dad weren’t
happy and cautioned me no to repeat such an act again.
The liberating communist forces ELAS (ΕΛΑΣ) army and the opposition nationalist
EDES (ΕΔΕΣ) army were two antagonizing guerrilla type armies and weren’t well
organized to govern the country and were in clash from the beginning until the war
ended.
Apart from those two; we had the original government which returned from exile in
Egypt and claimed the legitimacy of power to govern.
And until they come to an agreement I will unwind the tape of my memory about the
events I have witnessed in a short period of time.
The looting was indescribable as thousands of people rushed to take advantage to take
anything they could remove from building, stores of food and ammunitions, machineries
and other stuff
Before the war; between our two communities; Nea Magnesia and Diavata and
Thessaloniki there was an empty space of about 6 kilometers. When the Germans
occupied Greece that space within six months developed to a giant railway complex for
the needs of their army
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This complex of factories, buildings, barracks and storages demolished and looted within
a week to the last brick. In another station after our village of Lahanokipos on a rail
carriage there was a big diesel electric power generator on four iron wheels almost brand
new.
The local communist party officials of EAM decided to remove it and install the
generator in our village, which had no electricity at all. They mobilized hundreds of
people to construct a rump to roll it on the ground; then about twenty horses and many
people to tow the heavy unit three kilometers through the muddy and sandy road in the
open space next to the town hall’s block of land.
They called from Thessaloniki an engineer to inspect and start it. I was curious to see if
he could manage to start it and he did and gave the ok that it was in perfect condition and
very modern.
Since there was no official government and other authority they obliged Mr. Athanasio
Hadjimarko; a local builder and engineer to build a concrete base to place the unit and
then to erect around it the building; as for the bricks and other materials they sent other
people to collect them from other demolished buildings.
Before they put the roof the railway authorities sent two representatives to claim it
because according to them the unit belonged to them and they needed for their machine
shop and the acquisition was illegal.
I’d never seen that many angry people bushing those two poor guys. If it weren’t for a
few elderly and wise men to intervene they would have kill them. They left with their
faces covert in blood and hardly able to walk.
Next day about fifty armed soldiers of ELAS came and arrest all the EAM officials and
took the away for questioning.
Next day a team of experts under guard protection came and towed the unit away and left
the building empty.

The execution of Ari
Ari was a young man who; perhaps because of hunger or he sympathized them he joined
the occupation security forces and in fact to fight the partisans. He was regarded as a
collaborator with the Germans
He fell in love with a local girl and became engage but he wasn’t liked much by the
villagers
When the Germans were retreating from Thessaloniki he was engaged in a gunfight with
the partisans and he lost by a bullet both his eyes and captured. After a temporary
treatment they handed him over to the local militia. They put him on public trial by the
people in our school yard and forced everyone to be there to make a decision by raising
his/her hand.
The judges were three party members standing on a ox cart with Ari next to them and
without questions asked they sentenced him to death and they asked all to raise their
hand. Who dared not to raise his hand?
I was watching the whole procedure, which lasted only a few minutes.
When they said “DEATH” two Serbian associated partisans drugged him down, put him
against the schools wall and executed him in front of hundreds of people.
His fiancée frantically tried to save him crying and begging the “judges” to spare his life;
since he was blinded and already paid for his criIt was an awful scene.
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Nikos Kavalieros
Nikos was a prominent and well off citizen in our village; he settled before the II WW
and build an engine driven flourmill to serve the needs of the surrounding villages; since
the only water mill we had couldn’t coop with the increasing demands
He was very kind and generous man and was well-respected and good friend with
everyone; except probably with one or two.
One day all of a sudden he disappeared and his absence concerned fears that something
was wrong. In vain his wife and his two young children were looking for him in every
possible place
The mystery came in light when three weeks later the hungry dogs dug off a shallow
grave in the sandy banks of the River Galikos and uncovered his body
Suspicions went towards two of the communist EAM party officials but they pretended
ignorance
In later months when a Greek legitimate government established they disappeared to the
communist block countries and lived there in self-exile more than 40 years without being
prosecuted.

The Koniali family
In a farmhouse on the outskirts of our village next to the farm of Thanasi Hadjimarkos
lived a middle age couple with their 18-year-old son. They struggle to make living
cultivating vegetables.
One morning in November 1944 when my friend Nick Hadjimarkos with some other
workers went to their farm to gather cabbages and carrots; he though to go and greet them
as he used to do often;
He found the door open and called them to say hello but didn’t get any answer. He
walked in to see why there wasn’t any response and he came upon a macabre scene.
All three were lying in the rooms dead with their heads and the walls covered in blood.
Nick ran to tell the news to his dad and in minutes all the villagers informed about this
atrocious crime which never been solved
I was one of the curious who witness the terrible murders.

Tall Antonio “the traitor”
Antonio was a tall man app. 35 years old from a village close to Veria who during the
German occupation collaborated and joined the security forces. When the Germans
withdrew he was captured in our village by the liberation army ELAS and jailed in a
temporary detention house with some others.
Apparently he had committed several crimes against his fellow villagers. When they
discovered about his presence; some of his fellow villagers that fell victims from his acts
came armed to take revenge.
They demanded from the local militia authorities to take him away and put him on trial in
their own village.
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Then I was a teenage boy helping the secretary typing various items at the office and I
witnessed the heated argument they had. Finally they took him away despite his objection
and walked towards Thessaloniki arguing about his killings. Thirty and more people and
mostly children including me with curiosity followed them
Suddenly the capturers changed direction towards the farms. Tall Antonis suspected that
something would go wrong and started to argue with his old friends but couldn’t run
away with his hand tight behind his back.
Then one of them pulled a knife and stabbed him on the back several times telling the
people. “This bastard raped my wife and killed my two children because I joined the
liberation army”
Well! We all witnessed that horrible killing committed in front of us. The country was in
anarchy and everybody could anything in those days.

The great explosion
As I mentioned earlier the looting and destruction of public properties for more than two
months was uncontrollable. Even those who were regarded officials and who owed to
protect the nations property they were looting more than the others.
The children preferred to loot ammunitions gunpowder from shells and bombs to play
and make pyrotechnics. Among those, my friend Nikos Hadjimarkos and I were the
masters in collecting all those dangerous things and dynamites of all sizes. We used an
old underground bunker to hide them and in a short time we accumulated explosives to
blow up the whole town and no one new about our collections. We had bundles of fuses
and thousands of detonators in our possession.
One day we went to the nearby railway station of Lahanokipos where the Germans left a
train with thirty and more carriages intact full with ammunitions.
When Niko and I arrived there to get some particular shells to open them up for the
gunpowder; we met six younger boys 10-12 from our village we knew and saw them
trying to open the boxes by hitting them with an ax.
We warned them that if they hit the shells capsule it may explode. They didn’t listen.
Instead they told us to f…. off.
We left in a hurry and went to the abandoned station with the telephones and telegraphs
damaged and empty. We found nothing to get from there but farther down there was a tall
concrete water tank to supply water for the steam engines. We looked up and we saw the
chain of the float showing the tank was empty. We used the narrow iron step ladder and
climbed to the top of the tank to see if it was empty; yes it was empty and the view from
up there was magnificent. We liked the chain of the water indicator and we decided to
remove it. Nick went down to unhook it and I lifted up and threw it on the ground and
both came down and put it in our sack.
A few minutes later a middle age man and a young boy about 18 arrived there; the man
introduced himself as the station master who worked there and the boy his son who came
to see the station.
After a short conversation we said good bye and decided to go home.
As we walked alongside the railway we saw a derailed workers buggy; we put back on
the rails to play and to carry our lootings.
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We passed close from the carriages where our young friends still were opening the
ammunition boxes; we talked to them again and continued our trip home.
When we gained some distance of about 300 meter a loud explosion occurred which an
air pressure threw us into a ditch full of thorns. For several minutes we were unconscious
and deaf; when we gained little consciousness we ran as fast as we could to go home.
The whole town was in panic and rushed towards the station to find out what happened.
When we arrived close to our houses our parent already were out looking for us; when
they saw us coming from that direction they started asking questions what happened but
we pretended new nothing about.
Soon we learned that all the boys were killed and all they found was one shoe and part of
his leg.
Also the stationmaster’s son whom we talked earlier was hit by a shrapnel on the head
and killed instantly. His body was brought late in the afternoon in the town’s militia
office. His father went insane and was singing and talking nonsense. We went to see the
young man and felt very sorry.

The big blast
After about three months of rebellion and anarchy early in 1945 there was some stability
law and order. The western governments and allies appointed the exiled government to
govern and the communist party EAM and ELAS wasn’t recognized any more excluded
and regarded illegal political party.
This forced them to arm themselves again and start a bloody and ugly civil war which
lasted almost five years with disastrous results
This is a unique story for which I will write later
When life began to return back to normal Niko and I concerned what to with our illegal
ammunition stock. We didn’t want to give them back to the authorities. So
We thought to take them to a farm they had near the banks of the river Galikos two
kilometers out of the village to plow them up
Our plan went smoothly without anybody to notice it. We loaded their horse with more
than 500 kilograms of explosives and stack them near the running water.
I decided to light he fuse and run and jump on the cart and Nikos remained on the cart
ready to whip the horse to get away as much as we could.
It took about 30 seconds and a big explosion rocked the entire area. A black smoke and a
cloud of sand went hundreds of meter high causing a rain of sand. The horse bolted and
went into the farm and we lost our hearing for several minutes
The blast was heard as far as the city of Thessaloniki 12 kilometers away, everyone in the
village panicked again waiting to hear for more victims of children,
When we returned home everyone was asking us what happened; we pretended we knew
nothing.
It was a stupid act but then most children fallen victims of the war materials the Germans
left behind and the most dangerous were those watches, pens, wallets, purses and toys
unsuspected item which looked real but they were bombs
Many people; mostly children lost their hands, fingers and eyes from those things.
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THE END OF WWII

PERIOD C`
A new era
The II WW was over and the situation started to normalize and life to take its course for a
better future. I was now 16 and had missed 5 years of basic schooling because of the war.
Most schools started operating and still I had the desire to go to a high school in
Thessaloniki but I had to sit for an exam, which concerned me because I wasn’t prepared
for, that also the transportation or the accommodation was a problem.
Unexpectedly this problem solved when uncle Panagiotis from Veria visited us on a
business trip to Thessaloniki.
He offered me accommodation with meals all free to start school in Veria; even without
exams because he knew the headmaster. My parents agree and I was happy too to go
again there and meet the friends I made some months earlier. What bothered me was that
young Vasilis who would annoy me all the time again; otherwise it was all right.
To my surprise my friend Fotis wanted to come with me to start school there and lucky
enough uncle Panagiotis accepted him too; that way I could have had a close friend with
me.
In couple of days we were ready and using the United Nations trucks, which were
delivering food to Veria we traveled there for free hitch hiking

1945. A school photo in Veria with school friends of the neighborhood I am second on
top and Fotis is fourth.
We were in the same class room all 16-17 years old in year 12 because of the war. We
couldn’t finish the high school in time because at the age of 21 we had to go to serve in
the army compulsorily.
It was really hard for everyone to follow the lessons. Five years gap in elementary
education is a great miss for a child.
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We had faith and willingness to learn and we tried hard to improve ourselves for the
promising future.
In Veria now was altogether a different epoch and we enjoyed life with our friends
studying and helping each other and in free times walking in the most popular park of
Elia. But
This suddenly interrupted when Fotis and I had a message to return home because our
parents enrolled us in a school we had never heard before
We did as our parents requested.
We packed our belongings and hitch hiking again with the same vehicles returned home.
They told us that they enrolled us to an American Farm School on the outskirts of East
Thessaloniki for a four year course in agriculture.

THESSALONICA AGRICULTURAL AND INDUSTRIAL INSTITUTE
AMERICAN FARM SCHOOL
We new about the American Anatolia College which was only for the rich boys but we
didn’t know of the existence of American Farm School.
Another big surprise was that Nikos Hajimarkos was enrolled also. So the trio Nikos,
Fotis and I will be together as boarders for four years studying agriculture.
We were very anxious to go and see the school. For this Nikos dad Thanasi harnessed the
horse and using their cart took our mothers and us and went to visit the school and meet
the director and some teachers

59
When we entered the main gate we saw a modern town with manicured gardens and
beautiful school buildings. Not far away the dairy, pigsty and poultry and the electricity
supply station and the huge machine shop and other educational sections the whole
school was surrounded by cultivated farm which belonged to the institution
We had an extended tour in every section and couldn’t believe how lucky we was to be
part of that magnificent school. The school building was so impressive with the great
assembly hall the dormitories, class rooms even had a Greek O. Church on the roof top
floor. Also in front of the building a large swimming pool by trees and flowers

September 1945 in front of the main gate of the American Farm School
Standing Fotis Diamantopoulos Frixos Giannios Anastasios Istokoglou kneeling Nikos
Hadjimarkos and Anastasios Kolokotronis (myself)

1945. Here I am in front of the main school building” the Princeton Hall”
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1945 memorial service for the founder of the school John Henry House at the schools
cemetery; left Mrs. Joice NanKivell Loch from Queensland Australia founder of the
Girls School Mrs. Ann and Charles House directors of the American Farm School and
Mr. Sidney Loch Joice’s husband from Scotland. All dedicated their life to educate
Greek children
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Mrs. Joice Loch died on October 7/1982 in Ouranoupoli-Halkidiki Greece

1946. Joice Loch Girls School of Quakers performing an ancient Greek dance at the
American’s Farm School grounds
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The American farm School
The American Farm School founded in 1904 by American missionary Dr John
Henry House on 200 stremata of barren land outside Thesaloniki. His first students
were boys orphaned in one of the many uprising by the local population which
marked the collapse of the Ottoman Empire in the Balkan region.

Dr. House and his wife taught the rural youth of Greece the modern agricultural
methods and vocational skills necessary to achieve mastery in farming and
leadership roles in their communities. A practical idealist, Dr House believed in
training the whole individual-the head, the hands and the heart.

Modest donations of funds and equipment from loyal circles of supporters in the
U.S.A helped to sustain the School through its first years, as it bore witness to two
Balkan Wars, World War I and massive resettlement of refugees in northern
Greece from Turkey.
In 1929, Dr. House’s son Charlie succeeded him as director and guided the School
through the 1930s, a decade marked by expansion in facilities and innovation in
farm technology, then through the turmoil of the World War II years and the civil
War which followed,

Bruce M. Lansdale took over the directorship of the Farm School in 1955, serving
until his retirement in 1990. important milestone in Farm School history such as
coeducation, graduate follow-up, short courses for farmers, computerization of
school and farm facilities, student exchange programs, community development and
“training of trainers” for international groups mark the “Lansdale years.” The
School’s ongoing introduction of up-to-date farming practices played an important
role in the development ogf Greece’s highly productive agricultural sector,

In 1990, George Draper became Director of the American farm School, Today, a
staff of 100+ teachers, technicians and support personnel carry out the education
programs, supervise the boarding department, maintain the physical plan and
operate the large and diversified demonstration farm.
After nearly more than a century of carrying out the founder’s vision, the American
farm School remains dedicated to the dynamic fusion of theory and practice in
education which has become its hallmark.
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1904. Dr John Henry House with his first seven students

1904. The residence of John Henry and Suzan House
After the war the building used as a student’s first aid and temporary hospital rum
by a Russian lady nurse Kyra Katina (She was a doctor in her country)
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First year 1945-1946
At last after five years of oppressed life under the German occupation schools started to
operate. The American Farm School to me was as a gift from heaven.
During the War when Germans occupied Thessaloniki and the School they put Mr& Mrs.
House under house arrest and later they sent then to Germany to a concentration camp.
The School became North Greece’s command center and they added several timber
barracks in parks and even in the football ground for their staff.
The library was converted to a telecommunication center and all the books they didn’t
like stored them in another building and the good ones taken
When in September 1945 we went to start school we saw the only building they blew up
was the library because they had all the telephone and wireless equipments. The other
buildings survived from being destroyed; this was due to the intervention of Mr Theodore
Litsa whose wife was a German born and he could speak good German and had good
relationship with the commanding officer
By mid September 54 boys arrived from their villages from all over Greece mostly from
north Greece to form the class of 45 and to start a new life
Quickly we became acquainted and all of us used the same dormitory. We were under
army type rules and obedience; and I have to say; that.
Most of us, if not all, for the first time had shower every morning and had our teeth
washed with tooth cream and tooth brush and used flashing toilets also using
handkerchiefs instead of wiping our snotty noses in winter time on our coat’s sleeves.
At school we learn discipline, self respect and respect to others to get up at 6 am, have
exercise, breakfast then four hours to classroom in the morning and four hour practical
work at various departments. After diner free time for games and from 8 pm to 10 pm
compulsory study (home work).
On Saturdays we had sports and entertainment and on Sunday morning Greek Orthodox
Church and after diner Evangelical Church service. The weekend’s activities were
organized in conjunction with the Girls school, which was about a kilometer away and
this participation with us was the most desirable from the boys. We’ve been waiting to
see the girls coming to our school to learn with us dancing and singing and other
activities and also for little flirting. I believe it was the happiest moment for both groups.
To mention that since then most of us the friendships we have developed at school still
maintained and we have social contact with each other even now.
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1947 Mr Sidney Loch director of the Quakers Girls School, Mr Charles House
Director of the American Farm School and Mrs. Helen Vlaxhos during the
Evangelical Church service. In pictures are Dr. John Henry House and his wife Suzan

1947. A ceremony to honor the founder of the school Dr. John Henry House I am
second from right in black overall and Nikos Hadjimarkos first on left in white
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The American Farm school Song of Thessaloniki
O, School of Macedonia to Thee our song we raise
Beloved Alma Mater, accept our love and praise,
God’s country lies before us and his smiling sky above
The fruitful vines, the waving grain that prove His thoughtful love
Chorus
Hail to Thee, Thessalonica
Macedonia’s School, three cheers
Our loyal love and service true,
We pledge through all these years,
Thessalonica, Thessalonica,
All hail three cheers.
Behind us old Hortiat, in power and strength holds sway.
Emblem of faith and justice our teachers day by day,
Below the sparking waters of the bay look unafraid,
In to the deepest, blue sky that god has ever made.
Across the Blue Aegean fair Olympus rises high,
A purple shadow dimly lined again the western sky.
And here are trained for service true,
The head, the heart, and hand,
Grace. B. House

The Princeton hall (The Parthenon of the School
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1924 The early stage of building the Princeton Hall from sand stones; standing on the
column is the director Mr John House.

1930 The left side of the building after the completion Students coming out from the
assembly hall; the top floor used as a Greek Orthodox Church.
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Students with garden tools on their shoulders parading

Students of two classes posing for a photograph; students in white overalls
Are working in the dairy I am seventh in the first row
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Animal parading in front of the spectators before the end of the year

A theatrical sketch with students representing animals who complaining about unfair
treatment by the people; (I am on left caught by an inspector for not treating the
animals well)
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The location of the school was on the hills of eastern side of Thessaloniki from where we
had a commanding view of the Thermaikos Bay particularly from our dormitories and the
balcony and more importantly the magnificent view of the Olympus Mountain
At night the bay was full of fishing boats (gri-gri) using the kerosene lamps to attract fish
to their nets; the reflection of those lights on the water was like a magical art.
In summer times we used to walk couple of kilometers through the tree lined road to go
for a swim at the deserted Micra Beach in nude.
Also Mr Litsa and Mrs. House organized for us good picnics at seaside villages with the
Schools trucks and all the necessary amenities (benches, chairs, cutleries etc) for comfort.
Our chef would bring everything to make our outing pleasurable to satisfy us and Mrs.
House and Mr. Litsa

1946 a day picnic at the seaside village of Epanom; from left Mrs. Ann House,
Pericles, I, Nikos and other students of class 45. From right teacher Mr. Spyropoulos,
Kostas, Sinakos, and Thanasis Standing; John and Spiro
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1946 picnic at the seaside village of Epanomi. Behind us is the beach and the moor. On
right standing is Mr. Litsa, director of education and personnel with the class of 1945
(I am standing next to Mr Litsa and farther right is Mrs. House.

The practical education departments
1)
2)
3)
4)
5)
6)
7)
8)
9)

The Machine shop, fitting, turning, welding
The power station. electrical works
The carpentry, cabinet making and painting
Dairy, milking, making cheese, butter etc.
Vegetable gardens, learning to grow vegetables
Farming. General farming with machinery
Poultry & Pigsty
Plumbing. Irrigation and hydraulics
Building and road maintenance

We had practical and some theoretical exercise four hours a day for a month in every
department learning multiple trades and management methods
Our first year at School was exciting. We never had seen such a beautiful and well
organized institution. Apart from the studies and practical work we had so many
sports to choose from. First we started learning how to play base ball since we were
in an American School then basket ball volley ball, swimming in a swimming pool
and not in rivers and our soccer.
For most of us it was the first time we’d kicked a real inflated ball. Before that we
used to play with cloth balls and barefoot.
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In September of 1945 in Greece the Government declared a referendum for the
restoration of the royal family which was in self exile in Cairo during the war.
For this; a large supervising contingency of American Army personnel came to stay
at the School in some empty buildings and in the barracks quests of Mr House
They covered mostly the North Greece region and although the majority of the Greek
people were against their return because of their German background the allies
brought them back and Kink George was back in the throne.
This sparked the bitter conflict between the Communist and the Nationals, which
turned to a civil war which lasted five years with almost half a million dead and many
wounded.
When they departed the left behind a fleet of GMC army trucks jeeps and other
vehicles and personal things for the School
Our first year there was to clean up and paint the buildings and more urgently the
Library-Museum, which was badly damaged by the Germans and to demolish and
relocation of the barrack the Germans build in the football ground. Sure they didn’t
need the football ground to play games they played war games elsewhere
With hard work and dedication the library was back in operation six month later with
more books sent from America
Also the School recalled the last year’s students of 1939 who because of the war
interrupted their studies to come and finish their course. Only a small number of them
who were still in farming (15 out of 40) showed up and most of the were married with
children and well established at their villages

Second year 1946-1947
The school year started again in mid September as the other schools in the country.
Now 50-55 new students will be added to do the four year course. For this; new
dormitory and classroom added and more teacher employed.
The break up started in mid June until mid September. Students who could go to their
villages were lucky but some couldn’t go because of the civil war. Therefore those
children 3-4 of them employed by Nikos Hadjimarkos dad for three months in his
farm and vegetable garden
This year the students were much younger than us mostly who had completed the
elementary school in the previous year.
The school this year was better equipped with farming machinery. For plowing we
had Farmal and John Deer tractor with rubber tires and started to learn how to use
them.
The old Caterpillar with chains was put aside for heavier jobs and steep lands.
Also the dairy brought new breed of cows for more milk production and stopped
milking them by hand.
The poultry improved with new breed of chicken laying more eggs and the pig farm
breeding very large hogs.
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We had better organized celebrations for Christmas, New Year, and Easter and other
festivities in conjunction with the Girls School of Quakers.

Here is Dimitra (Ceres) the ancient Goddess of earth and farmers

1946. The soccer team of our class. Standing; the coach Agop Tsakerian, ( I )
Tasos Kolokotronis, Hofnatan Tsakerian, Frixos Giannios, Isaak Fotiadis
Athanasios Papadopoulos, Periklis Konstinoudis, Kostas Doumplas, Archimidis
Koulaousidis, Giannis Stoidis, Andreas Karamanlis, Antonis Sinakos.
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1946 a soccer mach meeting with a team of the nearby village Sedes
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Soccer game at the schools football ground

1946. Another happy moment after a game.. We are carrying Mr. Litsa on left and the
young Bruce Lansdale (candidate for the directorship) on our shoulder. Both very
popular and most liked teachers
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Every last Thursday in November we celebrated the traditional holiday of Americans
the “Thanks giving day” is very important day and it is a public holiday all over the
USA and wherever Americans live
It is a day dedicated to the early pilgrims who left England to avoid persecution for
their religious believes and went to Holland. From Holland in 1610 some 110 people
sailed and after 66 days they arrive in New York. Only 44 of then were pilgrims and
the rest 66 “rebels” but finally they joined them to live together in harmony and
settled in Plymouth and worked on the land as farmers cultivating mostly corns.. This
minority group being grateful for the benefits of the land; at the end of the season all
prayed thanking god for the rich crops production. Their first prayer of Thanks
Giving was on Thursday 29 of November.
This prayer was adopted from pore farmers in other states and in 1817 the president
of the USA Abraham Lincoln passed a law and declared the Thanks Giving as a
public holiday to be celebrated on the last Thursday in November
In American Farm School the celebration was even more exiting because we could
invite our parents to join us and this unique prayers and the celebration to taste the
roasted turkeys and other goodies the school had on the tables. Also there were some
local government officials being invited for this occasion and American consular and
ambassador; and finally the whole fair was celebrated in Greek style with dancing
and singing by the boys and girls school and all the people.

1946. The girls are performing local dances
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1946 Here the girls are performing a theatrical act in the open about (KlidonaΚλήδονα) an old fortune telling ceremony for the single girls who on the eve of Saint
Johns day they drop their favored rings or other jewelry in the well and next day the
local oracle picks them from the well one by one not knowing the owner and predicts
who they will marry in the village and about their future.
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1946 here our class is demonstrating the repairing of some agricultural tools (I am in
front- middle fitting the handle of a pick)

1946 Mr Litsa is leading a National Day Parade of 25th of March
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1946 here Kostas Poularakis, Christos Grigoriadis, I and Archimedes Koulaouzidis
taking care of the newborn lamb

1946 here in a different day with Archimedes, myself, Kostas and Christos,
Archimedes after graduation got scholarship went to USA for further studies and
returned to school as personnel officer and director of education. I migrated to
Australia. Kostas went back to his village and Christos became a successful timber
merchant in Athens. The last two friends dyed before they reach to 50.
Third Year 1947-1948

80
The second year ended with impressive celebrations and apart from few students that
couldn’t go back to their villages they stayed to work at school and some went to safer
places to avoid being kidnapped by the partisans. Two or three students didn’t show up at
all for private reasons.
The third year started with few more students who decided to stop their studies my friend
Fotis was one of them to discontinue because he was homesick and couldn’t stand the
schools lifestyle and preferred to work and earn some income.
In September 1947 another 50 new students enrolled mow from all over Greece and
mostly from war stricken areas. The school was regarded as a safe place and we never
felt any threat because we were close to Thessaloniki, to the air force aerodrome and to
an Army College next to us.
By the end of 1948 we learned more and advanced agricultural methods. In particular my
friend Nikos and I were selected by an art teacher Miss Marion E Miller to teach us oil
painting in our spare time. This was very rewarding to us when she noticed that we had
some talents more than the other kids in drawing and painting.
Also another American teacher Mr. Bridgewater who taught us about fruit trees visited
Nikos family and their farm with Professor Mr. Andrew

1948 here we are in front of Nikos Hadjimarkos house in our village Nea Magnesia; I
am on left and behind me professor Andrew, Nikos Mr. Bridgewater and Nikos mother
Anthe

Most students of our class at the end of the school year were 19 years old and over and by
the time to finish the course in 1949 quite few of us could have bee drafted for national
service and sent to fight a bloody civil war.
Another issue that concerned most students was that the American Farm School course
was only to educate farmer’s children to improve their farming productivity and wasn’t
recognized by the Greek Government to have the same value as a high school. Therefore
it was perfect for those students whose parents owned large farms but for those who
hadn’t could have been hard to find a job after the graduation.
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Spring 1947; here from left Kostas Karamatidis, Archimedes Koulaouzidis and I
during the practical hours of work

Having that in my mind, when I finished the third year I had to make hard decision; to
continue or to find a job.
I learned from Foti that with the help of his brother-in-law Panayiotis he had applied to
join the military’s engineering school in Athens for a fife year’s course as a motor
mechanic with an option to become permanent staff.
I talked to my parents and they agreed because this way I could have been safer in Athens
and away from war zones which that time was on the extremity all over the country
Greeks killing each other
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1948 here Kostas Poularakis on right and I taking care of a young calf at the dairy
department

I

1948 in front of the swimming pool
with school friend Thanasis Pantazis
And Nikos Hadjimarkos after the church
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1948 The school year came to the end with students parading in front of parents’
relatives’ quests and other officials with the band of Papafi Orphanage. Some students
formed the letters JHH to honor our school director John Henry House
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In those days to join the army was a time consuming process to obtain all the necessary
papers. Luckily we had Panagiotis who had all the connections to get them without fuss
and the most important of all was the certificate of loyalty to the present government.
Anyone with the slightest suspicions being leftist or a communist was bared from
government works.
Fotis and I had all our papers ready and Panagiotis submitted them to the appropriate
office and within days we had the approval ready.
The next thing for us was to pass quite few medical examinations for which we were sure
to pass them
It was an exciting time thinking to go to Athens where we have never been there before
and most importantly that we would be trained to become in future qualified tradesmen

June 1948 in front of our coffee shop in Nea Magnesia with my father Prodromos;
mother Angeliki and I just before joining the army school the Greek Royal Electrical
and Mechanical Engineers REME

June 1948 the end of School period C`
In American farm School
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PERIOD D`
Joining the Greek armed forces for five years

Anastasios (Tasos) Kolokotronis

Greek
Royal Electrical and Mechanical Engineers
Athens
1948-1953
*********************************************************
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The Army and I- Athens
Memories, experiences, facts and opinion from my five years of service with the Army
Engineers
In June 1948 I said good bye to my school mates; packed my belongings and went home.
Officially I didn’t give my resignation in case if something wasn’t going to work with the
army to be able to come back and continue the fourth year and finish the course
Luckily all went smoothly and after the completion of all medical tests; approximately
100 candidates from north Greece received free passage to travel by ship “Eleni” to
Piraeus. The rail system was closed due to blown up bridges and the occasional ambushes
by the partisans
I watched my parents being worried because of the civil war situation but knowing that I
will be based in Athens gave them some comfort. Often they mentioned that five years
away from home was to long for them to wait. Their health wasn’t the best and they often
talked with pessimism that they will not live long enough to see me back home.
I was the only son in the family; my sister Vasoula; when she was 6 had been adopted by
my mother’s sister Maria; who was childless and lived with her husband Marko in Edessa
some 75 kilometers away.
When we arrived to the port of Piraeus we’ve been driven by trucks to the Athens Base
two blocks away from the Royal Palace and opposite the Hospital of Evagelismos on
Queen Sofia’s Parade for farther tests.

June 1948 Acropolis Athens
In the ship Fotis on left and I in the middle
met Alekos Angelidis next to us from
Thessaloniki also a candidate for the Army
School but he failed to pass the final tests
on general knowledge and sent home in
tears very disappointed and I didn’t see him
again until 1994 when by chance I hired his
taxi and when I said I was from Australia;
he said that he knew an old friend by the
name Tasos Kolokotronis who lives there
mm
my
wife remained speechless for a moment
So did I and asked him from the back seat right from his back” How did you meet him
and how you know he is leaving now in Australia?”
He started telling me how he met two friends Fotis and Tasos in the ship on the way to
go to Athens to join the Army school but he failed and returned back to Thessaloniki to
work as a laborer and later as a taxi driver and now as an owner. Years later met Fotis
again who owned also a taxi and he learned about me from him.
I had a look at him to see if I knew him but he was totally bolt wearing thick glasses
and couldn’t remember until I asked to tell me his name
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When he said his name was Alekos Angelidis I remembered who he was; then I asked
him.
“If you see Tasos Kolokotronis will you recognize him?”
He replied “I doubt very much my friend after 44 years he may be dead by now.”;
I said “Sure he is not dead, stop for a minute and turn around to see; he is sitting
behind you. I am Tasos Kolokotronis from Melbourne Australia,
He had a shock. He turned the steering and the taxi stopped on the foot path. He
jumped out and opened my door to find out.
We looked to each other he embraced me in tears telling me that he always was
thinking and asking Fotis about me
We talked more than half an hour and when he took me to my destination he refused to
accept his fees.
Unfortunately next day we departed from Greece to return home and lost contact again
but talked on the phone
Without wasting time about 400 candidates sat for more tests on literature mathematics
etc. from all; only 250 were accepted for various trades and I was one of them who came
17th.
The distribution to trades done by ballot because the majority of the applicants applied to
be trained as motor mechanics and electronics and none as gunsmiths and other less
desired trades
Fotis and I were lucky to be selected to the school of motor mechanics the most popular
in civilian life for later years
According to Army rules before we start the technical course it was compulsory to have
the intense basic military training in arms and war tactics which would take
approximately 40 days. That place was in the outskirts of Athens at the training camp of
Haidari on the foot of the bare mountain of Kaskadam
We started training on 10th of July with temperature in the high thirties and in very harsh
conditions.
One day all by chance I met in the camp Kyriako Karapashali who was my countryman; a
sergeant and instructor at the camp. It was very encouraging to know someone there for
help in difficult times. He talked to us and promised to be near us when we needed extra
leave and better treatment from other instructors.
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July 1948 in front of a tavern near the training camp of Haidari
The camp was one of the largest and because of the civil war it was very busy training the
draftees and preparing them to be sent out to fight the partisans on various fronts
particularly in northern parts of the country on the mountains of Vitsi and Gramos.
Every few days a number of soldiers were sent up there with uncomplete training and
experience to fight a guerrilla war with the comparison of insurgents who everyone had at
least four to eight years experience in war tactics,
One day my village man Kyriakos asked me if I wanted to participate in a mission to
escort a battalion, which would travel by train from Athens to Patra with training
armaments that belonged to the camp. From Patra they would get more sophisticated
armory before they go to the fighting lines.
Our job was to collect all the training guns and ammunitions; pack them in boxes and;
bring them back to the training camp
I was rapt to be away a few days from the hard training and have little traveling to see
places where I have never been before and Kyriakos told me that this rout was safe from
ambushes.
When the day of departure arrived we went to the central station and the officer in charge
of the mission gathered us and he told us about the dangers we may face during the trip,
I’ve estimated that we were approximately 200 soldiers and 150 civilians who occupied
separate carriages and the train had one fortressed wagon in front and one at the rear with
permanent guards armed with heavy machine guns on the turrets
The trip started with great enthusiasm all soldiers began singing anticommunist and
patriotic songs as if we were going to a festival
The rail system on that part of the country was on a narrow gauge rails and the train was
traveling little slower and we could enjoy the beautiful scenery on our right having the
sea with the rocky beaches and on our left the undulated country with olive groves and
vineyards and the tall mountains on the distance
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Kyriakos was in charge for the return of the guns back to the camp and apart from me he
had another two trainees of my class

August 1948; Here in one of Patras Park; from lest is Zafeiropoulos and on right is
Kelsidis and I am in the middle all 19 years of age
The trip was very joyful and pleasant up to the town of Egion, which is also a big sea side
town and about 30 kilometers from Petra.
Quite few civilians alighted from the train and left and we went to buy something to eat
and drink.
After about 15 minutes the train put full steam again to reach our last destination to Patra.
Ten minutes and about 2 kilometers later a big explosion rocked the whole train and
came to a sudden stop 50 meters from a big bridge.
We jumped down from our carriage; which was third after the steam engine and we saw
the engine drivers in panic. The civilians began running towards the sea and the officers
gathered all the soldiers and ordered them to arm themselves and wait.
In minutes the local police came and informed us that the bridge was blown up by the
partisan who had set up a timing bomb to plow up when the train was up on the bridge
but failed and exploded earlier; to our luck
The partisans had been detected soon and we could see them and their mules taking
refuge on the slopes of the mountain opposite us.
Quickly we organized ourselves in small groups and spread in the vineyards to make sure
that the area was clear from insurgents. We fired several shots in the air; they were far
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away from the target but a gunship, which arrived from Patra fired several shots very
close to them.
This operation lasted couple of hours and we been order to cross the ravine with all our
belongings and wait to be picked up by another train from other side. It was very hard for
elderly people to women and children to cross that rough and steep creek with their
luggages
Finally before dark we manage to arrive to Patra station feeling little relief and safer.
From the station we walked to a nearby army camp to rest and Kyriakos had to make
some arrangements for our purpose of work
Next morning after breakfast the 200 National draftee’s soldiers left the old guns to us;
received new type of armaments and rushed for the war zones on the mountains to fight
their communist brothers.
This stupid war had divided then many families. There were countless occasions where
brothers, sisters and parents to belong to two deferent political parties and fight each
other; not ideologically; but with guns killing each other
Kyriakos; on arrival to Patra; directed us what to do and we started to clean and oil the
guns and place them in the boxes to be return to the training base in Haidari Athens
It took us couple of days but we couldn’t leave unless the bridge was fixed; this was
unknown. Meanwhile we enjoyed the hot summer at the beach.
It took about ten days for the engineers to fix the bridge and; we had to go. Now our
concern was what if we had another ambush?
Kyriakos asked from the train’s security team to be accommodated in the last armored
carriage which was regarded safer; only from bullets; not from bazookas and mines.
Anyhow; our request was met. All the guns loaded in a carriage and on the return back to
base we felt little safer without any incident.
After a day of rest; as a bonus; we resumed the training again

August 1948 Haidari Training Base; I am on left Fotis on right
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Here resting after a drill Fotis is on the right and I on his right side
On 28th of August 1948 we finished the basic training and return to Technical School in
Athens to start the technical courses.
This school was the largest of its kind and trained almost all the technicians the Army
needed.
There were a complex of twenty and more large building with modern workshops, class
rooms and equipments. Also qualified army and civilian teaching staff employed to
advise and teach all the volunteers students and future career personnel

Here in the classroom during a lesson
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1948; training in the workshop
Apart from doing our technical training course we had to do a lot of other military
duties; such as marching, funeral processions; for officers killed in action and;
welcoming and receptions of high ranking military officials etc.

1948; marching in front of the Grant Britannia Hotel heading to the shrine
and the monument of the Unknown Soldier; I am behind the flag bearer
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I948: Here after the parade; I am on the left
From the day I’d listed on July 10 until Christmas and New Year it was an exiting
period in my life in Athens. It was an interesting place to discover. The days and nights
when I had no duty to do I would visit the archeological places and other places of
interest.
Although; out in the country the civil war raged; in Athens and Piraeus and other
large cities life was normal as if nothing was happening.
I have invited my mother to visit me and at the same time to see her cousins and nieces
she had in Piraeus whom she had not seen them for 26 years.

1948: Here we are in front of the Parthenon with my mother and I in the middle with
her nieces on left and right.
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1948: Here my mother and I; she was 44 and I was 19 years old

1948 Christmas day celebration at the school’s restaurant with friends

Always I remembered the American Farm School; the celebrations we had there before
the Christmas holiday and often I wrote letters to my school mates to tell then about my
life in the Army and how beautiful city Athens was and how my life changed so
dramatically after I left school
Now and them I would sent to some friends who smoked secretly some cigarettes
because I wasn’t smoking at all those cigarettes I was getting in my weekly portion
As I mentioned earlier on Christmas and Easter holiday’s students would join their
families if their villages which were not affected by the civil war and return to resume
their studies after the New Year.
All students had their political believes and some of them had a strong opinion about and
expressed themselves openly and were argumentative and; some were not interested to
talk politics and kept to themselves; one of those types was our school mate Angelos
Tsingidis; who somehow defected to the communist camp and few weeks later he led the
guerrillas to the American Farm School to abduct his mates.
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The abduction of the senior students from the American
Farm School by Communist guerrillas
From those 54 students who had Christmas Holiday leave one didn’t turn up to continue
and finish the last remaining course.
According to my friends Nikos story who were one of the abducted and the last to escape;
that student was Angelos Tsingidis from the village Souroti on the roots of mount
Hortiati. A brilliant and quiet student who never expressed any political believe
When the schools administration contacted his parents they told them that Angelos either
was abducted or joined the guerrillas voluntarily
Then on January 28 to 29 a group of communist guerrillas entered the senior’s students
dormitory just after 10 pm when the lights were switched off. In the dark the guerrillas
ordered them to dress up take a blanket, bread and follow them
Here I will present Mrs. Tad’s Lansdale’s version of the abduction which is more
authentic from her book “My Metamorphosis”.
(Elizabeth “Tad” Lansdale is the wife of Bruce Lansdale the late director of the American
Farm School who replaced Mr Charles House)
She writes
In Greece the devastating civil war, which has ravaged the country from 1945 until
1949, was in its final desperate throes. Small guerrilla bands were roaming about the
countryside in search of recruits. A band of communist guerrillas came in the Farm
School in the dark of night on January 29, 1949 to kidnap the senior class. While one
group of guerrillas went in the dormitory, another went to the home of the director,
Charles House. They pounded on the door, demanding to see the director.
Years later, Charles gave us first hand rendition of this encounter.
“I had been asleep and quickly a bathrobe on and ran downstairs barefoot, I found
myself looking up to a tall, burly guerrilla chieftain with a huge beard, carrying a long
rifle and bandoliers loaded with cartridges across his chest. We were quite contrast.”
“We came to take the students,” the chief told me while his comrades entered the house
and cut the telephone wires. “Anyone who follows us will be shot.”
I looked him directly in the eyes and asked. “By whose order are you taking my boys?”
“By the order of my superior officer” He replied.
“And do you know there is a higher Authority?” I asked him.
“I know of what you speak,” the chieftain shook his head. “My father was a priest. But
there is nothing I can do.
“Nevertheless I was sure I saw a flicker in the man’s eyes. I knew that in this
Orthodox country, the line between temporal and ecclesiastical authority is often
blurred.” Bruce later explained to me that Charlie’s appeal to the moral authority of
God came not only from his own conviction that, indeed, moral authority superseded
civil mandate, but also from the anticipation that he might strike a nerve in his
adversary. It turned out he had\
The chieftain broke eye contact with Charlie, and he and his band lrft as quickly as
arrived. The other group had gathered the boys, who had all been sleeping in a single,
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large dormitory room in the Princeton Hall. Each was told to take a blanket. They were
marched to the school bakery, where each was instructed to take a three pound loaf of
bread. The students were amazed at how well the guerrillas knew the terrain of the
school. They were then led in a guarded phalanx past the airport and up in to the hills,
through fallow fields, thickets and wooded paths, skirting villages, reroute to the
barren heights of Cholomon Mountain.
In those days, every village had its own nighttime sentry to guard against marauding
guerrillas. One student who lived near the airport and knew the area well dropped in to
a ditch in the dark, and so escaped. As he made his way home, he saw his father out
guarding the Sarakatsani Compound a patriarchal neighborhood of about twenty
interrelated families who raise sheep and livestock. The boy rushed forward, shouting,
“Father it’s me Andronikus”
His father thought, “This is a ruse. My son is safe and asleep at the Farm School.”
And he raised his gun towards the shadowy figure approaching in the black night. At
that moment, the large sheep dogs that had raced out against the approaching figure
stopped barking and began to cavort when they recognized their young master. The
father recognized his son and quickly lowered his rifle. It had been a close call.
Meanwhile, the guerillas led the kidnapped students through fields and narrow forest
paths far up in to the craggy mountains, where they kept nomadic campsites. Once
there, the propaganda began in earnest. The guerrillas promised the students good
provisions, girls, and better life if they became communists. But the Farm School boys
would have none of it; each was resolved to return to his school. The communist
leaders finally gave up proselytizing. Instead, the guerrilla soldiers began throwing
down the students’ plates of food and denigrating them with curses, the most common
of which was to call them ‘Dirty Fascist”.
One by one, each boy slipped away in the night. as each returning student approached
the school after days of exhausting descent, the entire school body ran out of greet and
hug him, to hear of his escape, and of the fate of those still in captivity.
By June, they had all returned and were able to graduate. Several of the boys
remarked that the guerrilla chieftain had said to them. “The words of your director
about a higher authority keep coming to my mind.” They were sure that he had turned
his head as each boy slipped off to make his escape.
It was Theo Litsas, the assistant director of the Farm School, who told the Greek
authorities, “I will put my life on line that all these boys will return to the school. They
have stronger ammunition than the bullets; they have their faith.”
Forty nine years later, we invited this class to our home at the School for a combined
celebration: their reunion and our wedding anniversary. We all were amused as each
alumnus told his story as he remembered it, with the others chiming in, “Oh no, it
wasn’t like that.” Several agreed that the Farm School hymn. ”Lead Kindly Light,”
One of the hymns in English they had in Sunday vespers, was in their mind as they
retraced their steps on their long journey back to the School. A few began to sing the
words and the rest picked up the chorus:
“Lead Kindly light, amidst the encircling gloom: lead Thou me on;
The night is dark, and I am far from home; lead Thou me on
Keep Thou my feet; I do not ask to see
The distant scene; one step enough for me.”
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The map of Halkidiki
The American farm School is on the outskirts of Thessaloniki. The communist
guerrillas under the guidance of the defected student walked from their camp of the
mount Holomondas to abduct the senior students and forced them to walk the 80
kilometers distance in 8 days in dark only to avoid detection. During this process they
managed to take up to their camp only two; my close childhood friend and schoolmate
Niko Hadjimarko and Antonio Markari

When the news spread all over the country and around the world I was then in Athens
doing my course. I was so upset thinking that if I was there I could have been a victim of
abduction. In those days the telephone communication was limited and the most common
way was only by correspondence, which was slow and all letters were under censorship
and sent open.
While my friend Niko and the rest of my schoolmates were in forceful captivity by the
communists the only news I could have was from the newspapers reporting the names of
the students who managed to escape.
Unfortunately the name of Nikos and Antonio never appeared and I feared that they may
have been killed.
After about two months I learned that they managed to escape and present themselves to
the police authorities in the village of Stratoniki and later to join their families and the
rest of the other students at the School to continue their course for the graduation.
After the graduation he sent me tens of letters describing his unbelievable adventure in
the “communist paradise” that I will write little later
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1949. A group of friends celebrating the Easter day
Easter time in Greece; because coincides with the beginning of spring; is celebrated with
more enthusiasm in the villages but I doubt if the villages would have had this privilege
to celebrate Easter with the conflict going in most areas of the country from 1940 to 1949
In big cities the situation was little better and particularly the Army wouldn’t miss this
occasion to celebrate Easter without lamb on the spit.
For this; every one was participating for the preparation of the roasting.

Members of our company roasting the Easter lams manually I am third from those
standing
Those soldiers who had close relatives or parents and were in the vicinity could be
invited to join the festivity of Easter
While we could enjoy Christmas and Easter the civil war on the mountains was in the
pick of its savagery and I couldn’t understand why were happening all these killings.
One incident that never erased from my mind is when one night after one a.m. in the
midnight. Our sergeant waked some twenty soldiers including me and asked us to dress
up in full gear without telling us the reason. We gathered in front of the office and
quickly we boarded to an army lorry with a tent canopy and went to a big building which
was a prison.
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We thought that our mission could be to escort guerrilla prisoners somewhere else. We
saw in the semi dark street several jeeps and other vehicles with officers talking in groups
and soon we formed a convoy and through the main streets of Athens we reached before
daybreak the barren hills of Goudi.
It was there we learned that it was going to take place an execution of convicted
communists’ guerrillas.
I felt so sick. I brought in my mind the execution I’d witnessed during the German
occupation near our village and start shaking thinking that who would be in the firing
squad?
Everything were done fast. We were appointed to the security around the place and from
a truck emerged the firing squad of 12 soldiers from unknown unit and from another
truck six young prisoners with their hand tight behind their back.
A lieutenant with his assistant sergeant lined up the prisoners and another officer placed
the firing squad opposite them about six meters away.
Then the lieutenant asked them if they wished to be blindfolded. All refused and started
to sing the National Anthem of Greece.
Before they finish the first verse another officer ordered “F I R E “and in seconds they
were dead.
An army ambulance took them away but the scene never went away from my mind.
This was happening almost every day by the government authorities against the
communist guerrillas and the guerrillas were doing the same thing to their opponents for
more than three years
From 1940 with the Greek-Italian war; following the German occupation and then in
1945 the beginning of the civil war till 1949 left everyone deeply traumatized with deep
wounds in their souls. The events divided the whole nation and spread hatred that until
now 65 years later some people who are still alive carry this burden with them.
Well; life wasn’t always bad. Regardless all these unhappy events we had happy
moments in this beautiful city of Athens. In our company I met few local friends and
often I was invited to their homes to meet their families. Their hospitality was always
superb and I greatly appreciated.
One such friend was dear Kostas Sitaridis a brilliant student in electronics who had
finished high school and could go to university but didn’t; because he was an orphan; his
father killed by the Germans during the occupation.

Athens 1949: a group of Kostas friends at his name day party in Kalithea
I am on the top middle and Kostas on right end with the white pullover
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Athens 1949: here we are with Kostas three sisters in front of their house at the same
party
Kostas; as I learned later made a very successful career in the Army as a technician and
later as an electronic instructor at the Army Technical School in Athens.
Another course that I liked very much was the driving. We had to know to drive various
army vehicles including the special armored ones and light tanks.
The driving would start early in the morning and finish in the late afternoon in normal
streets or roads and also in rough country roads.
The vehicles we had then were old British Army trucks which had been used in Africa
during the WW II. They were Fords, Fordsons, Bedfords, and Chevrolets, Leyland, White
and other types

1949 in Megara: Students and instructors at a tavern for lunch, I am last of the right
row.
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1949 in Zoumberi with a group of friends I am fifth from left

1949 Here we are training to drive American vehicles; the first is a GMC and the other
Dodge ¾ ton I am on right on the left picture and on the wheel on the right picture
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1949: This is a British Chevrolet truck; I am second from right
The technical training planed to last approximately 18 months and that included
everything related to cars. At the end of the course we had to sit for exams to obtain our
trade certificate also to become eligible for promotion

Athens 1949; here at 311 District Workshop getting instructions from a civilian
engineer; I am behind the front wheel
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At the same workshop we performing a complete overhaul to a vehicle I am second
from right
Apart from our normal training hours we had to do various other military duties and
because of the war situation; we only could have once or twice a week leave till ten
o’clock; farther than this time we could be punished severely. Every Sunday whoever
wasn’t on duty our company would organize picnics to the beach. So, we seized every
opportunity to enjoy the hot summer on the blue and crystal waters of the sea

Here a group of good friend at the Vouliagmeni Beach in Athens; I am first from left
and my friend from the same village Fotis third
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Here with some more friends from the same class and company
I am on top of my friend Theofanis

Left: in front of the Greek Parliament--Right a picture of myself in a park

While I had good time down in Athens my thought was all the time on my schoolmates
and particularly to my close friend and village man Niko.
One day in June I received a letter from him who was telling me that at last he was free
from his kidnapers who by force tried to proselytize him and another fifty students to
communism.
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I was delighted when I learned that almost all the students were now free, but that student
Angelos who somehow collaborated with the guerrillas for the student’s abduction.
Niko promised me to write this incredible adventure of his in details as soon as he
finishes his exams for his graduation.
It didn’t take long and I started receiving one letter a week with ten and more pages of
description how this awful snatching of senior students took place in a place very difficult
to be approached by the guerrillas without an inside job
In pages 95, 96, and 97 Mrs. Elizabeth Lansdale gives us the details what and how
happened this operation of the kidnapping; according to School director Charles House.
I thought to write down how Nick described his abduction in his letters and later himself;
in person; when he visited me in Athens in September 1949.
As I mentioned earlier all students during the Christmas and Easter holidays were entitle
to two weeks leave; but those who couldn’t go home because of the civil war conflict
could stay at School or go with a friend or a relative where was safe.
From all the senior students who went on leave one didn’t return; apparently he joined
the communist guerrillas voluntarily or was abducted by force.
This phenomenon was a common practice in villages close to mountains where the
guerrillas operated and terrorized the people.
Nikos Hadjimarkos, Fotis Diamantopoulos and I born in the same village, grew up
together. Went to the same primary school and later enrolled to study four years
agriculture at the American Farm School.
Fotis discontinued after the second year and I discontinued after the third year and Nikos
stayed to finish the fourth year; the reason being that we didn’t have large farms as Nikos
did. But we the trio remained closed friends
Nikos writes to me
“It was a cold Friday night 28 to 29 of January 1949. All students approx. 200 went to
sleep in their dormitories. Mbarmba Kyriakos; the night supervisor switched off the
lights at 9.30 p.m. said good night and went to his room; and at 11 pm the power
station stopped as usual
Just before midnight as I was trying to warm up myself under the blankets someone
pulled my blankets and I heard telling me to get up quickly.
I thought I was dreaming but I was wrong. I heard someone shouting “Comrades,
come on hurry up, dress up quickly”
We were 40 students in the dormitory and as they told us we dressed up and ordered to
take a blanket and led us downstairs to the kitchen to get a loaf of bread.
By the light of the moon I could distinguish in the darkness that all were in civilian
cloths well armed with machineguns and knifes and they meant business.
They ordered us to walk four abreast surrounded by about fifteen of then with their
guns pointed on us not knowing where the hell we were going in the dark
An hour later we knew we were between the air force’s airdrome and the village
Thermi. As we were passing through that gap suddenly the searching lights started
operating and before they fell on us we been ordered to fall down and not to move and
to run after the light were away from us. Apparently the authorities had been alerted
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Among the students some were communist sympathizers but they wouldn’t commit
such a crime. When we past the danger weremm being detected a student Mikhail
Firgadis recognized the voice of Angelo’s who was following the group from the back.
It was big disappointment to know that this was happening because of him; a brilliant
student who betrayed his classmates
A tall and burly student by the name Antonio Sinakos whose father was an official
member and secretary of the Communist Party next to the leader N Zahariadis; both
behind the iron curtain; stood up; mentioned his name and had a heated argument
with the guerrilla leaders about the abduction. One went to shot him but stopped by the
chief. Antonio demanded to let all go back to School; but instead they let him go free.
By daybreak we had walked several kilometers through the ravines of mount Hortiati
and lie down in cold motionless until dark to avoid being detected;
When dark fell we began the unknown journey now filthy, wet and hungry. Now the
next night we picked up our blankets and began walking again. I noticed couple of
students were missing and I been told by others that they escaped from the “herd”. As
we became less we had more guards behind us.
In the third night I heard the voice of Angelo the traitor coming far from far behind
me. I talk to him by asking “where are we going Angelo/”. After a pause he answered.
“OK OK keep on walking and don’t talk”
So we kept walking at night and I managed to help couple of my friends to sneak and
hide in the thick bushes when it was the right time.
Well this martyrdom of night walking as you can se in the map in page 113 took 8 days
to reach the guerrilla camp on the mountain of Holomonda. The trail that we followed
was like a grave. The spit fire planes were raiding every day flying over us but it was
impossible to detect us
During those eight days; every night when the guerrillas were fallen asleep I would
help the brave ones to escape by risking their lives. but me
I notice that I’d been guarded more closely than the others. Once I tried to trick my
guard telling him that I had diarrhea and needed to go. He agreed to let me go but he
stood right opposite me with his Tommy gun aiming towards me. Well! Although I had
no diarrhea I shit myself.
Finally from those 40 students that they had abducted they managed to keep Antonio
Markari and me together; and another two whom they separated
The rest 36 gradually slipped away and made their way back to School
I was thinking every day and night about my dear good friends Tasos Kolokotronis and
Fotis Diamantopoulos how lucky they were to be in Athens at the Military Technical
School and prayed if I would be alive one day to tell them my incredible adventure to
them”
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1948 American farm School
Here in the happier days I took this
Picture of my friends
Standing
Voulgaroudis Dimitrios
Pantazis Athanasios
Angelos Tsiggidis (the controversial)
Seated
Samanidis Spiro and
Koulaouzidis Archimedes

Before I continue Nikos story I must clarify the difference between the Guerrillas who
fought a war against the German occupying forces for the liberation of Greece and the
guerrillas who fought a war to impose the communist regime to the democratically
elected government and to the people of Greece by force
Both guerrillas were fighting the Germans but after the defeat of Germany the Greek
government and the National Liberation Organization EAM –ELAS signed an agreement
to lay their arms down and to work together. But those who opposed and wanted to turn
the country into a communist block went up on the mountains and staged an ugly war
against their own people; then the neighboring communist countries Yugoslavia, Albania
and Bulgaria assisted the Greek communist guerrillas to fight their own brothers for the
interest of communism
This ugly war lasted more than five years. Thousands of innocent children and adults had
been abducted and sent to communist countries and many thousands killed from both
sides for this stupidity.
Nikos continues to write
“Finally we arrived to their camp embedded in a semi forest plateau with some hats
build by branches and grass.
On our arrival the commander organized a welcome meeting to introduce us to the
other comrades and made a speech about their struggle how to liberate Greece from
the fascists.
I was watching the crowd, which wasn’t more than 80 men and about 15 young women
who looked miserable and unhappy apparently all abducted from the surrounding
villages. I couldn’t understand how on earth they could liberate 9 million people from
the fascists.
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After the speech we supposed to have lunch, which was a stolen goat killed and boiled
without salt but that moment the air force raided the camp and every one spread far
from the camp. After the raid we gathered again and three hour and three days later
we had some meal. We went to a hat to rest without anything in it in wet and freezing
cold on that height
Next day we been called for questioning which the way it took place it was
interrogation; they made a lot of propaganda about communism and promised us
unbelievable things.
We pretended that we liked the place and assured then to show loyalty
Two weeks passed without shower and clean cloths and my skin started to rot; I
developed beards and lice like most of them
They started to recruit us how to use the guns and grenades but never trusted to arm us
One day they caught a young boy who attempted to escape and put him to an open
court in front of everyone and sentenced him to death for defection. Without wasting
time a lady guerrilla pulled her revolver and executed him in front of 80 others
This was the most disturbing and ugly thing I have ever seen.
After that a senior officer warned every one not even to think escaping and this is done
as an example
Meanwhile we had lost the days and dates and even we didn’t know the location we
were in because we couldn’t see any village or town from our camp
We feared most the air raids which were very effective and dangerous. Before the raid
a recognizance plane would fly over first and then minutes later the spit fires would
come to bomb the camp with rockets and could kill indiscriminately the guerillas as
well the abducted ones. It happened once and more than ten guerrillas and some others
killed and the camp completely destroyed. The smoke from the kitchen was the cause.
In one raid the fighter bombers dived several time aiming the main establishments and
machineguned their head quarters and dropped rockers. To our surprised we saw the
pot in which the cook was cooking old cows meat went up on a tree and incidentally the
guerrillas killed were those who executed previously the young boy who attempted to
escape
Every time one camp was destroyed they would set up another one and build new hats.
We were tired, hungry, exhausted and filthy moving around.
Every day new recruits were coming by force. They were young boys and girls and
sometimes middle age people.
Most of the day we spent learning how to use hand grenades, set up mines on the
roads, ambushes and combat practice. Yet we were not trusted so far to participate in
raids for looting and kidnapping
I said to my school mate Toni. If we want one day to escape from this misery life we
must show obedience and some zeal to make ourselves trusted.
After two months they gave us to carry rifles without cartridges perhaps to test us and
our lady commander a tough beech began to like us but she wasn’t to be trusted.
Their survival was always to move.
Two months had gone with no hope to be free again near my parent’s brothers and
sister and bach to School again.
One day an order came from the high command to move because of the raids. I said to
Toni; from now on we will act and decide each of us separately if time comes to defect;
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we must not show suspicions to them. I suspected they wanted to take us out from
Greece possible to Bulgaria
The first day we had to walk through rugged terrains and ravines. As we started to
move I decided to stay back in my filthy hat pretending I was sick but last minute a
guerilla checked in and found me. He suspected something but ordered me to get out
and catch up with the rest.
They asked me to carry also a heavy machinegun as if I was a mule but the operator
and his assistant carried the ammunitions.
When the dark fell, for the first time in two months I saw some lights blinking in the
distance and I though that might be a village. This was a revival of hope to run away
from hell.
The plan was to by-pass the village to avoid being detected by the Greek Army and
police and the militia but we had fallen in an ambush. Two machineguns were firing
nonstop for half an hour. Some guerillas were killed and some wounded. We left the
wounded who couldn’t walk to die there or being eaten by the wolfs
I thought now was the time to play my cards; either I will be free or dead.
We were walking in a winding bushy creek with some water and in some places were
flat with tall and thick shrubs.
Immediately I said to myself: Nick do it now or never:
Behind me was a comrade. I asked him what our position was; where were we? He
mention the village of Stratoni a seaside town which it was the right place to escape. I
asked him to wait for me pretending to go to “toilet” because I had diarrhea
He trusted me and said OK and be quick
That was it
I slipped in the bushes and in five minutes I was hundred meters away running like a
wild horse for my freedom. I threw my empty rifle in the water; I jumped the creek and
after ten minutes I could hear the guerrilla’s voice calling me names and swearing.
But in vein; I was behind a hill from where I could see in the far distance a little
village but I had no idea which village was and where I was. I had heard that that
place was uninhibited and dangerous to go; but I took the risk
It was afternoon and that helped me to find a secure place between some rocks and
waited there for a while. Then I moved to hollow tree trunk and though to spent the
night there but I was so cold and I was wet all over my body; I’d decided to move on
and make it to the village before dark
I was a target from the guerrillas as well from the Army and police and worst from the
militia men who guarded the villages.
Finally after an exhausting run I saw the end house of the village and approached it
with care. My cloths were torn, my face arms and legs full of bruises. My hair and
beards full of lice and my body stinking like dead rat.
As I approached the house a black cat crossed farther down and I thought this was a
bad omen; this is what we believed. I saw also an old woman sitting on a corner stone
of the house knitting a little boy playing with stones
As I came close she stood up and said “Do you wand to surrender my son?” I said Yes
She sent the boy to take me to the police station and even he ran to tell the police in
advance. I guest he was doing this every day but the police took precaution and the
came out with their pistol drown.
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When I told them I was one of the students they treated me differently.
The first thing they did to me was to pour all over me a kilo of lice dust, then to shave
and cut my hair and then to question me.
That night they; because of man shortage; asked me to go in to the fortress and
operate one of the machineguns to defend the village from the guerillas raid. Although
I’d never fired a shot during my captivity I went with an expert to spend the night with
him.
In fact after 11p.m the guerillas raided the village to abduct people animals and food.
We started firing but I; who had no experience at all was doing to press the trigger.
Unfortunately all my bullets went to the roof tiles of a house demolishing the whole
roof.
In the morning an old angry lady came shouting obscene words at the police
commander
When we went to see the house the wall was riddled by hundreds of bullets and no tiles
were left on the house. Lucky that no one was killed because of the thick stone wall;
during this raid my friend Toni escaped and found his way to surrender and I was glad
he managed to do it; when I saw him we hugged each other from happiness.
Now because this village wasn’t safe the police and the army decided to transfer us and
some other people to the sea side town of Stratoniki about three hours walk but as we
walked the dirt road the leader; an army captain stepped on a personnel mine that
killed him and two other soldiers. It was a tragic and I would be to be killed if I hadn’t
stopped to tight my shoe laces.
When we arrived to Stratoniki by chance I met a girl who lived in our village because
of the war and also the mayor who knew my dad when he was in the police force before
the II WW war who treated me well.
From Stratoni we boarded a navy frigate and took to the port of Stavros and from
Stavros to Thessaloniki to the police headquarters for farther questioning. As we were
prom the American Farm School they informed the Director Mr. House who in half an
hour later he and his wife were with us. Both were in tears as they hugged us for
making it back safely. They went to see my father to tell him and brink him with them
back at the police department. My dad was in tears too and he ordered special meals
for us and went back to our village to organize a big welcome celebration with
members of the family and friends. Toni because he was from the far away island of
Rhodes went straight to school
My reception at the village was exceptionally enthusiastic with a party that lasted three
days Soon after I went back to school to finish my last year and to graduate with all
who returned safe. The student traitor later captured and sentenced to life
imprisonment. Later with the intervention of Mr House reduced to five years and set
free but lived in shame.”
After the graduation Nikos came in September 1949 to Athens to meet us and tell his
incredible adventure in person
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1949 Trio friends’ Otis, Nikos and I in the hill of Likavitos in Athens On the
background is the ancient Olympic stadium

.
1951: Here Nikos serving in the Greek National Army
During the correspondence I had with Nick about his adventures with the guerillas he
stopped writing to me because he had to write his final exams.
One day our company’s captain called me in his office and asked me to go and present
myself to the major of the Schools security department without telling me the reason,
I became worried and concerned because that office usually was dealing with soldiers
with high suspicion of espionage and communist sympathizers something that I wasn’t
one of them,
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Anyhow I went to this office A2 and reported. A sergeant took me to the Major who
welcomed me with a smile (usually they never smile) and told me not to worry and said
“I called you here; to ask you about your friend Nikos Hadjimarkos; why he stopped
writing suddenly? As you know during the censoring we were reading all his letters with
great interest and enjoyment about his adventures with those hopeless guerillas; is he
going to sent you more to see how he escaped?”
I said “I hope he will but now he is back at school and all the students; one by one
escaped and are back to finish their course; I will write him to resume his story because I
am anxious to know too”
He thanked me and I gave him a big salute and left.
Kessariani is a suburb of Athens, which most of the population is communist
sympathizers and the whole area was always under strict surveillance by police, Military
police and secret police etc. Our school wasn’t far from there and often Fotis and I
walked there for a drink or a sweet
One Sunday afternoon we met couple of pretty girls who liked us and walked in the main
street for a while and later after dark they requested to go to a nearby park to sit on a
bench and talk; we accepted their wish with caution since they unknown to us girls.
After about two hours of talking and some kissing all of sudden four torches shined upon
our eyes and told us that we were under arrest.
When we went under the post light I saw they were members of the military police. They
took the girls separately and after questioning they let them go free. We were cautioned
not to be frequented around that park for personal safety and took us back to our base.
In another occasion; Fotis and I a Sunday afternoon went to Pireaus just to look around;
by bus; because for us the soldiers was free and we wanted to discover and see some new
places. As soon as we alighted from the bus two civilians followed and stopped us. They
told us they were secret police and demanded to show them our identification card. We
did as they requested but they were not satisfied so they took us to the secret police
department for further investigation.
After three hours in a waiting room they let us go, with no apology
When we asked why we’ve been held with no reason
The officer said “You looked too young to be soldiers”
During the eighteen months of my stay in Athens apart from having had a technical
qualification as a motor mechanic I made quite a large number of friends. Also I met a
dozen of my relatives whom I have never met before.
Particularly I was visiting my mother’s first cousin Mrs. Fotini Lafazani. She would wash
my cloths; keep me for lunch or dinner every week and in exchange my mother was
doing the same thing to her son who was serving in a transport unit in Thessaloniki.
My father had an adopted brother, Nick who had a family and three daughters in Pireaus
whom I visited often,
When in 1922 the Turks expelled the Greek population most inhabitants from their
village went to Thessaloniki but some families settled in Piraeus and around Athens in
shanty houses and separated for many years because traveling in those days was very
expensive and as refugees they didn’t have the money to travel and see each other;
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nevertheless they manage to survive and to give good education to their children and to
prosper in every field

Here between Nick Kelaiditis and me is an
American tourist who is visiting the hill of
Likavitos where is the church of Saint
George
He took this snap shot and later he mailed
It to me

.
During the time of my training as a technician I was under two authorities; one was the
technical training school during the school hours (8 a.m. to 5 p.m.) Monday to Friday and
then under the Army which had complete authority for the rest of the time:
Undoubtedly the most enjoyable time for me was in the classrooms and in the practice
area which was the learning period,
When we were under the army’s authority we had to exercise every morning before
breakfast, fixed the beds and then to the mass gathering of our company in front of the
office and the captain for information regarding the duties in the camp and outside.
During that time; every other day we were all night on alert (standby) and slept fully
dressed and every two days sentinel in a watch tower on the perimeter of the camp.
The captain we had was a rough man; his name was George Liosis and he was a
presumptive person and very strict on us
Our company consisted from about 200 young voluntaries divided in five various trades.
This for a period of five year contract with well paid monthly wages.
We had been regarded as an elite unit in the School.
Apart from what he was as an officer; always I had doubts about his honesty. Every time
he was paying our wages he was keeping 10% for the Queens Frederica’s charity; we
wanted or not. At the same time he had for every one a special outing permit for the night
as a rewrd to go out with the girls
Who would dare to question him? If there was any objection he could call you red
communist and abuse you in front of every one
One day we went on the hills in the outskirts of Athens for a drill and during this; our
Brigadier General would come to inspect us. We lined up on a dirt road and before his
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arrival he passed in front of every one and checked us. He noticed that from my cartridge
belt one cartridge was missing; that because there was a hole in it.
He got that angry and for a moment I thought he was out of control; swearing at me as if I
was a criminal. The worse he did was when he kicked me on my right leg four of inches
below my nee on the shin bone and cut a vein. I felt such a pain I was ready to load my
rifle and kill him on the spot. Blood was pouring in my boot and my trouser turned to red
color. Apparently he was little upset; he came to calm me but I never forgave him for
that. Still the mark on my leg is there and reminds me his stupidity
To protect him from being exposed to the Brigadier General for his brutality he sent me
to sit under a tree as if I was sick. But I was.
I have heard stories; his own soldiers for revenge have shot officers like him during the
battle from the back

My first holyday leave
After 18 months of intense training and other duties I’d been granted 10 days leave to go
home and celebrate Christmas and New Year with my parents. I took with me my good
friend Pavlos Hirvatis from Kavala since he had no parents and nowhere to go.
The fastest way to travel was by rail which had recently opened for operation after fixing
temporarily the blown up bridges by the guerillas.
Although the civil war was officially ended still some isolated groups of fanatics were
operating in some places; therefore the National Army protected all the rail system and
bridges
Well! December and January in Greece are cold months and most places are under snow.
Our trip from Athens to Thessaloniki some 350 kilometer lasted approximately 13 hours
but the scenery was suburb and unforgettable.
Meeting mum and dad and my sister Vassoula was also exiting after 18 months of
absence.

December 1949 my sister Vassoula and I in front of dad’s coffee shop
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It was a memorable holiday; apart from meeting all my friends in the village I talked with
the elderly with whom I grew up and I was their popular boy in the coffee house; and also
I had the chance to visit my old School and meet some of my fellow students who stayed
to work there and my teacher talks about that horrible abduction with people who lived
the ordeal on the ragged mountain of Holomon.
The holidays gone swiftly and we boarded the same train to return back to our base and
wait for our appointments to various repairs workshops around the country. The time
arrived now to prove our skills in practice
On January 10 seven motor mechanics; friend of mine including Pavlos and I detached to
various district repair workshops; three of us in the town of Florina close to the borders of
Yugoslavia.
Again; with all our gears and belongings we boarded the same train with one stop in
Thessaloniki and then few days later to catch another train to Florina.

12-1-1950 in the Athens central railway station before departure; Pavlos and I ready to
say god bye to Athens from the right window and heading to Thessaloniki

In Thessaloniki we enjoyed the ancient and beautiful city of Macedonia; on the
background is the famous White Tower the symbol of the city build by the Venetians as
a fortress and by the Ottomans as a jail. I am 2nd top L
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In Florina North Greece

January 1950 at the railway station of Florina looking out from the left window

The trip from Thessaloniki to Florina; a distance of 85 kilometers would take almost all
day because the train had to stop in every station and they were quite few
From Thessaloniki to Veria the scenery was familiar because I had done that trip in 1944
during the German occupation and to Naousa by walk. To arrive in Edesa was a problem
because some twenty kilometers the railway is little steep and the train half way ran out
of steam and stopped and started to go backwards because the brakes became ineffective;
some of the staff aboard applied the mechanical hand brakes to keep it stationery.
Hundreds of civilians and soldiers came down and started abusing the engine drivers.
Half an hour later when they build up some steam all jumped aboard but after few
hundred meters stopped again.
Finally after couple of more attempts and failures we arrived in Edesa.
Edessa is the most beautiful city in Macedonia build in high place with many rivers
running through the city forming waterfalls to produce electricity and to irrigate the farms
with all sorts of fruits and wine yards.
Similarly; I would say; Veria and Naousa are beautiful as well.
From Edesa; with some delay; another engine came to finish the tri to Florina’s station
which is the last connecting this city
From the station four of us walked to the workshop, which was almost opposite and
presented ourselves to the officer in charge. He kept the other three and sent me to the
near next workshop which performed light repairs inspections, tunings, testing, general
service etc.
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Here I am in the snow covered
Florina with Chrysa, the dog of
Our workshop which previously
owned by the guerillas and after
their defeat became ours and used
to guard us and the work shop

Here the lieutenant in charge of
the workshop with some of the
staff and the puppies of Chrysa

Here I am standing in the snow
covered workshop in front of army
trucks waiting to be repaired

Florina is one of the coldest place in Greece and is build close to the mountain of Vernon
(Vitsi)
Vitsi was the last battlefield between the National Army and the ELAS guerillas where
they lost the battle and the civil war came to an end.
Both sides paid a heavy price for this senseless and stupid war which left very deep
wounds in the souls of the Greek people. A thing that should never have happen; all those
who lived those events; they haven’t forgotten.
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Map of western Macedonia where most guerilla activities took place
It was the tenth division which undertaken the whole operation to stop all the guerilla’s
activities in the most rugged terrain of the country; but every time they were close to
capture them they would pass the borders into Yugoslavia for protection.
Then Yugoslavia with Marshal Tito in power had an ambition to annex Greece’s
Macedonia to the communist block. He even created and renamed in 1946 the state of
southern part of Vardarska to “Macedonia”
Again; if it wasn’t for Marshal’s Tito’s decision to close the borders for the guerillas in
September 1949 the war would have lasted for many years more.
Some kilometer left from Kastoria was another notorious establishment of the guerillas
on the mountain of Gramos. Vitsi and Gramos became synonymous for the bitter fighting
among the National Army and the guerillas.
Since I belonged to the tenth’s Division I had the opportunity to visit those places
through my work. I admired the courage and the willingness of those guerillas who were
so dedicated to fight and sacrifice their life for the ideology of communism.
They had build up there hundreds of fortresses, trenches, ammunition stores, temporary
hospitals, bakeries, even modern machine shops. They had everything but airplanes
Meanwhile I’d witnessed several times when I was in Florina people from the communist
countries (iron curtain) defecting to Greece seeking asylum. I remember one night we
went to guard near the borders of Yugoslavia a small air forces aerodrome.
Just before midnight we noticed some movements near the buildings and we pushed the
emergency button and alerted the whole division
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When an armed group of soldiers went to investigate they saw seven men and two
women shouting in Greek “Don’t shoot don’t shoot we are Polish”
Special commandos came and combed the area to make sure it wasn’t a trap and took the
away to Florina.
In the morning I went to see and talk to them. Some of them could speak English and I
had some conversation and all expressed their wish to go to USA. Almost all of them
were professional; teacher, musician etc.
After passing the usual investigation test they’ve been forwarded to the appropriate office
in Thessaloniki for further action

My apprentice Macaronis and
I with a group of farm girls
all from the opposite houses
from our work shop in
Florina

In the village of Cafcasus near
Florina participating in a
pontian dance with the locals

In Florina I had to work with others who had some previous experience and the
conditions were difficult doing repairs in open spaces and on open field. The first guy,
Yermenis, I was working with was an old and bold soldier. I thought he was a permanent
in the army; when I asked his age he said he was 39 married with four children and was
exempt from national service he explained to me that because his name, surname, fathers
and mothers name was similar with some one’s else’s who didn’t show up they drafted
him, bud failed to checked his age and address.
It took four months to find out the mistake and finally to discharge him
I Florina; apart from doing repairs to vehicles; I started to service and repair motorcycles
and it was the year the army acquired the Harley Davidson’s. A colleague of the same
school Manolis taught me how to ride and soon after the service or repair we would go
visiting to the surrounding villages doing the test.
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1950 Florina: Here (on left) I am servicing a Harley Davidson motorcycle of the Army
Post Office Department
In our 10th Division there were quite deferent motorbikes such as Norton, Matchless.
BSA and Ariel machines but gradually they’ve been replaced with Harleys who mostly
were used by the Military Police, Post and telecommunication services.
Later I was doing the monthly inspection not only the division’s motorcycles but also all
the vehicles as well with one assistant in my disposal.

Moving to Kastoria (June 1950)
Kastoria is the most picturesque town in the Southern Macedonia. Sits like a big island
surrounded by the beautiful lake of Castoria with a narrow passage.

This is the town of Kastoria almost surrounded from the lake
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This is the type of boats the people using in the lake

We received an order from the high command to shift our workshop to Kastoria. A
regiment there needed a repair shop so we were allocated to service their vehicles. As
they told me earlier; this work shop was there during the war operation and the others
were familiar to that area and well known to the people.
Before the move the lieutenant in charge Mr Fountedakis his wife Alice, his mum Mrs.
Helen and I went to Kastoria to find the right place for the workshop and a house for
them to rent. That night we stayed at Mr Johns Klitsidis house; a good family friend of
his who also was the owner of the best restaurant in Kastoria. His house was an old
traditional mansion that impressed me at first sight.
Next day we returned and organized to move. Our workshop which consisted of the
office, welding, black smith, electrical equipments, repair tools etc and 16 technicians
and 5 large vehicles. The Leyland as a machine shop, the Mack as a spare parts store, a
GMC tow truck, a GMC for general use, a ¾ ton Dodge and a Norton motor bike plus our
personal items and the dog Chrisa
The secret military police attempted to poison our dog twice but we acted quickly forcing
salt water in her stomach to vomit the poison out.
The reason was; the officers who were checking at night the guards couldn’t approach
our workshop because of the dog; at nights she was vicious unless she knew you.
When we moved to Kastoria this time our officer chose to camp couple of kilometer out
of the town in an empty block next to the lake’s sandy beach.
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June 1950; camping near the lake of Kastoria; I am sitting on right
For me it was first time to see those places and if it wasn’t to be in the army it was
impossible in those days to travel because it was expensive and people had no money.
I considered myself lucky to serve my time in the army with good pay learn a trade as
well and meet and make a lot of people in every place.
In Kastoria I met respectable people and also made friends with young men and girls of
my age and had fun in parties
One Sunday four from our work shop and I decided to make with old wheel tubes a raft
and sail opposite to the town to attend a church service.
We tight them all with robes and wires and placed some timber on the top and made
couple of oars and set to cross the lake. The start was smooth but once we went little
dipper the raft became unstable and suddenly we found ourselves in the water fully
dressed.
We grabbed the tubes and slowly swam out and found ourselves ridiculed by the others.
The worst was that some who had wrist watches damaged and some of our paper notes.
Gramos Mountain was one of the last battlefields that the guerillas lost in September
1949 but still some individual and sporadic activities from the most fanatics were
operating. Thousands from both brotherly sides killed for no apparent reason.
One day my officer asked me to take an infantry lieutenant to his small unit which had a
camp on this mountain. I wasn’t familiar with that area and I trusted him to guide me; but
I suggested taking with me a young 16-ear-ld gipsy boy apprentice with me who had born
there and had local knowledge. He orphaned when the guerillas killed his entire family
and the commander allowed him to work and learn a trade but unfortunately all the kids
who worked for the army were without pay. They had only free meals and shelter
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This is Andreas Tromaras from Gramos who
followed the workshop for five years He was a
genius mechanic singer and musician and he
had never been to a school in his life; His favored
organ was the violin and clarinet

.
And sometimes-old army uniforms and boots
The trip from Kastoria to Nestorio; a small town on the foot of the Gramos Mountain was
smooth; although the road was full of potholes.
The road from Nestorio to the top of the mountain was made by the army engineers in a
hurry for mules and wasn’t in fact for 6x6 GMC trucks because they are little longer and
couldn’t take the turn easily.
I’d chosen to take the tow truck because we had to demolish one or two fortresses made
by the guerillas when they defended their positions there

This is a GMC recovery truck I was using often for towing and other jobs
Our first stop was in Pefko; a deserted shepherd’s village where an army unit set camp
and were in the process of clearing the field mines. Thousands and thousands of mines
were laid during the conflict by the guerillas.
In Pefko the freezing water that was coming from a spring impressed me and there the
Army erected a fountain to honor their comrades who sacrificed their lives
It took us to climb that distance of ten kilometers to 2000 meters high two hours in
reduce low gear.
After a short rest we continued the winding road through the thick bush and with the
danger to drive over the mines we arrived in the village Grammos completely deserted
for almost five years with most houses in ruins
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Andreas burst in tears as soon as he saw his village that brought him bad memories when
he lost his family.
When we left Nestorio the temperature there was about 30 degrees C now in a height of
2520 meters we started to feel the cold. Despite that I saw deserted farms full of fruit
trees and specially acres of raspberries in the wild but it was strictly prohibited to leave
the road.
The lieutenant took me to a steep hill with some ten fortresses and indicated to me two
that had to be pulled down. It was a dangerous area and I had to be very careful every
step I made.
When I secured the tow truck against a tree I used the winch and pulled the base of the
fortress which was made with ten rows of tee trunks. Some of them were good for timber.
So I took some with me.
When the boss saw them he contacted a timber merchant and sold them; we all shared the
money in John’s restaurants for food.
Later I made some more trips but other officers shared the money.

The Christening of a girl
John Klitsidis the restaurateur in Kastoria where we used to dine; was born I
Krystalopygi (crystal clear well) a small village near the boarders of Albania
approximately 30 kilometers from Kastoria
When the Italians attacked Greece in October 28 1940 the village was damaged and
abandoned.
John promised to himself if ever married to baptize his first child in his village.
Well!...his first wish realized but to baptize his daughter at his village was little difficult
since that area; then; was declared a war zone and no civilian was allowed to approach
the communist Albanian borders. So
John talked to our lieutenant, our lieutenant talked to our colonel and the colonel to our
high command with some thoughts and considerations permission was given to John to
enter the prohibited zone and baptize his daughter.
The only vehicles that could go there were four or six wheel drives; so John requested
from our boss Manoli if he could provide the GMC truck to take the priest the baptismal
font the chanter; his 30 quest including us (Manoli his wife Alice mother Helen and I) the
meals the drinks, cutlery an ice chest a gramophone and everything for a good party.
From the main road of Kastoria to Florina a narrow farm road from the left starts through
the hills. An army jeep and an officer meet us there to check our papers. We passes the
deserted village Vatohori and 10 kilometers further up on a plateau once that was a
prosperous Krystalopygi now a ghost town waits the first civilians to give some life for
the first time in ten years with a religious event. John invites the officer and his driver to
join us for the celebration and they accepted with great pleasure.
The village; although was located to a beautiful place looked like an ancient ruined city.
We went straight to the church which was surrounded with tall trees of planes but the
church it self had no roof door and windows and inside in a corner there were old wooden
and iron beds and hips of bandages and some surgical tools that indicated the church was
used by the guerillas as a hospital.
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The priest quickly set up his baptismal accessories and the ceremony finished in the eerie
environment quickly.
We went under the huge trees and set up the meals the drinks and whatever they had for
the big christening party; which also coincided with the celebration of the Annunciation
of Our Lady on 15th of August
The army lieutenant suggested not going in the village because of mine traps laid by the
guerillas.
The thirty people; who during the trip were quiet; when the party started could be heard
as far as Albania
I really enjoyed the music, the dances and the local songs and had little more than enough
local tsipouro (ouzo) and sat in the sun; when the time arrived to depart I was so drunk I
could not get up to drive them back; the sun affected me as if I had a sun stroke
My officer boss Manoli except of driving jeeps couldn’t drive the GMC truck and began
to worry particularly his wife Alice who panicked a bit.
I thought of drinking some water and then to do a forced vomit and it worked well; then I
washed myself with iced water and felt better but I asked them to lift me behind the
steering and everything would be OK.
So they did. I was confident that I could drive through those rough steep and narrow
roads to the main road and after that it was easy because there was no traffic of civilian
vehicles in those days except of an occasional army car.
Well everything went according to plans and well ending

Moving to Seres
The whole 10th Division received an order from the chief of staff to move to the town of
Seres and the surrounding areas; a distance of about 200 kilometer running through rough
uphill and downhill roads.
First to leave was the administration the mechanized infantry and the transport division
and we; the main work shop 325 and the light repair 35 had to follow. It was a complex
operation to move several thousand soldiers and various types of vehicles and armored
cars and tanks.
We had five vehicles four of them heavy with only 3 qualified drivers; the other could
drive well in normal circumstances and in straight roads.
From Kastoria to Kozani the road was affordable but from Kozani to Veria we had to
climb the Vermion Mountain which was very steep and winding for 30 kilometers up to
the Monastery of Soumela.
I was driving my GMC truck fully loaded and last of the convoy and had as co driver
Andrea the gipsy boy. In front of me was the tall Mack truck with spare parts with driver
the inexperienced old soldier Yermenis who had problem changing gears
Well; the up hill trip most of the time in first gear was hard for the engine and the
temperature could go up to the limit and when we arrived to a flat road near the
Monastery we stopped to cool down the engines and have a rest.
When we started moving for a while the road was fine and slowly began to decent. That’s
where Yermenis failed to drop his speed to lower gear. As I was following him I noticed
his vehicle developing unusual speed; Andreas and I began to worry and we new he was
traveling in neutral.
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As we were watching him from high behind we saw the vehicle couldn’t take the left turn
and became airborne and fell into a ravine 300 meter deep on the right side of the road. A
cloud of dust billowed.
We had a shocked and approached the scene expecting to see Yermeni and the store man
dead; instead when we ran down hill we saw both sitting on a rock and crying from
happiness for being alive. Both had some battery fluid spread on their faces
The truck was broken in pieces and all the spare parts spread everywhere.
Meanwhile couple of buses stopped and slowly the road was blocked from people and
other military vehicles.
Suddenly near the bus a grass fire started when a smoker dropped a mach and panicking
men women and children began to run away and other trying to put the fire out; it was a
real pandemonium
When our boss noticed we’d been late he turned back to investigate and when he saw the
down in the ravine he began to worry but he was pleased to se his two men alive.
The first thing was to notify his superiors and next thing to salvage the truck.
It took us almost three hours to bring it up and load it on a platform
We arrived in Seres late in the afternoon in a large army camp in the outskirts of the city
which one side was surrounded by houses. We’d been allocated an empty space to do the
repairs out in the open and opposite the houses sleeping in the tents.
I liked Seres very much and I was exited because I would have had the opportunity to
meet my dad’s first cousin Philippe Kolokotronis and his family. I knew he had a son in
my age and two older daughters and I was anxious to meet them all.
One day I decided to go and meet them and when I knocked the door of a moderate house
a young girl in black opened the door and I introduced myself.
She welcomed me in tears and took me inside and momentarily I didn’t know why she
was crying. In the launch room I met my aunty and the other cousin in black and in
minutes my uncle came all upset
When I asked why they were in such a state my uncle explained to me.
“My son Taso; Two months before the end of the guerilla war one night a band of
guerillas came and abducted my boy; he was 19. They took him on the mountains near
Bulgaria
Last September 1949 the National army’s commandos in a (clean up operation) they
killed about 30 guerillas indiscriminately and among them was also our son. They
didn’t bother to bring their corpses down for identification and burial. They chopped of
only their heads and lined them up on the steps of the national Bank and called all the
civilians to come and identify them
My boy Taso; when I saw my sons head I collapsed and since then I am wrecked and I
feel dead”
When I heard his story I remained speechless. I couldn’t understand why so much hatred
and ferocity.
I could understand their anger and hatred to both sides; both were in the wrong in
engaging bitter fights to solve their differences in the battlefields instead around the table
I would visit them often to comfort them and to keep the in company.
Another sad thing that I will not forget is the execution of our dog Chrysie.
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Because our work shop was at the end of the camp and near the houses; the civilians were
jumping the low wire fence into the camp to get water from a water tap because there
wasn’t running water then in the houses.
One day an old lady dressed in large breeches.
Apparently the dog didn’t like her attires and unprovoked she attacked her biting the old
woman all over her buttocks and legs.
We ran and saved her from being killed by the dog
We took her to the first aid and after treated the doctor a major ordered us to shoot and
kill Chrysie It was quite strange.
We split in two and argued; some wanted the dog to die and some not.
The dog sensed the danger that something was going to happen and disappeared under
the trucks
Since it was an order we couldn’t disobey it; but who would take the rifle to shot her?
Finally after debating the mater one of our soldier Thanasis Kelemenis who was from
Seres and knew the woman went to put the lace around her neck and to take her in a ditch
to shoot her.
Chrysie was crying like a human that made us all to cry with her as well.
A few days later I tried to find couple of my old school friends of the American farm
School who lived in Seres. One was John Diamantopoulos and the other Themis
Hadjiiakovou.
John’s father was minister of the Evangelical Church and his mother a teacher. John
could play good organ and often at the school he played the organ or the piano at the
church. Themis was in the family business of agricultural machinery and fertilizers.

1951 Seres; Here I am with Themis in the middle and John on right with my
apprentices Savvas and Macaronis.
One morning a lieutenant came to our shop with printed applications asking for
volunteers for the Korean War. Manolis and I were already volunteers in the Greek Army
and when we heard about Korea we shown interest to enlist thinking that it was a holiday
resort.
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Manolis had another two months to be released and was anxious to go home and work at
his vineyards near Athens and quickly changed mind. I though it was good idea to go
there to see new places and visit Japan. The pay and other advantages were quite
attractive and I was ready to sign in. luckily.
When I went to see my boss Manuel to approve my application he became so angry and
upset nearly to tear me in peaces; for the first time since I was attached to his workshop I
heard that many verbal abuses from him.
He started with “You are stupid, idiot, malakas and brainless. Your mum and dad
waiting soon to go home alive not in a bag: Piss off now and tear that application and
go back to your job.
He had met my parent and he, his wife and his mum liked me and we were closed friends
with great respect to each other.
I was young and I though I could be wrong to involve in new adventures. I thanked him
for his advice and forgot it. Some month later we learned that that mission who went to
Korea none of them survived.

Moving to Kilkis
Some fifty kilometers west of Seres is the town of Kilkis where a regiment needed a work
shop for their fleet of trucks and other machineries; so we had to move again to a new
place

1951 Kilkis: here in front of the Leyland truck the machine shop with the technicians:
up Nionios, Lefteris, Moutafis, Lieutenant Manuel, Manolis I, and Andreas, seated
Panagiotis and the apprentices.
When we went to Kilkis was November and the weather was cold and rainy and our work
shop was almost in the center of the town and all the repairs were done outside. Apart
from the army vehicles and some civilian buses; the rest of the traffic in the roads were
the horse and oxen carts and the donkeys and Kilkis was one of the busiest.
We set out our garage in the same place with the transport department and the trouble
there was; we; some 300 men had only one toilet and every morning we had no chance to
go for pee or else
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So; we had to jump in the truck and drive couple of kilometers out in the corn fields or in
the bushes to relieve ourselves. Later in the day we could manage to wait for our turn
The social life wasn’t as good as in Seres because the majority of the people in Kilkis and
the surrounding villages were refugees from Pontos who settled after the 1922 war with
Turks and still struggled to adapt themselves in their new country. Also the soil wasn’t
productive as good as the Seres’s rich soil and the irrigated farms from the River
Strimonas.
What I liked from Kilkis was that; I was only 45 kilometers from home and many times I
would snick to visit my parents having as excuse testing the repaired Vehicle. It was easy
then to hang in front and back of the Jeep or other car the sign of “ON TEST” and go for
test anywhere. No one could check us except our boss who would turn blind eye for me
some times.
Just before Christmas I received my promotion to corporal because Manolis the sergeant
was ready to be discharged and that gave me some more authorities and now I would be
second in charge in the work shop,
One day after Christmas a young tall and slim boy (Kostas) came to our work shop
asking for job. I told him that we don’t have any vacancy; but even if we had the army: as
a rule: doesn’t pay wages for civilians under 21
He begged me to talk to my boss to take him without pay to work as a learner. I took him
in the Jeep and went to see Emanuel at his place on the other side of the town.
Kostas told us that his father was sick in an Athens Sanatorium suffering from
tuberculosis and his older brother 18 was the only member working as a hawker selling
vegetables in villages to support his mum, two young sisters, another young brother and
him. All he was asking was to work for free for meal only.
He told us that he lived in the village Metalliko 12 kilometers from Kilkis and he was
prepared and would walk to work and back home every day,
Before Manuel decides anything his wife Alice when heard his sad story immediately she
ordered us to employ Kosta sharing meals and shelter also.
Kostas proved to every one he was a good and hard worker and everyone tried to help
him and we all liked him. Particularly he liked me for the support I gave him to start
learning a trade.
His village Metaliko came to my memory because in 1937 when I was 8 years old our
school organized a picnic to this picturesque place famous for the mineral spring waters
with the tall pine trees.
One weekend I suggested to Kosta to drive him to his village to see the place with the
mineral springs again after almost 14 years and also meet the rest of his family. He was
delighted.
Although the road is a main connecting arterial it had more pot holes than good surface
and we covered the distance of 12 kilometer in 50 minutes.
First I went to his place to meet the rest of the family. The house; a small two bedroom
and kitchen build poorly especially for the refugees accommodating seven people. Hid
and older brother absents.
I saw two little girls 4 and six and their older brother 8.
When I asked them to tell me their names I didn’t get any answer. I asked them again and
they looked upon their mother and to Kosta.
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Their mother then explained to me by telling that; the children are nameless because they
have not been baptized. They even not allowed attending school or even to enter the
church because the children were not recognized as Greek Orthodox without a Christian
name. (What a shame)
She told me that nobody wanted to baptize the children because people had no money to
pay the church the priest and other expenses involving in baptismal ceremony. Even the
priest and the President refused to commit themselves becoming godfathers.
I was socked and disappointed and felt very sick and sorry for the poor kids being so
badly discriminated in their own country.
I left Kosta to spend the weekend with his family and went straight to my boss Manuel
and his wife Alice to tell Kosta’s story and to suggest if they wish to baptize one of the
children if I wilt do the same baptizing one girl. They appalled when heard the story and
enthusiastically agreed to baptize one of the girls. As for the remaining boy we were sure
Andreas would be happy to baptize him
On Monday morning when Kostas arrived for work we told him about our plan to baptize
his sisters and brother. He was moved and drop of tears rolled over his chicks. He was so
happy
The same night we went to talk to his mum and older brother and when we told them we
wanted to baptize all of the at once they became little emotional. Kostas mother started
crying and didn’t know how to thank us. We promise then this event to remain
unforgettable in their village.
Once we had the ok Alice took over all the organizing responsibilities. She bought all the
dresses for the three. We bought the drinks and also found three soldiers from the
transport unit who played accordion, bouzouki and kithara and volunteered to play for
that night.
Within two weeks all and everything were ready with all the staff and some quests
present.
When we went to the church it was full of people and when the time arrived for the
children to undress for the baptism they were sighing to remove their dresses but we and
their mum convinced them to do so and they did with some embarrassment. After the
Christening the children dressed in their new costumes that they had never seen before
We gave an unforgettable party at home with some relatives and locals as well which
lasted till midnight.
When Alice suggested leaving; the little girl she baptized began to cry. She hugged her
promising to come and see her soon. And the little girl in tears said. “Now that you
going; will you take my new dress and presents”?
She was not expecting from the little girl to think that because we were ready to leave we
would take their cloths back from them. I saw her nearly cry and instead she promised
her to brink her more cloths and presents. So
All went smoothly and had happy ending
As soon as the children baptized and we paid the priest and the church expenses they’
become “Christians”
They were now entitling to attend school and to enter the church.
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Another exiting event for me was when my boss Emanuel received from General Staff
and announced to me and to others my promotion to corporal. After work we went out to
a tavern to celebrate with a few drinks and appetizers.
My predecessor Manolis was packing his belongings to be discharge in a few days and I
would be the next second in charge of the work shop and the staff.
Like Manolis; as well as I; were very popular and friendly with the rest of the
technicians and I had no problems to run the every day business of the shop always under
the supervision of our easy boss lieutenant Manuel.
In Kilkis we stayed all the winter months and considering other places Kilkis is one of the
coldest places. While there I had the opportunity to meet again; after almost five years an
old student from the girls school of Quakers with who were good friend and her family
invited me several times for dinner and for company; she was Kitsa Papadopoulou.
One day my boss asked me to go and tow a broken-down truck, which was used by a
gunsmith officer. He with a technician soldier was on a mission to inspect the guns and
ammunitions of a boarder guardhouse near the communist Yugoslavian borders.
I took with me Kosta the new apprentice and went to the nearest village Corona and the
locals guided me to find the truck.
When I went there to tow the truck back to Kilkis the officer requested to tow his vehicle
to Podopolis some 45 kilometers farther away from Kilkis close to the Bulgarian borders.
I refused to obey him unless I had the approval of my boss lieutenant Manuel.
He went into the guard house and tried with the field telephone to contact our workshop
to get the approval. After trying for half an hour he managed to get the ok.
I hooked the track and asked him if he new how to go there. He said he knew and took
me through the narrow muddy farm roads leading to nowhere and it proved he didn’t
know the area well neither me
After two hours of driving uphill and downhill I passed over a low barbed wire fence and
suddenly I came upon two big round fortresses thinking they were Greek. But strangely
we saw from distance soldiers running in to the fortresses taking possessions.
The quick thinking officer asked me to stop telling me that we were in the Yugoslavian
soil and they could shoot us or to capture us for violating their borders.
We grabbed our guns; loaded them but for what? I said to him; “Look their machine
guns are pointing on us; we are sitting ducks; they can kill us now”
We stayed for another ten minutes waiting anxiously not knowing what to do. I couldn’t
go backwards because it was steep descent. Then I went out from the mud guard I waived
to them.
Minutes later a soldier came out from the fortress and made a sign to proceed; thinking
that we are going to be captured as prisoners
I was wrong. When I went closer to the fortress we noticed some soldiers still behind the
machine guns and some outside waving to us with friendly gestures
I past the fortress from a fair distance and we responded to them with same manner and
after couple hundred meter we entered in to the Greek land again and in ten minutes we
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were in the Greek guard house and at old international custom house near the lake
Doirani leading to Yugoslavia. There we been told that if this had happened before the
agreement of friendship with Tito”s regime we could have been prisoners in the iron
curtain for a while.
The army unit there looked after us providing meals and drinks and advised us how to go
to Rodopoli.

They came to arrest me
In Greece all males when they complete the 21st birthday are obliged to serve in the
armed forces and by law it is compulsory to serve as conscripts but there are some
exemptions. The length of service depends on circumstances
Normally I should enlist in the forces in 1950 but I joined the Technical branch two years
earlier in 1948 and my name wasn’t deleted from the list of the 1950ies group and the
recruiting department declared me as a draft dodger or deserter
One day a jeep with four Military Police came to our place looking for me. They talked to
my father telling him that they came to arrest me. Dad worried if I have done anything
wrong and asked them. “For what reason “
They told him “For failing to enlist in the army”.
Dad burst to laughter and gave them my military address to arrest me.
They refused to believe him thinking he was hiding me. Then he gave them my pictures
in uniform which convinced them but to make sure they went to ask the town secretary
Some days later I’ve been called by the recruiting office to make solemn declaration that
I was the real Anastasios Kolokotronis
Seems stupid but they happened and still happening in Greece
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Map of district of Thesaloniki, Kilkis, Seres, Sidirokastro, and Ano Poroia

From the lake Doirani I followed a dirt and muddy road and soon I got bogged up to the
chassis. I became frustrated and I asked the lieutenant to find someone who knew the
roads well. He went back to the village of Doirani and got a militia man tot show us the
way.
Meanwhile I used the winch and the anchor and pulled the tow truck to a dry place.
This militia guy from (M.A.Y) “Self-protection of Macedonian country” or
(Μακεδονική Αυτοάμυνα Υπαίθρου) new the roads well and took us from rocky roads
but safely to our destination

134

In Rodopoli I contacted my boss to tell
him that we had to stay there overnight
to rest and refuel and next morning to
return to Kilkis, while in Rodopoli I
thought to visit the beautiful villages of
Upper and Lower Poroia; couple of
kilometres on the foot of mount Belles.
Who new that in later years; in 1955 I
would marry one girl who born and
raised in those two villages and she is
my wife Christina Tzega the second
daughter of fife of Dimitri and Anna
who in 1940 during the war the family
moved to Thessalonica to escape
persecution from the Bulgarians.
1950 in Poroia
The return to Kilkis was little easier because I used the old road made by the Metaxa
government before the war in 1936 to connect the defense line on the Beles Mountain
and the Greek-Bulgarian border passage at Promahona. Since its construction never had
been repaired; it was full of potholes and it took me 4 hours to cover a distance of 40
kilometers.
Traveling before the war and even after the war ended was difficult and expensive thing
and if I wasn’t in the army and particularly in the technical branch of the army I wouldn’t
have had the opportunity to see all those places and to meet that many people.
I was also lucky to have good officer who allowed me to have in my disposal any time
any vehicle. This because of the then situation to have fewer restrictions upon some
section of the army personnel
Using this advantage I had explored many places and villages and one place that
impressed me greatly was the goldmine in the river Echedoros or (Galikos) River which
our village was build near the banks but I didn’t know
where was originated; I thought it was from Yugoslavia but it was not far from the Kilkis
area..

Gold in the sand
Between two big hills there was a flat and sandy area stretched for two kilometers and in
the middle was a big ship with two excavators sitting on the dry sand out of operation
sank in sand and cannibalized
I talked to couple of old shepherds there to tell me; how the hell the ship came from the
sea there; since the river is mostly dry and not dip enough for such a boat.
They told me that; before the war; a French exploration company found enough gold
there and they designed and build the boat at the location with two big excavators in front
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and at the back: Because underground there was abundant water the excavators were
digging around the boat to make it float and travel up and down floating around itself.
The sand then; from the digging; was screened and washed to separate the gold. (Very
cleaver)
They produced one kilo of gold every 24 hours but when the war started ceased out
operation.
In 1954 another company started the mining again with a different method but a year
later abandoned.

Moving to Sidirokastro (Iron castle)
Sidirokastro is situated about 25 kilometers from Seres and 165 from Kilkis via
Thessaloniki and Seres; it was longer but better road. We covert the distance in one day
and on arrival to the designated camp we occupied a building which was big enough to
accommodate all 17 of us and a small hat with a bed to be used as an office.
As always the first thing to do was to explore by driving the picturesque town, which was
split by a river with crystal clear water
The shopping center with several shop served the needs of the people and were well
presented with large open space in front of them and occupied the old town with old
traditional houses
Further down to the south app. 2 kilometers was the railway station and in close
proximity the new estate with humble houses build for the refugees from Asia Minor
Generally the people were farmers cultivating tobacco vegetables, legumes and wheat
and others pig, sheep and goat breeders for the local market and the district.
Our mission there was to service the transport fleet, the army post and the military police
motorcycles of a regiment which was responsible to guard and protect the Greek boarder
with communist Bulgaria.

1951; on left is the old and natural castle from where the town took the name Sidirokastro= Iron castle. On the background can be seen the town with the river in front
passing through the town.
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1951: Sidirokastro, the back view of the top picture; I am second from L
As I mentioned earlier; this eastern part of Greece; after the town of Kilkis during the II
WW was occupied by the Bulgarian forces: Such was the agreement with Adolph Hitler;
if the Axis had won the war this part of Greece would became annexed to Bulgaria.
From the time the Bulgarians walked in; people forced to adopt the Bulgarian citizenship
and the children to learn at schools the Bulgarian language.
Many who predicted of this situation escaped to the German side of occupation; to the
nearest town of Kilkis, Thessaloniki or elsewhere rather than to become Bulgarians.
One family which found safety in our village was the family of Theodore Kasapis and his
four children; two young girls and two older boys who lived a few houses further from
ours
I became acquainted with Stefanos who was in my age and we started selling tobacco and
cigarettes to German soldiers; played together games and became good friends.
When I went to Sidirokastro I remembered they were from this town and tried to find
them. To my surprise when I mentioned their name I was told that Stefanos had in the
central business area a butcher shop. One day I went to his shop and surprised him. He
couldn’t believe to see me again after almost ten years. Later I visited to meet his other
members of the family and they treated me well and talked about those hard years of
occupation.
Sidirokastro in comparison with Kilkis was more cosmopolitan and we enjoyed more the
night life in taverns restaurants and particularly at barba Yiannis sweet shop. His two
young beautiful and elegant daughters who were serving us the sweets were sweeter than
the sweets attracting hundreds of young costumers especially soldiers.
Also the good song played on the radiogram satisfied all ages and made the place so
popular.
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The town was build on high ground and our work shop had a commanding view of the
fertile plain that stretched for thirty kilometer forward with the Strimon to run through the
plain and several villages and also forming the lake of Kerkini
The River Strimon is originating in Bulgaria and passing between the mountain Beles and
Angistro. This is a narrow passage for the river and on the right side is the road and on
the left the railway; both leading to Bulgaria.
In page 19 I mansion that this passage was impassible by the Germans because it was
well fortified from both sides and thee Germans lost hundreds of tanks and selected
fighters and forced to change plans
Near the border town of Promahona was the customhouse of Koula but when the
Bulgarians retreated they blew up the bridges and the buildings cutting the crossing for
many years.
During the cold war that area was dangerous to approach. I went several times but up to
certain spot but after 1980 the passage opened for the tourists from both sides
I made the trip by my nephew’s car in 1985 with my wife and sister Vasoula to Bulgaria
where we had good time although the country was still under the communist regime
In 1951 I had another promotion to the rank of sergeant and I had now more
responsibilities and leading role in the team and I was the only volunteer and younger of
the rest who were all conscripts to do their time for two years and go home.
Since I’d appointed to this workshop new draftees of various classifications had joined
and some of them were of unique character and in the army I was taught how to handle
them in case of misconduct behavior

1951; Here I am on a jeep with some of my staff and apprentices after a spin around
the camp; the little hat was my office next to the old fortress which was used during the
civil war.
The GMC truck seen behind the jeep came in for an engine replacement;
Read what happened.
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The GMC truck came in for gear box and rear tail shaft replacement. We parked it out in
the open slightly on uphill ground and dropped the gearbox on the ground. We put couple
of stones under the tires to secure it from roiling backwards
Next day; in the afternoon it started raining heavily. Manuel the boss went home to his
wife and mum and because we couldn’t work outside we found shelter in the dormitory;
we shut the door and lay down to rest but we fell asleep.
Just before dark a major from the regiment passed by from the work shop and found it
deserted
He knocked on the door and pushed it open to find us all in deep sleep. He started
screaming and asking who was in charge.
I stood up; saluted him and I tried to find excuse about the rain.
He told me that it stopped raining an hour ago and there was no single cloud in the sky
and reprimanded me asking to report the case to my officer and left.
When we went out we saw the gear box and the shaft sitting in the mud and the truck was
missing from the place it was parked before the rain, we thought some pranksters from
the transport department towed away.
We panicked and began looking for it and finally we spotted the truck parked outside the
camp’s fence in the ditch next to the entrance’s guardhouse.
The guard explains to us.
He watched the truck first rolling backwards from the work shop towards a building
which stopped momentarily and then began rolling forward coming towards the exit; He
thought someone was going out; but as the truck approached him he noticed there was no
driver in it and had an excessive speed coming directly upon the guard house. Luckily the
truck missed him in the cubicle and the boom gate by couple of meters cut the wires and
fell in the ditch.
He said he thought a ghost was in the truck wanting to kill him
We towed it away quickly back to a safer place and the conclusion was that the stones we
put behind the wheels sank in the soft ground from the rain.
Unfortunately the hand brake which was on the shaft was out of order to hold the truck
Well; it was my responsibility I reported the mater to my boss who cautioned me for my
negligence.
Well in Siderocastro I’ve don lot of silly things some of them risky and dangerous;
especially with the Harley Davidson’s motorcycles.
I had a newly arrived corporal from Pireaus; Andreas Kalergis who was very keen on
motorcycles and a good mechanic. We became good friends and had the same interests
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1951 Sidirokastro with Panagiotis (Technical secretary) behind Andreas and me in the
town’s park

Here Andreas and I doing an acrobatic act in the soccer ground of Sidirokastro.
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Andreas and I in acrobatic practice

I have a motorcycle ride with five people

An attempt to ride without holding the steering
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No!... I couldn’t do it; I have had some bruises

It is difficult to put in writing everything silly I have done during my time in the army; I
would write hundreds of pages so I will mention some of the most memorable ones.
About twenty minutes drive from the town of Sidirokastro is the hot mineral springs
which provide the therapeutic waters to the public baths. In those days the only customers
to use the baths (for cleaning purpose) were the army personnel because they had no
showers in most camps and it was free. Occasionally would come some civilians.
We; from the work shop; if not every day after work; every other day would go to clean
ourselves from the dirt
Every time I was making the trip to the baths I would invite some other friend to join us.
One day while in the baths Panagiotis, Andreas and I went to use the hot bath room and
began singing loudly. Two elderly men were sitting quiet and talking. Apparently they
didn’t like our singing and voices and our silly behavior and one of them asked us to stop.
I didn’t like that and I said to him. “Look you old man if you don’t like our songs you
can go to the next room”.
Both left quietly and didn’t say anything
When we finished our bath and all our singing melodies we went to the dressing room.
The two old men followed us to the dressing room and dressed themselves quickly. To
our surprise; we watched from some distance one was major and the other colonel.
My hands were paralyzed not able to dress myself and the others were speechless.
They went out without telling us anything and we thought it was all over, but they have
been waiting for us out and as soon as we walked out of the door they summoned us.
We gave them a good salute and apologized for our bad behaviors in the baths being
noisy and nuisance
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The colonel told us “You must respect nude people as much you respect my rank you see,
you are lucky; otherwise I would punish you severely”.
We gave them another good salute and left happily

Here; before we go to the baths. I am on right with some soldiers from other unit,
Andreas is on left on the ground. The man with the accordion is local and good friend
of mine with whom and other singers we used to make serenades to our girl friends.
The cadet is a member of our staff
Panagiotis took this picture in August 1951

Here another day in front of the public baths of Sidirokastro with the workshop staff
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I remember reading and hearing about the famous Metaxa defense line up on the Beles
Mountain across the Bulgarian borders (similar to Mazino line in France) and the narrow
passage of Koula.
In 1951 when I was posted to Sidirokastro I had the opportunity to visit those places and
see them in person. It was an amazing project which kept the almighty German army at
distance. It fell when all Greece fell.

November 1951 on the Mountain of Beles covert with snow; under there is a fortress
which was still in use as a storage; on the background the pick 2035 meters high and
behind lies the Bulgarian territory

On the Mountain Beles on lower height I and with a friend
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Duty in a minefield
Not everyone in the army has a good and easy life. Those in the infantry and the cavalry
who in those days worked harder than us they were always in the front line and we
followed; but sometimes we had hard and dangerous work to do.
One day a fridge GMC truck loaded with frozen meats couldn’t take a turn from a T
intersection; smashed the low wooden fence and ditched in to the Strimona River closed
to the railway bridge. The driver jumped from the open door out in the river and walked
the chest deep water out and escaped from being drowned.
Quickly the guards from the bridge rang the regiment’s office and they in turn alerted us
to go and salvage the truck.
Andreas the apprentice and I were sent to pull the truck out.
When we arrived there I was stunned. The truck was sitting nose down with the whole
cabin in the water,
The only place to pull and put the truck on its wheels was from under the bridge where
there was flat and solid ground.
I went to talk to the officer in charge of the bridge’s security and he said to me that the
whole area under the bridge is mined and was highly dangerous even to walk there.
I talked to my boss about the mater and he and another officer arrived to study the
situation themselves.
They studied a map of the mine locations and they found that there was a narrow corridor
that could fit the tow truck to approach the sunken truck from under the bridge to a
certain distance.
Well! Andreas and I made our prayers and under the guidance of the bridge’s officer I
enter the corridor. A small mistake could have blown us up in pieces.
The river in that spot had a bend and I could pull with my winch the truck out from the
river but the problem was to find the front bumper bar which was deep in the sand.
The water was cold and muddy and Andreas had to dive several times to remove the sand
to locate a spot to hook it; and he did it.
Setting the winch in low gear slowly the truck came on its wheels and out of the bank
covered in mud
I towed away to the workshop but the engine and the gearboxes sent to the base factory in
Athens for overhauling and the meats given to shepherds and to people who had dogs and
Andrea and I came out clear and safe.
Often the drivers had mishaps since the roads were in bad conditions and most drivers
had not enough training and experience to drive such manual vehicles in rough places.
Most damages caused to all vehicles were the springs and shock absorbers; universal
joints and wheel shafts and sometimes we had to do the repairs on the spot.
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1951: Here I am replacing the front differential wheel axle of a GMC truck near the
border village of Ahladoxori

1951: Same day in front of Ahladoxori’s monument with my friend Panayiotis the
technical secretary on left;
And the team apprentices I took with me to fix the shaft of the broken down truck

The army is not an easy place to be; unless you are a strong character to face the bullying
the discrimination and the ridiculing from others life can be tough with disastrous
consequences.
I remember the first days when we were sent to do the basic training in the training camp
of Haidari a young trainee apparently couldn’t stand the hard training and the abuses
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from the instructors for being short; one night when all were asleep in the tent he grabbed
his rifle and shot himself. Easily he could harm others before killing himself
I have seen similar bullying tactics even in our work shop and later as a leader and with
the guidance of my officer I had to tackle the situations in a careful manner to keep them
in good relationship
One day we received a note from the Chief of Staff that within days a mechanic will
arrive to join our team who has recently released from the detention center of Macronisos
(Macronisos was an island, which during the civil war used as a jail deportation and
detention center for communists).
Fanis arrived a few days later and we welcomed him as usual and gave him was friendly
to him.
As the days rolled he told us about his jail term in Makroniso Island and the reasons for
being there. He explained that apart for his political believes he had committed various
mistakes regarding military rules.
Well! This was a common to most soldiers who found difficult to adopt from civilian to
the military life
Just before Christmas he applied to have two weeks leave to go home to Pireaus to
become engaged.
Our boss happily granted him the leave and we gave him a small present for the occasion.

1951: Here our friend Fanis sitting in a wheelbarrow and some of the staff making fan
of him before he goes home to get engaged.
When his leave expired he didn’t sow up on the day he supposed to be back. Our boss
allowed couple of days more in case he had missed the train but, a week passed and not
any sign of Fanis.
In such a case our officer should have reported him within 24 hours and now he was in a
hot seat himself for not reporting him. Finally he rank the technical department and
reported him for being absent without any reason violating his leave.
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One month later a Military Police jeep brought him in our shop handcuffed for having
deserted his post. Our boss locked him in for ten days.

1951: This fortress was near my office and here we play war games where Kostaki is
capturing me on left and Fanis on the right (with empty gun)

In the camp and next to our dormitory in a building lived four civilians unknown why
they lived there. After a while I met one of them who was driving a jeep and came to our
garage for a minor repair and introduced himself as Harry. When I became more
acquainted I asked him about the other three tall men.
He told me with confidence because I was a volunteer and sergeant that they were
Bulgarians who were attached to him for espionage against the communist regime of
Bulgaria.
When I asked him what was his rank he said he was everything and he would think and
he could speak fluently all the Slavic languages including German, English, French,
Italian, Turkish etc.
From time to time they would disappear for several days and appear again like comets
and off again.
One day my boss asked me to take the Dodge car and go up on the Beles Mountain to
pick Harry and his team from the Isti Mbei point; the highest guard house facing
Bulgaria.
The weather was foggy up there and the visibility very poor and as I was driving slowly.
Suddenly they jumped in front of me dressed differently armed up to their heads. I nearly
had a heard attack thinking they were guerillas. When I recognized Harry I was ok.
Harry talked little and the Bulgarian said nothing at all for two hours in th 40 kilometers
trip.
One day again my friend Kleanthis and I went to a religious festival in a village in the
planes of Sidirokastro. While there we saw Harry dressed in uniform in the rank of a
major talking to some local police officers. We didn’t talk to him until the officers left.
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Then I asked him if we have to treat him as a major or like a civilian friend? He said “as I
am now”
Anyhow he joined us for a drink and some souvlaki and we met some girls from
Sidirokastro and had really good time with them

1952; Here the civilian on right is Harry, Kleanthis I and some other friends in the
old section of Sidirokastro
According to the rules I had to be back before 10 pm. and just after 9 Kleanthis and I
suggested going but Harry insisted to stay till late and take the girls with us to the town
and he would take all the responsibility.
I agreed with hesitation but I trusted him that I will not be in any trouble.
Well…after 12 with few more drinks but safe to drive in deserted roads as we approached
to cross the rail way a train stopped to let a company of soldiers to alight the train and
blocked the road .
We stopped for half an hour and when the train left the Military police came to check me.
When I saw them coming I said to Harry.
“Harry now you clean up the mesh. I know nothing, I saw nothing”
When the two cops approached and they shined their torches on my face and also saw the
major and the girls, who were strictly not allowed in the car they gave him a salute and
asked him why we were late on the road.
He said nothing accept showing an ID card. They saw the card said nothing either. They
gave a salute again apologizing for disturbing us.
One place I was visiting often was the beautiful village Iraklia or Tsoumayia some 20
kilometers west of Sidirokastro where my dad’s first cousin George was practicing
medicine. As I mentioned earlier he and his fife Niki during the Bulgarian occupation
forced to live their place and came to live with us.
Unfortunately Niki dyed from tuberculosis after few months. Later he remarried and after
the war he returned to his beautiful house, he was childless and I was his favored nephew.
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Also during that time I used to visit my friend Niko who was serving then in the national
army and was posted to guard the big bridge of Strimona on the main highway and was
quite far but always with excuse of (ON TEST) sign I could go that far.
Every Sunday the wife of our chief Alice and her mother-in-law Helen wanted to go
somewhere for lunch and her husband Manuel couldn’t resist but he would not drive
because he didn’t have much confidence to himself and always he would ask me and
Thanasi to accompany them for their outings. Manuel as a first lieutenant was well paid
and also I was paid well and could afford to spend on meals and drinks but Thanasis was
a conscript with almost no pay at all and sometimes he was hesitant to follow us but we
would take him for his good humor,
We new few good taverns and restaurants in the area and the best tavern we found was in
the village Petritsi on the foot of Mount Beles which coincidentally the owner, George,
had served in our work shop as an electrician couple of years earlier under Manuel’s
directorship.

1951: Here I am in front of the church of Petritsi
According to the army rules every Sunday a small number of soldiers had to attend
church and it was compulsory.
We never went to a mass as a group before or individually and one day the boss asked me
to take the whole staff to the nearby church for a prayer
When I mentioned about church nobody wanted to attend. Particularly that tough guy
Fanis who always was swearing all the saints and the priests with no respect;
I thought; to make them come to reward them with special leave until 11 p.m. for the
Sunday whoever attends the mass.
Fanis still was resisting coming telling me that he wasn’t a believer and if he was forced
to come the chandeliers would crash on his had.
Well; we all laughed for his comments and finally he agreed to follow us.
When we arrived; the church was full and we decided to stand in the middle corridor just
a meter away from the big middle chandelier.
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After about 20 minutes. That big chandelier crashed like a bomb on the floor missing us
by centimeters; there was a panic among the people especially the women knelt to pray
We looked to each other and Fanis was terrified for predicting about this happening and
blamed me for the accident
Fanis was really upset and abused all of us for asking him to go to church.

1952: after the mass and the accident with the fall of the chandelier a special ceremony
took place outside the church with the presence of the towns officials and the army
personnel, the school children danced and sang to entertain the guests. I am standing
near the trees wearing dark glasses; in front of me is Manuel and his wife Alice.
In Sidirokastro so far I had the best life while I was serving at the light repairs department
and under the first lieutenant Manuel Fountedakis.
I had the opportunity to meet a lot of interesting people whom I respected and respected
me.
In 1952; I had the opportunity to be promoted to B class technician and soon after to an A
grade technician
Another promotion came elevating me to the rank of sergeant
And at the end of January 1953 I received my tradesman’s certificate as a motor
mechanic
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ARMY TECHNICAL TRAINING CENTER
CERTIFICATE
To sergeant Kolokotronis Anastasios of Prodromos class of 1950 born and registered
in Nea magnesia successfully completed the training course 50! In Automotive
Engineering
AWARDED
CERIFICATE FOR SUCCESFUL TRAINING
Athens 16 January 1953

In March 15 1952 I received an order of transfer to a large workshop in Thessaloniki and
I was happy to go there because I would be close to mum and dad; but as soon as I went
there; another order was telling me to present myself to a cadet training school in central
Greece in a village near the city of Karditsa called Mitropolis
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Just before I say good bye; some friends and I had a drink at a tavern near the railway
station of Sidirokastro
I had couple of days free to go and see my people. To my disappointment I saw dad not
being so well. He was coughing constantly and spitting occasionally some blood. It was a
bad omen; also mum had some trouble with her kidneys that often would go to check and
analyze her urine.
I took the train once again and traveled to Larissa and from Larissa by bus to Karditsa’s
military head quarters.
To my surprise I met there some of my colleagues from the training school in Athens
who came there for the same purpose; as sergeants to gain some field training experience
and administration techniques.
The training center was in the village of Mitropolis about 20 kilometers west of Karditsa
on the foot of the Pindos Mountain and we been sent there by army trucks.
We been welcomed by the officers and trainers and accommodated us in small two
bedroom houses which were build specially for the refugees during the civil war.
Like all villages then; this village also had no electricity and running water in the houses
or proper sanitation; we pumped water from the wells.
The locals were farmers and raised sheep, goats, cattle and cows for the milk all next to
their residential quarters.
The army’s head quarter was in the center of the village and every morning we had to
gather there to begin our daily exercise out in the fields and after having such an easy life
before this were really a torture.
It lasted from 20-3-52 to5-5-52 (about 45 days). Our social life there was limited to a
tavern and a coffee house and some other shops in the square.
During the period of our training we had the chance to celebrate there the Easter. As
usual the army celebrates this festivity with all the greatnesses of the occasion and the
spring coming as well
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Karditsa-Training school for sergeants

Easter 1952 in Mitropols of Karditsa; the village’s square is decorated with branches of
various trees and flowers for the celebration of the resurrection of Christ. About 40
lambs were put on the spit to feed the staff the trainees and the local quests.
Left; me, Andreas Arhaniotakis and Dimitrios Tsingeridis Right; me

Just a few days before we finish the training an unpleasant event upset me and some of
the trainees who lived in the same house.
It was Sunday afternoon and I was resting lying on the hay mattresses on the floor
reading a news paper of Thessaloniki.
A sergeant instructor; as usual; walked in to the house to inspect the place and apparently
he didn’t like the news paper I was reading.
He asked me angrily. “Hey, why are you reading that paper. I replied. “Because it was
from Thessaloniki”
He grabbed the paper from my hands and torn it in peaces and abused me in front of
others telling me that soldiers not allowed to read news papers..
I stood up and told him. “Listen pal I bear the same rank as you and you have no
authority to forbid me reading official news papers”
He asked me to salute him because he was instructor. Instead; I grabbed him and pushed
him hard on the fire place. This turned to disaster.
The whole fire place and the wall above collapsed and came down and the dust filled all
the rooms where we couldn’t see each other.
I felt so bad thinking that I have caused serious harm to the instructor. I pulled him from
the debris and began to apologize for my thoughtless act and asking if he had any injury.
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He left in a hurry and brought with him the captain. When he walked in he couldn’t
believe the damage I cause by pushing him.
We went to his office for further questioning and investigation about the altercation. He
let me go but he was little reproachful with no other charges.

The latest map of Thessali with Larissa as the main agricultural and industrial center
of the region and the richest plain of all Greece in farming production
The trainees who numbered to about 80 men came from different units mostly from the
infantry and cavalry. From the technical branch we were four men and as we were
completing the course nobody knew where we would be appointed.
When the day arrived on 5-5-1952 for all to leave the center; we received an order to
present ourselves bach to the Army Technical School in Athens for further studies on
Diesel and tank engines.
It was unexpected and big surprise to us and we been delighted to spend some time on
new technologies.
Next day we arrived to our old and known place to start a different now training.
A month later I took 10 days leave to go and see my parents who were straggling with
their health particularly dad. The doctor suspected he had cancer and suggested to take
him with me to an Athens hospital for further tests
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Mum and dad in happier
times in front of their coffee
shop

I took dad to an Athens hospital and the doctor diagnosed he had lung cancer but he told
him it was a cold causing to cough.
They put him on X ray treatment for a month but the situation worsened day by day in the
hospital but despite that he had the courage and hoped to go home fully recovered bach to
his café
During his days in hospital mum was running the business with difficulty and
occasionally her also sick brother Dimitro would come to help her.
When they couldn’t open the shop the local customers would open the doors and serve
themselves whatever they wanted and leave the money in a wooden box which was the
till. Every one was supportive and help mum.
During this crisis my sister Vassoula came from Edessa to be near her mum.
Life wasn’t easy for me either. I had to go every day after my duty to hospital to see dad.
During the four years I served I had saved some money making plans after my discharge
to buy a tip truck or to start a car repair shop but slowly I’d spend all my savings to
hospitals and bribing doctors and nurses.
Once I had to go and ask financial help from Mrs. Tsaldaris (the wife of a former Prime
Minister) who was the president of a welfare organization. She was very supportive,
After about a month dad became homesick and asked me to send him home. The doctors
also recommended doing so for his sake
He took the train and went home and wrote to me that he was feeling much better than
being in the hospital.
The hard side of the mater was that the only way to communicate; was only by letters;
there was no telephone in the village; not even in the police station.
The retraining course went as planed but during this time now I had the suspicion that I
have caught dad’s cancer and I began coughing; perhaps from the smokes;
Once I noticed in my saliva little blood and panicked like a mad. I went to our doctor
who found nothing; bud I insisted to send me to the Military Hospital for general
examination and the found nothing.
I didn’t trust the army’s doctor and the Hospital and then I decided to go to a specialist;
he asked me a lot of questions and all the tests. When I went to get the results he told me
also that I had nothing; but I didn’t believed him
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When I asked him to give the bill he said to me. “I want nothing because you have
nothing”
He must have been the only doctor I’ve met who didn’t want any money.
I insisted to give him something and refused again; he stood up and said.
“Get out from here and piss off you stupid idiot you are sick in the head”
After the doctors insults I went back to my base and couple weeks later I went to see our
doctor again who told me that the blood was from coughing by force and had nothing to
do with cancer or anything and put me on a diet.
In two months I’d lost weight and almost die from hunger. I started feeling my odyssey
for no apparent reason.
Meanwhile the news from home were not the best
At the end of October 1952 we finished the course and we had to wait to be sent o our
new posts.
When we gathered to be informed about our new appointments; mine was to go to a large
work shop maintaining; apart from the transport fleet also looked after the armys earth
moving equipment based in the city of Larissa

To Larissa
Once again; on 1-11-52 I was on the road heading this time by train to Larissa to my new
post; repair shop 724 of the battalion of engineers.
Larissa is a large city in Thessaly and perhaps the third larges in Greece where is situated
the NATO base and administration.
When I went to the work shop commander was the first lieutenant Dimitrios Iliodromitis
and sergeant Kanelis who was about to be released. Both and the rest of the staff were
very friendly to me and I was more happy that I met there an old and close friend from
the Athens school Jim Zambra.
In November and the other months until May this place is cold and the snow melts after
March.

Larissa March 15; I am third from left with some friend in the snow outside our work
shop.
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Sergeant Kanelis was very keen hunter and every weekend he organized to go hunting
ducks wild goats or hares at night with flood lights to places that only army trucks could
go. He welcomed me to join him providing me with a spare shotgun he had.
His favorite place was the foot of mount Kisavos (opposite mount Olympus) with access
to the Aegean Sea. A small fishing village of Agiokampos was a hidden paradise.
If we were lucky to get some game we would give to a friend restaurateur in Larissa to
cook them and invite our boss and his wife to share the food.
Despite the fun and the good life I had there still I was depressed and I dieting thinking
that I was sick from cancer.
One day I decided to go all over again and do the tests at the military Hospital. The
results were negative again. Then I went to a civilian doctor and he told me that I was
very healthy. I asked him if I can eat anything I liked.
He looked over his thick glasses at me and said to me. “Pardon me. You can eat any shit
you can imagine”
This time I paid this doctor dearly to tell me this
From that day on I started eating and in a few weeks I gained some weight and energy.
One day we (five of us) went to Agiokampos; all day we didn’t see even a bird. We went
to the only sea site tavern and ordered for diner to fry some sardines and other fish he had
and good white wine (retsina)
That night I decided to eat what I had missed the previous months and I did.
After diner we went to try again with flood lights but again we failed to find anything and
decided to go home. As Kanelis was driving from the end road of the village he hit a
flock of ducks. He stopped and went with his torch to check and found four ducks dead
and couple wounded.
He took the all and put the dead ones on the back and the wounded under the driver’s
seat.
As we were driving in the thick forest all of a sudden we saw a rural guard in the middle
of the road waving us to stop for a lift. Kanelis stopped and asked him what was doing in
the midnight in that time there. He told us that he went to Agiokampos for a job and he
had to walk three hours back to Agia where he lived.
Kanelis offered to take him home and asked him to sit between him and I After driving
for ten minutes the wounded ducks started making noise. The guard scared first and
asked where the noise is coming from.
Kanelis thought to explain him what happened and offered him one for his family. He
accepted the offer with many thanks. The only thing we asked from him was not to tell
anyone about the ducks
The ducks were cooked in the restaurant and we all enjoyed them with good retsina wine
When we went couple weeks later to the same place for hunting the tavern man
complained telling us that; “an army vehicle hit a flock of ducks and six of them were
missing”.
Kanelis pretending he knew nothing started swearing and calling (them) bastards and
criminals
We said nothing but felt little guilty. Thereafter we changed hunting place hunted wild
ducks.

158
My dad’s situation was worsening day by day and for Christmas I applied for a two
weeks leave to go and see him. My presence made mum and dad happier I took over the
shop to give mum a rest; also the costumers were happy to see me and they all loved me I
grew with them and with most of them I related
While there I called our family doctor Mr Apartoglou to have lunch with us and talk.
Dad who was 6 feet 4 inches tall now he had shrank to 5 feet and skinny. I remember
asking the doctor if he can smoke a cigarette and drink ouzo with us. The doctor agreed
and offered him a cigarette to smoke and raised his glass of ouzo to drink to his health but
he hardly could inhale and drink the strong ouzo.
For sure: He was a heavy smoker and drinker and these two caused all the damage.
When my leave expired and I had to go I hugged him and mum and said good-bye. As I
was leaving he told me that he will wait for me until August to see me coming home.
I returned to my base very depressed but still I had to do my duties. I knew he would die
any day soon; but I couldn’t do much about.
Time and the winter gone quickly; sergeant Kanelis after serving fife years as a volunteer
discharged and I took all the responsibilities to run the every days duties; also we had a
new commander in the shop first lieutenant Dimitriadis Hrysosthenis married with no
children and a very good person who had a tricycle.
He gave me full authority and responsibility to his expectation for which I was proud and
never let him down.

Moving to Karavomilos
Just before summer in 1953 we moved out from Larissa to a small sea site village near
Stilida. The Village Karavomilos on the foot of Mountain Othris and on the banks of a
crystal clear creek and under of huge plane trees; a place like paradise
On Wednesday of April 29 1953 my father past away
My uncle went to the police station and asked them to notify my unit about my dad’s
death and me to attend his funeral. Unfortunately police rank first to Athens and they told
them to ring to Florina and Florina told them to ring Seres and all the places I had been
and finally they found my last post Larissa; but the Larissa division couldn’t contact the
work shop because we had no phone. They contacted by wireless the regiment of
engineers who finally found me but it was now too late. Already three days gone and the
funeral according to rules were done within 24 hours.
Immediately I obtained a special 10 days leave to be near my mother.
When I arrived home things were now dull and almost all relatives and friends were
grieving for loosing a popular man. He was 60 years old
During this period I had to do some legal arrangement and be supportive to mum to ease
he pain and run the café for dad’s friends.
When I returned to my duties I knew I had another four months to serve and I was
looking forward to return and run dad’s café or do some other business and close to mum
who needed me most
Our workshop was attached to a large group of engineers whose job was to construct. a
military road and some bridges.
Our job was to repair their earth moving machines the trucks and other stationery engines
and we had all the tools and equipments and lived in tents on the beach. Apart from
performing field repairs we also had big space for repairs near us
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June 1953 in Karavomilos: Here some of the staff in swims wears with their feet in the
water: I am standing in the middle dressed with black arm band on my left arm
between the Major Kalkanis Pantelis and my boss Hrysosthenis seated wearing a hat.

In Karavolilos we stayed about three weeks and we enjoyed the calm waters of the sea
and abundant of fish also the fresh fruits and vegetables
We moved up north to a small a dry village called Aketsi about 5 kilometers from the
regional town of New Aghialos which is about 26 kilometers from the city of Volos.
We moved to Aketsi because another bigger team was constructing a connecting road to
main Thessalonica Athens highway near Farsala west of Aketsi
Although New Aghialos was a very rich and wine producing area Aketsi with about fifty
families was in a barren land and people survived cultivating wheat and corns of poor
quality.
We set camp on an empty land near the main road connecting Volos with Athens which
was in bad condition and with little traffic then.
The construction engineers camped couple of kilometers further up where was all the
operations..
Our boss and his wife found a house next to the work shop and he could watch us from
his kitchen or bedroom widow and most of the times he was telling us from there what to
do but I had fool control of the entire workshop’s operation.
We; always had something to do and if not we could snick to New Aghialos for a swim
and back
The village had nothing for entertainment and on the weekends whoever had money to
spend had to go to N. Aghialos and had to be back by 10 pm and usually we would drop
in the town and pick them before 10 pm or they could walk for an hour
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Map of Lamia, Volos, Larissa, and Karditsa with the modern freeway (green color)
Bypassing the old mountainous one from Athens-Lamia-Larissa

One Sunday in N. Aghialos there was a festival and I organize with some friends to go
and celebrate it; but beforehand I asked the boss if we had his permission. He would say
no on anything if it was right but I asked him if we could stay beyond 10 pm. then he said
“Taso; you can go anywhere you like but if you get caught I know nothing I saw nothing
and I heard nothing”.
Well...I took the risk and eight of us went there to have good time; and we really had with
some local young people and the company of beautiful girls. We enjoyed the good meals
the local wine the music and dances.
In the early hours there were some soldiers but after 10 o’clock we were the only people
in uniform and about 2 am we decided to go to our tents.
We were all drinking and if we were not drunk we were in good spirit and mood all
singing in the Dodge car.
As I war ready to enter the work shop a torch was shining signaling me to stop. When I
approached and went closer I saw the Major Kalkanis.
I told the boys to stop singing and I stopped; thinking to find a good excuse. that I had
engine trouble or flat tire but I had no chance

161
He burst like volcano upon me using indescribable language. For five minutes and then
asked me to present myself at 9 am sharp in his tent
In the morning I reported the incident to my boos and he told me he knew nothing and
asked me to clean my mess
I knew the consequences would be a harsh punishment by imposing on me a penalty of
20 or 30 days lose of payment.; anyhow
On Monday morning I went to see the major but he wasn’t there. His adjutant asked me
to come little later. I went again and still he was away and I was told to come in the
afternoon.
Meanwhile a big WHITE type crane brought in the workshop smashed in the front
At about lunch time he came to our work shop and went straight to our boss’s tent. I
guest he was talking about my case and I expected to be called to hear the last night’s
results. Some minutes later I’ve been called in
Instead of hearing about my punishment I was hearing that his only crane smashed
against a rock and the whole front of the vehicle had an excessive damage.
He didn’t want to report the case to the chief of staff in Athens but he wanted to know if
the damage could be repaired locally.
Our boss rejected the idea to fix that kind of damage in our workshop since we had no
amenities but he asked my opinion also.
The major was very worried and quickly I thought about my fate and I suggested that
with some money to buy the front gears or to manufacture them in Volos we can fix the
crane in a week because the rest can be done here by our technicians,
When the Major heard my idea that I can fix it locally immediately told me that I will
have as much money as I needed and gave me the OK to start right away and he
appointed a lieutenant to follow me and pay the expenses. When I reminded to him about
my late night case; he said to me I was lucky that the crane crashed
The most damage was in the front gear cover and all I needed was to cut four new gears
and to cast the front aluminum cover
I knew for sure that all these could be done in Volos as long as they had the damaged
parts; and the money

Volos 17-6-1953: I am on right with the lieutenant at a sea site hotel in Anavros
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We stayed in Volos three nights all paid by the Major’s special secret budget .and within
a week the crane was on the site for work. We became good friends and some time later I
asked him how did him now we were in the town late in a tavern?
He said, the local police rang him about our presense there. With some undesirable
people.

The camp at Aketsi; I am third from left in the dark uniform; the tent on right was my
office and my bedroom

Life in this little village was boring particularly after work and at night. Among us were
some characters who would find some sort of things to make us little happier with jokes
and anecdotes and one of them thought to play fool games.
One day he came up with the idea to fill up one of his old overall with hay and create a
scarecrow to look like a real person and leave it on the main road face down to look as if
there was an accident.
Well; if that prank was stupid we all must have been stupid as well to do such a fool
thing.
Anyhow we decided to wait for the last bus which was coming from Athens to end the
trip in Volos.
We saw in the dark the head lights in the far distance of a coming vehicle thinking it was
the bus and we left the scarecrow in the middle of the road but far away from our camp to
avoid being become the suspects.
We spread on the side of the road to see the reaction of the driver and the passengers but
that wasn’t the bus; it was a commercial truck.
When the driver came very close and saw the “dead body” asked his co-driver to come
down and investigate. He refused to come down and they had some sort of argument.
The co-driver said. “Come on; lets go he seems to be dead; better not to touch him” and
they backed the truck and bypassed the scarecrow and disappeared in the dark.
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We new just before 12 midnight always the bus was passing and we were anxious to see
what would do the bus driver. When that appeared; everyone went hiding again behind
the bushes.
The driver cut the speed when suspected something was in the middle of the road and
when he was close he stopped about ten meters away and he and his assistant jumped out
from the bus together some passenger and went to investigate who was.
As soon as they touched the “dead man” all burst in laughter’s and at the same time they
began swearing badly and to our surprise they suggested to live it where it was. They
wanted some more drivers to fall in the same prankster.
This was only for one night only. After we thought to take the scare crow and hang it
from a tree branch near the main road.
Although there wasn’t much traffic in this road some drivers would stop and go to
investigate

Here we are in N Aghialos
With some civilian friend
I am in white shirt next to
The civilian

Here with some friends of my
Staff in N Aghialos I an on
Right celebrating my discharge
From the army

Sometimes on Sundays we could find some entertainment even with coffee or cold beer
ouzo with good appetizers and good company
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The time slowly was approaching for my release from the army which was set to 4 th of
August.1953. I was anxious to go home near my mother to help her with her health
problems and also to run dad’s shop
My commander suggested tome to sign in for another four years or to apply for
permanency to make career in the technical branch of the army with the option to get
promotions every 3-5 years to start with the rank of sub lieutenant.
I refused because life in the army wasn’t that easy particularly for married officer who
had live apart from their families or to drag their wives and children wherever they were
sent for duties.
Another rule for the single officers was that; if they wanted to marry a woman; according
to their judgment; she had to be wealthy enough to buy an apartment unit or owned one
or a house or similar money for surety
While I was making plans to go home an engineer came from the nearby construction
firm of the NATO airdrome of Aghialos and offered me an attractive position and pay as
a foreman to work at their repair shop based in the town of Aghialos.
I refused initially telling him about my situation and he begged me to stay for six months
at least until hey finish the aerodrome.
I asked him to give me some time to thing about for my answer and he agreed.
A week before I write my own discharge certificate I decided to accept his offer because
it was good and I needed some money and I said yes when he came to ask me again.

1953: Here I am as a civilian
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PERIOD E`
As a civilian
When I received my honorable discharge certificate I said “good bye” to my friends and
with few others went out for a drink and eventually moved to my new job; now as a
civilian. Five year and some extra days; for various charges; came to an end with very
good and sad memories.
My new job was to organize the repair shop and to supervise over a small group of 6-7
technicians; mechanics welder and an auto electrician; although none of them have been
to technical schools they were good and knowledgeable about their trade
I was given the responsibility to maintain a fleet of earth moving equipment mainly
Caterpillar bulldozers graders and rollers etc.
My supervisor; a mechanical engineer was good man and very cooperative and
supportive.
Apart from supervising I was doing all sorts of jobs which they appreciated very much
My years of training at the American farm School on farming implements and machinery
and the training I had in the Army’s Technical School paid me off.
In a few days I met more and important people in the town and on weekends I would
meet some of my old friend from the work shop and my old boss and other officers with
who would have a drink together.
It didn’t take long there when a 19 years old young and beautiful girl became interested
to meet me and surprisingly some days later to invite me to meet her family
Well; I was kind to her and accepted to be a friend only in platonic terms and she agreed
In Greece when a man’s friendship becomes relationship and goes beyond the boundaries
then the situation is different; therefore I was little cautious and straight forward to her.
The letters I was receiving from my mother were disappointing. She was complaining
about her health the loneliness and she wanted me to go home and made me to feel guilty
for not keeping my promise. So
After about a month I went to my supervisor; I explained to him my situation and asked
him to accept my resignation for family reason
He was very sympathetic and in fact he added in my pay some bonuses as well and let me
go
I said good bye to my new friends and never saw them again
When I arrived home my mother felt as if she resurrected; although my sister Vasoula
was with her all the time and supportive to all her needs I was everything to her.
Immediately I took over the café business and all my dad’s costumers were delighted to
see me in the shop after almost 8 years of absence.
From the year I started to walk I was all day with them. I grew up with them. I knew
everyone’s family and I was friend with their children at school and after. Most important
we were somehow all related between us.
I was very happy that I had their support and I was earning more money now than what I
was earning elsewhere. Also the younger age and friends of mine would come to have a
soft drink coffee or ouzo and have a conversation with me
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In my free time I was doing some repairs to small water pumping engines which were
then very popular in the village to water the vegetable gardens; and that was a
supplementary income to pay the doctors and the chemist’s bills
At the same time to overcome some of the expenses I had I cultivated the small farm we
had not very far from home. In October I sowed wheat which would bring some
supplementary income.
The winter was; as usual; little boring for me because of the extreme cold I had to be
indoors all the time. Mum still could cook for the shops needs and give me some help but
not all of the times. Sister Vasoula was in standby when I needed her
In contrast the villagers were busy with their winter crops; like; cabbages, carrots,
celeries, Leeks, cauliflowers, beetroots, etc. gathering all these and transporting them to
the wholesale market to be sold.

February 1954: here is my sister Vasoula (16) with mum in the front yard of our house
nine months before her death; on the background L is the house of Argyri and far
right the house of Stavros. Also the two railway lines and the highway is visible
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By A. Kolokotronis

This is a replica: The residential side of the house with the front yard
Mum; although she had problem with her kidneys still was able to do some jobs around
the house but sometimes she had to go to hospital for further checks.
Once; a doctor from the public hospital; where he worked suggested putting mum to his
private clinic where she could have had a better treatment. Mum believed to all his
promises and asked me to take her there for a month
Although I wasn’t fit financially to do it I did it to make her happy.
At the end of the month they told me that she was ready to go home.
When I went to take her they handed over the bill which was so exuberant I nearly had a
heart attack. When I asked them to reduce it slightly they refused abruptly and demanded
all in cash.
I paid almost ¾ and asked them for the rest to sign a promissory note and again they were
adamant telling me that they will not discharge mum unless they have all the money .
I got angry, upset and had a noisy argument .ready to take the law into my own hands.
They rank the police and I was lucky they did
When an officer came; I explained first; telling him that they are keeping my mum in the
clinic forcefully against her will because I can’t pay them all in full.
The police officer ordered then to release her; otherwise they would be sued for holding a
person unlawfully
They apologize to the officer and to us and the case resolved peacefully.
A month later I went and paid the rest but I’ve never forgotten this incident.

To Australia with a basket of fruits
I was very disappointed with the system. Generally the public sector and most of the
private organizations were corrupt and everyone mostly young unemployed wanted to
leave the country wherever they could go to make a new start.
In those days the countries which accepted migrants were. Brazil, Canada, Australia New
Zealand and USA
In the early days of 1954 I applied to go to Brazil because a friend from our villager went
there a year earlier but when I wrote a letter asking some information he told me not to
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proceed for Brazil, then I applied to go to USA because my dad was an American citizen
would be easier to go but the immigration office told me there was a long list of three
years to wait. Then I applied to go to Canada where I was accepted.
In June they sent me a note to leave within a month; but because mum wasn’t well I
postponed it temporarily.
In Augusta they asked me to leave again; about in October and; I postponed again
because of mum’s situation.
Then they sent me another note in October to leave in early December and warning me if
I postpone it again my application would be scrapped completely.
After days of discussions with mum; who always was encouraging me to go wherever I
wanted to go to try my luck; she asked me to go with all her blessings.
I rushed to the immigration office to tell them that I accept to migrate to Canada in
December, but I was told still I had to pass some medical tests.
While a lady officer was making arrangements to send me to various doctors she asked
me why I wanted to go to Canada and not to Australia. I said “I now where Canada is but
I don’t know much about is Australia and where this country is.” She said.
“Look young man; Canada for eight months is covered under snow and you will freeze
there; if you want to go to Australia I can sent you within a month and is much better
place for you. The country has the most beautiful beaches and the most beautiful blond
girls and plenty of work”
I said
’Since you telling me all these and especially for the blond girls I will take your advise
and accept it”.
She gave me some papers for the doctors and began the tests. Within a week I received a
letter telling that I didn’t pass the microbiological test. This doctor told that he found one
ameba in my excrements and I needed to go through a special treatment by him who
could last for about six months and more.
I knew this profession was always corrupt in my country; and still it is; in much more
than before. The bad thing of the mater was that I had no more money to bribe and sat
down and thought something different; and I came to a conclusion
I went to my friends Nikos farm and asked him to prepare for me a big basket decorated
with colored papers with some of the best fruits they had. Peaches, figs apricots,
strawberries
He was puzzled and said. “I never saw you taking home fruits in that fashion/ what’s all
about?”
I said. “I wand them for Australia”
He burst in an ironical laugh and said. “Are you stupid to take them to Australia?
I said. “Let’s go Nick to gather some good ones and I will come to tell you tomorrow”
Well; the basket was very impressively decorated and I was sure to make good
impression not to him but to his wife. His lab and residence was in the same building
with separate doors.
In the afternoon I took the basket and went and knocked the doctor’s residence door. A
beautiful lady opened the door and surprised when she saw the basket. I asked if she was
the doctor’s wife. When she said yes; I said
I have the pleasure to offer you this basket of fruits which are freshly picked from our
farm trees in Nea Magnesia.
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She didn’t know how to thank me and said. “Who are you and why you went to so much
trouble, O my god they are so beautiful?”
I said. “Well; I am a candidate to migrate to Australia now in November but the doctor
(your husband) found an ameba and I have to come here once a week for six months to
have treatment and before they finish I thought to bring some now”.
She thanked me several times and asked me if I wanted to have a coffee or a drink and
also asked me what my name was. I told her my name and immediately she called her
husband loudly “Panayiotaaaki come over please”
Panayiotaki; the short and boldly men rushed in and said. “Yes darling”
Bring me please the file of Mr Kolokotronis..
He went back and in seconds he gave the file to his wife and told her something.
She opened it and had a quick look. She grabbed the pen signed in several places and
handed to me telling me that I was Ok and could go to Australia without any delay.
I took my file to the Immigration Department for further processing and all went well
Next day I went to Nikos farm with a bottle of ouzo and some appetizer to celebrate the
basket’s miracle
I learned that couple of years later Nikos went to USA with the same trick.
I was 24 years old and my plans to get married were out of reality. Although I have met a
number of good girls in various places I had proposals from local girls too but I wasn’t
ready yet to get involved in such adventures.
I had promised to mum to go overseas for a year or two; earn some money and return
home and then to settle
A year earlier a number of fellow villagers had gone to Australia and the news they were
sending were very encouraging. They described Melbourne and Sydney as the best places
and that gave me a boost of confidence.
The news of my departure circulated quickly in our community; many praised for my
decision to go to Australia and others were disappointed telling me that “once you leave
your country you are divided in two and forgotten.” They knew from experience when
their relatives went to America and none of the returned home.
Quite surprisingly I learned that another friend; Lazaros Tyris from the other side of our
village Diavata was going to Australia too and one day his mother Athanasia came and
asked me if his son can be with me and under my care because he had never been before
out by himself. I asked her to send him to me to talk about the trip from Thessaloniki to
Athens and other maters.
Lazaros came to see me and was very happy too to be with me
I was more than happy to have him with me as a companion; after all we knew each other
and grew up in the same community and also we were related too. (My mother’s sister
Niki married hid dad’s first cousin and had the same surname
Another unexpected event which happened in a hurry was the engagement of sister
Vasoula, by introduction
It was by arrangement made by my mother’s brother Dimitro and his wife.
They; their neighbors with their eldest son Stelios came one night to our place to propose
They asked from mum and me to consent for Vasoula; first to be engaged and a year later
to get married.
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This came out from nowhere and I couldn’t believe it. They thought; since I was leaving
it would be appropriate to be someone in my place and they arranged for Vasoula to be
engaged to someone; perhaps she didn’t like.
I told mum and the other relatives that Vasoula is able to find someone she likes and that
Stelios was known to us but she never ever had any association with him at all.
Anyhow I remained neutral and let them to decide.
Under brainwashing and pressure Vasoula agreed and mutual promises were given.
Next night I had unexpected visitors at the café.
Nikos sister Sofia and his uncle Panayiotis came to talk to me about Vasoulas
engagement with Stelios.
They asked me to tell Vasoula to dissolve her engagement with Stelios because Nikos
was in love with her for a long time but he was shy to ask her to marry him
I was stunned. I didn’t know what to say. I told them that the only person to choose
whom to marry is Vasoula herself and not me, and told them to give me little time to ask
her. They left disappointed and hoped Vasoula would change mind.
When I talked to Vasoula about Niko she was ready to say yes to him but promise is
promise and to make mum happy and the rest of the family she stuck to her promise. I
could have been happier with my childhood friend Niko rather than Stelio I knew less
While so far everything seemed to be ok one day I received a letter from the Immigration
Office telling me that my application has been canceled because my occupation in the
application read ( Motor Mechanic) instead of farmer or laborer. They stated clearly that
no tradesmen were accepted from Greece but only farmers and laborers
I panicked; I rushed to the Immigration office to explain them that I was doing framing
work at present and also I was a graduate in agriculture from the American Farm School.
They asked me to provide them a certificate that I was a farmer; which I did producing
two certificates; one from the school and another from the city council and the case
rectified quickly.
Mum for a while now wasn’t feeling well and most of the time she was in bed and my
sister was always near her
I could feel her thoughts. She probably was thinking; as soon as will say to her good bye
and walk out she will say “I will never see my son again”
One week before I go I was a real wreck .I couldn’t sleep and I couldn’t work and I
couldn’t think clear.
I knew I will never see my mother alive again; this separation was the hardest in my life
Our place was busy with visitors day and night
Another thing I did last was to rent the café to dad’s first cousin. The rent was good
which would help to support mum and my sister until I could be able to send some
money from Australia; and that could take some time
The departure from Pireaus was set on 20th of November 1954 and we had to be there a
week earlier to get our passports and pay the departure fees and luggage fumigation.
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PERIOD F`
The road to migration
On Friday morning in November 13 1954 I was so nervous ready to collapse but I had to
find my courage to say goodbye to my mother
I sat for fifteen minutes near her bedside talking to her and promising to be back as soon
as possible the latest in two years time.
Although she was very sick she found the strength to advise me and to encourage me not
to worry for her; telling me that she will be all right and will wait for me.
Before I go she gave me a large 5 oz gold coin and an Icon of Virgin Mary which were
her Mothers. The icon was to protect me and for good luck and the coin for emergency
This is the back of the wooden icon
I wrote on the back
“Mothers blessing given departed
To Australia on the 20th of November
1954 from Pireaus with the ship Cyrenia
From home I left on 13 of November
And arrived to Sydney on 22-12-1954”
There were several relatives and friends outside to farewell me some of them in tears
Finally I found the courage to say Good Bye to mum.
I hugged and kissed her in tears. She gave me her blessings to have good trip and
prosperity wherever I go and insisted not to worry for her telling me again she would be
all right.
I walked out and hardly could I move my legs. I was paralyzed from emotions from all
those well- wishers too,
My belongings were just a small suitcase with some underwear made by mum, my dad’s
shoes and a new suit I bought before I’d discharged from the army
From home to the bus stop was 400 meters where I would meet my fellow traveler and co
migrant Lazaros Tyris. As I walked away I looked behind for the last time at the house.
A dozen friends accompanied me to the bus stop but Nikos who for obvious reason
wouldn’t come to say good- bye to me. For sure he was broken hearted about Vasoulas
engagement to Stelios. It concerned me that it was a wrong decision
Stelios now as my future brother-in-law carried my suit case and just before boarding the
bus he handed over to me some cash for “the road”. I refused to accept it but he insisted
to take them for good luck it was customary and still it is.
At the bus stop I saw Lazaros being surrounded by a large number of friends and
relatives.
We mixed all together for several minutes; we shook hands; said good bye to all and last
we boarded the bus which took us to the city of Thessaloniki.
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We walked to the railway station to catch the train for the long trip to Athens. We had to
be there little earlier to get our passports; to get clearance from the Tax Dep. and to
fumigate our luggage etc.
For Lazaros it was his first trip to Athens and I had to make all the arrangements
Since I knew Athens well; I took him to a well- known hotel and booked it for a week.
We were tired and the first night Lazaros slept well but for me was a strange night with
full of nightmares. I wasn’t feeling good
Lazaros asked me why I was feeling bad... and I said “My mothers died”
He asked me not to be stupid and not to thing about it.
I said to Lazaros that I saw in my dream that I was in my mother’s funeral from the
beginning to the end.
He insisted not to believe the dreams
Then I said. “Lazar I wish I am wrong but I will put this date down and we will see later’
One day while we were in the Immigration Office receiving our passports I heard the
officials calling the name “Filotas Farmakis”
Immediately my thought went to my follow student at the American farm School to
Androklis Farmakis.
I tried among 1200 people to trace him; when I found him I ask if he was related to
Androklis Farmakis. He put a wide smile and said. “He is my first cousin how come to
know him?
When I explained how; from that time after we became good and inseparable friends; he
regarded me as if I was his cousin because I happened to know him and lasted until his
death that I will mention later in this story
Also at the passport department a 19 years old young man; when he heard my name and
the village I was born; approached me and asked me if he could be with me. He said his
name was Leonidas Karakatsanis who lived in the nearby village of Sindos. He seemed to
be a good fellow and I accepted him as a friend
The ship that would take us to Australia was the “Cyrenia” which was to sail from
Piraeus on Saturday afternoon of November 20th 1954
This is the ship bellow, which brought me to this lucky country called “AUSTRALIA”
on 22 December 1922 in Sydney
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The “CYRENIA” A ship which took place in two World Wars and after 40 years ended
up to carry thousands of migrants to Australia- mainly from Greece. Build in England
in 1911 for New Zealand ship owners and used carrying passengers between N.Z and
Australia under the name “MAUNGANUI.
During the First World War requisitioned and used a transport ship while in the II
WW used as Hospital. In 1947 was purchase by a Panamanian company with Greek
interests in the Mediterranean Lines and renamed “CYRENIA” and began
transporting migrants to Australia until 1956.
One year later was sold for scrap metal; this was the poorest quality of ships chartered
to carry migrants for the Australian programm
The ship sailed living behind hundreds of loved ones waving with their hands and
handkerchiefs to those who for some reason chose to seek a better life in an unknown
country wishing them health and good luck.
Quickly we lost the human figurines standing on the port and as the ship took the turn
towards the Aegean Sea the port of Piraeus gradually disappeared from sight but this
particular scene was recorded vividly in the tape of my mind up until this moment.
When dark began falling in the horizon we went to find our cabins, which were
dormitories for 40-50 people below sea level and not cabins of a luxury ocean cruiser.
The first port the ship dropped anchor was Port Said for refueling and to pick up some
more migrant passengers who were Greek families
From Port Said I sent to mum and sister letters and post carts telling them that I was ok
and not to worry.

174
I learned that the total number of passengers were now about 400 who were families and
800 single young men from 19 to 29 years old; all selected from the Australian officials
to comply by the health and character status
When we sailed off from Port Said on Sunday morning the next short stop was Ismailia
from where we picked up half a dozen of Greek families also. But; the attention of all the
young boys fell upon a stunning beautiful girl who boarded the ship with her parents and
a younger brother.
Couple of days later we spotted her on the deck swarmed by dozens of candidates.
Meanwhile because the trip would have lasted about a month the Immigration official
announced. Whoever could speak English required to come forward and report it to the
coordinator: They wanted to select those who would be able to teach simple English to
those migrants who wanted to learn some words and phrases before they step foot in
Australia.
I volunteered to do this job providing I would pass the test. My years at The American
Farm School and the training I had in the Army paid off. I was selected to teach with
about ten others small groups the Basic English words to young and old.
Among the teachers was also the beautiful Helen who could speak good English and we
became good friends and told me that she and her family were going to Adelaide
nominated to come to Australia by a friend.
I’ve been surprised one day when a young man came and introduced himself as my
second cousin. I became puzzled not knowing who he was. When he mentioned his name
was Agamemnon Milonas I couldn’t believe it he was amongst us as a migrant. In fact
we were cousins. Our fathers were first cousins; he and his family lived in Halkidiki and
in 1939 he was bitten by a dog affected with rabies and he and his grand mother stayed in
our place for several days to be treated daily in Thessaloniki; we played together and
some times fought over my toys
The Suez Canal and red sea was quite impressive and we been told the next port of call
would be ADEN for refueling etc.
In Aden we had enough time to go out to see the city and do some shopping. Now four of
us; Filotas, Lazaros, Leonidas and I were most of the times together and we decided to
get a taxi and go to the city.
For the first time we have been in a car driven on the left side of the road. When we saw
the cars coming towards us from the right side we thought they will crash on us and
started screaming. The taxi driver stopped and explained to us that it was safe because
they were driving on the left.
The city of Aden wasn’t very impressive and the surrounding was very dry without any
green and the driver said that they dint see there any rain for the past 40 years... He
dropped us in the center business district with shops selling mostly souvenirs.
When we asked him to pay our $ 5.00 fares he had no small change out of $100 dollar
note; so Leonidas gave him an old currency note of German occupation period of five
hundred million Drachmas. The driver had never seen such a large amount of money and
he happily accepted it but in fact after the war it was useless and had no value at all.
Perhaps if he have kept it for souvenir or as a collective item; now for sure; has some
value; may be more than his fare. From Aden I sent to mum some cards to say I was OK
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The next port to drop anchor was the island COLOMBO in the Indian Ocean and so far
we had very good journey without any problem.
It was my second time aboard a ship. The first time was from Thessaloniki to Pireaus in
1948 when I went to enlist in the army but that was much smaller than the Cyrenia.
Cyrenia was a liner and I was fascinated by the size and the good service the crew
provided to all migrants.
Within a week I had already explored every corner of the ship and met few officers and
my ambition was to meet the captain too who was in his fifties accompanied by his wife
who seemed to be popular.
One day Filotas and I went to the ships bridge when the captain was in and requested
from an officer to meet the captain.
He accepted our wish with pleasure and called us to join him near the helm and the
controls
I was always curious to know how they navigate at night and how they know the ships
position in the ocean and in the map
I have done land navigation, reading maps, using the stars and other land object while in
the army but I wanted to ask the captain few questions about ships as well.
He was more than happy to explain to us anything we wanted to know and he did it with
great pleasure and treated us with great respect.
The captain sowed us the map of Australia and told us our destination was to disembark
in Sydney but still the ship would dock in Fremantle, Adelaide, and Melbourne to get
supplies and disembark some of the passengers

November 1954
Here we are on the deck of the liner CYRENIA
From left is; Tasos Kavaliotis in the middle me
And on right Lazaros Tyris

The Island of Ceylon (now Sri Lanka) must be the greenest Island. From the deck we
could see the thick forests and when we entered in the port the city seemed to be very
modern one with modern buildings from the British colonial time
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A public building in Colombo Ceylon
.

An antithesis: a Bullock cart in the country
The city of Colombo was impressive and we had almost all day free to see the most
important places and do some shopping’s and send some cards home to let them know we
had good journey
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One thing that I noticed was: quite a number of people chew a red staff and then spat
their saliva on the foot path and red spots were everywhere. Otherwise we had terrific
time and before dark the ship sailed again for her last and longest leg which was tough
and rough.
In one occasion the ship had by-passed a cyclone by couple hundred miles to avoid the
consequences.
For couple of weeks we didn’t see any land; the sea was rough and many people became
sea sick and some of them were in very bad state. Luckily I had not been affected but I
got bored and miserable and homesick; always thinking about my poor mother,
It must have been 16 or 17 of December now and one morning we’ve been told that
Fremantle was only few hours away and by 10am the ship will dock there until 10 pm.
As we approached Fremantle we could see the city of Perth on our left. Everyone seemed
happy that at last we could step out and walk for the first time on Australian soil
As the ship was docking the general view wasn’t impressive at all and most people were
disappointed, but most harbors are ugly with junks. Some passengers disembarked
mainly those who were nominated by their friends and relatives and paid their own fares.
Anyhow: we disembarked and soon found out how to go in the CBD which was quite
good and from there we took the bus and went to Perth. We had all day for us to go
around and see the city which was very impressive
Just after 10 pm the ship again was in the open sea heading now towards Adelaide. The
visit to Adelaide was short; the ship stopped temporarily in the open and the passengers
transferred to a small passenger boat. We said good- bye to our co passengers and to
Helen and her parents wishing to each other “good luck”
Now the next stop was Melbourne and according to captain; he said he would cover the
distance within 24 hours and by 10 am the ship will dock in port Melbourne. Some
passengers had to disembark there so they had already their luggage ready they stayed all
night in vigil
We arrived in the Port of Melbourne even earlier and the first impression of the place
very disappointing. From the deck all we could see were small houses all with chimneys
and some tall building in the far distance.
We learned that the city was about four miles from the port.. Because we didn’t have
Australian currency and didn’t know how to use the transport system we decided to walk
in groups and in an hour we were in the city.
Usually December in Greece was very cold and still we were wearing the winter cloths in
temperature which was in the high thirties. We were confused; we took off our coats and
pullovers and couldn’t stop sweating. We stopped to rest under the Princes Bridge and
some of us took a nap and some said “what sort of country is?”
After having had some rest we walked in Swanston Street and in Burke Street found the
Greek Orthodox Community Club; talked to older Greeks who suggested to us to come
and work in Melbourne where could be found more jobs.
We went to Lonsdale Street where most of the shops then were under the Greek
ownership.
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We talked to several businessmen and they also encouraged us wherever we disembark to
return one day to Melbourne.
Then we waked down to Elizabeth Street to Flinders Station and had another rest under
the Princes Bridge and walked through the factories near the Yarra River back to the port

December 1954; this is how the Flinders station and the St Kilda Road looked. On the
background Left is the Yarra River, the Alexandra Gardens and the Government
House. In the middle the Shrine and on right is the Prince Henry Hospital and on right
in front: the Flinders Station.
Although the government planed to bring from the war torn countries qualified migrants
for the developing industry the simple Australian citizens; and they were only few; had
different opinion and in many occasions they shown openly their disapproval and racism
toward the new comers. Some looked upon us as if we came from another planet because
we dressed differently or spoke other language or had different hair color.
When we arrived back to the port we were exhausted.
Melbourne stuck in our heart because we found a lot of Greeks and the prospect of
finding good job was encouraging. After all we had in Melbourne quite few friends who
came some months earlier and they could help us to get a job later
Filotas had his first cousin George,. Lazaros and I had two close friends from our village
and Leonidas had a neighbor from Sindos..
But still we had to go where the government wanted us to go; and that was Sidney and
this was the last leg of the trip now to complete.
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The ship sailed from the port of Melbourne and within two hours we were out in the Bass
Strait heading towards Sydney. The sea was rough and some passenger felt the sea
sickness.
Sometimes we could see the flickering lights of some towns but we didn’t know which
towns were
On the 22 of December as we entered the heads we could see on left and right millions of
lights and the entry into the port was phantasmagoric.
Everyone went down to the cabins to get their belongings.. When the ship docked priority
to disembark had those who paid full fares and they were about 150 married and singles
whom were their relatives picked up
As for us; who were migrants on assisted passage had to follow some rules. We were
about 800 all singles gathered to an open place; then by calling our names we boarded to
several double Decker buses which hired to take us to a railway station.
When all arrived there we boarded to a waiting steam train. The officials didn’t say where
we were going. Even if they said we wouldn’t know; anyhow.
The train started to roll slowly and getting some speed without stopping at any station. It
was dark and we couldn’t see anything accept the light of the stations we passed in full
speed.
About 4 am we stopped at a very small station called GRETA and the officials told us
that we arrived to our destination and asked us to alight the train

Greta

From the station buses transferred us 5 kilometers west to a Migrant Center in the middle
of the bush. This center was during the war an army camp and we were placed in army
barracks temporarily until jobs were found for everyone
In this camp already were migrants from the Eastern European countries who worked in
the surrounding towns and their families lived permanently at the camp.
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My first impression of the camp reminded to me and to others that we began again living
an army style life but we have been assured that soon after the holydays we will be given
jobs preferably in farms or in public works
Christmas day passed unnoticeable. The scorching heat and the millions of flies
swarming on our faces didn’t let us to enjoy our meal, which was outdoors
Right opposite the gates there was a farmhouse with a Milk Bar attached. The owners
were doing booming business selling ice cream and soft drinks with those who had
money to buy them
New Years Eve passed without any excitement and celebration perhaps the season wasn’t
the same as it was back in our country. Our rooms had two double deck beds and hot
inside day and night
All day we were hanging around doing nothing and sometimes in the afternoon we would
go hunting rabbits with sticks; there were thousand around the camp.
One day we spotted in a sheep farm a small dam with some water in it and we decided to
have a swim; instead we had a mud bath.
In mid January farmers began coming to select workers for their farms to pick fruits,
grapes and for other needs and the office announced that at the end of January all
migrants will allocated to various jobs in NSW or in Queensland.
We have been idle for almost three weeks now doing nothing except writing and sending
letters to our loved ones to tell them we were ok.
During this waiting period I suggested to Lazaros to come with me and find one of our
countryman who migrated a year earlier with his wife and four children and settled in the
town of Wollongong. He was George Tokitsis My dad happened to be godfather to his
wife and somehow related to them. My father baptized her by proxy when he was in the
USA from1910-1919
I had no idea where this place was and how to go and how far was.
We got permission from the department; some guidance; a map and told me how to go
there. For certain I had to use the train starting from Maitland via New Castle to Sydney
and in Sydney change of train to Wollongong.
Well my English were enough to find my way to Wollongong but it took us to find
George and his Family more than 12 hours and few miles of walking in the suburb of
Balgownie. The reason I was going to this adventure was to to find out if they had any
news from our village and knew anything about my mother
They were not expecting to see us there at all and when we knocked the door and saw us
in front of them they nearly fainted.
They welcomed us and as usual according to the Greek hospitality in a few minutes the
table was full of appetizers, ouzo and beer
When they finished asking us questions about our trip etc George asked me if I had news
from my mother
I said. “No, I didn’t; because I had no steady address, did you have any?
George said. “Yes; I am very sorry to tell you Taso; your mother past away the day after
you left home; my deepest sympathy.”
Everyone in the dining room expressed their condolences to me and immediately I
remembered the dream I had seen in the Athens hotel and told Lazaros about
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I turned and said to them that I new she had passed away but Lazaros told me not to
believe the dreams and I didn’t believed the dream. Now the dream was true.
I remained for a few minutes’ num and melancholic thinking about my promises to return
home near her within a year etc
I didn’t want to spoil their hospitality; it wasn’t a place for me to be mourning mood.
I had to pretend or to be reconciled that it was unavoidable case so I changed
conversation asking about their new life in Australia and about their jobs etc.
George told me that he and his son Socrates worked at the BHP and were very happy and
in Wollongong there were plenty of vacancies in the iron industry.
They were very kind and kept us for two nights and asked us to stay there and work but
we had to go back to the center since we had obligation to comply with the agreement to
stay 2 years under the government protection.
Well. we thanked them all for their kind hospitality and took the train to return home to
GRETA camp. This time the return trip was easier

The Greta Army Camp which in 1949 had
been converted to accommodate the post war
migrants mostly from the eastern European
Countries and some from Greece were in NSW:
In December 1954 approximately 800 young
Greek migrants came here to start a new life.
I was one of them and I am grateful coming
to Australia and becoming a contributor to the
development of this great country
The center closed in 1960 and all the buildings
Demolished and no trace left to indicate that
from that place passed more than 100.000
migrants

Upon returning to the center I tried to find my cousin but without any success. Also we
noticed some other friends also were missing possibly they allocated to jobs or left
unauthorized by themselves. This was a common practice. When the authorities were late
to find jobs for the migrants they would walk out or escape.
At the end of January when the holidays were over the authorities started to send us to
various jobs in NSW and to Queensland.
When my name; and the names of Lazaros; Leonidas; Filotas and some others came up I
was given a job to lay irrigation pipes somewhere in Queensland. I rejected the offer
telling the officials that apart from being register as a laborer I was a qualified motor
mechanic as well and I could be more useful to any employer who wanted to employ me.
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They refused telling me; and to the others; that the others and I were obliged to go
wherever they wanted to send me and anybody else. We said OK and they asked us to get
ready to depart in couple of days.
We had a quick meeting and all four of us decided to escape later in the same night but
we had an obstacle.
We remembered that we didn’t have our passports with us. They kept them in the office
couple of days after our arrival- playing trick by offering free tobacco to all; apparently
preventing people escaping too.
We thought and said, “Let have them”.
In the afternoon I took the boys and went to talk to a taxi driver up the road and asked
him if he could take us to the Maitland Railway Station. He said.
“Don’t worry pal. I’m doing this job every day with the escapees; I will come around
11pm to pick you from the far end of the camp; there are no wire fence anywhere there
and in fact they don’t care much; see you there”.

1954 Greta Migrant Camp; Some families in front of their quarters
We picked our suit cases and walked in the dark up on the road and in minutes the driver
was there and half an hour later at the Maitland Station.
There wasn’t any train at that time and had to wait for the next day morning train at 8 am
to Sydney. Lazaros and I made this trip a few days earlier .We spend the night sleeping
on the benches; the weather was with us; it was hot all night.
We arrived in Sydney around lunchtime. After walking with our suitcases and asking
hundred of times the people we found the Greek Community office in the city.
We sought their assistance to find us to rent a room and they responded quickly. They
gave us an address to go which was on the other side of the city in North Sydney and the
owner was a Greek Cypriot. We took a taxi and went there.
It was a big two story house with big rooms and the tram passing in the front and the rent
for two pound a week each in advance (The weekly wages then were 8 pounds a week).
From the next day we started looking for employment around North Sydney. A week past
without any successes; then we went to the west Sydney side where there were more
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factories but walking all day in the streets in scorching heat without finding any job was
frustrating and demoralizing.
As the days passed slowly we were running out of cash and we started depriving even the
essential daily food; all we could buy was the bread.
One day Filotas and I went to find a friend co-passenger from the island Lesbos who was
nominated to come to Australia by his rich uncle and café owner in the CBD; but before
we go there Filotas thought since we go to the city to take with him a woolen flokati
(velentsa) he had to try to sell it. After walking in the city like hillbillies all day
unsuccessfully we went to this friend
We saw an impressive restaurant with those seats and tables where the customers would
seat to eat the stake and eggs with the curtains drawn hiding for privacy
We asked the lady at the cash registry about Thanasi and she promptly called him from
the kitchen.
He was exited to see us and after a short conversation he seemed to be busy and Filotas
asked him if we can buy couple of breads from the café. He sowed willingness to ask his
uncle but came back little disappointed to tell us that his uncle cant sell the breads but he
sell to us sandwiches Filotas said “OK doesn’t mater” and asked him if he could lend him
ten pounds. He said that he was unpaid and penniless since he arrived to his uncle’s
restaurant.
We left disappointed and walked from the city over the bridge back home to decide what
to do next. Meanwhile in a few days we would needed money to pay the rent and had not
enough
When I kissed mum and said good- bye she gave me a large gold coin and said me. “Son
have this and use it in emergency”. Soon we would be in crisis if we had no money for
the rent unless one of us had a job but we had no chance to find any because of the
holiday season that had just ended
We had given some promises but we had to wait several weeks.
When the time arrived to pay our rent I offered to our Cypriot land lord the gold coin but
he refused to accept it telling me that it was fake and sent me to exchange it at the bank
opposite the street..
I went to the bank and find the door shut. I knocked on the door and a man opened the
door an inch and with suspicion said to me. “What do you want that early in the morning?
Come back in half an hour. Anyhow what do you wand?”
I showed the coin and told him that I want to sell it. He laughed and sent me to sell it to
the jewelers. I left with some embarrassment and went back to tell the landlord to take it
for two weeks rent. He called his wife to see it and decide.
When she took it in her hands I think she new very well about gold. She was very happy
to keep it for two weeks rent, my mother would be angry about this deal but this is how
the situation was.
We went around seeking employment again but without any luck and decided to go to
Melbourne but we needed about ten pound for the rail tickets which we didn’t have
enough. I thought to go to Wollongong and ask some money from George but I was shy
to do it; then Lazaros remembered he knew a friend of his who came to Sydney a year
earlier. He found his address and together we took in the streets of Sydney again to find
him. I knew him but not as good as Lazaros
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To save our money we avoided to take taxi tram and busses and preferred to walk. We
were young and could walk fast.
After walking some kilometers and hours finally we spotted the restaurant he was
working. A young waitress sent us to go and see him from the back lane where he was
washing the plates and dishes.
We walked through the open gate and Lazarus called him. “Hey Niko where are you?
He came out wearing an apron a singled and in shorts and surprised to see Lazaros and
me without any notice.
We talked for a while and the first thing he asked us was if we were hungry. Well we
admitted we were and quickly he brought from the kitchen three plates with chops
potatoes and salads and three bottles beer and plenty of bread.
We sat at the back and enjoyed for the first time a proper meal with cold beer. We
thanked him many times for his hospitality and now it was Lazarus’s turn to tell him
about our mission there
Lazarus without any hesitation told him that we wanted to go to Melbourne and we
needed about ten pounds for our four fares and asked him if he is willing to lend us ten
pounds and as soon as we have then we will send the back
I was expecting to refuse; but I was wrong
With a frown face said. “What? Ten pounds is not enough even for the fares pals; I will
give twenty pound and don’t worry to send them in a hurry; any time you have them; if
you don’t have forget them.
I was surprised for his generosity. Twenty pounds then; was three weeks wages for him.
We thanked him again and promised to send his money as soon as possible. We left from
there happy and because the taxi was expensive and we didn’t know how to use the trams
and busses we walked from the western side of Sydney to the North in two hours.
Immediately we organize to leave Sydney and go to Melbourne where we had lots of
people and easier to find jobs.
Blunder. Next day using the tram went to the main station and spent all -day and night
at the station to catch the morning train. The others sent to buy bread and salami for
dinner but I bought by mistake a large fruit cake thinking it was bread and; I’ve been
charged a weeks rent for it We sat and ate it like hungry dogs but couple of hours later we
were running to the toilets every ten minutes from diarrhea
IN MELBOURNE: The trip by train was quite comfortable the only hassle was that we
changed train in Albury because that time Victoria had a different gage rails.
We arrived in Melbourne in late afternoon. Filotas went to find his cousin George
Farmakis and us Lazaros, Leonidas and I went to Leonidas friend Stefano Grounda who
lived in a rented mansion in Royal Parade Royal Park opposite the Melbourne University.
The trip from the Spencer Station wasn’t far. We met Stefano who welcomed us and
although the house was overcrowded with single Greek tenants.
He made arrangements for us to sleep couple of nights in the corridor until another room
could be found close to the city.
Stefano and the other boys were helpful and had the willingness to assist us; after all
Lazaros and I had in mind to see couple of friends from our village that we left for later if
we needed any help.
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Stefano who came some months earlier managed to save some money to buy a small
coupe Morris car; something that neither he nor us could dream to own one in Greece.
Next day he took us for a ride in Royal Parade and around the University, in the city, to
St Kilda and Port Melbourne and in some beautiful places which impressed us greatly.
Now we had some security near Stefano but still we had to find first a room then a job to
pay our depts.
Stefano knew a Polish lady who had a house in Coburg and had a room to let. He made
an arrangement and paid her for us the rent for two weeks with breakfast. It was close to
Sydney Rd. tram and to Moreland Rd; handy to shops etc.
The old lady was kind and served us good breakfast. One slice bread two jars of
marmalades and a block of butter and expected from us to eat couple of toasted slices
little butter and some spread of marmalade. Instead
We could finish all on the table and ask for some more bread. She did for a few days and
a week later she kicked us out. She told us that she didn’t want us any more; not even
without breakfast.
When I asked her what was the reason. She said
“I don’t want you any more because you are eating too much. If you stay here one month
you will eat me and my house; no more breakfast, also you talk very loudly”.
She gave us a week notice to find accommodation elsewhere.
We walked to a Greek Sydney Road café and asked the owner Mr Stamoulis if he knew
anyone renting a room.
He promptly told us that his cousin Thimios Stamoulis who lived couple hundred meters
over the other side of Moreland road in 20 Cozen Street was renting rooms.
We went and met him and the rest of his family who were a bunch of happy people also
we met two couples who were tenants and all were happy to come over.
Barba (uncle) Thimios gave us a large front room with three beds and a separate kitchen
for the tenants to cook our own meals..
We went back picked up our suit cases and said good- bye to the Polish lady

1954 in Cozen Street Brunswick. On the
background is Sydney Road an on our
right was barba Thimios Stamoulis house
from left is Lazaros Tyris in the middle
me and on the right Leonidas Karakatsanis
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This Greek environment for us ideal because we could understand each other; we met
there barba Thimios children; Spiro 19, Nickiforos 16, and Helen 13 and his wife Mahi
who was pregnant; also we met Mr John and his son Manolis Glykokalamos 19 and the
newly married in Greece Basil and Vangelia Kotoulas
The first think we had to do now was to get a job and that wasn’t hard
Barba Thimios sent us to AUSTRALIAN PLASTER INDUSTRIES in Tinning Street
Brunswick next to the railway line and five minutes from home; where they wanted
immediately workers.
Without even asking a man who was standing outside was asking passing by people to
come and get a job; they were desperate for workers. Anyhow
They accepted us and told us to start strait away but we asked the foreman to go back
home to change our cloths

19-4-2006. here we are in a reunion after 52 years outside the “NEOS KOSMOS”
News paper office where we went to tell our story which was published a week later
(Unfortunately both my friends passed away in 2009
By 10 am we started work. The front appearance of the factory was nice and looked
innocent but inside it was a hell.
The foreman gave us a trolley to each of us and with some others were loading the semi
trailers those 50 Lb. paper bags with plaster.
The pick up area was where some other workers were filling the bags that hot dust. The
dust in that area was that thick hardly could we see each other and no one was wearing
any protective musk.
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Here Leonidas Karakatsanis, Stefanos Grountas, Tasos Kolokotronis (I) and Lazaros
Tyris, absent is George Albanis (diseased). We have reunited after 51 years and
interviewed by Claire Gazi of Neos Kosmos about our adventure in Queensland
Our first day was hard because we never had done such a kind of work before but we had
to work to make a living until we could find a better job later; when we went home we
were unrecognizable; we were from head to toes white covered in dust.
Our hair, eye browse, eye lashes lips and noses were stiff and took an hour to clean them;
next day we made hats from news papers to protect at least our hair.
For a week we worked like horses but slowly we were feeling tired and slowed down and
the foreman; a nasty Maltese guy was shouting on us “come on, hurry, come on, hurry”
He; particularly was after young Leonidas shouting at him often. “Come on, hurry”.
Leonidas was 19 very strong and had some boxing training back home and wouldn’t
tolerate insults from anyone especially from that ugly Maltese.
One day; after that “come on, hurry” noises he came to me and said.
“Hey Taso; tell me; did you tell that bastard Maltese that my name is Leonidas and not
Harry; is he making fun of me”?
Immediately I knew that he mistakenly confused the word hurry with Harry and I said
“Leonida; I told him but I don’t know why he calls you Harry; probably he likes that
name”
“Let him call me again Harry and I will teach him a lesson” he said and left
Well… in the same afternoon when the foreman started calling on us again “come on,
hurry Leonidas went wild. He threw the trolley down from the truck and went to
confront the foreman and grabbed him from his shirt and in a fury manner he said to him.
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“Me Leonidas understand? Me Leonidas No Harry; pousti malaka “and a big fist punch
in his face and the foreman dropped on the ground unconscious bleeding from the nose
The bosses rushed down from their offices and couldn’t mush but calling the ambulance.
They took him away for suspected broken nose.
They called me and Leonidas in the office to tell him that they terminating him
immediately without pay.
I translated to Leonidas what they said and Leonidas asked me to tell them.
«Να πάνε να γαμηθούν όλοι οι μαλάκες και τα λεφτά μου να χώσουν στο κώλο τους»
«Tell them to get fucked and to stick my money in their ars holes»
Surprisingly next day the foreman was back and no action was taken against Leonidas.
Lazaros and I stayed there because we needed money badly and was only five minutes
walk from home but always had in mind to find a better job than this.
One day three weeks later at lunch time out behind the factory I started conversation with
an Australian who asked me about my country; why I came here and what was my
occupation etc. When I told him I was a motor mechanic he called me stupid to work at
this filthy place.
I told him that I was new in this country and I had no idea where to go to get the right job
for me. Then
He grabbed a big News paper (The Age) and gave me two pages of places looking for
motor mechanics.
Still I knew nothing where to go and asked him to mark a place to be near the city.
He circled few places and suggested to go first to Queens Bridge Motors. He said it was
the largest franchise for Holden cars and directed me how to go there,
Next day I dressed up like a model, caught the tram and I was there looking like a tourist
at the mechanics working on the cars.
One of them turned and asked me if I was looking for a job. I said “Yes”.
He left his tools and took me to the office and introduced me to Mr Mitchell who was the
superintendent. He welcomed me and asked me to sit for an interview,
After a short conversation about my background etc; he asked me if I knew about Holden
cars and engines and where did I worked
I said ‘Yes I know; I worked in Greece” (The Holden cars had engine similar to those
GMC army trucks and I knew them inside out)
He said. “As far as I know in Greece there are not Holden cars yet”
I’ve insisted I had seen dozen of them in Athens and convinced him to believe it.
Although I presented to him my trade certificate and other documents; to make sure that I
was a competent mechanic he asked me to go with him upstairs to the pro-delivery
department for a practical test.
He introduced me to a mechanic by the name Michael who gave me to wear an overall
and quickly removed from a car the distributor, the points and the high tension wires and
asked me to put them on again and start the engine. He provided tools and the instrument
for the timing and gave one hour to do it.
Since I had done this job hundreds of times it took me les than half an hour to finish it
without even using the timer and started the engine.
Michael came and asked me if put the timer on to check it.
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I said “No. I do the timing by a practical way. I learned it in the Greek army by British
mechanics and it is as accurate as the instrument.
He said “Είσαι Έλληνας are you a Greek?” I said “Yes”.
He was delighted to meet me and said he was Greek from Egypt and was the only Greek
there and he wanted a second mechanic for the pre-delivery service.
From curiosity he put the timing instrument to see if the engine was timed accurately and
he was amazed by the accuracy and asked me to show him how I did it .
He went to tell Mr Michel that I was more than good
I started next day as an inspector on the new cars doing the pre-delivery service to
customers. Here I had better wages and conditions and I was very happy
Michael and I became good friends. He invited me to meet his parents and his two
brothers in Moonee Ponds. They were good people and had great time.
A week later Lazaros found a job at General Motors and somehow all of us had a better
job and now the next thing to do was to send the borrowed money to Nick in Sydney and
we did that in the following two weeks.
At barba Thimios place the environment was quite pleasant. After work we talked about
our days work and other subject and we prepared in our kitchen our dinner and would sit
all together to enjoy our meal.
In the early days; because the others couldn’t speak English; I would go out to do the
shopping; usually at the corner Milk Bar in Moreland Road next to the railways. There
was a beautiful young Australian girl about 16 whose name was Joanne who served me
most of the times She was very sweet but too young for me to ask her out; so
I took Leonidas to buy an ice cream and to see her and was enthusiastic and fel in love
On the way back said to me. “From now on I will do the shopping but I don’t know
enough English to start a conversation”
I said to him to tell her “You are beautiful; give me one ice cream please”
Next day after dinner he went eleven times to buy ice cream and to see her. Every fifteen
minutes he was at the milk bar but I doubt if she knew why Leonidas was eating that
many ice creams
One day he asked me to buy something else. I sent him to get bread, eggs, lemonade and
orange.
When he got there he remembered the bread the eggs and the lemonade but forgot the
orange (In Greek lemonada is the lemonade from lemon and portokalada is the orange
drink from portokali, orange). He tried to describe the orange drink with his hands but
Joanne couldn’t understand. Then because lemonade comes from lemons he thought
arrange comes from portokali. He started asking her portocalade, portokalade but still she
couldn’t get it what he was asking.
He came back angry and upset and asked me “what is called that fucken portokalada in
English. I said “orange” stupid
Ha…that is why the girl couldn’t understand me?
After one month we had some money saved and Lazaros and I decided to buy an ASTOR
radiogram with a top cover to listen some music and after work and at the weekends
Up in Sydney Road there was an electrical shop and the owner agreed to sell it on weekly
payments because it was expensive and we couldn’t afford to buy it cash.
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Before we leave and to make us happy he gave us as a gift one Greek disk which he had
bought it when he went to Greece in 1950,
We went home and began playing this disc which had good selection of songs and
everyone liked them.
Every day after work we would play the same disk from five o clock til we go to bed.
After few days this disk affected the nerves of other; but us; and all became irritated.
Nobody wanted to hear any more the same songs even on the lowest volume.
One day barba Thimios came and warned us and said. “If you play those songs again I
will smash the disk and the radiogram on your heads”
He would do that because he was very hot-headed man. Every night he and John played
cards and there wasn’t a night to go without a heated argument.
One Sunday Lazaros and I went to visit Filotas who lived in Fitzroy near Brunswick
Street with his cousin George. We didn’t know then much about those place but we
managed to find him.
We sat there and talked about jobs and plans and at about 11pm we decided to leave and
it were a dark street. He took us to the tram stop and when he saw the tram coming he
told us to jump in quickly.
We did and the tram was going to places we have not seen when came to visit him. I
thought probably goes from a different line.
Slowly the people got off and finally in the tram were Lazaros and me but didn’t worry
about. Thought to return to city with the same tram; Alas
When we arrived to the terminal it was almost 12 midnight and the contactor and the
driver told us that this tram was the last and wasn’t going back to city until 5am.. They
jumped into a car and disappeared
We were somewhere in Bundoora in the middle of nowhere by ourselves thinking how to
go to Brunswick. Neither cars nor taxies were passing and no soul walking around to ask
for direction. Then
We decided to walk back towards the city and after an hour we hailed a taxi that took us
home and promised to take revenge against Filotas who put us in the wrong tram.
Generally speaking some migrants were not that happy coming to Australia because from
the early days of their arrival here ordinary and less educated Australians were prejudice
to the newcomers. I knew this well from my parents who happened to be refugees to
Greece from Asia Minor and hundred of thousand like them had the same treatment in
their own country from the locals and I and many of us were prepared to face the
consequences for being migrants.
Otherwise: we have had the utmost respect and acceptance from people who understood
our value for the feature and long term of our contribution for the development of this
great country
Day by day we tried to assimilate with the Australian society and with our new way of
life at work and outside
We liked Melbourne better than other cities we have visited when the ship stopped to
drop off passengers.
On Saturdays and Sundays we would go down town to explore the city and the parks
which were the best in the world. Particularly the banks of the Yarra River
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1954: The Yarra river; on left the Princes bridge, Flinders Station and the St Paul
Cathedral and other buildings in Flinders Street
We often visited the Orpheus club which was in the same building where the Greek
Orthodox Community of Melbourne and Victoria was in Burke Street opposite the Foys
Stores on the corner of Berke –Swanston St.
The club and the Community office was the meeting place for most Greeks where they
could discus about accommodation; jobs; where and how to meet Greek girls; drink
coffee; play cards and tavli to pass a pleasant afternoon. There were some older migrants
who played cards for money.
The mass migration from Greece started after 1953 and; somehow; the two Governments
signed a program; particularly the Australian; to accept single healthy and young
migrants to fill the vacancies in the heavy industry and the needs in rural areas.
This was done because after the war Greece couldn’t feed or provide jobs for thousands
of unemployed and the only solution was to give away all those unwanted for “adoption”.
It is well known that all “adoptions” are not always successful but we accepted our “new
parents” and our new home Australia.
In those days the racism was evident; as I mention earlier; from a minority of local people
and mainly from women and girls who avoided to meet young migrants; either because of
language barrier or cultural differences; therefore all those young men who came here
lacked the company of women of the same nationality.
Then the only solution was to “import” our feature wives by nominating them for
migration. Most of the times the candidate bride to be was known but the other cases
were by introduction or by correspondence
In many occasions this sort of arrangement was a complete failure because the women on
arrival here didn’t like the look of the man and vice versa and ended in heartbreak
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As the weeks and months kept rolling we made plans upon plans. Most of us were over
25 (except Leonidas) and the future was in doubt. We dreamed to return home but this
was far from touch.
Every time we had gatherings all we talked was how to earn more money; working only
on standard wages would be hard to start a family
Rumours were circulating that some who worked on sugar cane fields were making four
times more money than the average wage earner in the city. So
We cross examined the information from people who had done this job and; somehow it
was correct; but like the fruit picking job which was a contracting job the same applied
for cutting sugar canes. (More work more money).
It sounded perfect in theory but we had no idea how looked in practice

The big decision of Queensland adventure
After a serious discussion between Stefano, Lazaros, Leonidas, George and me all
decided to make an attempt to go to North Queensland to work on sugar cane farms
preferable in Cairns area..
Stefano who owned a Morris four -seated little car would make it available and drive it
all the way to Cairns changing occasionally with me when needed and sharing all the fuel
expenses etc.
Amongst them I was the only one who could speak and read some English so I was sent
to buy maps and organise the whole trip. The only problem we had in our hands was that
in the little car would fit only four and we were five. One of us would travel by train as
far as Brisbane and meet us there; that had to be Leonidas who was the youngest and he
agreed with pleasure
According to the rules we all gave notice to our employers to resign. When I went to tell
Mr Mitchell about my resignation he was very disappointed; he promised to give me a
rise and begged me to stay telling me that cane cutting wasn’t an easy job but it was late
now to change my mind; the others already had resigned.
I remember old Jack the cleaner came to tell me that; he during the depression before the
war was forced to go to do this job to support his five children and told me “Tom please
don’t go you will come with a broken back here” and I didn’t believe him
I thing it was Monday 14 of May when we left Melbourne following the Princes
Highway. I suggested taking that rout to see some sea side towns as well.
The car was loaded with all our belongings; four suit cases; two on the back and two on
the canvas roof; blanket and other stuff and in fact it was overloaded
I sat in front like a General guiding Stefano which way to go.
In the first day; in heavy rain and wind we manage to cover the distance from Melbourne
to Sale. The road wasn’t then in good condition but we enjoyed the Gippsland’s towns,
the farms and the scenery in general
During the trip we passed many creeks with the names written on the boards before the
bridge
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All of a sudden George from behind said “Hey; did you see all the bridges we pass are
Greek” Lazaros agreed too. Stefano and I burst in laughter.
Both asked us to tell them why we laughed.
I had to explain to them that creek is a small river that we pass over the bridge and the
bridge is not a Greek property
At Sale we went to stay at a hotel (motels not existed then) Lazaros refused to come
because thought was expensive and preferred to sleep in car’s back seat. We enjoyed our
dinner of stake and eggs and few glasses of beer and later a hot bath
Now and then I used to snick out to check if he was ok. Once he complained that the
car’s roof was leaking on him and was little cold.
Despite putting pressure on him to come in and have a nice meal and comfortable sleep
he refused; he had bread and cheese with water. He wanted to save his money.
Next morning we left early to make more miles and we managed to arrive in Bega in the
afternoon
We stopped in the main street with all the shops and walked up and down to stretch our
numb legs and to buy something to eat.
We saw a Fish & Chips shop which had a Greek name written on the window. We went
in and we asked the middle age man behind the bench to cook for us some fish and chips
as well; in Greek.
He was surprised to see Greeks in this town and asked us how we happen to be there.
We told him that we are going to Cairns to work on cane farms. He cried “What? Are you
serious?” and kept preparing our order.
When he finished he advised us not to go and; started telling us the story how he and his
father went to Townsville before the war during the depression and said to us; it was a
hell of job, he suggested; if we wanted job with good pay to go to Cooma and get a job in
the Snowy Mountain Hydro-electrical scheme. Before we leave his shop; he gave us each
a bottle of Coca Cola drink as a present and said “Don’t go boys don’t!”
We drove off and; as we were leaving the town we decided to go to Cooma to investigate
about getting a job there. We turned left and took the road to Cooma and some distance
from the Princes Highway we stopped under a big and thick tree to rest and sleep because
it was getting almost dark
We ate the fish & chips; drank the coca colas; told stories and jokes; and made plans and
to visit Canberra too
The weather was cloudy wet and cold. We put our blankets on the grass to sleep but it
was uncomfortable. As if that wasn’t enough after midnight George who couldn’t sleep
and always was smoking stood up and started shouting. “Get up quickly two animals is
on the branches ready to jump on us; they look like pumas”
We got up and saw them and soon they disappeared but we couldn’t sleep any more, we
sat in the car and slept in the sitting position.
Before sunrise we left. The road wad rough; narrow and steep and the car was moaning in
low gear for almost two hours. When we arrived in Bemboka at a cross road we had a
narrow escape from being hit by a speeding Holden car. We stopped to smoke to get over
from the shock we had experienced
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We stopped again in Cooma to have some lunch and also to inquire about jobs. The jobs
were available and we been offered to work there. Stefano and I could work as mechanics
and Lazaros and George as labourers; immediately with good wages
Stefano and I liked to stay and work there but the other two didn’t agree saying we
shouldn’t dissolve the initial agreements and wouldn’t fair to abandon Leonidas in
Brisbane waiting for us
So; we said no Snowy Mountain and proceeded to go to Canberra.
When we arrived there it was almost dark and according to the maps I had we had to go
through some round about but in the dark I couldn’t read quickly the signs; so we had to
go again around to find which exit to take and; the exit we had taken put us back to
another round about and again to the same place. For half an hour we were driving round
and round.
Apparently a police car noticed we were struggling to find our way out and stopped us
and asked us if we needed any help. How lucky we were! I said we like to go to Sydney.
They told us to follow them. We passed from the centre road in slow speed and adored
the beautiful buildings and the parks.
When the street lights became less and les they stopped and gave us the direction how to
go to Sidney
It was almost 10 pm; we couldn’t afford to go to a Hotel so we stopped in an open space
on the side of the road to eat something to smoke and relax and sleep under the stars.
Here it was cold but at least not wet and as a toilet we used the bushes alongside the road.
Our next stop had to be Sydney. We left from Canberra in the morning and by lunch time
we stopped at Goulburn to buy some fish & chips and rest at the big park near the shops.
We found little time to shave and wash our faces at the public toilets
The road from Goulburn was mostly winding and steep in some places; there were not
freeways and the facilities we have now and the maximum speed on those roads was 4050 mph for new Holden cars and had to go through towns and villages.
When we arrived on the outskirts of Sydney it was still daylight but; we wanted to pass
the bridge and stay in North Sydney near where we were about four months ago.
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This is a picture of 2010 I have taken from the Bay view Hotel in North Sydney where
we lived in the same street in 1955 (55 years ago) under different circumstances. To
day both sides of the bridge are surrounded by high- rise buildings and businesses.
After driving for 3 hours to find the bridge it was almost dark. We went to the other side
to find a hotel on the Princes Highway but we took the wrong street and became lost in
the suburbs and couldn’t find someone to ask for direction; all shops and pubs were
closed then.
Finally Stefano was tired angry and frustrated he found a wide street and a big round
about and suddenly drove right in the middle under a tree and said. “F…k; we will stay
and sleep here tonight boys and; in the morning we will find our way.
It was almost midnight and the street was deserted. We had for supper some bread cheese
and water smoked couple of cigarettes; spread the blankets on the thick grass to take a
nap. Lucky for us; the grass here was dry and the weather milder
Again; another night we spent under the stars
It must have been a big intersection there and the traffic started from 4.30 am and by 5.30
we couldn’t sleep any more. By 6 am it was daylight. We sat and watched the cars and
the people looking at us with curiosity and some waving and some shouting something
we couldn’t understand but didn’t care.
Before we leave Stefano and I wanted to shave but the water in the bottle wasn’t enough;
so we took our towels over our shoulders and walked to the opposite houses to find a tap
in the front yard, most of then had one near the gates. We picked on with a brick fence to
put our mirrors.
We didn’t see anyone to ask and because it was too early to knock on the door and went
ahead to finish the job. I saw someone looking through the curtain but didn’t come out to
tell us anything.
When we finish shaving we washed our hair and faces then little cologne and walked
back took the car and off again.
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Still I wander; why no one came to investigate about our presence on the beautiful
round about... Didn’t any police car pass all night from there to find out why we were
there?
What an irony. We were only one block from the Princes Highway and wasted tow hours
looking for it in the hills and in the dark streets in North Sydney.
Now we were on the right track and the next stop for lunch would be New Castle.
Then there wasn’t the present freeway and we had to pass several villages and towns
through a winding road and it was almost a four hours trip.
While in New Castle we remembered the GRETA Migrant Camp. The place where we
started our life in Australia and where when we escape we left behind our passports. We
thought instead going to Brisbane via Princes Highway to follow rhe New England
Highway and pass through Greta and claim our passports.
This thought was good but we scared to go; because according to the conditions of our
entry as migrants were to stay for two years under the protection of the Australian
Government and work wherever we appointed to work.
This didn’t concern Stefano; he came a year earlier and he had his but; Leonidas, Lazaros
and I had a problem now and I said “Lets go there and I will go to talk to them; if the
catch me let them to deport me; at least I will go back home without paying anything”
I was happy to see the Centre again. I walked; while the others stayed in the car; and
knocked the office door and told an officer that I had forgotten my passport when I left
the Centre. Incidentally I saw my friend Kosta Kakali there with whom taught English to
Greek migrants on the ship. He remained and employed at the centre as an interpreter
He checked to find our passport and told me that they had sent them to the Immigration
Office in Sydney.
I thanked him and went together back to tell the others the news and said “When the
office sent you to work on sugar farms you refused; now you go voluntarily; isn’t silly”?
We said “good by” to Kosta and left heading to reach Tamworth before dark.
(Kostas worked at the migrant camp; saved some money and bought a motel and the
road house in Greta and was a successful businessman. Few years later he moved to
Melbourne to expand his business but he suffered a heart attack and died quite young).
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In 2005; fifty one years later as I was travelling to go to Gold Coast for holydays I took
my wife to show her the Greta camp; the place where I’ve started my life in Australia
but; I was deeply disappointed when I arrived there the whole camp had disappeared.
There was not even a sign or a plaque to indicate that from that place passed more
than two hundred thousand migrants to build the Australian nation’
On the right of the picture once was the gate of the camp now all the area is covert by
trees and bushes
We went to a cheep hotel to rest and have a shower that we deprived for a few days and
wash our under wears. We got some food supplies from a general store mainly bread
cheese and tin good (there were no supermarkets then)
We had about 100 pounds cash each but from now on we had to manage our money
wisely because the future was unknown

In Tamworth
From Tamworth we left early; we stopped briefly in Armidale and continued under
treacherous weather towards Glen Innes but just 30 miles before the town the car engine
overheated and stopped.
Apparently we were in high altitude it was cold and it was snowing. For us it was strange
phenomenon to see snowing in May we couldn’t work it out yet the season.
We filled the radiator with water from a nearby creek but the engine wouldn’t start.
Stefano and I checked everything possible but in vain. The road wasn’t busy to ask help.
Finally I saw someone coming from our back. I made sign to stoped and I asked him if he
could take me to the town to call a tow truck to tow us to a garage.
He was from Glen Innes and kindly offered me a lift and took me to a well known garage
and told the how far we were.
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They thought it was too far and refused but this man talk to them and they agreed to send
a tow truck.
While I was shivering winter cloths the tow truck driver was wearing sorts and singlets
an amazing man and with humour
When we arrived at the trouble spot the three were sitting in the car wrapped up in
blankets.
When the driver saw them like that burst laughing and ordered them to get out and;
He hooked the car quickly; placed us in the front seat to sit one on the laps of the others
and took us to the garage.
This cost us few quits.
The mechanic found the water pump broken and burned head gasket replaced the breaker
points and replacement of spark plugs and bits and pieces the total cost went to 28 pounds
(app. three weeks of wages).
It took him two days to fix it and made the car roadworthy to continue our trip.
Our goal now was to cover the distance from Glen Innes to Brisbane and meet Leonidas
at the Greek club. Sometime in the afternoon and; after some adventures driving in the
city streets we found it

In Brisbane
It was in the city end right opposite the Botanical Garden which was the meeting place
for the young and old Greeks.
Later in the afternoon we met Leonidas and he was delighted to see us after a week of
waiting
Meanwhile; during that short time in Brisbane Leonidas told us that he had met an
attractive young Australian girl and told us that he was deeply in love with her.
Also he told me that he; by chance; met a school mate of mine from the American Ferm
School by the name Isaiah who was working at an exclusive hotel in the city and
organized to meet me at the club

1955: The city of Brisbane
Panorama of Brisbane from
Wickhan terrace

He told us that he found cheep accommodation near the club and suggested to stay there

199
Together and we agreed and went to book couple more rooms.
Later Leonidas girl friend came to visit him and go out and she really was very pretty.
We wandered and asked him how he communicates without speaking English? He said
“with hand signs love is international language” and jokingly we said to him
“Leonida… What about if we share her tonight”
He became jealous and said “She is god sent for me you old bastards”. He grabbed her
and disappeared with his Linda and came back after midnight.
Next day Linda came after work to meet Leonidas to go out. He asked me not to talk to
her because he didn’t know what I was telling her. He had the fear she would leave him.
After two days at that hotel we changed accommodation because the money was running
short.
We went to the Salvation Army told them we were broke and asked shelter and meal.
They responded to us kindly by providing accommodation, breakfast and dinner until we
find a job.
One problem was solved temporarily and still had to solve bigger ones.
Couple of days later I met my old friend Isaiah; a thin and tall; dressed in black costume
with bow who worked in a hotel as a waiter for a year.
We talked about our school years and asked me why I was in Brisbane.
When I told him that we are going to Cairn to cut Cains he called me idiot and brainless
When we were talking to those who were there they were telling us earning 4-5 times
more money than in the factory or elsewhere. We didn’t know whom to believe.
Anyhow; we made up our mind to go and didn’t mater now what.

The Brisbane River and one of the bridges
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We had the information that the weather up north was treacherous with heavy rains and
storms and the road was impassable with fallen trees and floods in most areas and our car
couldn’t make it.
This was disappointing and had to wait for sometime
Meanwhile we passed our time playing cards and tavli (backgammon) and siting under
the trees at the Botanical Garden.
Another problem was causing Leonidas who changed mind and didn’t want to come to
cut canes; assuming because of Linda
Stefano who was from the same village and knew him well clashed with him and called
him coward.
After thinking more wisely he decided to honour his promise.
We had wasted enough time in Brisbane waiting for the roads to open but it was getting
worst. So; we decided to go to Cairn by train and send the car by train to Cains as well.
The only thing that worried us was the car would arrive to cairns couple of weeks later
and the transport expenses would be paid there.
Everything done as we wished and one day we boarded the train and off to Cairns. In the
train we met some groups of Greek and Italian cane cutters and they suggested trying
Ingham, Tully and Innisfail before we go to cairns. So; travelling now by local trains
We tried first Ingham and told it was little early. Then next day we went to Tully and we
been told it was very wet. Then; we went to Innisfail and told us to wait a week.
Every day after dark we spent the night at the stations waiting rooms and slept there. We
used the existing facilities but it was damn hard and we had run out of money.
I will not forget when we sat at a bench in Ingham’s main street and George gave me his
last sixpence and sent me to buy him some chips from the shop in front. The name of the
proprietor seemed Greek but because all the customers were Australians I asked him in
English chips for sixpence.
He refused saying. “We don’t sell for sixpence sir”. I said “OK” and turn to leave.
A middle age man who was behind me waiting to be served stopped me and said to the
shop owner by his name “ Peter; here two bob give him chips for two bob ”.
I was embarrassed for the moment in front of others; I thanked the gentleman. I excused
myself; went out and said to George loudly.” George… this man doesn’t sell chips for
sixpence the minimum is one shilling”.
He started angrily swearing in Greek; very badly. He wanted to put something in his
mouth before a smoke.
When the owner heard the Greek swearing he came out and said. “Hey boys are you
Greeks? We said. “We think we are”
He went in and in a few minutes came back with two bundles of fish and chips and didn’t
accept any money.
When I asked him from which part of Greece he comes from. He said he was
Macedonian from Florina but not Greek. We said ‘Ok” and thanked him for the chips.

201

Cairns May 1955
Next day we left in the morning and by lunchtime we were in Cairns.
The first thing for us was to find the employment office and apply to find us cane cutting
lob; but they told us immediately that it was to early for the cutting period; they told us
there were vacancies for motor mechanics for Stefano and me but the other insisted to
work somewhere all together and refused to accept the offer.

An aerial view of Cairns
The first night and the second night we slept at the station’s benches but the third night
the station master came angry and kicked us out.
We took our suit cases and went to the back side of the station in the thick bushes. There
was a big and empty and unused area with the towns shop opposite the station
The first night we slept in the bushes but the ground and the grass was wet. So;
Next day I went to a cow boy type hotel and found accommodation for two shillings a
night but without bed only in the veranda and on the floor after 10 pm
It was cheap and we were happy staying there.
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Cairns 15-10-98. On left is now a large shopping centre with the station included. In
1955 (43 years ago) was the empty space with shrubs and grass where we slept. On the
right the cowboy type hotel where we slept for two bob (shillings) a night is still there
All day we walked in the city and when we were tired we would go to a nearby park and
rest under the trees.
One day while siting under a tree we had a loud conversation. An old man who was
passing and carrying in his bags his shopping stopped and said. In Greek “Where do you
come from boys”?
We answered. “From Melbourne”
“What brought you this way?”
We said. “We came here to cut sugar canes”. He asked
“Did you do this job before?”
We said “NO”. He turned and said “I suggest you to pick up you things and go back to
Melbourne; no Greeks are given contracts in this town; they have bad reputation
here as far as their performance with contracts; try to find other job; try the
railways”
He asked us if we had lunch. We said “NO”
He left one bred a piece of craft cheese and a small water melon and said “here have them
for lunch” and left.
We thanked him and we took seriously his advice

When we finished lunch went to the station and I talked the station master if he had any
job with the railways. He went in his office and after ten minutes later came and told us
that he can give us job but it was about 50 miles south in the town of Babinda and it was
available immediately.
We accepted the job offer; he gave us the tickets and sent us to meet the station master of
Babinda station. He advised him about our arrival and he was waiting to meet us.
Just before lunch we were in Babinda
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12-10-1998 The Babinda Railway Station where we worked in 1955
43 years ago. In the background is the sugar refinery with direction
Towards Cairns (North)

12-10-1998 I am in the entrance to Babinda Township. It was a wish after 43 years to
visit again the places I worked with Stefano, Lazaro, George and Leonida.
When we arrived to Babinda Station; the stationmaster introduced to us the maintenance
foreman of the rail works who told us about our job and showed our living quarters which
was an army type toll and a kitchen next to that with some utensils to cook and it was ok.
The first thing we did was to tell the station master to divert the receiving place of the car
from Cairns to Babinda.
The other thing we did was to ask from the stationmaster some money in advance against
our wages to be able to live until the fortnight pay; but he refused to do it.
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He sent us to a General Store next to the station which the owner was Greek and said he
would give us credit to purchase food and drinks quite easy.
We knew well that Lazaros had in his passbook about hundred pounds savings bud he
wouldn’t touch them in any case. He was very tight and stingy
In Cains we begged and asked him to lent us some money to survive and refused bluntly
saing “Boys the money I have in my book is for my funeral; so forget them”
Leonidas jokingly said; why you are that stingy? Lend us some money now that we need
and if you die tomorrow we will bring for you funeral the band of the Salvation Army
and plenty of flowers on your grave
In the afternoon we went and met Theo the store’s owner and we asked him to buy some
food on credit until our next payment.
He was reluctant to agree saying that in the past some other Greeks bought on credit and
disappeared.
We convinced him to believe that we are not that type of people and; finally he agreed
and told us to get any food vegies and drinks etc.
George had cooking abilities; so; we let him to organize what to cook for us. He bought
first spaghetti and whatever he needed and we carried then to our kitchen to have a hot
meal that we didn’t have for a while.
We soon met the rest of his family his wife and his two teenage daughters and younger
son. He liked us and after work we would go for conversation. He was the only Greek in
the town of Babinda. There was another poor soul Tony the Greek who was little
mentally disadvantaged and slept at the stations benches.( He was allowed)
Every day we invited him to have dinner with us. We were feeling sorry for that young
man. He was always dressed in winter cloths in 35 degrees Fahrenheit and black rim hat.
Couple of days later the car arrived on a single carriage. They parked it on the back of the
station near the ramp and the stationmaster asked us to take it but we had no money to
unload it. He warned us that for every day the car occupies the carriage there was a
penalty charge. We didn’t know what to do and how to find the money. We asked
Lazaros and we had the same answer. For the Funeral etc….
We thought to go once more to Theo the Greek owner of the General Store to ask his help
to get the car off the carriage and tell him that we needed 28 pound to unload it.
They were a lot of money but he lent us without any argument.
We paid the stationmaster and the car was freed and unloaded immediately and Stefano
was happy to have his car. To make the storeowner to feel secure he went and asked him
to keep the car until we pay him back bud he refused telling he had a new Holden in the
garage already.
The first thing we did was to go for a spin to see the village and the surrounding.
Our first pay was quite substantial. We put the money together and went pay off Theo
and thank him for his generosity and help.
Our maintenance gang consisted from about 20 workers with few local aborigines and a
foreman. Our duty was to replace the rails and the wooden sleepers with new one. In fact
it was a hard job because we were lifting long rails and the sleepers, which were quite
heavy and unbearable in hot tropical weather
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Still I wonder how the hell we would work as contractors in the cane farms under worst
conditions. Most Greeks abandoned the jobs before even they start it. Most farmers
would say “No job for Greeks”,
As I said the hardest part was to replace the long rail and the sleepers. And it was done
after the morning train from Cairns had gone until the other train from Brisbane, which
was expected to pass in the afternoon
Once they were in place then we had to put the rocks back to stabilize the rails
I had little trouble with my back and was trying to do less bending. So
Most of the times I was standing holding the fork and watching the foreman; if he was
watching towards me then I was doing something; if not I was standing doing nothing.
But; He was cleaver man; he was turning his back and suddenly would turn around to
catch me standing
He caught me many times standing and doing nothing. He would call me loudly for
everyone to hear. “Come on you bastard Greek Statue; do some work”
Every time a drop of rain was coming down I was first to tell him. “Hey Boss; look; it is
raining we must stop”
This was upsetting him; shouting back.” Shut up statue”
After work we would go to the nearby river just behind the station to swim and wash our
cloths. Near the banks were the aborigines settlement living in hats
At night we would go to the only pub to drink a beer and buy a glass or so for the
aborigines who were not permitted then to enter the pub but it was ok to drink outside.
On the way back to our (Villa) we preferred to have an ice cream
One Saturday we went altogether to the cinema to see a cowboy film and we went
upstairs to be alone and sat near the projecting room.
Suddenly an angry operator rushed out and with a loud voice said. “Stand up you bastards
cant you hear the National Anthem God save our precious Queen?” I thought first it was
a Hold up.
I apologized for all of us telling him that we didn’t notice or don’t know the anthem
I’ve driven half the distance from Melbourne to Brisbane with Stefano’s car without an
Australian driving licence bud; I had my Greek one for all types.
I thought while there to obtain a driving licence from the local police
They made an appointment to go for a test after work and it was raining with buckets.
Stefano took me to the Police Station; I ran in to tell the officer but it was impossible to
go out. When that tropical rain stopped we went out and as soon as I tried to drive the
engine stalled and couldn’t start it. It was embarrassing.
He told us to fix the engine and call him when is ready. Stefano opened the bonnet and
found moisture all over the high tension wires; he cleaned them and started the engine
I went and called the police officer once more but; as soon as he sat in the engine stalled
again and no way to start it. He was furious; opened the door and left.
I followed him to apologize for all the trouble and asked him to make another
appointment for the test. He said “No with this bloody car”
He asked me to show him my Greek driving licences and asked me if I can drive.
I asked him to test me with his Holden police car but he didn’t agree. Then he said “I will
issue to you a Queensland Driving Licence which is for ten years and free of charge”.
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Well I couldn’t believe it within ten minutes I had my licence.
Now in the return trip to Melbourne I would drive the car legally.
We made plans as soon as we pay all our debts and save some money to return to
Melbourne
Leonidas wanted to go to Brisbane to his girl friend Linda and marry her. He would
asked me twice a week to write on his behalf love letters to Linda and; before we put the
letter in the envelop I had to take an oath that the letter was written as he dictated. He was
suspicious that I could take her from him
After every letter he would buy me a double ice cream
Our “expedition” to Cairns wasn’t running as we planed it; we had hard and difficult
times but; we didn’t care much. We were young and inexperienced in a foreign country
with different language and culture trying to adopt and assimilate in our new country.
I remember; every time when a train was approaching the workplace was slowing down
and we had to stand away from the rails and watch the passengers; specially the children
waving to us.
One day Lazaros said to me “Taso; turn your back to the carriages and to people”
I didn’t understand why he said that to me; and asked him “Why Lazar?” he said;
“Taso; you never know who is in the carriages. What if someone from our village
see us working here as labourers and spreads the news all over the village we will be
ridiculed?” I said
“Lazar not in a million years someone from our village will come this way”
Lazar was very proud. He and all of us never been labourers before; we worked mostly in
our farms and properties and employed other people and felt somehow hurting our ego.
After six weeks in Babinda we decided to dissolve the “company” and go back to
Melbourne for a better job and close to the Greek community and friends
Lazaros and I would travel by train to Melbourne Leonidas to Brisbane and Stefano and
George by car to Melbourne
We left enough money to Stefano to cover those 4.000 kilometres in petrol and other
expenses and at the end of June 1955 we said good bye to beautiful tropical Babinda.
In Brisbane we said good bye to Leonidas and took another train to Sydney
When we arrived in Sydney we remembered to go to the Immigration Department to
claim our passports
We left our suit cases in a Greek shop opposite the station and went to ask the passports
They found them quickly and told us that they had declared us as “disappeared”
.

Back to Melbourne
The trip from Sydney to Melbourne was familiar now. We have done it six month ago
when we escaped from the Greta camp. We enjoyed the scenery of mountains hills and
the sheep farms of NSW and Victoria once more. It was cold and to warm the carriages
the railway staff put under our seats canisters of hot oil and they were quite effective.
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On arrival to Melbourne we tried to get accommodation at Mr Thimios place in
Brunswick but the room we had before was occupied by three young Greek migrants.
They were Nick Vasiliadis, Con Koumaros and Theo Haranas, all from Halkidiki near
Thessaloniki.
Then; to find accommodation we went to club Orpheus at the Greek Orthodox
Community in Burke St. and picked one in Corsair St. Richmond.
When we knocked the door an old man appeared and introduced himself as Mr Kanevas.
We asked him about the room He invited us in and the house smelt like a pastourma
factory (a Greek style ham made from beef with lot of garlic and red pepper and other
strong spices). This was his part time job.
We took the room for 3 pound a week and;
We went to bring our suit cases from Mr Thimios place.. He showed us the kitchen and
how to operate the hot water unit. It was working by burning wood but for us he had
stack of AGE newspapers and told us that to have a shower we needed to burn few pages
of news paper and it was ok. It worked all right.
He also told us that his son-in-law Mr Nikolaidis was chief employment officer at
General Motors Holden and set us to get a job there
I had also heard from Stefano that there was an Aircraft factory near GMH and was a
good place to work but needed to be qualified technician. I had this in my mind from
earlier time,

PERIOD G`
Meeting my future wife Christina
During the dinner time the old land lord Mr Kanevas introduced to us his married niece
and widow Mrs Despina and her daughter and little later an attractive young lady by the
name Christina Tzega and told us that she was a teacher from Thessaloniki who; all
arrived in Melbourne a week ago with the liner Strathnaver.
It was the first time in seven months meeting Greek women since we arrived here and we
were delighted,
I was more than delighted especially meeting Christina and my first thought was to know
more about her.
When we finished dinner and telling to them all about our adventures in Queensland we
said “good night” and went to our rooms to rest;
Lazaros and I sat and talked how to go next day to get a job at GMH and also I said to
him. “Lazar… I like this girl Christina; she is beautiful and educated too. I must go to
talk to her tonight”.
He didn’t say anything; he looked little jealous and; I knew; if I could strike a
relationship with her he would miss my company. Anyhow;
This was going to happen one day soon or later to either of us
Just before 11 pm I went and knocked Christina’s door and asked her if I was allowed to
come in and talked to her
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She kindly invited me in and said she had cold and wasn’t feeling very well since she
arrived in Melbourne and was thinking to see a doctor; if this situation continues to
worsen:
As the conversation progressed about our presence in this country etc. she told me that
she engaged to get married to a Greek friend but she dissolved her engagement for
marriage disagreements. In particular; he demanded to live with him for 2 to 3 years and
then to decide a marriage. Because this was against her moral believes she left him and
came to live with her friend Mrs Despina; temporarily; until she would make an
arrangement with her parents to return home in Greece. She looked very disappointed and
worried about her future and seemed that didn’t like this country
I encouraged her to be little patient and everything was going to be ok and: asked her if
she needed anything I would be able to help her in any way. We had a long talk and
expressed to her my intention wanting to marry if the right woman found to like me.
She gave me the nod and made me to feel that she liked me.
When I decided to leave her room I asked her if she could give me a good night kiss.
She responded kindly and gave me a friendly kiss and I went to sleep but all night I was
awake talking to Lazar about my luck to meet such a pretty girl.
Next day; on 4th of July 1955 after breakfast Lazaros and I went out to find jobs for us
He went to try at GMH and talked to Mr Ioanidis and told him that he was sent by his
father in law and asked him if he could give us a job. Well
After an interview he accepted him to start as soon as possible but I thought to try the
Commonwealth Aircraft Corporation. Surprisingly after an interview by Mr Morris I was
accepted there to work as an aircraft engine fitter with good conditions and pay.
Mr Morris told me that there was plenty of work and overtime and wanted me to promise
to stay at least ten years. This was the best security I could have had and promised him to
do so
For me it was a great achievement and immediately I went back to tell Christina that I
had a good and reputable job with good pay etc.
I’ve notice her showing some interest in me which was a good sign of a friendship.
She; still was unwell and little pale in the face and I suggested seeing a doctor to get
some medicines but I didn’t know where to take her. The old Mr Kanevas suggested to
me to take her to a hospital.

A blunder
I knew there was a hospital for children only and a hospital for women only and a Royal
Melbourne Hospital which I thought it were for men, when I asked Mr Kanevas if it was
ok to take her to women’s; he said “It’s ok; they will give her tables for the cold”
We took the tram to city and another tram to women’s hospital with the little English I
knew I said to the receptionist that she had the cold and needs some medicines.
A nurse came and told me to wait at the reception room and took her away; and about an
hour later the nurse came down with her and said to me “she is ok NO BABY”
I was stunned and so embarrassed. Christina was furious and was ready to kill me.
At least she got some tablets for her cold. When we went later home I had a go at the old
man and laughed at the same time for being so ignorant and stupid.
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It is confusing to foreigners when they read (Women’s Hospital). They thing; and that is
what means; it is exclusively for all women who expecting to give birth or not.
Ortho logically should be called (Midwifery Hospital-Clinic) to distinguish its role.
A couple of days later Christina was well and fit and wended to find a job.
Since she was a teacher I thought to take her to the Greek Orthodox Community of
Melbourne which had a Sunday school in the same building in Burke St. Unfortunately
there was a lady teacher only with few students and she was told they didn’t need a
second teacher.
Then we read on the bill board for job vacancies and picked to try Holeproof Hosiery in
Brunswick.
It was Sunday and because I couldn’t take a day off from work I took her to Brunswick to
show her where the factory was and how to catch the tram from Elizabeth St..
As we strolled and talked in Sydney Road I took the courage to propose her to marry me.
She thought for few seconds and said. “How do you wand me to marry you since I
don’t know much about you?
I suggested sending her parents to my village to find out about my character etc.
She agreed to do that and at the same time to ask their consent for this marriage and for
that she sent an urgent letter the same night
Next day; on Monday she went to Holeproofe and got the job
Within a few days she had all the informations about me; being one of the best in the
village and; had their blessing to go ahead to marry me
As soon as she said yes to me we said “Good bye” to everyone there. I took her and
moved to a Greek house at 163 Drybourg Street in North Melbourne and we started to
live together and made plans to get married as soon as possible
Lazaros was very disappointed but I couldn’t help it.
To make her happy and to feel secure near me we decided to make a civil marriage first
and; some months later to proceed with the religious one in the Greek church according
to our customs.
I had some money but I borrowed five pound from Lazaros as well (He lend me this
time) and went to the Registry Office in Williams St made an appointment and on the
22nd of July 1955 with two witnesses George Magerakos and Filotas Farmakis we got
married in a civil ceremony.
The occasion was celebrated at the Hotel Australia in Collin Street with few whiskies and
peanuts in a working day by only four of us
Next day we went to work using the tram from North Melbourne. Christina had to catch
another tram from Elizabeth St to Brunswick and I had to catch a bus from Flinders St to
go to the Commonwealth Aircraft factory.
For Christina and me was a new start in this country; now; as a married couple without
money and wealth with only a suit case each but full of hopes and dreams.
Her first job was as a machinist weaving nylon threads and the start was good and
encouraging with good pay and production bonuses
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Life at Drybourg was little crowded with other tenants and had restrictions to use the
shower and strict rules in the kitchen and wanted to change residence. Luckily Christina
met a Greek woman at work; Helen Stavrou who was expecting and was looking to rent a
room to a couple rather for their company than for the money.
We visited the couple and delighted by their hospitality and agreed to move there.
Within a week we made resident at 134 Collier Crescent West Brunswick with Helen and
Demos both quiet and kind people. Helen was from Kozani area and demos from N.
Epirus who migrated to Australia with his dad in 1936 and had their own brick house and
their marriage was by arrangement. He also served four years in the Australian Army
during the II W War,
Now Christina’s job was closer and only 20 minutes walking distance and walked with
Helen in the morning and after work together. And for me, I used the 55-56 trams to City
then the bus to work and suited us well.
We were blessed to live with this couple they made us feel as we were in our own house.
Demos and Helen allowed us to share everything in their house and in the kitchen like
our own and we developed a bond of strong friendship.
We talked about a church wedding but we didn’t have enough money for such a wedding
yet until they encouraged us to go ahead offering their house for the party and Helen
offered her wedding gown to Christina.
When we mention that apart from a few friends we have no others to invite.
They promised to do all the cookinks for us and to invite their friend for the occasion. So;
They organized everything including the photo studio in Collins St and the wedding day
set to Sat. 1st of October 1955.
Unfortunately neither of us had our parents, sisters and relatives to share our happiness
but Helen and Demos acted on their behalf

This photo is taken at Brootherns Studio on the Corner of Swanston & Collins St
As best man was Filotas Farmakis. The wedding ceremony took place at the Greek
Orthodox Church of Evangelismos In Victoria Street east Melbourne the oldest and
the only one then. The place of Christina’s father was taken by Demos to give her away
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After the wedding and the photo session in soaking rain we return home to continue with
the party.
According to a Greek saying; people believe that the marriages in rainy days are blessed
to last many many years
Perhaps it is true. Christina and I celebrated our 55th wedding anniversary this year
(2010) and hopefully we may reach the 60th.
When we arrived from the photo studio all the guest (about 20) were already home
waiting for us; it was a moving moment for us to have the traditional wedding as well and
send some pictures to Christina’s parents and to my only sister Vasoula.
The atmosphere was festive with various well cooked meals; drinks sweets and music
from Epirus and other parts of Greece and the party lasted till the early hours of Sunday.
As far as having a honey moo; this was unknown to migrants and out of touch for most
new comers as well to us.

A scary incident
Next day we had to clean the house and wash the dishes and all day we were busy.
On Monday I thought to have a day rest but I forgot to ring and notify my department’s
office about my absence.
It was strict rule to do this before 10 am but from the excitement it slipped from my mind
completely; and on Tuesday morning I went to work as usual.
At about 9 am the assistant superintendent Mr Morris came and gave me an envelop and
told me that because I didn’t ring in time I was dismissed and; asked me to see the
superintended Mr Ted Taggar to collect my pay and go home
I remained speechless and ready to collapse
When I opened the envelop and read the notice of dismissal. Tears filled my eyes.
I went to see Mr Taggart to apologize and beg him to forgive me for forgetting to ring.
I saw in the office both talking. When I enter the office Mr Taggart asked me if I was sick
or away from home. I said.
“No Mr Taggart; I got married on Sunday and on Monday I was busy cleaning and
tidying up the owner’s house and when I remembered it was too late”
I saw them looking each other strangely and Mr Taggart said:” What? Are you serious?
I said “yes” and showed my wedding ring.
Both felt so bad and apologize for their action also they called me silly for not telling
then to organize a collection to buy me a present.
They asked me to have special leave (without pay) for honey moon but I refused because
we were broke and I couldn’t afford to go away. Then:
They sent me back to my bench and asked me next time not to forget to ring them.
After that scary incident I went to tell Christina who couldn’t believe how some
industries enforce their rules upon the workers
The CAC I can say was one of the best industries then with the Korean war and later the
Vietnam manufacturing and building fighter and bomber aircrafts for the Australian Air
force and Navy.
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It was a busy industry employing close to six thousand workers with good pay and many
hours of overtime with awards reaching almost double wages.
When I started; Australia already was building the Sabre fighter bombers for the Air
force and their Rolls Royce engines also the Vampires for the navy also the Nene Rolls
Royce engines and the pilot less Jindivick small aircraft and in the early sixties the all
Australian build French Mirage with ATAR engines.

June 1964: This is a French ATAR engine build at the Commonwealth Aircraft
Corporation at Fishermen’s Bent Port Melbourne for the Mirage aircraft III-0.
Here; a final inspection by the Superintendent E. Taggart and the aircraft engineers;
From left Terry Layios from Egypt, (I) Anastasios Kolokotronis from Greece and Peter
Michelic from Yugoslavia (Serbia)
Photo: Courtesy from Federal Government advertising paper.

Life with the Demos and Helen was enjoyable. Every weekend we would go visiting to
their friends in Moonee Ponds in Brunswick and other places to celebrate name days or
other events with varieties of appetizers (mezedakia) meals and drinks and endless
conversations about our country; parents; relatives and friends we have left behind.
At the same time we had a lot of friends visiting us treating them the same way as the
have treated us. This is a Greek tradition to be hospitable and it is a honour to keep this
tradition. The least a Greek can offer to a visitor is a coffee, a cigarette, even a glass of
water to keep the friendship alive
Particularly Christina and I had often visitors Filota Farmakis his cousin George, my
countrymen Lazaros and Nick Moralis and some others who could come to see us and
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talk about loneliness and maters how to find Greek women with intent to marry. The lack
of Greek ladies in Australia then was the main concern for many young migrants

1955: Christmas day celebrating Christina’s name day in the back yard of Demos and
Helen’s house 134 Collier Crescent West Brunswick drinking ouzo
From left: Mrs Despina who travelled with Christina, Nick Moralis, Lazaros Tyris,
from my village, Filotas Farmakis, Athanasios, Mr. Kanevas, Demos and I.
Seated are: Helen with Despinas daughter (Christina is missing she took the picture)

I was considered one of the lucky ones to find a girl from the same city as I and Greek.
This problem was met by the government officials to speed up the influx of future brides
nominated by migrants either their fiancés girl friends or by introductions.
I remember; friends who were frustrated and decided to bring girls from Greece some
who knew then and some not.
Lazaros was one who decided to ask to marry the next door girl Anna who knew her
since her birth and seemed to like each other.
When he had the ok he moved to the Stamoulis house in Brunswick; where we lived as
singles
He bought some furniture and all the necessary house ware and within four months she
arrived in Australia with intention to get married. Unfortunately for Lazar after a month
she changed mind and she decided to leave him for another person she believed could
marry her (but he didn’t)
Lazaros; after spending lot of money making plans for the wedding was devastated and
became angry. He smashed all the plates, glasses and furnitures in bitter disappointment.
We went several times to calm him but he was inconsolable for a while.
It must have been in mid 1956 when I went to Royal Melbourne Hospital to have a minor
operation over my tail bone
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As I was resting and enjoying the view of Melbourne a doctor came and asked me if I
wanted to act as an interpreter to an eighteen years old Greek girl who was a patient from
an acute poisoning.
After the explanations I made to both sides I sat and ask the girl the reasons she was in
the hospital..
I heard in sock telling me her story that a man from Cyprus: in his thirties: brought her
from the island of Lesbos with promise to marry her, instead; he assaulted her for several
days and then he left her alone in the street. She went to another Greek Cypriot house for
a few days, and
Then in desperation she decided to commit suicide drinking White King bleach causing
burns to her mouth, larynx and stomach.
The doctors and nurses asked me if I could talk and comfort her now and then. Which I
did and encourage her to be patience and she will find someone to care for her .
In fact she was a tall and beautiful blond with blue eyes and her name was Penelope
(Pitsa)
Immediately Lazaros came in my mind. I thought he might like to meet her. Both were
betrayed from their friends.
Couple of days later I went home and decided to go and tell Lazaros about that girl.
He didn’t mind to see her.
We went to Hospital to pay her a visit without telling her the purpose and she looked
better and Lazaros liked her very much.
When we left I said to Lazar. “If you like her; from now on is your duty to finish the job”
Next day he went to talk to her. He proposed to her and she agreed to marry him and they
married.
The only price he payed was to buy again all the things he smashed when Anna left him
They lived fifty two years happily in West Brunswick, had two sons, four grand children
We had all those years good contact until he passed away in 2009 from heart problem.
They worked hard and made good progress in life until their eldest and married with two
children son committed suicide and put them in dip sorrow for the rest of their life

2007: Here is Pitsa, my wife Christina and Lazaros at our place
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Another custom we had in many parts of Greece was the system of giving dowry to girls
who were about to marry. Always the eldest girl had priority to get married first and
parents; the brothers as well had the duty to help them get married It was as if the girls’
parents were bribing the interested groom to marry their daughter and; in some cases it
was a business of hard bargaining amongst the two families, particularly if the woman
was ugly or older Etc.
. In many cases also the wedding could be dissolve if the promised dowry wasn’t
realizable. Therefore many young migrants either they sent money back home to help
their sister finding a husband or bring them to Australia where many young men were
desperate finding a girl; without asking anything.
I happen to know a friend of mine; Andreas Lalopoulos who brought out here four of his
sisters and got married within few weeks; in fact one of his sister Maria married my
friend and cousin of Filotas; George Farmakis with our recommendation
This trend started in the early fifties and lasted till late the early seventies and called
The migrant ships with the brides
There were many occasions where bride to be girls who disembarked at the ports were
rejected by the candidate husbands because were not the expected one or vice versa and
sometimes during the trip girls would have met on board some other young men.
For all those rejected girls the Greek Orthodox Church took care and organized for them
to have food, shelter, employment and in many occasions arranged marriage.
All these were under the care of abbot Kortesis for several years.
Life turned to be a routine. I had to leave home earlier than the other because I had to
catch the tram to city and then the bus to Fisherman’s Bend in Port Melbourne on a
normal day shift with two hours overtime a day including Saturdays which was almost
compulsory. As I mentioned earlier I was earning twice as much wages which would
make us save quicker money to buy our own house.
In the early months of 1956 Christina breaks up to me the exiting news that she was
pregnant.
I was very happy that in a few months I would be a father; particularly Christina was
delighted that she would soon be gifted the joy of motherhood like Helen who had given
birth to a lovely boy named Bill (Vasilis)
One night she had some pains. I rushed to a Jewish neighbour lady opposite who had a
car and asked her to take Christina to Hospital, she refused first then asked me to pay her
10 Shillings for the petrol; and I gave her a pound
When day arrived for Christina too to give birth I took her to Hospital but she had to
wait three days to give birth to some complications I was at work when the leading hand
came to tell me that the supervisor Mr Taggard wanted me at the office;
I thought I was in some trouble again and now they will give the boot.
I went; apparently with a scary face and asked Mr. Taggard; what I’ve done this time, he
said. “You have done nothing Tom; but, if you wand to go home you can go; we had
I call from the women’s hospital that your wife had a girl, have the rest of the day
off and I will give you some days off when she will discharged from the Hospital”
I thanked him and went strait to Hospital to celebrate with Christina our new baby
Angela
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When we took Baby Angela home couple of days later Christina noticed the baby’s
ankles were dislocated and couldn’t move them and she was crying some times non stop.
We took her to Children Hospital then in Carlton and the doctors in the orthopaedic Dep.
They put them in place and in metallic supports for more than six months. Finally when
they removed her legs were thin and looked atrophic but within a year she had strong and
beautiful legs but took her longer time to walk.
All the fault was; the baby came with her legs first and the doctor pulled her from her feet
and dislocated her ankles

Christina with our daughter Angela born in Melbourne on 13-9-1956

PERIOD H`
Our first child and first house
The birth of our baby Angela coincided with the Olympic games which took place for the
first time in Melbourne and considered as the greatest event the city of Melbourne staged
such games
At the same time TV introduced in Australia and in many big cities TV sets advertised
for sale to watch the games. Many people who could afford bought them and watched the
games and other programmes which were all in black and white and in the early stage of
a new entertainment; and it were expensive to own one then
Those who were not able to buy them (like us) would go to city and watch the games and
other programmes from the Mayer’s, Foy’s, Maple’s or other big department stores.
TV was so fascinating thing
Most memorable in TV was Graham Kennedy Bert Newton and some other who became
household names
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Angela here six months old with us at the park

Mishaps 1 at work
One day in the afternoon I was feeling sick from cold. I went to the First Aid nurse to
give an Aspro or something else. When she read my temperature she told me I had to go
to Hospital. She ranks an ambulance which took me to the Royal Melbourne Hospital for
father examinations.
They put me on a trolley and transferred me upstairs to the X Rays Department and took
X rays from every angle. Then they took my blood pressure reading: blood and urine
sample and transferred me to a cubicle; drew the curtain shut and asked me to wait there
for the results.
I thought I had some very serious illness and started to worry.
I’ve got tired waiting and I fell asleep and woke up about 10.30 pm. I looked around and
couldn’t see any one; all of a sudden a nurse came and asked me what I was doing there
and what my name was.
I told her my name, address and work place and left to find out.
She came back after ten minutes to tell me that I should have gone at 6 pm but the nurse
from the previous shift forgot to tell me and she apologized to me for their mistake.
I caught the tram and arrived home just before midnight.
Christina, Helen and Demos were worried and upset not knowing what had happened to
me. They had no phone to let them know. Phone and car were evil things to Demos.

Mishap 2 at work
One day I was asked to empty from a barrel a chemical liquid in a tank where dirty
engine parts were cleaned.
I used the tackle to lift the barrel and unscrewed the lead slowly. But the liquid splashed
over my head and temporarily blinded and started screaming “my eyes my eyes”
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My work mates took me strait under the tap and washed my face and kept me under the
water running. My skin on my face, chest and eyes were covered in red colour and had a
burning feeling.
The ambulance arrived quickly and took me to Prince Henry Hospital in St. Kilda Road
(It is not any more there) and the doctors treated me for burns and tried to remove the red
colour which looked like blood but couldn’t do it completely. Luckily I didn’t have any
scars perhaps for my friend’s quick action to wash me and learned that the liquid was a
slow acting chemical.
I went home around 10 pm by taxi and knocked the door when Christina and Helen
opened the dor and saw my head in read they thought it was blood; both screamed like
mad until I explained what it was and what had happened. I recovered in three days; my
face cleaned and went back to work.
After that incident I never been asked to do that job again and those who asked to work
with chemicals they’ve done under supervision wearing gloves hats and goggles for
protection.
We had been almost more than a year with the Stavros family and had terrific time with
them but Demos who was starting work early in the morning and wanted to go early to
bed complained some times that our babies cries wouldn’t let him have a good nights
sleep. He was right. We had the same problem too. So
The only solution was to look for a house close to tram and bus
Demos and Helen suggested getting some advice from their cousin Paul Karanikolas who
was born and raised in Melbourne and was music teacher and knew the rules and the law
better than us
In fact he helped us to get a lawyer for the contracts and we trusted him

1956: Here Helen Stavros and Christina in the front garden of her house in 134
Collier Crescent West Brunswick
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Owning a house was a dream and the biggest commitment in everyone’s life especially
for migrants like us who came with a suitcase with few clothing and full of dreams and
hopes in a country which considered lucky with many opportunities.
It was a big step for us to purchase a house. We didn’t know much about this kind of
involvement and we based and trusted other’s people guidance since our English was
poor in those days.
We had only 300 pounds to start with as a deposit which made it hard to find a house.
Finally we found a house on 229 O’Heas Road in Pascoe Vale South directly from a
builder owner who agreed to sell it even without any deposit. It was a solid brick and in
good condition
The builder Mr Price lived in the same street few houses further up and his terms suited
us and we paid directly to him; the only mistake we made was that we bought it at a high
price for 5.000 pounds while the average timber house were selling thousand pounds
cheaper.
We were desperate to move to our own house and that was the reason we went ahead and
bought it; and we moved immediately.
The house was empty when we occupied it. We had no kitchenware at all
The first thing we did was to buy a second hand kitchen table and chairs, plates, cutleries
and other necessary things.
We slept for a month on the floor then bought a second hand bed and mattress and a week
later a couch two arm chairs and a coffee table; all second hand but in good condition
though.
I was the only one working and our budget was little tight and considered to rent one
bedroom to a couple to help paying some bills; and;
The first couple I found was Jo and Nelly Gaugi: a newly married from Malta. Jo was
working at the same factory with me who was giving me a lift to and from work every
day for a small fee and he agreed to rent a bedroom and live with us and share the kitchen
bathroom etc. we had terrific time and they were good friends and stayed for two years.

1957: Christina and I with our lovely baby Angela about one year old
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Joe had a Standard-Vanguard car and every Sunday we would go picnic or for a drive
around the outer suburbs of Melbourne.
The same year Christina’s sister Amalia arrived from Greece to marry Filota’s brother
Taki but while she was coming here Taki was returning to Greece because he didn’t like
Australia and apparently didn’t wand to proceed with the marriage. Amalia was deeply
disappointed and some days later we learned and saddened that Taki had committed
suicide in the central railway station of Thessaloniki by jumping in front of the express
train.
He was a tall handsome and presentable young man with good education but seemed he
had some psychological problems also
Amalia stayed with us for a year: and had a good job: until she met Nick Vasiliadis
whom she married and had a family Dora and Jim.
After Angela’s birth and when she was over a year old Christina decided to go back to
work again to Holeproof but to an afternoon shift 4-12 midnight because we needed
money to pay the house and other expenses. So
She went around finding Greek baby sitters. Luckily we knew Kosta’s Koumaros brother
Jim who had recently arrived from Greece and was unemployed who after 4 pm was
home and volunteered to look after Angela for couple of hours until my arrival from
work to pick her up. The only burden was; Christina had to walk pushing the pram from
Pascoe Vale to Coburg and I had to do the same trip walking back home to look after her.
This lasted only a month because Jim got a job. After we found a Greek woman who
lived in the same street as our in Coburg but this again this lasted couple weeks because
her son Leo hit Angela with a broken bottle on her face and luckily she had only a small
cut on her chic..
Then we found a Greek woman from Egypt closer to our place who wanted to look after
Angela for couple of hours but after a month she didn’t want her because Angela would
take all her casseroles and fry pans out from the cupboards to play making mesh all over
her kitchen.
Last we found Maria: George’s Farmaki’s wife who was expecting and wanted to do
baby sitting for a small: fee after all we had done the introduction and the arrangement to
their marriage. The only thing it was in Reynard Street Coburg; near Sydney Road; very
far and close to ¾ of an hour walk pushing the pram. We were very happy because she
looked after Angela well and loved her.
I would go to pick her up after 6 pm and walk the same distance through the streets
home.
I was annoyed from a group of children when I was passing from the nearby street the
would make fun of me saying repeatedly and loudly “Silly man with the pram”
After that I had to change my way. But; One day they spotted me in another street and
did the same thing; I had gave them a chase and scared the bastards
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My first car
Well; my dream to own a car became reality when one day I spotted a luxury car on very
low price. It was an American Ford Customline sedan at Thorps car yard on the corner
of Hatter and Bell St. The price on the windscreen was 600 pounds.
I went to inquire about and spoke to his young son Ian because his dad wasn’t there.
He told me that the car was from a large fleet the Government imported as new from
USA for the officials of the Olympic games and had done only about 2000 miles.
I asked him if the price was right and he told me that it was the price for sale and wanted
20 pounds deposit.
I went home grabbed 20 pounds and bought the car on a hire purchase agreement
financed by a finance company on monthly payments
When I went home I surprised Christina but she worried about the price and the monthly
payments, I explained to her that the price was too low for some reason comparing a new
Holden car which was worth 1250 pounds.
Two days later I went back to ask for the replacement of a glob and when young Ian saw
me was in distress and in anguish. He told me that; by mistake he had put the wrong price
on the windscreen of 600 instead of 1200 and asked me to live the car back and refund
my money. He said his father was away and worries what would be his reaction
I refused because I had already signed the contract and the car officially was mine.
He worried about his fathers.
Few days later his father came to see me and offered me 800 pounds to return the car
because it was sold by mistake, but still I said NO

1957: Angela sitting on the bonnet of the V8 Ford Customline in front yard of our
house on 229 O’Heas Street Pascoe Vale South.
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Life had changed considerable now; the dream to own a car was realized giving us the
freedom to move around easier and to discover new places in this beautiful state and
country of ours.
Going to work was easier and; now from being a passenger I was picking for work some
of my friends for a small fee to pay the petrol and for the company to have fun. I
remember my middle age Russian neighbour Fred a machinist at aircraft factory who
would come half an hour earlier to clean the car’s windows then sit in the car to read his
paper (we never locked the cars then and put the milk man’s money in the mail box).
The Saturdays were for entertainment and Sundays were devoted for picnics and driving.
For this I was mostly the organizer to gather some selected family friends to go out with
our children and enjoy the occasion.

1958; Here Christina and I in near in Healesville area Anna and Bill behind me

1959: A convoy with cars and friends heading towards Alexandra. Here are Con
Koumaros & Menia, Bill & Anna Nick & Amalia and others. Here Christina and I in
the first with a Rover car.
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Jo and Nelly now had gone because the bought their own house and we had to rent the
vacant room to another couple this time to Greeks from Egypt Michael and Sia who had a
young daughter and wasn’t working. Christina made an arrangement with her to look
after Angela for a few hours in the afternoon until I was back from work.
Michael was an insurance clerk and part time guitar player who every night was
practising giving headaches to everyone.
After six months they left and in their place came Soula, Angelos and Filotas our best
man; all brothers and sister whom we new well.
Christina and Soula became good friends and we agreed to kook and share the food
expenses to economise and save some money.
Filotas left us few months later because he met a girl and became engaged. She was
Lucien; one of the three and eldest daughters of Kostas Tyrou a Greek tailor from France
who had a tailors shop in Lonsdale St city and was well known to the Greek community.
As the years rolled just about Christmas time in 1959 Christina announced the exiting
news that she was pregnant to her second child. I was thrilled as well as the others and
particularly Soula who said that she would baptise and be the god mother.

Second child
Our second child was a beautiful girl again and we were exited to have a pair of girls. She
born on 2nd of July 1960 and her name Anna to honour her grand mother Anna in Greece

The baby was a beautiful girl who
was baptized at Saint Johns
Church in Rathdowne Street in
Carlton and the name given was
Anna. This to honor Christina’s
mother Anna or Anneta
Here Soula after the christening
hands over baby Anna to Christina
who in turn thanks her with a kiss
Angela was one of the two kids
holding the cantles She is seen in
the background holding the cantle
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1960: I am holding the newly baptised daughter Anna with Christina and Angela four
years old.

The church Anna baptised was the second or the third in Melbourne then. As the Greek
migrants kept arriving in thousands in every suburb preferably close to the city the need
to build more churches and Greek schools became an important issue and people from
every district organized themselves in registered communities and began collecting
money to build churches and teaching their children their native language culture and
religion after the normal day school hours.
Until 1959 there was only one school and one teacher in the city which belonged to the
Greek Orthodox Community of Melbourne and Victoria
The second community to start building church and school was in Carlton by Father
Kortesis and soon after followed the Greek Community of Brunswick.
In the newly formed committee happened to be Athanasios Vlahonasios who a number of
years worked with Christina’s mother at a factory in Thessaloniki in textiles production
and on arrival to Melbourne came and met us.
He new that Christina was a qualified teacher and suggested to the committee to employ
her to organise the first school
He came one day and talked to Christina who; was more than happy to work as a teacher
and that was what she studied to be but at present she was working as a textile worker.
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After that the president Mr Elias Rentzis and the secretary came to talk to Christina to
organize a school but they told her that the committee had no money to pay her and asked
her if she could work for a while without pay.
She agreed to do that with pleasure and without any hesitations.
In fact the committee and the community had nothing at all, as for the school. A kind
milk bar owner Mr Papatzaniteas provided an empty and old store he had in 3 Albot St
Brunswick to be used as a classroom
Immediately many volunteered to help clean it and Elias’s father John Rentzis provided
the timber and the tools to make desks and I made the blackboard and some paintings and
the school was ready in no time with about 60 kids

Here Christina pictured with her school children at a park in Brunswick
For almost two years Christina taught two hours every day and Saturdays in that
storeroom without any pay
In late 1959 the committee bought a block of land and an old weatherboard house which
was converted to a school and accommodated more kids and a second assistant teacher.
We had to make more desks and I made couple more blackboards for the school’s needs
Those kids were working overtime by learning an extra language “The Greek” and the
culture which was considered very important as being the foundation of the western
civilisation and the mother language of all languages; according to none Greek and great
scholars.
Most of those kids above who migrated from Greece or born here went through
Universities succeeding in every field of high education and integrated to the Australian
society successfully as valuable members of this country
.Their parents were labourers or “locked up” in Fish and Chip shops or Milk bars for
many years and made sacrifices; only to provide a better life to their children.
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I know many of my friends who worked endless hours seven days a week for decades and
they’ve don well only by hard work.
Without any exemption we worked hard also but little differently.
I; apart from my normal job working ten hours a day; including overtime; I took a part
time job with Wilmore and Randel a real estate firm specialising in subdivision lands all
over Victoria which sold to individuals.
I’ve been issued a subagents licence to be entitle to receive legal commission and the
next thing was to find the customers to sell building blocks

I knew a lot of people and I wasn’t shy to visit them after hours and encourage the to by
because they were selling quite cheap then because according to then regulations roads
water and electricity weren’t included in the price and I was selling them like “Hot
cakes” especially to builders
The areas I was selling were Melton, Craigieburn, Rye, Mountain Gate, Phillip Island and
in the far away Gippsland (Golden Beach and Lets Beach) and;
The sales were that good I even took 6 months off from work to open an office in Sydney
road Brunswick near the Library with Angelo Farmaki with two extra sales persons
working for us.
While all were going well all of a sudden in 1962 things turned sour and bank stoped
lending money. They created a “Credit Squish” and some unemployment forcing people
who bought land to abandon their payments also forcing us to lock the office and go back
to work. Luckily my position was secure
Also secure were Christina’s job at Holeproof and the part time job at the Greek School.
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Now instead of working hard at the weekends Angelo and I joined Kostas Koumaros Bill
and other friends deciding to go out in the country to shoot rabbits. I wasn’t good shooter
but the rabbits then were in millions and mostly we would go to walk and enjoy the
beautiful country and the picnic with good food and couple of beers.

Here from left: G.Haranas, Bill Baxevanidis, Kostas Koumaros and I resting

Here I am with the rabbit I shot while was not running.
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In 1961 Angelo met a beautiful Australian girl Joy and soon married and left, Soula
decided to go and live with Filota and we were now by ourselves for a while until one
day a young couple knocked our door. The lady; an attractive blond with blue eyes said
to Christina that she was her cousin from upper Poroia and her name was Christina as
well.
She remembered having cousins there but hasn’t seen them for many years.
We invited them for a coffee and told us that they were engaged and planned to get
married and temporarily lived in Footscray.
We offered the vacant room and happily accepted to live with us until they buy their own
house in the future
From the same moment apart from relatives we became good friends as well and soon
moved to stay with us and planned to get married.

20-12-1961: Here Christina Samolada from Poroia is led by me to the altar for her
wedding to Venizelos Konakas from Aridea. I played the role of her father since none
of her parents were present at the wedding but some of her husbands friends and sister
and her two cousins Christina and Amalia.(on right)
All went well and we had good time

229

20-12-1961: After the wedding of Christina’s Samolada and Venizelos Konaka’s
Pictured are: From left his sister Vasso, Christina and I with flower girls
Our daughter Angela, Maxine Thatcher (next door neighbour) and our Anna

Here is the wedding of Pascalia Samolada from Poroia to Konstantino Petridi from
Thessaloniki with Vasso Konaka as the matron of honour (koumbara)
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Because Christina hadn’t her father here I acted to give her away in the Church and after
the wedding we ended up in our house to celebrate the occasion with few friends and had
very good time. His sister came as single and later married Harry Gianolopoulos
Their first child; daughter Elizabeth born within a year while lived with us; later they
bought a house in the next street where born their second daughter Joy and we have been
neighbours for many years. He brought over from Greece his brother Spiro and later his
mum and dad and his 16 years younger brother Kostaki who all lived under one roof.
Venizelos was a hard workingman. After a job collecting scrap metals he started
delivering beer to hotels from the Carlton Breweries and it was very physical job
lowering the kecks down in the cellars and loading the empty ones on the truck.
He was telling us that in every hotel he delivered beer he was drinking couple of pots
from the pub’s boss and by the time he finished his round he had drank 20 pots.
This in long term would end him as an alcoholic. Some other drivers loved this job
because of the free beer.
Because his wages were low he was doing at nights a part time job as a waiter at the
Greek tavern Coppa Cabana in Brunswick and during the day he was selling with another
friend door to door fish
Well; I thought to do something about his problem. I recommended him to apply for a job
at the Aircraft Factory but he wasn’t a qualified mechanic. So; His father asked a friend
of his in Greece to send him fake papers that he worked in his garage as a mechanic.
As soon as he got the papers I filled the application form and other details and managed
to brink him with me at the Engine Shop.
Soon the management assessed his job quality inferior; didn’t dismiss him but gave him
to do some less important work.
The main think was that he was getting mechanics award and I was happy for that.
Later with the same trick Spiro and Harry got a job in separate departments. Harry didn’t
stay long but Spiro retired from there
We; with two daughters now had some difficulties with baby sitters but always managed
to find someone to care for them. Ven’s Christina during her pregnancy and after looked
after them with dedication
Then when they left another newly married couple; Con Stamatelos and his new wife
Giannoula came to live with us
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1963 Christina and I with Anna and Angela

1964 Anna and Angela

Con and Giannoula were factory workers but con as a part time job sold feta cheese and
olives from door to door to Greek families. The back seat of his small ford car was
specially made to accommodate the big tins with loose cheese that smelt all over the
neighbourhood.
Christina decided to give away the day job and keep only the afternoon school and look
after our daughters and enjoy the two angels we had. It was more important for the girls
to enjoy and grow up with their mother.
Every afternoon Christina would take Angela to her classroom and Anna in the pram with
her and later without She had no car and had to catch the bus to Sydney Road and then
the tram to Brunswick, it was distressing but had to do it.

The big fat Greek wedding
In 1961 I’ve met a newly arrived Cretan co-worker George Paterakis whom every day I
was picking him up in the morning for work and dropping him back home in Brunswick;
he was a good friend of mine
In Greece he was an Air force pilot and at the aircraft factory he was working anodising
the engine’s blades (a special electrical treatment to prevent corrosion)
One day he talked to me about his brother who was engaged to a rich sheep farmer’s
niece in Sunbury. His name was Alec Patakis who had migrated and settled there before
the 2nd WW; married but was childless. I’ve learned that several shops in Sunbury were
his
In 1962 Alec went to Greece and brought with him to Australia from Crete his niece who
was very poor with intends to find her a groom; and he found him all right.. George’s
brother
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Although Alec was well off and in his late sixties knew little about organising a wedding
especially a big one, so he asked George to find out how and where but; he didn’t know
about these things either and he asked my help telling me that the wedding was going to
be very big and for about 1.200 quests
I couldn’t believe my ears and I said, “You mast be joking” He said he was serious.
I asked him to give me couple of days to find something
Well; I happened to know couple of Greek people organizing weddings and I thought;
“This is a good opportunity for me to make some earnings for myself”
I went to meet Mr. Agrotis who in the past organized for the Brunswick School and the
Community partis and other events at various halls in the area
I told him that I had a big wedding and needed a big hall but whatever profit incurred
from the wedding we will split it 50/50. He said that the biggest wedding he had done so
far was with 200 quests and the profit is not enough to split it
When I mention that this wedding will be for 1.200 quests he nearly fainted. When he
realized it was fact he said there is not place for such a wedding in Melbourne unless we
can hire the exhibition’s building reception; and if we can get that any profit will be half
and half and was more than happy to go ahead.
In a few days he secured the hall and made all the necessary arrangements and our part
was to serve a three -course meal ice cream and coffee,
All the drinks and the appetizers would be brought from home
All the invitations were sent to 1200 people. Mostly Cretans and we had 100 tables of 12
to set up and 25 waiters/waitresses hired 4 tables for each.
We bought 620 small chicken and two truckloads of potatoes and several pumpkins.
Boxes of tomatoes and lettuces etc
On Saturday morning a semitrailer arrived loaded with boxes of beer, whisky, ouzo,
various expensive wines and soft drinks and another truck with tins of olives, feta cheese
and other stuff.
Separately a truck arrived with seafood oysters and shrimps. All went strait to the big
fridges and they appointed their own people to serve them to the quests.
After the church ceremony which took place in Saint Johns of Carlton, people start
arriving in droves and strait to the bar that most preferred the whisky or the ouzo not in
glasses but the bottles.
It was an unbelievable scene- watching people asking bottles of whisky and ouzo for their
tables and taking them straight out in their cars and coming back again to ask more.
I asked Venizelo; who was helping me in the kitchen to get couple of bottles for us; and
he did. Anyhow
From the 1200 quests turned up just over 1000 people who really enjoyed the event with
two bands playing Cretan songs and generally from other parts of Greece
When the party finished and we began to clean up the hall and the kitchen we had some
100 roasted chicken left over, feta cheese, olives, anchovies and other staff that had to be
taken home; so; Mr Agrotis gave away 2 chicken to every water/waitress and other
helpers and also we took home about ten and some other food.
I must say it was a rear experience for me to involve in organising such a big wedding
and always George and I had to talk about this wedding of his brother and especially
about how some people took advantage snatching expensive drinks for themselves.
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Rare coincident
In 2005 Venizelos and I went to the Greek Avondale Senior Citizen Club. As some of us
the oldies had around the table a conversation. I heard someone addressing to the oldest
member of the group calling him “Mr. Patakis” I remembered that name but I wasn’t sure
if this old man was that one I’ve met 44 years ago who staged that big wedding for his
niece.
When I got the opportunity I asked him if he lived in Sunbury. He said; he still lives there
but his wife passed away some years ago. Then
I asked him if was HE and his wife who gave that big wedding party at the Exhibition’s
Building Hall for their niece. He shook his head and said, “YES”
And continued to tell the others about this unforgettable wedding and at the end he said to
me. “Do you remember how some people were stealing the Ouzo and whiskey bottles
and carried them to their cars?
I said. “I do remember. I was who found Mr Agrotis to organise the wedding and in fact I
asked two bottles from George; one for me and one for my friend Venizelos who is here.
He was so excited to meet us after that many years and to talk about the past.
He said he was 95 and had some health problems bur enjoyed coming to the club to meet
some friends and pass his time
I learned that a year later passed away

Luck from anger
Teaching wasn’t easy either. The school was crowded and she had to face the troubles
caused some non Greek children who would come from outside to trow stones from the
windows in the class rooms
One day a group of kids came and threw flares and crackers in the classroom. Smoke
filled the room and nearly set the whole building in fire.
Christina went out and caught a boy who was still holding a cracker and gave him a light
smack on his bum and told him to away; not know whose child was
I was in the nearby building talking with a friend and I didn’t see the incident but when
Christina told me and to other there all about I thought it wasn’t a mater to worry
Half an hour later police came to arrest Christina for cruelty to a child and seemed the
way he was talking very prejudice and racist.
I intervened telling him that he can’t take the teacher away from the classroom living the
children unsupervised unless he takes full responsibility; he told us that a lawsuit lodged
to police by a local doctor on behalf of his son for ill treatment and cruelty.
When I found out who the doctor was I went to call the President Mr Rentzis and the
secretary and by the time we came back the policeman had gone
This Australian doctor had his practice in Blyth Street .near Sydney Road and 95% of his
patiens were Greeks doing golden business.
The same day after hour’s three members of the committee; Rentzis, Yiatrakos and
Panoutsopoulos; knew him well and went to meet him and to give him an ultimatum.
To withdraw the lawsuit immediately and send his son to go and apologise to Mrs
Kolokotronis for his misbehaviour for attempting to set fire to the school with intent to
harm the school children; Otherwise
The Greek Community would ask every Greek in Brunswick to ban his practice; and left.
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Ten minutes later he and his son were in the office who both apologise to Christina and to
the committee men
Christina too apologise for smacking him. He hugged and kissed the boy and became
friends
Next day we went together to se the doctor the boy and his mother and to give him a
good present.
The doctor also gave as a present a good quality pen and we became friends.
After that mishap Christina went to a newsagency and bought a Tattersall ticket without
telling me anything and called it (as usually had to name them) “Good Luck” and forgot
where she put it
When the ticket had drawn on Saturday 27-11-62 she had no idea because she didn’t have
the habit buying tickets.
On Monday during the morning tea break the leading hand came to tell me that the boss
wanted me in the office.
I was scared and my heart was going to stop; I thought; “This time I will get the sack; I
must have done something wrong and I don’t know”
I left my cup half and walked as if I was going to the gallows.
When I went to see Mr Taggart Mr Morris was there as well and they were smiling. It
was unusual.
I said Hello and asked them “What I had done now?” and they were still smiling and
asked me to sit.
Then Mr Taggart said.
“Tom; we just had a call from the manager of the Commonwealth bang in Bell St. Pascoe
Vale South that your wife won the second price of the Tattersall ticket of (2000) pounds.
Would you like to go and celebrate with her the winning?”
I nearly drop on the floor and said “You’re not joking; do you?
He said; “It’s true; pack up your tools and have the rest of the day off on us”
I thanked them and went strait home to celebrate the event with few drinks.
When I went home I found Christina smiling full of happiness. We hugged and kissed
each other thinking that we could pay off the house next day and be free from debts.
The same day in the afternoon we celebrated with Venizelo and Christina as well who
lived then with us
Immediately I made plans and suggested to Christina to visit her parents and her other
three sisters and their families and them to see our children for the first time. So
In May 1964 she with Angela and Anna travelled with the ship Helinis to Greece and
spend three months with her mum and dad. Her dad was ill suspected suffering from lung
cancer. It was his wish to see his grand daughters.
Despite that and also the war in Cyprus with the invasion part of the island from the
Turkish forces they had good time enjoyed their trip and returned with same ship back
home.
Christina went back to work as a teacher only in the afternoons and after years of
hardship we were in better situation financially
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PERIOD I`

New work adventure
After almost ten years, working in a factory as an aircraft mechanic, I’ve decided to go
into petrol station and auto repairs business and applied to Shell Company for a station.
After extensive interviews I was selected to be trained for a period of six months with pay
in business management and passed the exams successfully but no station was available
in the areas I was looking to start business.
I worked for several months in various stations and finally I’ve decided to go with the
AMPOL petroleum Co. the management promised me a new petrol station in Sydney
Road Coburg, next to the catholic school but still I had to do their own management
training for three months with pay. During that period I worked night shift as an aircraft
mechanic on the Mirage planes at the Government Factory from 10 pm to 6 am. This was
only from 2-8-1965 to 8-9-1965
I had two hours to rest, until 8 am, to start my training til 2.30. From 2.30 pm until 10
pm I had to rest again and sleep before I start my night shift. It was hard but I needed
some extra money for the business.
It was hard but I had to do it to achieve a coal

1965: Our Petrol and service station, Cnr. Sydney Road and Rogers Street Coburg
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1965: Here Christina and I in our uniform ready to serve our customers.
We ran the business for about three years successfully serving petrol and doing general
repairs and road worthy checks at the two repair bays and we were doing well until one
day I hurt my lower back severely and I had to stay away from work for a month.
Christina was running the business by herself all day and had to go to pick Angela and
Anna from the school then from 5-7 pm to teach Greek. We had some up normality and
my health situation forced us to reassess our work.
I contacted the company to tell them that I wasn’t going to renew my new lease contract.
In 1965-66 there was a conflict “between” the Chris Bakery; which was next to my
station and rhe union. This Greek rebel was the first in Victoria baking bread on
Saturdays and Sundays for Melbournians to have fresh bread which then was against the
law and the big bakeries like Tip-Top, Granny Davis and other objected strongly and sent
the unions to blockade the whole building and the streets to prevent the deliveries.
This union action affected my business because hundreds of demonstrators were blocking
even Sydney Road not letting cars to enter the station
Chris was punished with heavy fines several times and despite that he insisted baking and
delivering the breads to hospitals and other institutions for free. This was allowed to do
under the escort of the police and union
Finally he won the battle because he had the support of the Victorian People and the
courts approved bread to be baked seven days a week. Thanks to Chris the Greek.
When I passed the business to the next operator I went to work for the Ford Motor
Company at Broadmeadows Assembly plant as a quality control inspector on all parts
fitted on the cars. This was from 26-9-1966 to11-11-1966
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The job was easy with good award and the only fault was that all our team of 5-6 had to
work in front of a huge open door with strong draft and in cold weather was a suicide;
therefore after six months there I decided to resign.
I thought to go again back to the aircraft industry and to apply for a position of an
aircraft mechanic with TAA (Trans Australian Airlines) at the Essendon Airport which
then was an international Airport as well.
The job was very interesting working mainly on Pratt and Whitney piston engines and on
prop-jet engines for Fokker Friendship aircrafts as well but my stay there was only from
7-7-65 to2-8-65 but
A better offer of employment then appeared with ANSETT-A.N.A at the same Airport as
an aircraft mechanic and decided to accept it but I was posted to the Engine shop which
operated at Keilor Road Niddrie on 15-11-66 (now shopping centre)
The workshop was very convenient and enjoyed working there
Every lunch time we would go for a walk at the shops and pass the time and also doing
some shopping
The people who work there were mostly migrants with technical knowledge and
tradesmen from their country of origin and some locals who were very friendly
Only the engine shop was away from the Essendon Airport and all engines had to be sent
to the testing house which was in the Airport.
Meanwhile a large piece of had been purchased in the Tullamarine area for the
construction of a new International Airport and was already under construction and it was
going to be the largest in Australia
Until that time Essendon Airport was the major Airport of Melbourne and most repairs
and maintenance were done in the TAA and Ansett-ANA workshops which were well
equipped.
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1967: Annett’s Engine Repairs Shop at Keilor Road Niddrie; from left I; apprentice
Greg and from Malta Charlie Farugia working on an Alison engine for the Electra
aircraft

Here standing Charlie Farugia and I working on a Dart engine for F 28 Focker
aircraft
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My first trip to Greece
18-11-1967
Having had now more than a year of service with ANSETT I was entitle to get a
discounted air fare to Greece.
Thirteen years had gone since my arrival to Australia and this would have been my first
trip and I was excited to go. Unfortunately non of my parents were alive but at least I had
my sister now married with two children and her husband to see and also to meet for the
first time Christina’s mum and her sisters and their families.
Another reason for my trip was to sell the shop-house and collect the money from the
forced acquisition the Greek Government imposed upon my farm for the construction of
the Egnatia freeway.
I organized my trip to be via the USA, England, and Greece.
In the USA I wanted to meet some of my relations and mums and dad’s friends and
relation and also to visit my childhood friend Niko Hadjimarkos in Detroit Michigan
whom saw most of them.
From NY I flew to London where I stayed 3-4 days to see some interesting places which
were very impressive and my next stop would have been Athens
In Athens I’d spent almost three years when I was a trainee technician and I wanted to
see some old friends and relations and loved places
It was a very sad period in Greece then because the nation was under a dictatorship
government and all I could see in the streets were armed soldiers and police checks on
suspected citizens
At the Airport; I remember; a baggage handler told me to watch and be careful what I say
and where I go and whom I talk.
After few days in Athens I decided my trip to Thessaloniki to be by train. I wanted to see
again all those beautiful sceneries of plains and the mountains covert by snow and take
some pictures and movie to show them to my kids.
When the train arrived in Larissa I got off the train to take a short video of the station and
the train .after all I had spent several months in Larissa when I was serving in the army
and I had good memories. Well.
In minutes; I was arrested by the police for taking photos and video and my cameras
confiscated..
I protested strongly to the officers telling them that their action was against promoting
Greece to Australia and told them that I would report this barbaric action to the
Australian Embassy in Thessaloniki. When they checked my passport and the noticed my
name (Kolokotronis) one of them asked me if I had any relationship with the National
hero of the liberation of Greece from the Ottoman Empire. I said.
“I think I have. You know the then politicians jailed him. Do you wand to do the same to
me?”
They talked amongst themselves something; gave me the back the cameras and asked me
not to photograph anything and let me go.
When the train was passing from near the mount Olympus still I took some video and
pictures and again a policeman patrolling in the carriages cautioned me not to take any
more pictures. I argued again and told him that I was an Australian tourist and that was
the reason I have travelled to Greece. He gave it up and went to another carriage.
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As the train was approaching the city of Thessaloniki my heart started pumping fast; the
train was going to pass 10 meters from our house and shop and I was in agony to see the
place I grew up.
Already; even from many kilometres away the places were well known to me and I could
pick up things that hadn’t changed at all and no progress had been made in thirteen years.
When the train past fast from my village and opposite our place I saw some people I
recognized and tears were running on my chicks from emotions .
Within twenty minutes the train was at the city’s station where hundreds of people were
waiting for their loved ones.
I stayed in my cabin until all the passengers left. Then I saw; the only ones waiting and
recognized my sister Vasoula surrounded with some other people and I quest they were
her family and Christina’s mother and sisters with their husbands.
And I wasn’t wrong.
There at the Station I met all of them; we sat to get coffee and drinks and talked for an
hour and more about anything. After that long trip and tension I was relaxed and went to
Vasoula’s place to rest
The days that followed I visited Christina’s mum and sisters to now the better and had
their utmost love and appreciation and treated me with great respect and hospitality.
My visit to the village was very emotional when I went to his shop; which was run by a
friend of mine; and met the people there was indescribable. They became emotional too
to see me after 13 years.
Everything had changed since I left. At the house section lived all these years my first
cousin Dimetria with her husband John and they welcomed me to see the house and have
lunch with them.
Everything around brought me thousands of memories bad and good
Since my trip had a business mission too I had to finish them as soon as possible. I
learned from my lawyer Vangelis Saris that the money from the acquisition; by law; were
kept (confiscated) by the Reserve Bank of Greece and I wasn’t allowed to withdraw then
and exported them overseas because I was a permanent resident of Australia. But I was
allowed to withdraw a small amount a month for living only
Or to purchase another property in Greece or to by government bonds
Finally I bought government bonds for a period of five years
The other thing was to sell the house and shop.
This was sold in no time for a good price hoping to get the money and take them to
Australia; but the sale became known to the Bank and immediately the lawyer warned me
that I was in danger to go ten years in jail if I attempt to take money illegally out of the
country.
Since in Greece everything is possible the real sale prise was different than the price on
papers so I managed to declare about half of the amount and the other half to hide with
great risk to brink them in Australia and I managed to carry my own money without
being detected
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My return trip to Australia was little adventurous. After saying “Good bye” to everyone
and during the flight there was a second coup in Greece. When we were ready to land in
Athens the plane turned back to Thessaloniki without telling us anything. When we
landed in Thessaloniki the Airport was full of tanks and Army and none knew why the
Army was there. Some said Greece was in war with Turkey and that worried all of us
In great panic I went back to Vasoula and knocked the door. When she saw me she
fainted and couldn’t work it out how the hell after kisses and good byes at the airport I
was back. All the radios silenced and people didn’t know anything
Quickly the new spread about the coup and all civilians asked to stay indoors.
This lasted about three days and when thing went back to normal I caught another flight
To Athens and from Athens to Melbourne with Quanta’s flight back to a normal life in
peace and secure environment.

The purchase of a second house
After almost ten years in 229 O’Heas Street Pascoe Vale South we’ve decided to buy a
bigger house and in a better area and close to my job near the Airports. For ten years we
always rented one room to save some money for a better house and finally we found one
that we liked it. We bought the house in 1968 for the price of $ 18.500
Our next door neighbours were. George Betts and Trevor Veal families
It was in 18 Roslyn Street Strathmore and still we live here from where I am writing this
story
I had almost three years at the Keilor Road in Niddrie engine shop and the relationship
between the leading hand Jack Wade and me began to deteriorate.
Somehow he didn’t like me because every time I and the others were away in the toilet or
elsewhere for a few minutes and some times at lunch time he would come to continue and
finish the job we had started and didn’t know if he had done it correctly.
Because we had to sign every job we were doing; I told him not to use my tools and do
my job unless he signs as well; he started to dislike me
I complained to the supervisor Mr Jackson who admitted it was illegal what he was
doing. He told him his job was to supervise us but he was like that we been told.
He cut my overtime and he was always on my back. So
I resigned on 17-6-69 and had couple of weeks rest
During this period my neighbour George Betts encouraged me to get a job at the (DCA)
Department of Civil Aviation at Essendon Airport where he was working and ensured me
that I would be happy there.
One morning we went to the maintenance base and he introduced me to the employment
officer and after examining my credentials and a short interview he asked me to start
straight away as a motor mechanic but I had to be trained as an air-conditioning
technician because they needed them most to look after the cooling units of all the
regional airports and offices in the city and elsewhere
We were a team of about eight with one leading hand and worked in pairs checking all
the room units water cooler and other systems
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Also we were responsible to maintain the automatic doors at Tullamarine and other
buildings
The maintenance base and all the workshops were then at the Essendon Airport where
today is the DFO and particularly on the corner where the Spotlight and the Furnisher
Shop is.

O

O
Here is an aerial picture of the Essendon Airport surrounded; on the left; by Airport
West with the residential and industrial area and; on the right is Strathmore Heights.
The white circle indicates the location of our house. The hook size building complex is
the DFO Shopping Centre today occupying part of the Airport
On the bottom site where the red circle is was the maintenance base for the Department
of Civil Aviation where Bulla Road ended

George Betts was a good neighbour but in the early days there he had shown some
jealousy and antipathy to new comers and towards us and often asked me where I found
the money to buy cash this house and a new car just within ten years etc.
Then our house was the only brick house in the street build by imported bricks from USA
and the man Mr Lockhart who’d build it was a builder who builds it for himself and was
outstanding in the street
Despite all these negative comments I was always friendly and our daughters played with
his five children mostly in our place and had lots of fan.
Often he asked me to do repairs on his car and boat and I did it with great pleasure.
As far as the neighbour from the other side the situation was totally negative. His wife
was friendly but Trevor hated us and his children often threw eggs on our window to
provoke us. Later his wife divorced him and some years later he hanged himself.
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George was a former qualified bus driver for the ANSETT-ANA but not a technician and
he wanted to work with me. So
When I started with the DCA we worked as a pair because he new well all the places
where to go and do maintenance to the air-conditioning units and also he knew almost
everyone in every airport in Melbourne and many other people. He was very popular man
and well liked from many. Most of the time we were talking to people than to work but
always we finished our job in time.
The work; to remove and install the air-conditioning units was in high places in the
rooms and was a hard job and sometimes dangerous for our backs and I was always
asking George to do the lifting and later we started doing the water coolers which we had
to clean the water filters and some other cleanings which was little easier
Often (every second day) we would go to Essendon Airport to clean the odourless oil
from the floor of the large air conditioning room
This oil spilled from the revolving metal filters was quite big amount to be wasted in long
terms. I calculated in many hundreds of gallons
I noticed that the rotation of the filters were wrong and had to be reversed. I mentioned
this to George but he ironically told me that I was a smart ars
He said. “This Airport mate build before the war and this is how it works the aircondition; we clean the oil and is ok”
During the weekend I made a suggestion and sent it to the Department of Civil Aviation
cautioning them that because of the wrong rotation of the filters a considerable amount of
precious oil was waisted plus the labour to clean it.
As soon as they received my letter half a dozen of engineers arrived from the city in the
morning at the maintenance base to examine the unit. They took me to show them what
exactly my suggestion was.
I told them that if we change the polarity of the electric motor and reverse the motion of
the filters there will be no a single drop of oil on the floor and it can be done now. I can
do it even myself. But; because I am not authorized to do it can be done by an electrician.
One of the engineers switched off the unit crabbed the spanner changed the wires;
switched it on and everything was OK
I received lots of congratulations for noticing the fault which was like that perhaps since
1928
Few weeks later I received a letter of appreciation with $ 10 reward

.
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This is the letter from the Department of Civil Aviation awarding me with ten dollars
for saving them from thousands of dollars from wasted oil and labour for cleaning.

With this opportunity I am displaying in the next page my two other awards I’ve received
from the Commonwealth Aircraft Corporation for improving the method of Polls Royce
engine assembly.
Because of this I was posted for a few weeks to the Research and Development
Department to work and express any idea that could lead them to improve the production.
They would listen to any suggestion even if it ware a stupid one
We must know that the workers on the actual job made most inventions and nothing was
invented in the office
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These two suggestions made; one in 1960 and the other in 1962 were for the
improvement of assembling the Avon Rolls Royce engines
The reward I receive for each one was Ten pounds. Then app. a week’s wages for each

I worked for the DCA from 1-7-69 to 31-10-69 (about four months) and I gained some
experience o air-conditions and met a lot of people at the Essendon Airport and other
Airports in the region as well. But
Because I had problem with my back and I couldn’t lift heavy thing I’ve decided to go
back to one of the Airlines and preferred to seek a job with ANSETT again.
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Supervisor of the Essendon Maintenance base was Mr Davies and one day I knocked on
his office door and asked him if he had a job for me but not at the engine shop in Keilor
Road Niddrie where I was there before.
He checked my papers quickly and told me to start immediately; if I could; and sent me
to see the foreman Murphy Ladd at the Pressurization Department.
The meeting was in a very friendly way and every one welcomed me with enthusiasm.
After a short tour around the small work shop I accepted to start the next day and was
happy
This department maintained the aircrafts air conditioning system which is quite
complicated keeping all the components in perfect conditions.
Also maintained; overhauled and tested the constant speed drives of the electric
generators of 240 Volts 60 KWA at 401 cycles
My job was very interesting and for a few weeks I was under instruction by my leading
hand Trevor Mills who happened to live in the same neighbourhood and was a nice
person.
Within six months I had learned almost everything we had under our care but the
foreman entrusted me to work on the automatic constat speed drives which were
complicated machines and somehow I had more years of experience from the others on
engines etc.
Although the Tullamarine Airport was in operation the workshops there were not ready.
We had to wait until 1972 to move to modern and up to date work shops

1970: Here I am overhauling the constant speed drive gearbox at the Essendon wok
shop. It was in hangar 3
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This is the test shell of the Ansett Airlines of Australia. Here engines of DC9; Boeing;
and Fokker aircrafts were been tested.
The working environment was very pleasant with regular overtimes every day and on
Saturdays as well. Again the working distance from home was only 10-15 minutes drive.
The job I was doing was quite important as every part of the engine but the Constant
Speed Drive (CSD) was a highly precision engine component consisting with almost 800
pieces if dismantled and; the tolerance of measurements of some parts were within
1/1000th of a 1000 and it was a specialists work.
Upon the completion of every repair; I was testing it on a special rig with the generator
attached and would take approximately 2 hours. If it ware not functioning accordingly it
would be removed opened and rectified.

PERIOD J`
The purchase of a holyday house
Well 1972; I remember coincides with two important events
My father who migrated to USA in 1910 and spent almost ten years there working in
various jobs used to say to me. “Son; if you ever go overseas and save some money try to
buy land on main roads near the town and near the sea”
I remembered his advice often but I had no money; regardless that I had always enough
and would chose my vacation with my wife and daughters near the sea
Our preferred places were: Inverloch, Lakes Entrance, Lorne and once in 1960 we went
as far as Eden, Merimbula, Bega and Ulladulla to Woy Woy and Gosford in NSW but;
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The most preferred and safest beaches were the Mornington Peninsula; from Dromana
Rosebud to Portsea.
In summer 1972 we took couple of weeks a holyday in Tootgarook. A building of three
brick units one kilometre far away from the beach
The agent Mr Henderson told us that they were for sale; if we were interested; we liked
them but it was away from the beach an the shops and we hesitated to decide and asked
him if he had any house close to the beach and shops.
He offered us a property of three units of fibro cement on 1707 Nepean Highway
opposite the beach and close to the Rosebud West shops asking $20.000.
The location was good and the building in very good condition, but the price little high.
Since I was always a hard bargainee I offered him $ 15.000. After coming in touch with
the owner who lived in New Guinea we settled and closed the deal for $ 17.300 by
phone. I sent him $300 deposit and within days the property transferred to us.
It was fully rented and we thought to keep the front unit for our family and rent the other
two for the income to pay off the loan of about $ 10.000.
We were all happy because a dream to have a holyday house was fulfilled and our
daughters enjoyed the most all seasons

1979: Here I am carrying some leafs and my grand son Tom near the drive way
entrance to the property with the front unit and the front yard without a fence

From 1972 and within five years with good money management we paid off the loan;
later we purchased the Councils lane; connected to the main sewerage and gas and we
kept the property in tip-top condition at all times
Almost every weekend we would go there to do some cleaning, cut the grass and look
after the property
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Our only thought then was in later years to pass the Rosebud property to Angela
and our house in Strathmore to Anna (and we did).

1987 The front view of the units as seen from the beach park opposite

1987 The view of the park and the beach; in the background as seen from the units
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This is unit 2 with two bedrooms

1980: every Christmas and New Year we would gather with friend to celebrate the
events and organized parties and had good time in Rosebud
Here Christina and Sultana are dancing seimbekiko, Mary on the left and Venizelos
seen from the back and his wife Christina on the right and George on the right.
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1980: here from right: Are Christina, Venizelos, and Mary kneeling; in the kitchen
from left are Sultana, Stelios, and Christina on Christmas day

It is impossible to put all the photos I have here but I must mention that we had really
terrific times together with our families,
In later years most of our friends bought holiday houses in the same area, like. George
and Mary, Stelios and Sultana, Miro and Nikos, Amalia and Nikos, Stamatis and Irene
and some others
Every week end since we bought this property 1972 we had a BBQ party with beer or
ouzo at some place with Greek music dancing and singing. Also we enjoyed and had fun
fishing at the Port Philip bay with Nick Venizelo and the children.

1973: View from the units driveway to foreshore park. In the
background is visible my boat
and I
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1969
This 18 feet (5.486 meters)
boat with cabin and V 8 Ford
inboard engine and automatic
clutch was well build.
The heavy tandem trailer was
galvanized
It was an X repossessed and
sold to me for $750 because
the engine wouldn’t start. But
nothing was wrong two years
later I sold it for $1200

Sometimes I used the name Tronis for short and easier pronunciation
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1969: here I am at the West Rosebud beach with Christina

1970 here Christina at the West Rosebud beach enjoying the sea and sun
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In 1972 when all the hangars and work shops completed at the Tullamarine Airport we
started to shift slowly to much more modern workshops leaving behind the old airport for
some other use.
Now we came to sophisticated building fully air-conditioned wit new testing equipment
and new benches.

1980: Here I am assembling the constant speed drive of Sundstrand Aviation for
Boeing 727

1980: Here the usual everyday briefing about technical maters
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The working environment at this workshop was quite comfortable with ample time to
finish the job. It was a quality work and not a production line.
The components I was repairing must have been very important than the others. Although
every small component bolt and screw is vital for the engine and the aircraft; I had almost
every day visitors coming first to my bench to see those hundreds of pieces. The
supervisor contacting the tours would mention to the executive quest the price of that
special gear box costing $ 210.000 and the quality of the workmanship
I must say that I was very tidy with my tools and the display of the repaired items was
displayed as if they were ready to be photographed for a magazine.
The bosses liked that and were very proud to bring visitors who I believed were frequent
fliers with ANSET
I remember Sir Reginald Ansett walking in the workshop by himself and his first stop
was on my bench to admire the display of the parts and the tools.
He would come to talk to me in a very humble manner and to my opinion he was a great
man and great Australian.
During the years 1972 to 1983 at the Tullamarine base workshop which consisted from
three sections: Electrical-Hydraulics and Pressurization I’ve met there many good people
and we were like a big family

I’ve been commented for a merit award from Sundstrand Aviation of USA which I
refused to accept it since it was part of my job to make improvements

In the pressurization section I was; I had as supervisor Mr, Murphy Ladd, foreman Keith
Park and leading hand Trevor Mills; all good people
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I admired Keith who was an excellent engineer and troubleshooter and could fix anything
and anything I would ask him he would do it for me.
I’d designed more than thirty special tools for my work and he made them with pride but
they never awarded me. They would say; I was paid and was part of my job to make
improvements and I was happy and proud to do it

1980: Here I am in the middle with my workmates Tony Issa from Lebanon working
on superchargers and Clive Diabold from United Kingdom working on air conditions
and pressurization valves components.

A sad phone call
It was a summer weekend in 1975 holidaying in Rosebud when the phone rang at
midnight.
I didn’t like to wake me up that time and hesitantly I picked up the hand set to answer
and I heard the voice coming from my brother’s in laws Tasos employee in Greece
Mickle.
He in a crying voice told me that Tasos passed away and my sister Vasoula and her son
Maki and daughter Ioanna are in distress and they need you to come as soon as possible
not only to stand by their ordeal also to assist us; according the law we have to make now
the stock taking of the spare parts and other business maters regarding the franchising of
the Toyota and Nissan cars he had before his death.
I was stunned. Next day was Saturday the banks were closed, my passport was old and I
had no cash money to get the tickets and; after all I had to get leave from work other wise
even if I had all of them I couldn’t leave without my employers consent.
Immediately I thought to go and see my boss Murphy who lived in Niddrie to ask his
assistance.
I found him on a ladder painting his house.
He was surprised to see me there and asked me what the visit was for!
I explained to him all about and; he felt sorry for my circumstances and asked me to wait
and made a phone call.
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He changed quickly; put me in his car and he drove off to the Airport. In ten minutes we
were at the Airport’s director’s office. They knew each other well
He explained my situation and asked him to do anything possible to put me in the next
flight to Athens. He said to him I was one of his favoured good staff members.
Without wasting time; because my passport was not current; he wrote a special letter that
was equal of a passport providing was attached to the passport.
Then he gave me a ticket for a QUANTAS flight for the same day (within two hours) in
the afternoon.
Then he opened his safe and gave me a loan of one thousand dollars cash. He expressed
his condolences and wished me to have safe trip
Murphy and I left quickly to catch up with the flight. During the trip back I asked him:
“What power this man has in the Airport?” he said “A lot of authority”
He explained to me that letters of this kind are issued in special circumstances to Police,
politicians and to spies. Anyhow
Within 30 hours I was in Thessaloniki but not at Tasos funeral because burials there are
done within 24 hours.
It was a grim and sad environment and the small unit was full of relatives and friend
coming and going for a few days.
An other hurdle I met there was that because of Tasos death the business was under
confinement by the Tax Department and needed special permit to open it
All done accordingly with the lawyer and accountant and with the authority we had we
completed the stocktaking; taxes paid and; the business with the existing staff began to
operate normally.
Maki; who was then 16 with his mother who had some experience had to work now
harder to keep this business which was quite profitable and they had the support of
Toyota and Nissan representatives from Athens.
I had four weeks leave and within those days I had to finish a lot of things with the
lawyers, accountants, Banks and the Tax Department and in Greece is not an easy task to
undertake such a duty unless you have connections and who you know
I will not miss this to tell
.
On the 9th day after Tasos death; according the custom Vasoula the kids and I went to the
cemetery to lay some flowers and to light the cantle.
Vasoula apparently was very angry becoming widow and having such responsibilities to
carry out; she started swearing at him on his grave crying and shouting
.
“You bastard; look what you have done to us. You left a trail of mesh. Even my
brother from Australia is suffering because of your stupidity to dye that young”
We suppose to be sad and it turned to a comedy. Such is my sister’s character.
She can cry and laugh at the same time.
The life’s irony is that: although Maki worked hard to keep his dad’s business alive and
became a successful businessman; and in later years to marry and have family with tow
lovely boys in 1996 he and his younger son killed in a car accident.
His wife Dina and his son Tasos survived.
His wife continued to ran the business and still she is running it with success.
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1994: Here in Happier times when Christina, my sister Vasoula and I visited my
nephew Maki his wife Dina and his son Tasos at their unit in Thessaloniki. Dina was
expecting their second child then.

Life is not always as we want to be, therefore we must accept as it comes.
As the years past we enjoyed to see our two daughters to grow and give us the joy every
parent is dreaming for their children

1964; Angela and Anna in Greece in front at the Edessa’s waterfalls
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Here Anna 5 and Angela 9 years old ready for a theatrical act
We enjoyed seeing them going to kinda and to state primary school. Proudly to high
school and successfully completing the Teachers College becoming teachers and useful
citizens of the Australian society.

Here Anna and Angela in their high school years
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Here Angela horse riding at Twin Lake near Ballarat
During the school years our daughters met their boy friends and: when they decided to
become engaged to them we unopposed agreed; since the choice was theirs.
After some period of association Angela first decided to tie the knot with her future
husband Athanasios Andronikos and some years later Anna with Patrick Mackey
Both weddings took place according to the Greek Orthodox religion customs and
celebrations followed at the appropriate reception halls
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1976; here is a picture of Angela and Arthur at their wedding day
Angela’s and Arthur’s wedding celebrated only by close family members because of a
mourning period due to the death of his younger brother Thomas who was struck by a car
and killed instantly in Brunswick after a night out in 1975
This unfortunate event had a deep effect in everybody’s soul particularly to his parents
who migrated to Australia for a better life for themselves and their children and were so
unlucky to lose their son in his prime years
They never recovered from this ordeal
Anna’s wedding was well organized according to her wish and after the church ceremony
at the Saint Demitrios church in Moonee ponds; the couple; Anna, Patrick and the quest
were entertained at a reception hall in Bulla Road Strathmore with about 100 people.
They went for honey moon to our Rosebud holiday unit for a week and returned home
and lived with us for about a year until they were ready to by their own house.
1983 was the year of my retirement from Ansett Airlines of Australia. It was a year of
offering to all elderly employees to retire voluntarily with all the entitlements.
After consideration and consultation with Christina I’ve decided to accept the offer which
was quite attractive with the option to work part time for an extra income.
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After couple of months of relaxation and holidaying the engineering union lawyers
informed me that a court case about my back injury was in their agenda. Not later than a
month I was at the court for the hearing.
The case was solved outside the court after the lawyers came to an agreement with the
insurance for a satisfactory amount for which I accepted their offer. Not only that they
also put me to a disability pension and told me not to work any more.
I didn’t like to feel I was a disable person but having had often back attacks in the lower
back; keeping me in bed for several days every few months; I accepted that I wasn’t fit
any more as I was before.
Some months later Christina also decided to retire to look after our grand children and
give some relieve to Angela and Anna. So
From two of us working on a high income bracket suddenly we dropped to depend to a
government “poverty” pension.
Being good money managers we adopted to live not what we knew before but the new
way of life as pensioners.
Despite all that we always lived up to our acceptations; responding to our social
obligations and helping our daughters and grand children.
The first months were very hard out of work; I was feeling as if I was useless.
I spend my time doing some works around the house and the garden but I wasn’t happy
with my life because still I was 54 and I could work at least another ten years and be
productive but; who would employ a man of my age with back injury?
In September 1983 I’ve decided to join the newly re-established club of the Thessaloniki
Association to meet old friends and also offer a my services to philanthropic cause
through this organization
Our first meeting took place at the Limnian Club in Middle Park for the election of the
committee.
Although I was nominated to the presidency unopposed I declined to accept it because I
had no previous experience. I passed this honour to my friend Christos Kosmidis; a
teacher and a colleague of Christina at the Greek Academy in the city.
After the unexpected death of the vice president Con Efstratiadis I was appointed to the
post of vice presidency to work with the president. During the first six months and on
Monday March 19 1984 the city of Melbourne and Thessaloniki became sister cities
following a phantasmagorical ceremony at the Town Hall.
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PERIOD K`
MELBOURNE – THESSALONIKI
SISTER – CITY CITIZEN’S COMMITTEE 1984
*****
Here are the original members of the committee of Melbourne who were present and
acted on the Sister-City idea between Melbourne Australia and Thessaloniki Greece on
19 March 1984. We thank them for their vision and determination to carry out such a
historical decision.
The Right Honourable Lord mayor E. J. Beecham
City of Melbourne
M. T. Georgiadis, Acting Consul general of Greece
Greek Government
Mr D. Dollis Minister of Ethnic Affairs
Ministry of Ethnic Affairs
Mr Anastasios Kolokotronis, Registered Aircraft Engineer
Thessaloniki Association “The White Tower” President
Mr Chris Kosmidis, Teacher
Pan Macedonian Association President
Dr. Luis Doukas, Scientist, RMIT University
Greek Orthodox Community of Melbourne &Victoria
Ms Vivian Morris Journalist
Community Journalist “Neos Kosmos”
Mr. G Sheppard
Ethnic Affairs Commission
Mr Theo Sidiropoulos M.P.
State Government of Victoria
Mr Evangelos Didaskalou
Pan Macedonian Association
Mr L. Cox, Union Official
Vic. Trade Hall Council
Mr. N. P. Servos, Councillor
City of Melbourne
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The Thessaloniki Association initially established in 1961 by my friend Zaharia
Bogiatzoglou and others who brought the organization to its peak helping the new
comers, social activities and organizing the best annual gala dances at the famous
Southern Cross Hotel always with two music bands where the Thessalonicians and
particularly the ladies competed to show their best gowns.
In 1969 the Association organized the first Quanta’s charter flight full of members
directly to Thessaloniki where the Association presented to the Mayor of the city a gift of
an ambulance vehicle. In exchange, the Mayor sent us 24 national costumes.
In 1997 the organization came to a standstill and remained inactive for about six years
until in 1983 when we again put the Association in right track
Since then the Association run successfully by able presidents and committees.
Now the Association has its own building where all the functions are being done there
and every anniversary of the sistership is celebrated at the Federation Square which is
now an official event participating the city of Melbourne and the State Government.
In the Sister-City Citizen Committee I served for almost seven years. We had once a
month meeting at the Melbourne Town Hall and we were in close contact with the sister
city of Thessaloniki for cultural, tourism, commerce, and other matters.

20-3-1984: Here in the backyard of the Pan Macedonian Club a BBQ party in honour
of the Mayor of Thessaloniki Mr Manavis and his Committee men.
From left: Mrs & Dr. Luis Doukas, E. Didaskalou, the Mayor of Thessaloniki Mr.
Manavis, the Assist. Mayor, Mr George Karamtzalis, President of the ManMacedonian Association, I, and on my back the former president of the Pan Mac. Ass.
Mr Liousas
Photo A. Kolokotronis
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20-3-1984: The Mayor of Thessaloniki Mr Manavis (in front of the flag) among the
members of the Pan Macedonian Association and the youth Club
Photo A. Kolokotronis

20-3-1984: Here some ladies in company of the Lady Mayoress Mrs Manavis
From left: Mrs Vicky Gianoulopoulos, Christina Kolokotronis, Mr Harry
Gianoulopoulos, Mrs Manabis, Mrs Giannos, Mrs Rena Fragioudaki, SBS radio
announcer, and Mr Giannos, all members of the Thessaloniki Association.
Photo A. Kolokotronis
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By involving with the Thessaloniki Association I had the opportunity to meet some
important people and make new friends for the rest of my life.
I served as Vice president and president for nearly three years and remained a member
since.
Although I was busy with the Association still I had time to fulfil some of my half
finished desires; I wanted to get the VCE certificate in English. So in 1991
I enrolled in to Swinburne College of TAFE and studied year 11 English and in 1992 to
Broadmeadows TAFE to year 12 from where I finished with results B+ and C+
.
Also parallel to the above course I enrolled to University of Cambridge (Based in La
Trobe University) to study English as a foreign language for a certificate of proficiency
where I failed.
The course was very hard even for those who borne in Australia and English was their
native language and already had the VCE certificate. This certificate would entitle the
holder to teach English overseas.
Also in 1993 I decided to take a course on Basic Electronics at the Broadmeadows TAFE
from where I passed all the five subjects.
DC FUNDAMENTALS (60/100)
AC FUNDAMENTALS (60/100)
TEST EQUIPMENT (75/100)
ELECTRONIC ASSEMLY TECHNICS (76/100)
WIRING AND SOLDERING (73/100)
Early retirement is hard for those who don’t know how to occupy themselves and for
some the consequences could be very serious in their lives.
I passed this problem quickly always creating some interest that I liked to do.
After I had done all the above I started to show interest in painting. I had some idea and
experience from my years in American farm School but I decided to enrol to Victoria
University in the City and take a course in painting.
I learned some technics there which I didn’t know and also for the first time I had to paint
from life models and the technic to transfer it on the canvas.
In my spare time I would paint mostly landscapes and fewer portraits and this was a
relaxing work and pleasant passed time for me.
After this; I decided to make various replicas of buildings, agricultural implements and
other things that represented the rural and urban life of my village and the city of
Thessaloniki.
I started first from the house and shop of my parents where I’d born and raised and within
ten years I’ve made 25 miniature pieces all from memory and accurately in details.
Although I have printed a separate book I thought to include this art book in this book as
well for the readers to view my arts
The following book is written in Greek and English to make it easy for the Greeks also
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PERIOD L`
The following is a separate art book of mine and represents a period of five years
dedicated making miniature replicas and paintings
Some pictures in the following section may have been appeared before and some poems
I have written are about my village and are not translatable (my apology)

ΟΙ ΜΝΗΜΕΣ ΜΟΥ
ΣΕ ΕΡΓΑ ΛΑΊ΄ΚΗΣ ΤΕΧΝΗΣ
Υπό
Αναστασίου Κολοκοτρώνη

MY MEMORIES
INTO ARTS/FOLKLORE
By

Anastasios Kolokotronis

Απονομή βραβείου για τη συμβολή στο πολυπολιτισμό της Βικτόρια σε έργα λαϊκής
τέχνης παρά του εντιμότατου πρωθυπουργού Στιβ Μπρακς στις 2/12.2005
Award for Service Delivery to Multicultural Victoria- Arts/Folklore by the Premier of
Victoria the Hon. Steve Bracks Fr. Dec 2/2005
Melbourne 2008

268

Προλεγόμενα-Preface
Η τέχνη της ζωγραφικής και της χειροτεχνίας μου άρεσε ακόμα από τα παιδικά μου
χρόνια . Επειδή οι γονείς μου δεν είχαν την οικονομική τους άνεση να μου αγοράζουν
παιχνιδάκια τα έκανα για μένα ο ίδιος με ότι υλικά έβρισκα αλλά έκανα και για τους
φίλους μου που παίζαμε μαζί.
I loved painting and handcraft work since I was a young boy. Because my parents
couldn’t afford to buy me ready made toys I was making them for myself from any scrap
material I could find, also I would make some for my friends when they couldn’t make
themselves to play with
Όταν πήγα στην Αμερικανική Γεωργική Σχολή, αμέσως μετά την γερμανική κατοχή, η
αμερικανίδα καθηγήτρια των καλών τεχνών Marion E Miller πρόσεξε εμένα και τον
συμμαθητή μου Νίκο Χατζημάρκο ότι είχαμε θέληση και λίγο ταλέντο και μας έπαιρνε
μετά τις σχολικές ώρες για ιδιαίτερα μαθήματα ζωγραφικής.
After the end of the 2nd World War I went to the American Farm School to study
agriculture, the art teacher Miss Marion E Miller observed that my fellow student Nikos
Hadjimarkos and I had some talent of artistic ability and willing to learn, therefore she
encouraged us to attend some after hour classes to teach us the painting techniques
Η εκπαίδευσή στη γεωπονία και γεωργοτεχνική εκτός από τα θεωρητικά μαθήματα
κάναμε για αρκετές ώρες χρήση των χεριών μας σε διάφορες πρακτικές δουλειές που
σχετιζόντουσαν με την γεωργία, κτηνοτροφία, κηπουρική, πτηνοτροφία, επισκευές
μηχανημάτων και ηλεκτρικών ειδών και πολλά άλλα που μου έδωσαν την ευκαιρία να
μάθω αρκετά πράγματα που φάνηκαν χρήσιμα σε όλη μου την ζωή και για τα οποία
είμαι πολύ ευγνώμον
My training in agriculture apart from having had half a day theory in the classroom I
had to learn to use my hands properly to learn the practical part of the course, farming,
gardening, husbandry, dairy, poultry etc, also machinery and electrical repairs and
various other things which they became very useful in my life in later years with great
appreciation.

1945- 1948 ως μαθητής στην Αμερικανική Γεωργική Σχολή της Θεσσαλονίκης
1945 -1948 This is the American Farm School of Thessaloniki in Greece
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Τάσος Κολοκοτρώνης
Tasos Kolokotronis

Οι μνήμες μου σε έργα λαϊκής τέχνης
My memories into Arts /Folklore
Μικρές ιστορικές περίοδοι
Sort historical periods
Γεννήθηκα στη Θεσσαλονίκη το 1929 και μεγάλωσα στο παρακείμενο χωριό Νέα
Μαγνησία Οι κάτοικοι του ήταν πρόσφυγες που είχαν έρθει το 1922 από τη Μαγνησία
της Σμύρνης της Μικράς Ασίας που στην πλειοψηφία τους ήταν γεωργοί και κηπουροί
I’ve born in Thessaloniki in 1929 and grew up at the nearby village of Nea Magnesia.
The inhabitants were refugees from the area of ancient city of Magnesia (Manisa) who’ve
been uprooted by force after the disastrous war in 1922 by the Turks. Most of them were
farmers and market gardeners.
Η εγκατάστασή και η προσαρμογή τους στην νέα τους πατρίδα με διαφορετικό
γλωσσικό ιδίωμα ήθη και έθιμα και σε περιοχή αναξιοποίητη ακαλλιέργητη και σχεδόν
ακατοίκητη ήταν αυτό που συναντήσανε τα πρώτα τέσσερα χρόνια και ήταν τραυματική
και η κατοίκηση τους σε σκηνές ήταν αφόρητη.
The establishment and adaptation in their new country with a different linguistic idiom
and cultural background and in an area undeveloped, uncultivated and almost barren was
what they faced the first four years and it was very traumatic living in tents for that long
years was utmost unbearable
Όταν όμως το κράτος το 1925 άρχισε να ανοικοδομεί σπίτια, στάβλους, δρόμους. και
να του χορηγεί τεμάχια γης για καλλιέργεια με κάποια προσφυγική αποζημίωση άρχισαν
όλοι με ζήλο και όρεξη να ξεχερσώνουν τα άγονα και βαλτώδη εδάφη και να τα
μετατρέπουν σε προσοδοφόρους λαχανόκηπους και να κτίζουν νέες πατρίδες από το
μηδέν γι αυτούς και τα παιδιά τους..
When, finally the government in 1922 began to build houses, stables, roads and
compensated them with some cash they began with great zeal and enthusiasm
transforming the barren and marshy land into an income bearing gardens and farms. This
was the beginning of building a new life in a new country.
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Καθώς μεγάλωνα μάθαινα και μιλούσα δύο γλώσσες ,τα ελληνικά και τα τουρκικά και
το περιβάλλον ήτανε μέσα σε ένα πολυσύχναστο καφενείο από πρόσφυγες προερχόμενοι
από διάφορα μέρη της Μικράς Ασίας με διαφορετικά ήθη και έθιμα και διαλέκτους.
As I was growing up, I was learning to talk two languages, the Greek and Turkish and
the surrounding of my upbringing was in the coffee house which was the gathering place
for the refugees all with cultural differences and various spoken dialects.
Η καθημερινή μου συναναστροφή με τους ανθρώπου αυτούς μου έδινε την ευκαιρία να
ακούω και να μαθαίνω διάφορες ιστορίες, γενικά, για τη ζωή τους, τις πατρίδες τους και
για τις περιπέτειες τους με τη προσφυγιά και για την καθημερινή ζωή τους. Γι αυτό το
καφενείο ήταν και μία πηγή μάθησης για μένα .
My everyday association with those people gave me the opportunity to listen and learn
all sorts of stories in general and also about their personal lives their places and their
adventures and experiences about being refugees and also about their everyday life.
Therefore the coffee shop for me was a source of learning

1950 Δεκέμβριος. Μία παρέα προσφύγων κάθονται στη λιακάδα στο δυτικό μέρος του
καφενείου μας με τον πατέρα μου δεξιά. Στη μέση είναι η μητέρα μου με την αδελφή μου
December 1950. A group of refugees enjoy the winders sun at the west side of my dad’s
coffee house. On right is my father and in the middle my mother and sister.
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ΤΟ ΧΩΡΙΟ ΜΟΥ
Ο τόπος που γεννήθηκα, η Νέα Μαγνησία
Ήταν χωριό παράδεισος μ’ όλη τη σημασία
Το κτίσαν για τους πρόσφυγες απ τη Μικρά Ασία
Ήταν αυτοί που γλίτωσαν των Τούρκων τη μανία
Για χρόνια υποφέρανε μα με σκληρή δουλειά
Λιβάδια ξεχερσώσανε γυναίκες και παιδιά
Από το μηδέν αρχίσανε νοικοκυριά ανοίξαν
Παιδιά κι εγγόνια απέκτησαν τον πόνο τους τον πνίξαν
Όλοι μαζί δουλεύανε με ζήλο και μεράκι
Τρώγαν φρέσκα λαχανικά πίναν πηγής νεράκι
Ο τόπος ήταν έφορος κι όλοι καλλιεργούσαν
Ωραία ζαρζαβατικά στην αγορά πουλούσαν
Είχανε κάρα κι άλογα μοσχάρια κι αγελάδες
Μ’ αγάπη φρόντιζαν γι αυτά ήταν σ’ όλα προστάτες
Το βράδυ μετά τη δουλειά γύριζαν στο σπιτάκι
Στον καφενέ κατέληγαν για ούζο και κρασάκι
Ο καφενές του Πρόδρομου που ήταν σα Βουλή
Πίνανε κουβεντιάζανε πέρνα και συμβουλή
Αργά πριν απ’ τις δώδεκα φεύγαν να ξαποστάσουν
Την άλλη μέρα απ’ την αρχή δουλειά ξανά να πιάσουν
Τις Κυριακές δε ξέχναγαν να παν στην εκκλησιά
Μια προσευχή να κάνουν νάχουν καλή σοδιά
Καλά τα χρόνια πέρναγαν μέχρι και το σαράντα
Μα στις 28 τ’ Οκτώβρη ήρθαν στραβά τα πάντα

Τον πόλεμο μας κήρυξαν ξάφνου οι Ιταλοί
Κ’ οι μήνες που ακολούθησαν δεν ήτανε καλοί
Έξι μήνες δε πέρασαν ήρθανε οι Ναζί
Τη χώρα μας σκλάβωσαν και το λαό μαζί
Τέσσερα χρόνια κατοχή πείνα και δυστυχία
Όλοι τους πολεμήσαμε με πείσμα και μανία
Ήρθε καιρός που τέλειωσε η δόλια κατοχή
Όλοι λέγαν ανέτειλε μια νέα εποχή
Δεν πέρασε πολύς καιρός και για μικρή αιτία
Αλληλοσκοτωθήκαμε για μια πενταετία
Όλος ο κόσμος θάλεγε …..«Οι έλληνες οι βλάκες
Φαγώνονται σαν τα σκυλιά, είναι όλοι μαλάκες»
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Όταν πια καταλάβαμε δεν ήμασταν εντάξει
Μπήκαν στη μέση οι δυνατοί μας έβαλαν σε τάξη
Μετά αυτό το πατηρτί που είχε αίσιο τέλος
Κάποια χαρά πια ένοιωσε ο νέος και ο γέρος
Όλοι ρίχτηκαν στη δουλειά και άλλοι φεύγαν έξω
Τη ξενιτιά προτίμησα μονά ζυγά να παίξω
Η χώρα που θα πήγαινα ήταν η Βραζιλία
Μα η τύχη έτσι τόφερε ναρθώ στη Αυστραλία
Δοξάζω πάντα το θεό πού ήρθα σ’ αυτή τη χώρα
Μου έδωσε ότι ήθελα μέχρι αυτή την ώρα
Υγεία οικογένεια δυο κόρες εξ εγγόνια
Τρία δε κοριτσόπουλα που είν τα δισεγγόνια
Χώρα ευλογημένη νάναι καλά αιώνια
Τάσος Κολοκοτρώνης 2000

Σκίτσο. Δεξιά του καφενείου του πατέρα μου με τη μεγάλη αυλή μπροστά με τις δύο
σιδηροδρομικές γραμμές και την εθνική οδό με το σπίτι από το πίσω μέρος. Αριστερά
είναι το παντοπωλείο της κυρ’ Αναστασίας Ιωαννίδου Left the Grocery shop of Mrs.
Anastasia Ioannidou and on the right my fathers coffee shop and house, next to
railways and National Highway
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Δεκέμβριος 1950. Φωτογραφία του καφενείου της ανατολικής πλευράς με την αδελφή
μου Βασιλική. Με άδεια, κατά τη διάρκεια που υπηρετούσα στο Τεχνικό Σώμα Στρατού.
December 1950 a picture of the east side of the coffee shop, here with my sister
Vasiliki. On leave during my service with the Technical Arm Forces
Όλα αυτά τα χρόνια της παιδικής μου ηλικίας που ζούσα και μεγάλωνα στο νέο χωριό
και μέχρι την ημέρα που αποφάσισα να μεταναστεύσω στην Αυστραλία θαύμαζα
απερίφραστα τους ανθρώπους αυτούς για το μεγαλείο της ψυχής τους ,την υπομονή και
επιμονή να ριζώσουν και να δημιουργήσουν κάτι από το τίποτα .
All those years of my childhood life and upbringing in the newly establish village I
watched with amazement those magnificent people and the greatness of their spirit to
take root and create something from nothing.
Η περιέργεια μου σε διάφορα πράγματα σαν παιδί ήταν πολλές φορές εις βάρος μου
ιδιαίτερα όταν αψηφούσα τις εντολές των γονιών να μη φεύγω μακριά από το σπίτι και
προ παντός από το καφενείο που ο πατέρας μου είχε πάντα την ανάγκη μου να τον
βοηθάω στο μαγαζί με το σερβίρισμα ή πλύσιμο των πιάτων.
My curiosity as a child on various things sometimes was against me particularly when I
ignored my dad’s wish not to go away from home and in particular from the shop who
always needed me to help him serving the customers or washing the dishes
Η μανία μου ήταν να πηγαίνω να βλέπω διάφορα έργα που κατασκεύαζαν στο χωριό.
Σπίτια, στάβλους. φούρνους πηγάδια, μαγκανοπήγαδα, κάρα αλέτρια, σβάρνες και άλλα
γεωργικά μηχανήματα. Πήγαινα ακόμα και στη Θεσσαλονίκη και έβλεπα τους τεχνίτες.
Persistently I would go to watch various projects that were taking place in the village,
like. Houses, stables, bread baking ovens, wells, water pumping machines, ploughs and
other farming equipments. Even I would go to Thessaloniki to watch some craftsmen
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που κατασκεύαζαν αλογόκαρα διαφόρων ειδών, σάγματα, είδη σιδερικών και τους
μηχανικούς στα συνεργεία αυτοκινήτων που τα περισσότερα ήταν υπαίθρια τότε
building all sort of horse carts, packsaddles, iron works, also I would stare at the
mechanics doing repairs on cars which in those days garages were operating outdoors.
Στην Ελλάδα τόσο τα προπολεμικά χρόνια όσο και τα μεταπολεμικά ήταν δύσκολα για
τα οποία έχω γράψει χωριστά για την κάθε εποχή, όπως επίσης και για τη πενταετή μου
στρατιωτική θητεία ως εθελοντής που εντάχτηκα το 1948 για να αποκτήσω την
ειδικότητα του μηχανικού αυτοκινήτων. Απολύθηκα δε το 1953 και το 1954 αποφάσισα
να μεταναστεύσω στην Αυστραλία για ένα καλλίτερο μέλλον.
In Greece the pro war years and also the years after the war were difficult for which I
have written separately for each era as well as for my time in the Army as a volunteer for
five years to be trained as a motor mechanic. I’ve resigned in 1953 and in 1954 I’ve
decided to migrate to Australia for a better future.

The ship “CYRENIA” After in operation in two World wars and 40 years old she was
commissioned to carry migrants mostly from Greece
Build in England in 1911 for NZ under the name “MAUNGANUI” served in both
WW as a merchant and as a hospital ship and later sold to Greek shipping interest and
renamed to ΚΥΡΗΝΕΙΑ and started carrying migrants to Australia until 1956 and then
sold for scrap.
This was the ship I sailed with from Piraeus on 20-11-54 and arrived in Sydney on 25
of December 1954 and transferred to the migrant training camp of GRETA, NSW.
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Δεκ. 1954 στο κατάστρωμα του πλοίου ΚΥΡΗΝΕΙΑ με τους φίλους μου αριστερά ο
Τάσος Καβαλιώτης στο κέντρο εγώ, και δεξιά ο Λάζαρος Τύρης
Dec.1954 on the deck of the ship CYRENIA with my friends from left Tasos Kavaliotis,
I am in the middle and Lazaros Tyris on the right

Ενώ ταξίδευα για ένα άγνωστο μέρος με εξασφαλισμένη δουλειά στέγη και φαγητό με το
πλοίο που είχε πολλές ανέσεις, θυμόμουν τις ιστορίες που άκουα από τους γονείς και
συμπολίτες μου όταν αυτοί φεύγανε με τα πλοία από τη Σμύρνη σαν πρόσφυγες για να
γλιτώσουν τη σφαγή από τη μανία των Τούρκων .
While on board traveling to an unknown country but with a secure job meals and
accommodation and with a ship offering comfort to all I remembered the horrible stories
I’d heard from my parents and fellow citizens about their forceful departure from Smyrna
to escape from being slaughtered by the frenzy Turkish mobs
Η άφιξη μου στην Αυστραλία και η προσαρμογή στη καινούρια πατρίδα δεν ήταν
εύκολη αλλά ούτε και δυσκολεύτηκα να προσαρμοστώ διότι ήξερα αρκετά καλά τα
αγγλικά, να γράφω και να διαβάζω που τα είχα μάθει όταν σπούδαζα στην Αμερικανική
Γεωργική Σχολή Θεσσαλονίκης Επίσης εκτός που ήμουν ικανός να κάνω γεωργικές και
εργατικές δουλειές ήμουν και ειδικευμένος μηχανικός αυτοκινήτων .
My arrival in Australia and the adaptation to my new country wasn’t easy neither hard
for me. I was privileged το speak, read and write some English I’ve had learned when I
was studying at the American Farm School of Thessaloniki. Also, apart from being able
to do any farming or laborers job I was a qualified motor mechanic.
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Το ξεκίνημα της ζωής μου στην Αυστραλία (περιληπτικά)
Starting my life in Australia (in short)
Μετά από μία περιπέτεια ενός μηνός στο Κέντρο Μετανάστευσης της Greta NSW πήρα
μαζί μου τους φίλους μου Λάζαρο Τύρη και Λεωνίδα Καρακατσάνη φύγαμε λαθραία και
ήρθαμε στη Μελβούρνη. Η πρώτη μας κατοικία ήταν κοντά στο σταθμό Moreland του
Coburg στο σπίτι μίας Πολωνέζας, δωμάτιο με πρωινό. Αυτή μετά από μία εβδομάδα μας
έδιωξε με το δικαιολογητικό ότι τρώγαμε πολύ ψωμί, μισό πακέτο βούτυρο και ένα βάζο
μαρμελάδα το πρωί και κάναμε ντους κάθε μέρα.
After an adventurous month at the Migrant Camp in Greta NSW I took with me my
friends Lazaros Tyris and Leonidas Karakatsanis and came to Melbourne. Our first
residence was a rented room with breakfast provided close to the railway station of
Moreland in Coburg owned by a Polish lady. A week later she kicked us out because she
thought we were eating too much bread and consumed excessive butter and one jar of
jam every morning and had every day shower.
Αμέσως μάθαμε ότι επί της Sydney road και κοντά στη Moreland Road υπήρχε ένα
ελληνικό εστιατόριο café όπου πήγαμε να ζητήσουμε βοήθεια. Ο ιδιοκτήτης λεγόταν
Σταμούλης και μας έστειλε να πάμε να δούμε τον εξάδελφό του Ευθύμιο Σταμούλη που
ήταν πολύ κοντά και επί της 20 Cozens St. Brunswick που νοίκιαζε δωμάτιο
Soon we learned that on Sydney Road near Moreland Road there was a Greek café and
went there for assistance. The owner was Mr Stamoulis and he sent us to meet his cousin
Mr. Efthymios Stamoulis who lived in 20 Cozens St in Brunswick and had empty room
Η γνωριμία μας με τον κυρ Ευθύμη ήταν πολύ εντυπωσιακή. Με θερμή υποδοχή και
ευγένεια αφού μας έδειξε το μπροστινό δωμάτιο που είχε μας κράτησε το βράδυ να φαμε
μαζί τους. Εκεί γνώρισα την σύζυγο του κυρία Μάχη και τα παιδιά τους Σπύρο,
Νικηφόρο και Ελενίτσα Την άλλη μέρα μας βρήκε και δουλειά σε παρακείμενο
εργοστάσιο. Μαζί τους έζησα περίπου επτά μήνες και έφυγα όταν παντρεύτηκα.
Our acquaintance with Mr Thymios was quite impressive. He welcomed us with warm
filings and kindness and took us around to show the front room that we would occupy
and later he invited us to share with them a dinner. That is where I met his kind wife Mrs.
Mahi and their children Spiro, Nikiforo and Helen. The next day he even found us a job
at the nearby factory. I lived with Stamoulis family about seven months and I left when I
got married.
Όλο το διάστημα αυτό που έζησα με την οικογένεια Σταμούλη ήταν αναμφίβολα
αξέχαστη αλλά και στα μετέπειτα χρόνια είχαμε καλές σχέσεις και συνεργασία ιδιαίτερα
με τον Σπύρο όταν είχαμε συνεργεία επισκευών. Αργότερα δε ένα διάστημα όταν η
οικογένεια του αείμνηστου Σπύρου Σταμούλη έμενε ακόμα στο 20 Cozens έστελναν τα
παιδιά του στο ελληνικό σχολείο του Coburg όπου τα δίδασκε ελληνικά η σύζυγος μου .
During my stay with the Stamoulis family it was undoubtedly unforgettable and the
years that followed we always had good relationship and in particular with Spiro when
both of us had car repairs workshops. When still at 20 Cozens St. their children attended
the Co burg’s Greek school where their teacher was my wife
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19-4-1955 στην 20 Κόζενς στριτ του Μπράνσγουικ. αρ ο Λάζαρος, εγώ και ο Λεωνίδας
19-4-1955 opposite 20 Cozens St Brunswick. From left Lazaros, Me and Leonidas

19-4-2006 oι ίδιοι μετά από 51 χρόνια συνάντηση μπροστά στα γραφεία του Ν. Κόσμου.
19-4-2006 we are together again 51 years later in a reunion in front of N Kosmos offices.
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Η Αυστραλία μου πρόσφερε μία καλή και σπάνια ευκαιρία να αποκτήσω μία ειδικότητα
με ευρύ μέλλον και καλό μισθό που το εκτίμησα απερίφραστα. Την ίδια χρονιά, 1955,
παντρεύτηκα με την νεοαφιχθείσα από τη Θεσσαλονίκη διδασκάλισσα δεσποινίδα
Χριστίνα Τζέγκα. Σύντομα αποκτήσαμε δύο θυγατέρες και αγοράσαμε δικό μας σπίτι και
αυτοκίνητο.
This country has given me a good and rare opportunity to gain a qualification with a
wide future and good pay which I have greatly appreciated. It was the same year in 1955
when I’ve met and married the newly arrived from Greece teacher Christina Tzega, Soon
we had two daughters, purchased our own house and a car

Η ημέρα του γάμου μας στις 1η Οκτωβρίου 1955 στον Ευαγγελισμό της Μελβούρνης
Our wedding day on 1st October 1955 at Evangelismos church in Melbourne

1964
Ημέρα χορού και διασκέδασης στη πίσω αυλή του σπιτιού μας μα τις δύο κόρες μας
Time to dance and enjoyment at the backyard of our house with our two daughters
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Στις αρχές του 1955 ήρθα και εγκαταστάθηκα στη Μελβούρνη δούλεψα για λίγες μέρες
σαν εργάτης και στη συνέχεια ως μηχανικός στην Αντιπροσωπεία Αυτοκινήτων Χόλντεν
Queens Bridge Motors.Μετά έξη μήνες δοκίμασα το κόψιμο του ζαχαροκάλαμου με
αποτυχία και επέστρεψα στη Μελβούρνη και άρχισα δουλειά στα εργοστάσια
κατασκευής πολεμικών αεροπλάνων Commonwealth Aircraft Corporation CAC . Εκεί
εκπαιδεύτηκα και απέκτησα την ειδικότητα του μηχανικού κινητήρων και εξαρτημάτων.
In early 1955 I came to live in Melbourne and my first job was in a plaster factory as a
laborer and some days later as a motor mechanic at the Queens Bridge Motors, a largest
Holden distributing company at the time. Six month later I’ve decided to try my luck
cutting sugar cane in Cairns where I failed and return to Melbourne for a new start at the
Commonwealth Aircraft Corporation as an aircraft mechanic on engines and components.

January 1964 at CAC Commonwealth Aircraft Corporation (I am in front on right)
Ο κ. Ε R Taggart επόπτης για την συναρμολόγηση και δοκιμή των κινητήρων Αtar
των Mirage με τους μηχανικούς κινητήρων αεροπλάνων, από αριστερά ,τον Λευτέρης
Λάιο από την Αίγυπτο τον Αναστάσιο Κολοκοτρώνη από την Ελλάδα και τον Πίτερ
Μίκελικ από την Γιουγκοσλαβία (πίσω δεξιά).
Mr. E. R. Taggart, jet engine assembly and test superintendent, checks an Atar engine
for the Mirage bomber-fighter with aircraft engine mechanics from left Terry Layia
from Egypt, Anastasios Kolokotronis,(myself) from Greece, and Peter Michelic from
Yugoslavia back on right.
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Μετά από δώδέκα χρόνια εργασίας στα εργοστάσια αεροπλάνων αποφάσισα να αρχίσω
δουλειά στην αεροπορική εταιρεία Ansett Airlines of Australia στο αεροδρόμιο του
Έσσεντον στη Μελβούρνη που ήταν τότε και διεθνές και κοντά στο σπίτι μου και με το
προνόμιο να κάνω φθηνά και δωρεάν ταξίδια εντός και εκτός της χώρας .
After twelve years service at the Aircraft Factory I decided to work with the Ansett
Airlines of Australia at the Essendon Airport which was then Melbourne’s only
international terminal also close to me and with the privilege to travel on concessions
within Australia and overseas .

1967. Στο εργοστάσιο επισκευής κινητήρων Ansett Airlines στο Keilor Rd. Niddrie
Εδώ ένας κινητήρας Alison για τα αεροσκάφη Electra. Οι μηχανικοί από Αριστερά ο
γράφων με τον συντεχνίτη Jo Baravechio και Charlie Farrugia
1967 At the Ansett Airlines engines workshop at Keilor Road Niddrie. Here is an
Alison engine for the Electra aircraft. The mechanics working on the engine are, from
left, me from Greece, Jo Baravechio from Italy and Charlie Farrugia from Malta.

Στο συνεργείο αυτό επισκευάζαμε όλων των ειδών μηχανές και τα εξαρτήματα των
μέχρι το 1972. Κατόπιν μεταφέρθηκε σε σύγχρονα εργαστήρια στο Ταλλαμαρίν. Το
παλιό εργοστάσιο κατεδαφίστηκε και στη θέση του έγινε καινούρια υπεραγορά
At this workshop we repaired all types of engines and components until 1972. After that
we reallocated in modern workshops at the Tullamarine Airport maintenance base. The
old workshop later demolished to give way for a new shopping center
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Το καινούριο και υπερσύγχρονο αεροδρόμιο σχεδιάστηκε να στεγάσει τις διεθνείς
αεροπορικές γραμμές αλλά και τις τοπικές με υπερσύγχρονα εργαστήρια υψηλής
τεχνολογίας και προσωπικό κατάλληλα εκπαιδευμένο
The new and modern Airport designed to accommodate the international airlines as
well as the local ones with workshops equipped with highly sophisticated technology and
well trained staff and tradesmen.

1982. Εδώ είμαι στα εργαστήρια ηλεκτρονικών, υδραυλικών και αεροτεχνικών
εξαρτημάτων με ειδίκευση στις επισκευές των συστημάτων συνεχούς μετάδοσης
κίνησης σε γεννήτριες των αεροσκαφών DC9, Boeing, Fokker F28 κλπ
1982. I am here in the electrical, hydraulic and pneumatic components repairs
department specialized on (CSD) constant speed drive to generators of DC9, Boeing,
Fokker F28 and others.
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Το 1983 με την πρόοδο της τεχνολογίας όλες οι αεροπορικές εταιρείες αρχίσανε να
ελαττώνουν το τεχνικό προσωπικό και για να μη τους διώχνουν προσφέρανε εθελοντική
αποχώρηση με αρκετά καλή προσφορά αποζημίωσης την οποία δέχτηκα μαζί με άλλους
τρεις χιλιάδες.
In 1983 the technological progress forced the Airlines to reduce their workforce by
offering to workers voluntary retirement with very attractive payout instead of laying
them off, which I accepted happily with more than three thousand other people.
Αν και η δουλειά ήταν ευχάριστη, ενδιαφέρουσα και αποδοτική σκέφτηκα ότι και ο
ελεύθερος χρόνος ήταν απαραίτητος που πάντα ήθελα να τον διαθέσω στα ταξίδια, στα
παιδιά μου, στα εγγόνια αλλά να ασχοληθώ λίγο και με την ζωγραφική και με άλλα έργα
τέχνης., λίγο με την ποίηση και το γράψιμο της αυτοβιογραφίας μου και με άλλα
γεγονότα που έτυχε να δω και να ζήσω.
Although my job was pleasant, interesting, and well paid I thought I needed to be free
to travel and spend some time with my daughters and grand children. Also I had in my
mind to do some paintings and other kind of arts, poetry and to write my autobiography
and various other stories I’ve seen and experienced.

Μετά την εθελοντική μου ιδιώτευση ασχολήθηκα λίγο με τη ζωγραφική και τη
μικροτεχνική σε μακέτες από κτίρια, κάρα, και γεωργικά εργαλεία του χωριού μου που
δεν υπάρχουν πλέον. Εδώ κάνω το τελείωμα της εκκλησίας του Αγίου Αθανασίου με
το νεκροταφείο της μέσα στο μικρό και στενό εργαστήριό μου.
After my retirement from work I spent some time painting and later making small
models of old buildings of interest in my village which no more exist, horse carts,
agricultural implements and tools. Here I am in my small and narrow workshop
working on the church of Saint Athanasios of my village with the cemetery in front.
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Έργα ελληνικής λαϊκής τέχνης

Greek art / folklore
Τα ελληνικά έργα λαϊκής τέχνης είναι πολλά και διάφορα και προσελκύουν με πολύ
ενδιαφέρον την προσοχή διεθνώς από τους ανθρώπους που αγαπάνε τις τέχνες.
Τα έργα που θα παρουσιάσω στις επόμενες σελίδες ίσως να είναι σπάνια διότι αφορούν
ειδικά το χωριό μου, την Νέα Μαγνησία της Θεσσαλονίκης και της ευρύτερης περιοχής
του νομού
The Greek folklore arts are many in numbers and different from place to place and
attract the interest of those who like and appreciate arts.
The arts that I will present in the following pages perhaps are rare of its kind because
they represent my village New Magnesia of Thessaloniki and the region.
Όλα τα έργα τα έχω κάνει από μνήμης όπως τα είδα όταν ήμουν μικρός. Tα θυμάμαι
και τα αγάπησα από τότε και διότι τα περισσότερα από αυτά δεν υπάρχουν πλέον και
έχουν χαθεί για πάντα.. Τα υλικά δε που μεταχειρίστηκα ήταν από άχρηστα σανίδια και
μέταλλα και δεν στοίχισαν καθόλου αλλά ξόδεψα για τα έργα χειροτεχνίας περίπου τρεις
χιλιάδες ώρες και περίπου τρία χρόνια και δεν είναι για να πουληθούν .
All the handcrafts are made from memory the way I saw and remembered them when I
was young and I loved them because most of them are not any longer in existence and
lost for ever. The materials I’ve used were from scrap timber and metals and cost me
nothing except that I spent approximately three thousand hours and close to three years of
work in my free time and they are not made to be sold
Τα έργα παρουσιάστηκαν σε επίσημη τελετή στις εγκαταστάσεις του Εθνικού Κέντρου
Ελληνικών Μελετών και Έρευνας (ΕΚΕΜΕ ) στις 25-5-2003 και ήταν εκεί σε διαρκή
έκθεση στον ειδικό εκθεσιακό χώρο μέχρι το τέλος του 2008 οπότε σταμάτησε να
λειτουργεί
The handcrafts were presented in an official opening ceremony at the National Center
for Hellenic Studies and Research (NCHSR) on 25-5-2003 and until the end of 2008 were
on permanent display in their exhibition building when the center stopped operating
Θα ήθελα να παρουσιάσω τα ωραία σχόλια του περιοδικού του ΕΚΕΜΕ “Newsletter”
«Ενημερωτικό Δελτίο» που εκδόθηκε τον Δεκέμβριο του 2003 που με έκαναν
υπερήφανο και τους ευχαριστώ
I would like to present the excellent comments made by the NCHSR National Centre
of Hellenic Studies and Research of La Trobe University “Newsletter in the December
2003 issue that made me proud and I wish to thank them
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25 Μαρτίου 2003/25 March2003

Ένα μέρος των εγκαταστάσεων του ΕΚΕΜΕ στο χώρο του Πανεπιστημίου ΛΑ Τρομπ
One small section of the NCHSR in the La Trobe University Campus
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Το πατρικό σπίτι και καφενείο /My parents house & coffee shop
Δεν υπάρχει άνθρωπος που να μην είναι συναισθηματικά δεμένος με το σπίτι και το
χωριό που γεννήθηκε, μεγάλωσε εκεί και το θυμάται . Έτσι κάθε λεπτομέρεια του τόπου
αυτού φωτογραφήθηκε στη μνήμη μου καλά για να τα κάνω αργότερα και σε
μικρογραφίες αλλά και να τα ζωγραφίσω.
There is no person who is not bound by sentimental feelings for the place which born
raised and remembers. Thus every detail of the place and the things around embedded in
my memory so to be able later to make them in small models and also to paintings

ΜΑΚΕΤΑ. Αυτό ήταν το καφενείο του πατέρα μου. Κτίσθηκε το 1925 και
κατεδαφίστηκε το 1967.Αριστερά είναι η δυτική πλευρά και η πρόσοψη η ανατολική
.Στη βόρεια πλευρά ήταν η κατοικία μας Ήταν το μεγαλύτερο της εποχής εκείνης. Το
1940 με τον Ελληνοϊταλικό πόλεμο χρησιμοποιήθηκε σαν κέντρο επιστρατεύσεως και
επί γερμανικής κατοχής στο αριστερό μέρος στεγάστηκε το κοινοτικό γραφείο μέχρι
το 1945. Είχε μεγάλη αυλή με θέα 180ο με μεγάλα δένδρα από ακακίες και τέσσερις
κληματαριές Από την δεξιά πλευρά ήταν η σιδηροδρομικές γραμμές Ειδομένης και
Αλεξανδρουπόλεως και η Εθνική οδός Αθηνών –Ευρώπης.
MODEL this was my father’s coffee house. Build in 1925 and demolished in 1967. On
the left is the west side and the front is facing the east. It was the largest of that time. In
1940 and during the war between Greece and Italy the building used as mobilization
center and during the German occupation the left side of the shop had been occupied
as an office by the local council. The front yard was quite large with acacias trees all
around and four vines. It had 180o view from the right towards the two railways, one to
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Yugoslavia and the other to Turkey. Also the National Highway leading to Athens and
to Europe

ΜΑΚΕΤΑ. Αυτή ήταν η πλευρά της κατοικίας μας που είχε δύο υπνοδωμάτια μία
σάλα ,κουζίνα αποθήκη και το αποχωρητήριο έξω. Έξω ήταν επίσης η σκάφη
πλυσίματος, το σχοινί απλώματος ρούχων και το καζάνι για το ζέσταμα του νερού. Το
μαγείρεμα γινόταν στο ίδιο μέρος με ξύλα όταν το επέτρεπε ο καιρός. Το κουμάσι για
περίπου είκοσι κότες ήταν κάτω από το τραπέζι κοντά στο καζάνι, το καλοκαίρι οι
κότες κοιμόντουσαν επάνω στα δένδρα
Τα δέντρα μπροστά στην αυλή ήταν ακακίες και μουριές άσπρες και μαύρες και
γύρω στο φράκτη υπήρχαν τριανταφυλλιές και άλλα λουλούδια.
Πίσω από την κουζίνα ήταν ο λαχανόκηπος με λίγα οπωροφόρα δένδρα και ο
φούρνος που ψήναμε τα ψωμιά
MODEL this side of the building was a two bedrooms residential quarter with a small
hall and a kitchen with storage space. The toilet was outside. The washing was done
mostly outside in a wooden tub and the water heated with wood or dry tree branches in
a large tank. In the same place we cooked the meals, weather permitting. The chook
house for about 20 chooks was under a bench and in summer time the hens slept on
the trees.
The front yard trees consisted from black and white berry and acacia trees and
alongside the fence mum grew roses and other flowers.
Behind the kitchen there was a small plot for vegetables and some fruit trees and the
bread baking oven.
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Η εκκλησία του χωριού. The village church

ΜΑΚΕΤΑ. Η εκκλησία του Αγίου Αθανασίου της Νέας Μαγνησίας με το νεκροταφείο
της . Κτίσθηκε περίπου το 1870 και κατεδαφίστηκε το 1970 για να κτισθεί καινούρια.
Εδώ είναι θαμμένοι οι ντόπιοι αλλά και όλοι σχεδόν οι πρόσφυγες, γονείς παππούδες,
αδέλφια και συγγενείς που ήρθαν το 1922.
MODEL the church of saint Athanasios of New Magnesia and the cemetery. Build
approximately in 1870 and demolished in 1970 to give way for a new one. Here are
buried the early settlers and also the refugees, my parents, grand parents, brother,
sister and other relatives from Asia Minor who settle here after the 1922 war
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Σύντομη ιστορία της Νέας Μαγνησίας και Διαβατά
Short story of Nea Magnesia and Diavata
Όταν ήρθαν οι πρόσφυγες το 1922 μέχρι το 1925 ταλαιπωρήθηκαν μένοντας σε
παράγκες και σε σκηνές. Αργότερα 400 περίπου οικογένειες μεταφερθήκανε σε δύο
παλιούς αγροτικούς οικισμούς που μεγάλες περιοχές ήταν τουρκικά τσιφλίκια. Ήταν στο
Αραπλή και στο Ντουντουλάρ 7-9 χιλιόμετρα από τη Θεσσαλονίκη. Σε κάθε ένα απ αυτά
δούλευαν πενήντα περίπου οικογένειες σλαβόφωνοι Έλληνες και τσιγγάνοι που είχαν και
τις εκκλησίες τους., Στο Αραπλή τον Άγιο Αθανάσιο και τον Άγιο Γεώργιο στο Διαβατά.
Το όνομα του οικισμού Αραπλή δόθηκε από το όνομα του Άραβα Πασά Αράπ, και
Το όνομα Ντουντουλάρ δόθηκε από την αδελφή του Αραπλή κοκόνας Ντουντού
Έτσι όταν εγκαταστάθηκαν οι πρόσφυγες εκεί στις δύο πλευρές των σιδηροδρομικών
γραμμών και της Εθνική Οδού αποτελούσαν μία κοινότητα αλλά με δύο νέα διαφορετικά
ονόματα. Την Νέα Μαγνησία και τον Διαβατά
When the refugees landed in Thessaloniki in 1922 until 1925 they suffered the hardship
living in tents and tin sheds. Later about 400 families transferred to two small farming
settlements which large areas in Arapli and Ntountoular some 7-9 kilometers from
Thessaloniki belonged to Turkish landlords. The inhabitants were Slavic speaking Greeks
and Gypsies and the allowed to have their churches. Saint Athanasios and Saint George
The name of the place Arapli was given from the Arab Pasha and
The name Ntountoular from his sister Lady Doudou to (Doudoular)
So, when finally the refugees settle permanently as one community on both sides of the
railways and the main highway they gave new name to their places. Nea Magnesia and
Diavata
Ένα άλλο κτήριο που μου έκανε εντύπωση στο χωριό ήταν το κτήριο του Αθανασίου
Χατζημάρκου . Ο κυρ Θανάσης ήταν στο επάγγελμα σιδεράς, καροποιός, οπλουργός,
κτίστης, μηχανικός, καφετζής και άριστος γεωργός, κηπουρός και δενδροκόμος και ένας
επίλεκτος νοικοκύρης του χωριού. Διετέλεσε δε πρόεδρος της κοινότητας και του
γεωργικού συνεταιρισμού για πολλά χρόνια με μεγάλες επιτυχίες.
Another building in my village that I was impressed for was the building of Athanasios
Hadjimarkos. Mr. Thanasis was multitalented man. He was a blacksmith, cart maker,
gunsmith, builder, mechanic, coffee shop owner and also an exhalant farmer, gardener,
and fruit farmer. He was a prominent citizen who for many years was elect president of
the community and farming cooperative society with great successes
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Τo κτήριο του Α. Χατζημάρκου / A. Hadjimarkos building

ΜΑΚΕΤΑ. Κτίριο του Αθανασίου Χατζημάρκου που το έκτισε ο ίδιος το 1925. Ήταν
το μόνο καφενείο που είχε τσιμεντένια αυλή με σιδερένια κάγκελα και πόρτες και
εξάγωνες τσιμεντένιες κολώνες, Από την ανατολική αυλή είχε θέα 180ο προς τις
γραμμές και τον κεντρικό δρόμο με τους μπαξέδες και τη Θεσσαλονίκη. Από το πίσω
μέρος δεξιά ήταν το ζαχαροπλαστείο του Βασίλη Παλάσκα και το Γραφείο της
Κοινότητας από το 1930 μέχρι το 1940
MODEL the building of Athanasios Hadjimarkos which he built it himself in 1925. It
was the only coffee shop with a concrete yard with iron pickets with hexagonal
concrete posts and iron gates. Facing east had 180o uninterrupted views toward the
railways, the main highway and the city of Thessaloniki, on the right was Vasilis
Palaskas confectionery shop and next to that the municipal office from 1930 to1940

Το ζαχαροπλαστείο και το κοινοτικό γραφείο. The cake shop and the Municipal Office
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Τα προσφυγικά σπίτια / The refugees houses

Μακέτα Αυτό ήταν το είδος σπιτιού που έκτιζε ο εποικισμός για τους πρόσφυγες. Είχε
δύο δωμάτια και κουζίνα με το χαγιάτι. Δίχως νερό, ηλεκτρισμό και αποχωρητήριο.
MODEL this type of houses were built by the housing commission for the refugees.
Had two bed rooms, kitchen and small verandah without water electricity and toilet

ΜΑΚΕΤΑ Προσφυγικό σπίτι που αργότερα προστέθηκε στο σπίτι το υπόστεγο (σάγια)
ο στάβλος με τον αχυρώνα το εξωτερικό αποχωρητήριο, ο φούρνος και σε κάποια ένα
πηγάδι με τουλούμπα ή με κουβά Τα οικόπεδα ήταν 1000 τ.μ και δεν είχαν φράχτη για
πολλά χρόνια .
MODEL α house for the refugees where later they added a cart port, stable, hay
storage area and an outside toilet, the oven to bake breads and some had wells with
hand pumps and others buckets. The houses were build in 1000 square meters land
and had no fences for many years.
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Αυτά είναι τα πραγματικά σπίτια και τα μόνα που διατηρήθηκαν μέχρι τι 1994
They are the real houses survived from demolition until I was there in 1994
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Μεταφορικά μέσα-Transportation
Ένα από τα πιο αναγκαία πράγματα που ήθελαν τότε οι κάτοικοι ήταν τα μέσα
μεταφοράς.. Υπήρχε το τρένο βέβαια για να πηγαίνουν στην πόλη αλλά τις δικές τους
τις δουλειές τις έκανα πρώτα με τα άλογα, μουλάρια και γαϊδουράκια και πολλές φορές
με τη πλάτη τους. Γρήγορα όμως αρχίσανε να αποκτούν τα αλογόκαρα, βοδόκαρα,
γαϊδουρόκαρα και άλλα είδη μεταφορικών μέσων για τις γεωργικές τους ανάγκες .
One of the most needed things they wanted then to have was a mean of transportation.
There was train to go downtown but to carryout their own business often used horses,
mules, donkeys and many of times they carried things on their back. Sooner though they
started to own horse carts, oxen carts, donkey cart and other means of transport for the
farming jobs

ΜΑΚΕΤΑ. Αυτό ήταν το πιο συνηθισμένο και δημοφιλέστερο αλογόκαρο του χωριού μας.
Η κατασκευή του άρχισε το 1923 και σταμάτησε το 1960 περίπου και το αυτοκίνητο πήρε
τη θέση του. Το λέγανε «σούστα» «αραμπά» και απλά «κάρο». Κατασκευαζότανε από
μερικούς τεχνίτες στη Θεσσαλονίκη αλλά ο καλύτερος τεχνίτης ήταν ο Αρμένιος
Μαρκαριάν που είχε το συνεργείο του στη οδό Γενιτσών με πολλούς καλφάδες για να
προλαβαίνουν τις παραγγελιές. Το κάρο αυτό το λέγανε «σούστα» γιατί είχε μπρος και πίσω
ελατήρια για να απορροφούν τους κραδασμούς για την ασφαλή μεταφορά των φρούτων και
μπορούσαν να μεταφέρουν πάνω από χίλια κιλά βάρος..
MODEL this horse cart was the most preferred one in the village. The making started
app in 1923 and ended in 1960 because replaced by cars. Having had spring suspension
system, used mostly for the smooth transportation of delicate fruits and vegetables. Few
other craftsmen build such carts but the most famous of all was Mr. Markarian, an
Armenian refugee whose tin shed workshop was in Yenitsa Street in Thessaloniki with
several qualified tradesmen who worked long hours to keep up with the orders. People
called this cart “sousta” springy “araba” in Turkish or simply “karo’ the car
Η σούστα ή ο αραμπάς – The springy cart

294

Εδώ ένα πραγματικό κάρο που ανήκε στον Αθανάσιο Χατζημάρκο με τον υπάλληλο και τα
πέντε παιδιά του έτοιμα να πάνε στο μπαξέ τους για δουλειά..
Here is an original horse cart which belonged to Athanasios Hadjimarkos. His five
children and a worker on board ready to go for work to his farm

Το ίδιο αλογόκαρο σε ΜΑΚΕΤΑ με όλες τις κατασκευαστικές λεπτομέρειες του
The same horse cart as a MODEL with every manufacturing detail
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Το βοδόκαρα- The oxen cart

ΜΑΚΕΤΑ Το βοδόκαρο αυτό χρησιμοποιήθηκε σε βαλτώδη και αμμουδερά μέρη που το
τραβούσαν ένα ζευγάρι από βόδια ή και αγελάδες για τη μεταφορά γεωργικών προϊόντων
που ήταν βαρεία και δεν είχαν ελατήρια Τα κάρα αυτά αντικαταστάθηκαν από τα φορτηγά
αυτοκίνητα και τα τρακτέρ.
MODEL this oxen cart has been used in marshy or sandy areas and had no springs. The
cart was hauled by two oxen, even cows, for their ability to pull heavy materials. This
cart eventually replaced by the utility cars, trucks and tractors
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Η άμαξα ή το παϊτόνι – The couch

ΜΑΚΕΤΑ Η άμαξα ή το παϊτόνι χρησιμοποιούταν στις μεγάλες πόλεις και κωμοπόλεις
σαν αγοραίο ταξί. Τώρα το χρησιμοποιούν σε ορισμένα νησιά της πατρίδας μας για
τουριστικές ανάγκες. Για το αμάξι αυτό γράφτηκαν πολλά λαϊκά τραγούδια και
τραγουδήθηκαν από το λαό μας και ακόμα ακούγονται.
MODEL the couch or the cab was in use in big cities and towns as a hired taxi.
Nowadays they are operating in some islands in Greece for the tourists and
entertainment. This particular cab is the most sung by the Greek people and still their
popularity is high and is being heard often

Τα σάγματα των αλόγων (φορεσιά )κατασκευαζότανε ανάλογα με το σώμα του αλόγου
The packsaddle or the horse’s dressing was made according to horse’s size
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Η ιδιωτική άμαξα / The private buggy

ΜΑΚΕΤΑ Αυτή η δίτροχη άμαξα κατασκευαζότανε συνήθως για εύπορους κτηματίες,
τζαμπάζηδες «μεσίτες» εμπόρους, γιατρούς κλπ Το χρησιμοποιούσαν όμως και για
αγοραίο ταξί. Ήταν ελαφρύ και ευέλικτο με διπλά ελατήρια και τροχούς από
καουτσούκ όπως και η άμαξα.
MODEL This two wheeled buggy was made usually for wealthy farmers stock
merchants, merchants, doctors etc. It was light and easy to maneuver, had double
springs and rubber hard wheels like the four- wheel couch.
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Το γαϊδουρόκαρο / The donkey cart

ΜΑΚΕΤΑ. Ένα άλλο μεταφορικό μέσο ήταν το συμπαθητικό γαϊδουράκι για δουλειές
σε ορεινά μέρη και για δουλειές να τραβάει μικρό κάρο για μικροδουλειές στα χωριά
από τους γεωργούς και στις πόλεις από τους μικροπωλητές.
MODEL Another mean of transportation was the humble donkey for jobs in
mountainous villages and also to draw a small size cart for small jobs in the villages
and in cities for hawkers

ΜΑΚΕΤΕ. Σκελετός σαμαριού και ένα σαμάρι τελειωμένο με ταγάρι και εξαρτήματα
MODELS the frame of a saddle and another completed with side bags and accessories
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Το σαμάρι / The saddle

ΜΑΚΕΤΑ. Πριν από τον πόλεμο και μέχρι τη δεκαετία του 60 τα σαμάρια για τα ζώα
τα κατασκεύαζαν σχεδόν σε όλη την Ελλάδα και η χρήση των ζώων αυτών με
σαμάρια ήταν σε ευρεία κλίμακα γιατί μπορούσαν να πάνε εκεί που δεν πήγαιναν
τροχοφόρα. Δυστυχώς τα ζώα αυτά αντικαταστάθηκαν από τα αυτοκίνητα τα
τρακτέρ και τα τρίκυκλα Οι σαμαράδες τα κατασκεύαζαν κατά παραγγελιά για να
είναι άνετα στη πλάτη και ο σκελετός γινότανε από ξύλο οξιάς Τώρα το επάγγελμα
αυτό έχει σχεδόν εξαφανιστεί και αυτοί που απέμειναν είναι στα χωριά των Γρεβενών
και της Ηπείρου και το κάνουν από μεράκι
MODEL Before the war and until the middle of the sixties the saddles for all the
animals were made all over Greece because those animals were widely used for their
mobility to go where no other vehicle would go. Unfortunately with the introduction of
utility cars tractors and tricycles all vanished. The saddle makers would make them on
strict measurements to prevent any injury to the animals. The timber for the frame was
carefully selected to be from hard wood (beech tree) Nowadays this occupation is
almost non existence except in some mountainous villages of Grevena and Epirus and
those who make them they do it for self satisfaction and to keep the tradition
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Μακέτα ο ξυλοκόπος. Κάτοικος ορεινών περιοχών που κόβει από τα δάση καυσόξυλα
ορισμένου μεγέθους με άδεια του Δασαρχείου. Η χρήση του αλόγου, μουλαριού ή
γαϊδάρου είναι πλέον σπάνια και η μεταφορά των ξύλων γίνεται με φορτηγά
αυτοκίνητα ή τρακτέρ. Τόσο τα ζώα όσο και οι ξυλοκόποι αυτού του είδους είναι υπό
εξαφάνιση
Model the woodcutter. The woodcutter is local of hilly forest areathat cuts firewood of
certain thickness with a permit from the Forestry Department. The use of a horse,
mule or donkey is now rare as the transportation of wood is being done by tracks and
tractors. As much as those animals and the woodcutters of this kind are almost
disappeared
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Το εβραίικο κάρο / The Jewish cart

ΜΑΚΕΤΑ Το κάρο αυτό ήταν κατασκευασμένο ειδικά να μεταφέρει βαριά πράγματα
από τα λιμάνια τις αποθήκες και τα εργοστάσια. Είχε μικρούς και χονδρούς τροχούς,
ήταν δίχως ελατήρια και είχε μήκος περίπου έξι μέτρα και ήταν ευέλικτο. Το
ονομάζαμε στη Θεσσαλονίκη «το εβραίικο κάρο» Ίσως γιατί οι περισσότεροι
ιδιοκτήτες ήταν εβραίοι. Εδώ είναι φορτωμένο με ξυλεία, μπάλες από καπνό ή
βαμβάκι και βαρέλια με κρασί και το μικροκατασκέυασμα αυτό όπως φαίνεται δίχως
το άλογο έχει περίπου το πλάτος της σελίδας Α4. Είναι στεκούμενο σε πέτρινο δρόμο
κάπου στα Λαδάδικα της Θεσσαλονίκης.
MODEL this cart was specially made to transport heavy hauls from the ports, stores
and factories. The wheels were small in diameter and thick and no springs. The length
was app. Six meter long and easy to maneuver. In Thessaloniki we called it “the Jewish
cart” perhaps because most owners were Jewish.
Here the cart is loaded with timber, bales of tobacco or cotton and wine casks. The
miniature cart is app τhe size of an A4 page in width. Seems standing on a granite
stone road somewhere in Ladadika of Thessaloniki
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Οι μεταφορείς / The carriers

ΜΑΚΕΤΑ Στα μεταφορικά μέσα συμπεριλαμβάνονται κι αυτοί οι δύο άνθρωποι.
Ο πρώτος ήταν ο αχθοφόρος ή χαμάλης που είχε ειδικό σαμαράκι η σέλα. Ήταν
δυνατός και μπορούσε να μεταφέρει βαριά πράγματα. Δούλευε σε αγορές, λιμάνια,
αποθήκες και εργοστάσια και το επάγγελμά του ήταν κατοχυρωμένο .
Ο δεύτερος ήταν ελεύθερος και δουλεύει στις λαχαναγορές, ήταν μικροπωλητής έκανε
και μικρές μεταφορές από καταστήματα, βιοτεχνίες.
Το τρίτροχο καροτσάκι είχε δύο μονά ελατήρια για να μη σπάνουν τα εύθραυστα
πράγματα. Και αυτοί έχουν εξαφανιστεί από τις αγορές
MODEL In the transport trade these two people also were included.
The first man was the porter or carrier who worn on his backs a special saddle and was
fit and strong with the ability to carry heavy things. His job was usually in ports,
markets and factories and belonged to a transport union.
The second man was a free trader who worked at fruit and vegetable markets and also
would do small jobs carrying merchandises from factories to shops
The three wheel cart had two single springs for smoother running to prevent any
breakage to fragile things
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Η Νεκροφόρα άμαξα / The Hearse

ΜΑΚΕΤΑ Το μεταφορικό μέσο που μεταφέρει τους ανθρώπους από την επίγεια ζωή
στην τελευταία τους κατοικία για ν αναπαυθούν από τη δουλειά και τη στεναχώρια.
MODEL the transportation medium that takes people from their worldly life to their
resting place away from work and worries for ever.

304

Γεωργικά εργαλεία / Farming tools and implements

ΜΑΚΕΤΑ. Το μαγγανοπήγαδο ή «το τσάρκι» ήταν ένα μέσον άντλησης νερού για το
πότισμα των Λαχανόκηπων και τέτοια συστήματα υπήρχαν περί τα τετρακόσια μέχρι
το 1970 στη Νέα μαγνησία και Διαβατά και το νερό ήταν ατελείωτο λόγω της
αφθονίας του νερού που έρεε στον Γαλλικό (Εχέδωρο) ποταμό. Όταν στέρεψαν τα
νερά του ποταμού στέρεψαν και τα πηγάδια και το νερό το προμηθευόντουσαν με
σωληνώσεις από το φράγμα του Αξιού ποταμού.
Με τη χρήση ενός αλόγου που γύριζε όλη την ημέρα με παρωπίδες για να μη ζαλίζεται
κινούσε το μεγάλο κάθετο γρανάζι το οποίο έδινε κίνηση στο «τύμπανο» που είχε
αλυσίδα με τάπες που μέσα από τον σωλήνα που ήταν μέσα στο πηγάδι έβγαζε το νερό
στη λεκάνη ,κάτω από το «τύμπανο» και με σωλήνα το νερό πήγαινε σε γούρνα και
στη συνέχεια στα λαχανικά. Δεν υπάρχει κανένα πλέον τώρα
MODEL the wheel-well or the “Tsark” in Turkish was a method to suck up water from
the well to water the gardens. It is estimated that 400 such systems were operating in
New Magnesia and Diavata until 1970 and the water was endless because the flow of
water of the nearby river Gallikos (Ehedoros) was in abundant all seasons. After that
the flow of water gradually dropped and the river dried up and so the wells and the
supply of water were provided from the river Axios catchments.
With one horse power, the horse wearing the eye blinkers and walking in circles all day
to avoid dizziness turned the large gear to transfer movement to the mangle which
turned the chain with rubber valves through the pipe to suck the water upwards, the
water then cached in a basin and transferred to a tank from where distributed to the
gardens. There is not any in existence

305

Το θέρισμα του σιταριού / The wheat harvesting

ΜΑΚΕΤΑ το θέρισμα των σιτηρών παλαιότερα, πριν βγούνε οι μηχανές γινότανε με
δρεπάνια ή με κόσες ή κοσιές (μεγάλο δρεπάνι με μακρύ χερούλι) όπως και στην
αναπαράσταση. Τα δένανε σε μικρά δέματα και τα μεταφέρανε σε ανοιχτούς χώρους,
τα απλώνανε στη γη, που τα λέγανε αλώνια και εκεί τα αλωνίζανε με το δόκανο
MODEL in the early years before the introduction of harvesting machines the grain
harvesting was being done manually using the sickle and the one with an extended
handle similar one in the picture. They tight them in small bundles and gathered them
in designated places called threshing floors for the final threshing with the threshing
board

Το θέρισμα του σιταριού συνήθως γινότανε από όλα τα μέλη της οικογενείας και τους
συγγενείς και ήταν σαν ιεροτελεστία όταν η σοδιά ήταν καλή. Στο αλώνισμα επίσης
έπαιρναν μέρος όλοι και ο κάθε ένας είχε να κάνει και μια δουλειά.
The wheat harvesting usually was done by all members of the family and some helping
relatives and the whole process transformed to sacred ceremony especially when the
season produced good crop. Every one had something to offer and every body
participated to do a job
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Το αλώνισμα / The threshing

ΜΑΚΕΤΑ αναπαράσταση αλωνίσματος σιταριού με το δόκανο. Το δόκανο ήταν ένα
φαρδύ και χοντρό ξύλο 0.75Χ2.00 μ. περίπου που στο κάτω μέρος είχε ειδικές
κοφτερές πέτρες. Το άλογο γύριζε κυκλικά σέρνοντας το δόκανο. Έχοντας το βάρος
ενός ή δύο ατόμων έκοβε τα στάχυα και χώριζε το σιτάρι.
Μετά από κάθε 3 με 4 ώρες το άλογο πήγαινε σε άλλο αλώνι δίπλα και οι γυναίκες
ανεμίζανε τα άχυρα πετώντας τα με τα δικράνια υψηλά και με το απογευματινό
αεράκι χωρίζανε το σιτάρι από τα άχυρα και το βάζανε σε μουσαμά όπως φαίνεται
δεξιά. Το αλώνισμα άρχιζε από τα χαράματα και τελείωνα όταν νύχτωνε.
MODEL a portrayal of wheat threshing with the threshing board, the threshing board
was a thick and large timber app. 0.75X2.00 m with very sharp and hard stones
embedded under it. A horse would walk in circles dragging the board and having had
the weight of one or two people on it could cut and separate the grain from the hay.
After every 3 or 4 hours the horse would start another shift of threshing next to that
and the women then would proceed to separate the wheat from the hay by throwing the
hay up in the air to separate the wheat using the afternoon’s breeze.
The threshing would start at dawn and finish at dusk.

307

Το αλέτρι / The plow

ΜΑΚΕΤΑ Το αλέτρι ήταν και είναι ένα από τα πιο σπουδαία εργαλεία του γεωργού.
Από τα πιο αρχαία τα ξύλινα μέχρι τα σημερινά έχουν κατασκευαστεί πολλά και
διάφορα. Σε προηγμένα κράτη αλλά και στην Ελλάδα αυτό το αλέτρι έχει σχεδόν
εξαφανιστεί και έχει αντικατασταθεί από τα δισκάλετρα και άλλα που τα σέρνουν τα
τρακτέρ και είναι για μεγάλες εκτάσεις.
Σ αυτό το αλέτρι χρησιμοποιούσαν ένα ή και δύο άλογα, βουβάλια και βόδια ανάλογα
με το έδαφος. Το μαχαίρι ήταν εφαρμοσμένο με βίδες και έβγαινε για να το αλλάζουν.
MODEL the plow was and still is the farmer’s most important tool. From ancient times
with the wooden ones until now have been made and used various types. Now in
advanced countries the above plow has almost disappeared and it is not any more in
use even in Greece and they replaced with disc plows and other modern designs for
larger farms and powerful tractors.
For this kind of plow could be mounted one or two horses even an ox or buffalo, the
knife was attached with screws and was replaceable for repair.
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Η σβάρνα / The harrow

ΜΑΚΕΤΑ. Η σβάρνα ή το ( ντουρμούκι στα τουρκικά ) το χρησιμοποιούσαν για να
σπάνουν τους σβόλους και συγχρόνως να καθαρίζουν τα χόρτα και κυρίως τις
αγριάδες. Ήταν κατασκευασμένο από σιδερένιες βέργες ενωμένες κάθετα και
οριζόντια και κάτω από τις ενώσεις ήταν βιδωμένα μεγάλα τετράγωνα καρφιά μήκους
0.15 εκ. Για να ανακατεύουν και να κάνουν το χώμα μαλακό.
MODEL the harrow or (dourmouk in Turkish) was being used to break up the lumpy
dirt and at the same time to collect the bull grass. The harrow (rake) was made from
iron sheets of metal connected in parallel and across, under the connection were fitted
screwed thick and square spikes app. 0.15 cm. long to mix the soil and pick the grass.
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Ο Λευκός Πύργος The White Tower

ΜΑΚΕΤΑ. Ο Λευκός Πύργος της Θεσσαλονίκης. Ο πύργος τα παλιά χρόνια
προστάτευε την ανατολική θαλάσσια πλευρά των τειχών της πόλης. Κατασκευάστηκε
επί Σουλτάνου Σουλεϊμάν του Μεγαλοπρεπή το 1535-1536 στη θέση μικρότερου
Βυζαντινού πύργου τον οποίον σχεδίασε ο διάσημος Οθωμανός αρχιτέκτονας Σινάν.
Ο Πύργος χρησιμοποιήθηκε από τους Οθωμανούς σαν κάστρο, φρούριο και φυλακή.
Το 1826 με διαταγή του Σουλτάνου Μαχμούτ ΙΙ έγινε η μεγάλη σφαγή των
κρατουμένων μέσα στον Πύργο και ονομάστηκε «Πύργος του Αίματος» ή «Ο Ερυθρός
Πύργος» μέχρι το τέλος του 19ου αιώνα. Ο Πύργος συνδεότανε με τα τείχη της παλιάς
πόλης μέχρι το 1866 οπότε κατεδάφισαν τμήματα αυτών για να επεκταθεί ή πόλη. Το
1912 όταν η πόλη της Θεσσαλονίκη απελευθερώθηκε από τον ελληνικό στρατό οι
αρχές σε ένδειξη καλής χειρονομίας αποφάσισαν να τον πλύνουν να τον καθαρίσουν
και να ασπρίσουν τον Πύργο. Έκτοτε πήρε το όνομα του «Ο ΛΕΥΚΟΣ ΠΥΡΓΟΣ»
MODEL the tower once guarded the eastern end of the city’s sea wall. Ιs a
construction of the Ottoman Empire, sultan Suleiman the Magnificent build it in 15351536 in a location previously of a smaller Byzantine castle. Speculated that the work
was designed by the great Ottoman architect Sinan. The Tower was used by the
ottomans successively as a fort, garrison and a prison. In 1826, at the order of the
Sultan Mahmud II, there was a massacre of the prisoners in the Tower, after that the
tower acquired the name “Tower of blood” or “The Red Tower” which it kept until the
end of the 19th century. The Tower was part of the wall until 1866 and then demolished
for town expansion. When Thessaloniki was annexed from the Ottoman Empire to the
Greek State during the first Balkan War of 1912, the Tower whitewashed as a symbolic
gesture of cleansing, and required the present name. “THE WHITE TOWER”
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Σκίτσο του καφενείου του πατέρα μου όπως ήταν όταν έφυγα για την Αυστραλία
Pencil drawing of my fathers coffee house as I remembered when I left home to
migrate to Australia

Σκίτσο του καφενείου του Αθανασίου Χατζημάρκου όπως ήταν το 1954
Pencil drawing of Athanasios Hadjimarkos coffee house as it was in 1954
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1925-1935. Το πρώτο Κοινοτικό Γραφείο της Νέας Μαγνησίας σε προσφυγικό σπίτι
1925-1935 The first Town Hall Office of Nea Magnesia in a refugee house

Σκίτσο του Κοινοτικοί κτηρίου της Νέας Μαγνησίας που η ανέγερση άρχισε το1939
αποπερατώθηκε το 1946 και κατεδαφίστηκε για διώροφο το 1967
Drawing of the Town Hall of Nea Magnesia whose erection started in 1939 completed
in 1946 and demolished for a new double story building in 1967
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Σκίτσο μέρους της κεντρικής αγοράς της Νέας Μαγνησίας με το καφενείο μας στο
βάθος δεξιά και με τη σιδηροδρομική γραμμή του Γευγελή-Ευρώπη
Drawing part of the shopping section of the village Nea Magnesia with our coffee
house on the right with the railway line leading s to Gevgeli and to Europe
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Ο νερόμυλος του χωριού κτίσθηκε το 1880 επί τουρκοκρατίας και κατεδαφίστηκε το
1978 λόγω έλλειψης νερού που προερχόταν από τον Γαλλικό (Εχέδωρο) ποταμό
The water mill of our village which was established in 1880 demolished in 1978
because the river Gallikos (Ehedoros) dried)
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25-3-2003. Ο Διευθυντής του ΕΚΕΜΕ Δρ. Αναστάσιος Τάμης με τον κ. Λάζαρο
Ναλμπαντίδη και με τον γράφοντα την ημέρα των εγκαινίων της έκθεσης
25-3-2003. The Director of NCHSR Dr A Tamis with Mr. Lazaros Nalmbantidis and
me at the exhibition of the opening day

Αρκετός κόσμος παρακολούθησε την έκθεση χειροτεχνίας. Στο κέντρο είναι ο κ. Χρ.
Χριστοφορίδης με τη σύζυγό του Έλλη και δεξιά η κ. Ναλμπαντίδου με τον σύζυγο της
Λάζαρο αριστερά. Ο ίδιος τους εξηγώ σχετικά με τα έργα χειροτεχνίας.
Large crowd were present at the opening of the craft exhibition. In the middle are Mr
and Mrs. Christos and Elli Christoforidis and on their side is Lazaros and on the right
his wife. Here I am explaining to them about the exhibits

315

29-8-2003. Μέλη του συλλόγου ηλικιωμένων του Airport West με πρόεδρο την κυρία
Τούλα Παραδείση επισκέφθηκαν την έκθεση που τους εντυπωσίασαν όλα τα έργα
29-8-2003 Members of the elderly citizen club from Airport west and the president Mrs.
Which Toula Paradises visited the exhibition which impressed them greatly

29-8-2003 Εδώ ο συντονιστής του ΕΚΕΜΕ κ. Παναγιώτης Γκογκίδη ενημερώνει τους
επισκέπτες
Here the coordinator of the NCHSR Mr. P Gogidis explains about the operation of the
Center.
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ά ώ ί Strathmore 3041
This Greek poem is a tribute to the city of Thessaloniki and to the people I left behind
Also a walkabout memories of various places I’ve lived, seen and still remember

1949. Μία ομάδα τεχνιτών αποσπασθέντων σε διάφορα συνεργεία επισκευών
αυτοκινήτων του στρατού μπροστά στο Λευκό Πύργο Θεσσαλονίκης. Ο γράφων
δεύτερος από τους όρθιους
1949 A group of technicians detached to various army vehicle repairs workshops in
front of the White Tower of Thessaloniki. I am standing second from left
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ΣΗΜΕΙΩΣΗ- NOTE
Εδώ, τα έργα που έχετε δει και διαβάσει, εκτός από το μεγαλοπρεπές κτίσμα του
Λευκού Πύργου, όλες οι μακέτες σκίτσα και φωτογραφίες που αντιπροσωπεύουν αυτά
που δείχνουν δεν υπάρχουν πλέον και έχουν εξαφανιστεί τελείως.
Here, the arts you’ve seen and read accept the magnificent building of the White
tower all the others are not any more in existence. All have disappeared
Χάρη στην υπομονή, επιμονή, αγάπη και μεράκι που είχα για τον τόπο που
γεννήθηκα και αγάπησα αφιέρωσα αρκετό καιρό και με τη χρήση της μνήμης που μου
χάρισε η φύση τα κατασκεύασα όσο πιο καλύτερα μπορούσα για να δουν τα παιδιά και
τα εγγόνια μου, που και πως ζούσαμε και με ποία μέσα μεγαλώσαμε.
Having had the passion the persistence and a great love to my birthplace I dedicated
sufficient time using my god’s gifted memory to reconstruct all the lost buildings and
farming tools in miniature models to show to my children and grand children how we
and our parents lived and what implements used for their works
Άρχισα πρώτα από το πατρικό μου σπίτι και μετά από άλλα παραδοσιακά σπίτια των
προσφύγων και μετά από τα εργαλεία που χρησιμοποιούσαν για τις δουλειές τους και
τα σκιτσογράφισα. Έκανα και αρκετές ελαιογραφίες με τοπία Όταν πια δεν χωρούσαν
στο εργαστήριό μου σταμάτησα.
I’ve began first modeling our house and gradually some other traditional refugees
dueling and their everyday implements used for farming work and the same time put
them in drawings. Also I painted some landscapes in oil. When I ran out of space I
stopped making
Την πρώτη έκθεση που έκανα με τις μακέτες ήταν στο Σύλλογο Χωριών Φλωρίνης
μαζί με τα τοπικά τους παραδοσιακά εκθέματα που διάρκεσε για μία εβδομάδα. Τα
εκθέματα εντυπωσίασαν εκατοντάδες κόσμο που πέρασε να τα δει και ιδιαίτερα τον
κύριο Παναγιώτη Γκογκίδη που είδε τα μικροτεχνήματα. Τον γνώρισα εκεί και έμαθα
ότι ήταν υπεύθυνος των «Αρχείων Δαρδάλη» στο ΕΚΕΜΕ του Πανεπιστημίου Λα
Τρομπ και μου ζήτησε να τα εκθέσει και εκεί.
The first display of the artifacts took place at the Florinian Club together with their
own local hand crafts which lasted for a week. Hundreds of people who visited the
festival of art were impressed and in particular Mr Panagiotis Gogidis from the details
of the miniatures handcrafts. When I met him there I learned that he was the curator
of the “Dardalis Archives” at the National Center for Hellenic Studies and Research
La Trobe University NCHSR who requested to display them at the center.
Με μεγάλη χαρά και ευχαρίστηση δέχτηκα το αίτημά του, οπότε μετά το τέλος της
έκθεσης αυτής όλα τα έργα μου μεταφέρθηκαν στους εκθεσιακούς χώρους του
ΕΚΕΜΕ και με καλή οργάνωση και διαφήμιση στις 25 Μαρτίου του 2003 έγιναν τα
εγκαίνια της παρουσίασης των έργων από τον κ. Π. Γκογκίδη και επαινετικό
χαιρετισμό από τον διευθυντή Δρ. κ. Α. Τάμη
With great joy and pleasure I agreed to his wish and soon after the end of the
exhibition there all my arts were taken to the centers exhibition rooms. A well
organized display and media advertisements the event took place with great success.
Mr. P Gogidis made an excellent presentation and Dr A. Tamis praised and welcomed
my art works.
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Για τα έργα αυτά η τοπική αυτοδιοίκηση μου απόνεμε αυτό το πιστοποιητικό
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Για τα ίδια έργα επίσης η Πολιτειακή Κυβέρνηση της Βικτόρια μέσω του Υπουργείου
Πολυπολιτισμού μου απόνεμε το άνω βραβείο
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2005 Απονομή Βραβείο από το Υπουργείο Πολυπολιτισμού της Πολιτειακής
Κυβέρνησης Βικτορίας από τον εντιμότατο Πρωθυπουργό κύριο Στιβ Μπρακς
2005 Victoria’s Award for Excellence in Multicultural Affairs presented to me by the
Hon. Steve Bracks MP Premier of Victoria

Ευχαριστώ που διαβάσατε το βιβλίο που έγραψα ο ίδιος και για τυχόν λάθη μου ζητώ
συγνώμη
Thank you for reading my self- written book and in case I’ve made any mistakes I
apologize
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Εδώ κοιμάμαι εδώ θυμάμαι και εδώ γράφω τις αναμνήσεις μου
Here I sleep here I remember and here I write my memories
Tasos Kolokotronis
Στις επόμενες σελίδες για να τιμήσω τους αείμνηστους παππούδες της
συζύγου μου Αστέριου και Αμαλίας Γκίνη θα παραθέσω σε μακέτα το
κτήριό τους στα Κάτω Πορρόϊα των Σερρών και ένα παλιό Μακεδονίτικο
είδος σπιτιού που είδα στα Άνω Πορρόϊα και μερικά άλλα έργα που έκανα
μετά το κλείσιμο του ΕΚΕΜΕ. Συνολικά τώρα 25 έργα
In the next pages to respect the memory of the late Asterios and Amalia
Gini, my wife’s grand parents I will place a replica of their building in
Lower Porroia of Serres also an old Macedonian style house that I have had
seen in Upper Porroia and some other arts. They’ve been completed after the
closure of EKEME now 25 arts in total
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Κάτω Πορρόϊα Σερρών
Μακέτα (μοντέλο). Κτήριο του Αστέριου και της Αμαλίας Γκίνη το γένος Τζαμπάζη
και των τέκνων τους Γεωργίου, Μιχάλη και Άννας στα κάτω Πορρόϊα Σερρών που
κτίσθηκε κατά το 1890. Χρησιμοποιήθηκε σαν κατοικία τους αλλά και κατά
καιρούς σαν ξενοδοχείο, Ιατρείο Φαρμακείο Ειρηνοδικείο και Δημαρχείο με
Δήμαρχο τον ίδιο. Τώρα κατοικείται από τα εγγόνια τους και δισέγγονά τους εκεί.
Μία από τις εγγονές τους είναι και η σύζυγος μου Χριστίνα Κολοκοτρώνη.

Lower Porroia of Serres
Replica (model) Building which belonged to Asterios and Amalias Gini nee
Tsambazi and to their children Georgios, Michalis and Anna in Kato or Lower
Porroia Build app. in 1890 and has been used as their residence and also
periodically as a Hotel, Surgery Chemist, magistrate court, and Town Hall with
himself as Mayor. Now days are resided by their grand children and great grand
children there. One of their grand daughters is my wife Christina Kolokotroni.
Tasos Kolokotronis 11-11-08
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Η πλευρά αυτή του σπιτιού ήταν η κατοικία τους με πολύ μεγάλο οικόπεδο
This side of the house was their residential quarters in very large size of land

Κατά την ώρα της κατασκευής στο μικρό μου εργαστήριο
During the making of the house in my small workshop
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Παραδοσιακό Μακεδονίτικο σπίτι
Μακέτα. Παραδοσιακό Μακεδονίτικο σπίτι των Πορροΐων Σερρών. Παρόμοια
σπίτια υπάρχουν ακόμα στην Έδεσσα, Φλώρινα, Καστοριά και σε άλλα μέρη της
Μακεδονίας. Τα ζώα που ήταν μέρος της ζωής των κατοίκων τα κρατούσαν στο
στάβλο που ήταν στο κάτω μέρος του σπιτιού. Στην αυλή είχαν το πηγάδι για νερό
το φούρνο το αποχωρητήριο και το πλύσιμο γινόταν συνήθως έξω κοντά στο νερό.

Traditional Macedonian house
Replica: Traditional Macedonian house of Porroia of Serres. Similar houses still
exist in Edessa, Florina, Kastoria and other places in Macedonia Greece. Their
livestock which was part of their life were kept in a stable under the main house. In
the open yard they had a well of drinking water the baking oven the toilet and the
washing was done outside usually close to the water
Tasos Kolokotronis Jan. 2009
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Μακέτα Μέρος της αυλής με το πίσω μέρος του σπιτιού
Replica Part of the yard and the back of the house

. Μακέτα Η πρόσοψη του σπιτιού με το στάβλο κάτω και αριστερά το πηγάδι
The front view of the house with the stable under it and the well on the left
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Μακέτα Η πίσω και πλάγια όψη του μακεδονικού σπιτιού με το μπαλκόνι
και τα προεξέχοντα παράθυρα του σαλονιού που ήταν οι καναπέδες που
καθόντουσαν και μπορούσαν να βλέπουν το δρόμο και τον κόσμο .
Replica The back and the side view of the Macedonian house with the
balcony and the protruded windows in front of the living room where they
would sit in specially made seats and watch the street and the people
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Το πλιγούρι ή μπουλγούρι
Είναι χονδροκομμένο ή χοντροκοπανισμένο βρασμένο και αποξηραμένο
σιτάρι που χρησιμοποιείται για φαγητά και σούπες αντί ρυζιού. Το σιτάρι
επιλέγεται από ποικιλία σκληρού είδους και η παρασκευή του γίνεται σε
νερόμυλους με πέτρα ή κυλινδρόμυλους. Παλαιότερα γινότανε μέσα σε
μεγάλα πέτρινα ή μαρμάρινα γουδιά που τα σπάνανε με μεγάλες ξύλινες
βαριοπούλες σε μικρές δόσεις όπως φαίνεται στη μακέτα

Pligouri or Boulgour
A coarse ground or coarse crashed boiled and dried wheat used for various
meals and soups instead of rice. The grain is selected from hard type of
wheat and the grinding is done in mills. In the early days the wheat was
crashed in large stone or marble mortars with a dip hollow pit using long
pointed wooden hammers in small quantities as seen in the replica
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Ο Ακονιστής
Ήταν πλανόδιος ακονιστής μαχαιριών και ψαλιδιών και άλλων κοπτικών εργαλείων.
Κουβαλούσε στην πλάτη του τον πέτρινο τροχό εφαρμοσμένο σε ειδικό παγκάκι που
τον γύριζε με το πόδι του. Τη δουλειά αυτή την έκαναν συνήθως οι γύφτοι στις πόλεις
και στα χωριά αντί μικρής αμοιβής ή και ανταλλαγή με διάφορα αγροτικά είδη.

The Sharpener
Was a roving sharpener of knives, scissors and other cutting tools. He carried on his
back the round grounding stone fitted on special bench operating it with his foot. This
occupation was done mostly by gypsies in town and villages for a small reward of
money or for an exchange of farm produce.
Tasos Kolokotronis 2009
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Μακέτα. Κατοικία του Αθανασίου και Ανθής Χατζημάρκου και των παιδιών τους
Σοφίας, Νίκου, Γιάννη, Αμαλίας, και Βαγγέλη. Κτίσθηκε το 1926 και κατεδαφίστηκε
το 2003 και στη θέση αυτή κτίσθηκε πολυκατοικία για τα παιδιά του.
Model-Replica the dwelling of Athanasios and Anthea Hatzimarkos and their children
Sophia, Nikos, Giannis, Amalia and Vangelis Build in 1925 and demolished in 2003 to
give way for an apartment building for the children
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Tasos Kolokotronis
Μακέτα. Το Δημοτικό Σχολείο της Νέας Μαγνησία. Κτίσθηκε το 1936 και
κατεδαφίστηκε την δεκαετία του 1970 για ανακατασκευή. Στο σχολεία αυτό φοίτησα
μέχρι την Τετάρτη τάξη και διέκοψα το σχολείο λόγω του πολέμου.
Replica: The State School of Nea Magnesia Erected in 1936 and demolished in the
mid. 70s for a larger one: I finished grade four and in 1940 due to the WW2 the school
shut down
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Μακέτα. Κοινοτικό Γραφείο της Νέα Μαγνησίας. Κτίσθηκε το 1939 και το 1940 λόγω
του πολέμου έμεινε ημιτελές και αποπερατώθηκε το 1946. Το 1976 κατεδαφίστηκε για
να κτισθεί μεγαλύτερο. Στο γραφείο αυτό εργάστηκα ως μαθητευόμενος με τον
Γραμματέα Δημήτριο Παπασωτηρίου όλο το διάστημα της κατοχής που λειτουργούσε
τότε μέσα στο καφενείο του πατέρα μου.
Replica: The municipal office of Nea Magnesia: the work started in 1939 and
interrupted in 1940 due to the war and finished in 1946. During the war the office
operated from my father’s coffee shop where I worked as an office boy (apprentice)
near the secretary Dimitri Papasotiriou.
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Tasos Kolokotronis
Μακέτα= Ο Νερόμυλος της Νέας Μαγνησίας Θεσσαλονίκης κτίσθηκε το 1880 και
κατεδαφίστηκε το 1970 λόγω έλλειψης νερού και για την κατασκευή της Εγνατίας
Οδού
Replica: The water powered water mill established in 1880 in and demolished in 1970
due to lack of water and for the construction of the Egnatia Road
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Some of my oil paintings

A tropical beach

The farm with a pond
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Stone build farmhouse in front of a lake

A farm house near the waterfalls
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Farm house near the river

Sunset sailing

by Nick Hadjimarkos

337

A Middle Eastern Shepherd

A Scandinavian scene
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ΒΙΟΓΡΑΦΙΚΟ ΣΗΜΕΙΩΜΑ ΤΟΥ ΑΝΑΣΤΑΣΙΟΥ ΚΟΛΟΚΟΤΡΩΝΗ
Ο Αναστάσιος Κολοκοτρώνης γεννήθηκε το 1929 στη Θεσσαλονίκη από πρόσφυγες
γονείς και μεγάλωσε στη Νέα Μαγνησία που απέχει 9 χιλ. από την πόλη.
Τα παιδικά του χρόνια ήταν τραυματικά λόγω του πολέμου και η παιδεία του έμεινε
στάσιμη από το 1940 μέχρι το 1945 που έληξε ο πόλεμος. Μετά τη λήξη του πολέμου
εισάγεται στην Αμερικανική Γεωργική Σχολή της Θεσσαλονίκης για μία τετραετή
εκπαίδευση στη γεωπονία και γεωργοτεχνική.
Το 1948 εισάγεται στη Στρατιωτική Σχολή Τεχνιτών στην Αθήνα ως εθελοντής για
μία πενταετία και εκπαιδεύεται ως μηχανικός οχημάτων και αρμάτων μάχης και
αποστρατεύεται το 1953 με το πτυχίο του μηχανικού Α΄ κατηγορίας.
Τον Δεκέμβριο του 1954 μεταναστεύει στην Αυστραλία με προορισμό το κέντρο
μετανάστευσης της Greta στο NSW αλλά λόγω των κακών συνθηκών στο κέντρο
φεύγει κρυφά με άλλους και έρχεται στη Μελβούρνη.
Τον Ιανουάριο του 1955 εργάζεται για λίγες μέρες σε εργοστάσιο γύψου και αμέσως
βρίσκει δουλειά μηχανικού σε μεγάλη αντιπροσωπεία αυτοκινήτων G.M. Holden.
Έξι μήνες αργότερα με άλλους τέσσερις συμπατριώτες αποφασίζουν να πάνε στην
Κουνσλάνδη για να εργαστούν στο κόψιμο του ζαχαροκάλαμου αλλά αποτυγχάνουν και
επιστρέφουν στη Μελβούρνη φτωχότερη και χρεωμένοι. Προσγειωμένος τώρα βρίσκει
δουλειά στα εργοστάσια κατασκευής πολεμικών αεροπλάνων Commonwealth Aircraft
Corporation ως μηχανικός. Στη συνέχεια ακολουθεί η γνωριμία με τη νέο αφιχθείσα
νεαρή εκ Θεσσαλονίκης δασκάλα δεσποινίδα Χριστίνα Τζέγκα και σε λίγες μέρες
παντρεύονται και αποκτούν δύο κόρες.
Το 1965 για δύο χρόνια εργάζεται στο Department of Civil Aviation και στη συνέχεια
στην αεροπορική εταιρεία ANSETT ως ειδικός μηχανικός κινητήρων και εφαρμοστής
Το 1983 ιδιωτεύει και εκπληρώνει ορισμένες επιθυμίες του. Παίρνει μέρος στην
αναδιοργάνωση της Ένωσης Θεσσαλονικέων. Εκλέγεται αντιπρόεδρος, πρόεδρος και
με την αδελφοποίηση των πόλεων Μελβούρνης και Θεσσαλονίκης διορίζεται μέλος
της επιτροπής αδελφοποίησης. Αργότερα τελειώνει το ελληνικό γυμνάσιο. Μετά
παίρνει το Vic. Cert of Education και το Basic Electronics από το Broad meadows
TAFE.Τις ελεύθερες ώρες ασχολείται με τη ζωγραφική, χειροτεχνία ,κηπουρική,
κομπιούτερ, διάβασμα, ποίηση και ταξίδια Έχει γράψει δε την αυτοβιογραφία του την
ιστορία του χωριού του που εκδόθηκε στη Νέα Μαγνησία το 2007.
Με τη σύζυγό του Χριστίνα απολαμβάνουν τώρα τους κόπους της σκληρής δουλειάς,
τις κόρες, γαμπρούς τα έξι εγγόνια και τρεις δισέγγονες που τους γεμίζει χαρά.
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THE BIOGRAPHY OF ANASTASIOS KOLOKOTRONIS
Anastasios Kolokotronis born in Thessaloniki Greece in 1929 and grew up in the
nearby village NEA Magnesia. His parents were Greek refugees from Turkey who
settled in Greece after the disastrous war in 1922. His childhood years were traumatic
due to the Second World War and the occupation of Greece from the German forces
during which his education disturbed for more than 4 years.
After the war in 1944 he enrolled for a four years course at the American Farm School
of Thessaloniki to study agriculture
In 1948 he joined as a volunteer for a five year training course with the Greek Royal
Electrical and Mechanical Engineers and became a qualified A’ grade mechanic
In December 1954 arrived in Sydney Australia as a migrant and settled temporarily at
the Greta migrant training camp in NSW. Because of the harsh situation there and the
hot weather, flies and mosquitoes, he, with some others left for Melbourne where he
had friends and compatriots. In January 1955 he found a job as a labourer at a plaster
factory and a few weeks later he gets a job as a motor mechanic in South Melbourne at
the Queens Bridge Motors for Holden cars with good wages
Six months later he and four other friend formed a group and decided to go to Babinda
in Queensland to cut sugar canes for more money but their attempt failed due to the
weather conditions and other factors and two months later almost broke returned to
Melbourne where soon he finds a job at the Commonwealth Aircraft Corporation as an
aircraft jet engine assembler and later qualifies to become an aircraft mechanic
Soon follows the acquaintance with the newly arrived young teacher from Greece of
Miss Christina Tzega and within a month they got married and some years later they
have two lovely daughters
In 1965 he gets a mechanics job with the Department of Civil Aviation and in 1967
with the Ansett Airlines of Australia as an aircraft mechanic and in 1983 retires on a
package offer. Soon after he fulfils some of his dreams He studies Greek to get the
high school certificate and after that he studies English and gets the VCE (Victorian
Certificate of Education in English) and soon after he studies two years as a hobby
basic electronics at the Broadmeadows TAFE.
He also shows interest in the Greek community organisations and involves
reorganizing the Thessalonica Association. Now as a vice president and after as a
president in 1984 he participates in negotiating as the City of Thessaloniki to become a
sister city with Melbourne and at the same time he becomes a member in the sistership
committee for six years
During the period of his retirement and until now he spends time painting, drawing,
and writing. He has written his autobiography and other books, poems and made
models (replicas) of houses of his village, agricultural tools and machines and all the
horse carts of the last century which none of them are any more in existence.
They are all the memories he left back home
Now with his wife Christina he enjoys the company of their two daughters their six
grandchildren and eight great granddaughters and does some travelling in Australia.
**********
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PERIOD M`
DATES AND SPECIAL EVENTS OF MY LIFE IN AUSTRALIA
22-12-1954 arrived in Australia and sent to Greta Migrant camp in NSW
10-1-1955 escaped from the camp went to Sidney then to Melbourne
18-1-1955 with three friends rented a room at 20 Cozens St. Brunswick at Stamoulis
20-1-1955 to 30-1-1955 worked at Australian Plaster Industry Brunswick Vic
1-2-1955 to 12-5-1955 worked At the Queens Bridge Motors Melbourne
12-5-1955 to 4-7-1955 went to Cairns to cut sugar canes
22-7-1955 Met and married to Christina Tzega and lived in W. Brunswick
4-7-1955 to 30-4-1965 worked at The Commonwealth Aircraft Corp. Factory Mel.
13-9-1956 first baby girl born and named her Angela
19-11-1956 purchase our first house at 229 O Heas St. Pascoe Vale South
20-12-1956 I bought my first car, Ford Custom line V8
2-7-1960 our second baby girl born and named her Anna
During Jan. 1961 to June with special leave worked as a Real Estate agent
30-4-1965 to 7-7-1965 Shell trainee to acquire petrol station at Kew school
7-7-1965 to 2-8-1965 Worked at the TAA Trans Australian Airlines Essendon
2-8-1965 to 8-9-1965 Worked night shift at the Government Aircraft Factory
20-8-1965 to 26-9-1966 Owned AMPOL petrol station at Sydney Rd Coburg
29-9-1966 to 11-11-1966 Worked at Ford Motor Company Melbourne as an inspector
15-11-1966 to 17-6-1969 Worked at ANSETT AIRLINES of AUSTRALIA at Essendon
1-7-1969 to 31-10-1969 Worked at the Department of Civil Aviation at Ess. Airport
3-11-1969 to 22-4-1984 Worked at ANSETT AIRLINES TULAMARINE and during
this period I worked one year part time taxi driver Yellow Cap and cleaner.
22-4-1982 Retired voluntarily accepting a package deal.
1974 completed the VCE in Greek
1991 and 1992 completed the VCE in English at Broadmeadows TAFE and attended a
course (proficiency in English) at La Trobe University.
1993 and 1994 completed The Basic Electronics Course at the Broadmeadows TAFE
1994. I started painting and drawing things of my village and also making small models
of horse carts, houses. Farm implements and other thing from village life
2003 All my arts officially displayed at the EKEME at La Trobe University.
2008 All my art collection taken because the EKEME closed and stopped operating
MY GREAT GRAD CHILDREN BORN:
Aide 14-1-2007 ** Keera 4-6-2009** Maia 12-12-2009** Dino** 27-7-2010**
James** 5- 1-2011
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PERIOD N`
OVERSEAS TRIPS FROM AUSTRALIA
9-6-1964 to Greece by Ship Ellinis Christina with Angela and Anna to see her parents
9-12-1964 returned to Australia from Greece
10-11-1967 I flew to Greece via USA. Fiji, Hawaii, SF, NY, Detroit, London Athens
20-12-1967 returned to Melbourne from Greece
7-10-1974 I went to Fiji. For holiday returned 15-10-1974
2-12-1975 until 3-1- 1976 to Greece, Athens Thessaloniki etc and Europe by train with
Christina, Anna, And I
18-9-1977 until 12-10-1977 to Greece Athens Thessaloniki etc
12-10-1977 from Athens to Australia via NY USA, Detroit, SF, Fiji
18-10-1977 Arrived in Melbourne
26-8-1979 until 30-8-1979 Holiday to Singapore with Christina Anna and I
17-3-1980 until 20-4-1980 Holiday to Greece Christina and me
9-7-1981 until 26-8-1981 Holiday to Greece Christina and I
22-12-1982 until 13-1-1983 in Greece etc
13-1-1983 until 18-1-1983 to Bulgaria
18-1-1983 until 25-1-1983 Greece Thessaloniki
27-1-1983 in Singapore
30-1-1983 Melbourne
4-7-1985 to Greece, Athens, Thessaloniki
21-7-1985 to Egypt
31-7-85 to Turkey
27-9-1985 to Singapore
28-9-1985 back to Melbourne
21-6-1987 to Greece
13-9-1987 to Cyprus
18-9-1987 to Singapore
23-9-1987 back to Melbourne
24-4-1994 until 22-8-1994 to Greece in my village Nea Magnesia, Mount Athos, Corfu
some other island and various beautiful parts of Greece and; was that was our last trip to
Greece. During all these years I’ve taken hundreds of photos. Regrettably all the photos
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and negative I had from the European tour in 1975 destroyed in Rome from the Airports
scanning equipment. In the following pages I will insert only few from each country.

GREECE

1994: here in my village Nea Magnesia with my childhood friend Niko Hadjimarko his
wife Stemma from Los Angeles USA. My wife Christina and me in front of Houlas
house who provided us for four months rent- free

1994: here we are in the Island of Hydra, a tourist haven where no cars permitted in
the island but only mules and donkeys
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1994: Here Christina on the highest spot of Kastoria. Below are the lake and the town

1994: Here we are at the great ancient theatre of Epidauros in Peloponesos; Christina
and I are in the middle of the group

344

UK. LONDON

1967: Here in Trafalgar Square London I am filming with an 8mm super eight camera

1967: Here in front of the Buckingham Palace with pigeons everywhere
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1982: in San Francisco

1982: Christina in Disneyland

1982: Christina with Marilyn Monroe
In wax in Los Angeles

1982: Christina and me in S. Francisco

While in SF USA we rented a car and went to Yosemite Park and down to Los Angeles.
From there we flew to Michigan and visited my school friends Niko and Stemma in
Detroit for their son’s wedding and Saki and Fay Daftsios in Ann Arbour. We also
crossed the borders and drove to Windsor Canada for a day. We spent ten days there
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EGYPT-CAIRO

1985: From right: Christina with our good friend co-travellers. Tasos Papadopoulos
his wife Irene and their daughter Christine in front of a Pyramid

1985: here I am walking in front of a pyramid in scorching heat
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TURKEY-ISTAMBUL CONSTANTINOPOLE

1985: Christina standing next to a boy who takes the tourists for a donkey ride

1985: TOP KAPI a complex of museums and libraries and other antiquities
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SINGAPORE

1985: Singapore; Christina and I holidaying in Singapore

1979: Jurong Falls Aviary Christina and daughter Anna with (mum) Christina in
Singapore’s Aviary.
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BULGARIA (under communist rule)

Jan. 1983 Asenovgrad: Here we are with Greek-Bulgarians friends at a party: second
from left are Dr. Kyro and his wife Dr Niki Delios sister Vasoula, me and Christina
and other friends. We were the doctor’s quests for a week

Jan. 1983 Asenovgrad: Here we are at the Party’s hall where they organized a welcome
party in our honour by the Greek party officials. Seated is first Dr. Niki Delios, fourth
my sister Vasoula, next to her Christina
Standing, me and fifth doctor Kyro Delios and friends and doctors relatives
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CYPRUS

1985: In Nicosia with our co- travellers and friends Sultana Stelios and Maria. The
fence opposite is the divided line of the island. From the unoccupied side the tourists
can use the steps to see the other side and neutral (green sone) but not to cross it over

Christina and me in the busy shopping area in the town of Nicosia

351

PERIOD O`
TRIPS WITHIN AUSTRALIA
**********
In 57 years of my life in Australia my wife, our children and I travelled almost in every
part of this country and in many occasions with friends whom we made here during all
those years.
Every country has its own beautiful places to be admired but, I would proudly say that
Australia has to show some unique places that nowhere else in the world can be seen.
I was lucky enough to be able to visit some of the most interesting places and take
hundreds of pictures which I treasured them for my children, grand children and great
grand children to see how things were some years earlier
Of course, it is impossible to include all of them in this book. So, randomly I picked some
from various parts of Australia, if not from all over.

19-8-1998: Travelling with Ghan train from Adelaide to Alice Spring. Venizelo’s car
was loaded and accompanied us to A.S Station and from A.S to Darwin by driving.
Very comfortable train with sleeping compartments, restaurant, bar, and lounge
In A.S we spent few days from where we visited Ayers Rock and rhe holiday resort, the
Olgas and the surrounding area
In the picture from left Myself, Venizelo, Christina and Christine somewhere near
Alice Springs
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The Katherine gorge North Territory.

An ant tower in Northern Territory

Brisbane’s old Parliament house converted to casino. Here on the steps of the Casino
is Venizelos Christine and Christina
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12-3-2000: the ship anchored in French New Caledonia here are the cousins Christina
and Christine

10-3-2000: Venizelos, me, Christina and Christine in the ships dining room ready to be
served the delicious meals
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Afternoon teatime at the ships restaurant with our friend’s co-dinners from Colac
Victoria

Here we are in the Island Villa where passengers and crew disembarked for an outdoor
BBQ and with dance and singing by the local islanders. Here me Christina an islander
Christine and Venizelos
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15- 3-2000: Here Christina, me, and Christine in the central park of New Caledonia
.

28-9-1997: Christina and I heading with our Holden Commodore to Bright with a stop
here in Wodonga
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15-4-95 in Albury NSW at the Motel Clifton with a group of good friends, from left is
Mary, Anna, Spiro, me, Christina and Christine

15-4-1997: Same people as above on different occasion at the Albury Botanical garden
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15-4-1999: Anna, Christine, Christina, Spiro, and Venizelos in the main street of
Albury

3-8-1999: Venizelos Christine, Christina, Anna, Spiro and me at the Clifton Motel in
Albury This meeting with Spiro and Anna from Sydney was taking place every year
and we travelled always by train using the pensioners free travel vouchers
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1996 Swan Hill Victoria on a bus tour; this tree is estimated to be 300 years old we
from left; Christine, a friend Irene, Stamatis, Christina, Venizelos, Nikos and me

1996 Swan Hill with Mary Christine, Christina, Irene, Stamatis, Miro, Niko, me and
George; Venizelos took the picture
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23-9-96 Christina, Christine and me at the Bright Motel

17-2-1997 in Darling Harbour Sydney with Spiro, Christina, Anna, Christine, Venizelo
and me; Spiro and Anna have many times extended their hospitality to us and they are
regarded as the best friends of ours
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2-17-98: Spiro on the left and me on right and the ladies Christina, Anna and
Christine on the back seats travelling by this ferry to Manly Beach for the day

The popular Manly Beach 12 years later; Spiro wasn’t able to come with us because of
health condition
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3-5-1997 Christine, Christina and Venizelos at our holiday house in Rosebud at
happier times we having lunch; Venizelos and Christine always were regarded good
friend and blood cousins and relatives. We enjoyed many trips together within
Australia and to Greece.
Unfortunately Venizelos passed away in 1998 at the age of 74 and saddened all of us.

Having had Venizelo and Christine as our best friends we organized many holiday trips
together also with the Greek senior’s citizens clubs.
Our favoured and preferred destination, usually, was the Gold Coast in Broadbeach and
Surfers Paradise where we would spend from 4 to 6 weeks in apartment units.
Every day we would go out to explore the interesting places as far as Brisbane, Noosa the
Sunshine Coast down to Twin City Coolangatta.
After the long trip from Melbourne to Darwin in 1998 we decided to make another long
trip. From Melbourne to Cairns in 2000
I wanted to see once more the places I’d been in 1955 when I went to work as sugar cane
cutter and this time I took my Holden Commodore car and this trip was very memorable.

In the next pages
I will insert some pictures taken in random from my files
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2009 and 2010: This is the hotel we stayed in Sydney for two days near the Harbour
Bridge before we continue the trip to Gold Coast. The hotel is owned by the same
owner where our grand son Stacy works at the Park view Hotel in Melbourne. We
occupied the last story and the view was magnificent

2009 and 2010: This was one of the views from our hotel room in Sydney
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16-8-2009: This is one of the beaches in Port Macquarie in NSW

Here is an aerial view of Tweed Heads-Coolangatta with beautiful sandy beaches
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The famous and beautiful Surfers Paradise in Cold Coast-Queensland

Apartment houses and holiday units in Broadbeach
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The dog on the tucker box at Gundagai

A group of seniors of Lemnian club photographed in front of the statue of Ned Kelly in
Glenrowan Victoria; Christina is on the left front row.
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The Greek senior citizen club of Gold Coast; some prefer to play cards outside

Some members of the club play backgammon (tavli) and cards inside
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The Greek Orthodox Church of Albury

The Greek Orthodox Church of saint Paraskevi in Brisbane
(Celebrating her name day)
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The Hellenic Club in Canberra

The Hotel Phoenician in Broadbeach Gold Coast Queensland
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Here Christina and friends Elefteria and John Babatsikos in Cavil Av. Surfers
Paradise

Here Christina, Elefteria and me at Palazzo Versage Hotel in Southport
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Here in Southbank Brisbane Christina, Evangelia, Sultana and Stelios holidaying in
Broadbeach Gold Coast

Saint Anna’s Church in Gold Coast with Stelio, Sultana Christina and me
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Here in Wynnum; Brisbane with John, Christina, Paraskevi, Evangelia and cousin
Agamemnon Mylonas

Here a picnic organize in our honour at a dam with Turkish Cypriot neighbours on left
Mussa and Sevi, Sevasti-Thomas, Christina, Evangelia and 2nd cousin Agamemnon.
from Halkidiki now living in west End Brisbane ( our grand mothers were sisters)
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Here Christina is resting in Gosford NSW on the way to New Castle and Gold Coast

Here I am with two brothers Nick and John Magnisalis from Halkidiki now living in
New Castle also my 2nd cousins (our grand mothers were sisters)
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A II WW submarine resting in the main park of Holbrook NSW
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The Miami Shores Motel in Gold Coast where we stayed a few times with Venizelos
and in 2010 we stayed in the first upstairs 2 B’ room unit for four weeks

10-8-2002 Sanctuary Cove in Gold Coast Tasos, Christina, Christine and Venizelos

10-8-2002: Sanctuary Cove is a large village mostly with specialty shops restaurants
and marinas surrounded by luxury hotels- Motels and golf courses and expensive
houses.
This place attracts large number of tourists almost all year round and is 40 minutes
pleasant drive from Surfers paradise.
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26-7-2002: This is the “Barbados” apartment building in the main centre of
Broadbeach overlooking the Pacific Ocean;
On the balcony Christine, Christina and me

Here is the kitchen and dinning area with view the Pacific Ocean. Christine and
Christina preparing the breakfast:
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Our two bedroom unit was well furnished and had comfortable sitting area and large
lounge with panoramic views:

Venizelos on right and I enjoying a cup of coffee
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13-8-2002: Here at a night club in Southport Gold Coast celebrating the opening with
live show; from left, Ven, me, Christina, Christine and a friend

13-8-2002: Here a singer and dancer performing for us while us clapping hands
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11-3-1996: Here a group of friends and relatives picnicking in the Mildura area by
bus.
From left George and Mary, Amalia and Niko, Christina, Christine and Venizelos and
me (Tasos)

In the same day we visited an orange farm and vineyards
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3-3-2002: while travelling towards Mildura we stopped at this resting area for a coffee
break; since the Greek “zeimbekiko” played in the car we decided to take a spin and
show our talent

3-3-2002: right opposite where we stopped for coffee a large farm with orange trees
stood well looked after
In the picture Venizelos with two Christina’s
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3-3-2002; here; in Mildura; we enjoy a glass of beer and soft drinks in the motels
garden

Here is another roadside resting area for lunch with Christine, Christina and me
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May 1984: Gold Coast Surfers Paradise Queensland “Quarterdeck” Hotel

May 1984 Christina in the kitchen of the “Quarterdeck” Hotel
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January 1981: Christina in the Mall; Hobart Tasmania

January 1981: Here I am with a rented car at a beautiful riverside
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15-1-1981; Christina and me in the balcony of a lighthouse near Hobart

8-3-1981: Christina and me at a wishing well in Victor Harbour South Australia
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14-3-2001: Port Arthur Tasmania the old Army Headquarters and the jails

Port Arthur; an early settlement house
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16-3-2001: Strahan a small fishing town on the west coast of Tasmania attracting
many tourists for the fresh fish and the beautiful Gordon River

16-3-2001: Here Christina is enjoying a two hour cruising in the magnificent Gordon
river near Strahan seated on the stern of the boat
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GREECE

August 1985: Christina and me at the picturesque village of Metsovo on the way to
Corfu (Kerkira)

August 1985 at the souvenir shops in Metsovo
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August 1985 Corfu: Here me and Christina in front of the Achelion Casino

August 1985 Corfu on a roadside beach
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August 1985 Corfu: Here we are in the Pontikonisi church

August 1985 in Corfu restaurant members of the touring group enjoying the good food
and the dance; Christina is leading the dance
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PERIOD P`
FAMILY CELEBRATIONS
It would be unfair if I had omitted to mention some of special celebrations during all
these years in this country
Usually, and according the Greek customs, we celebrated name days, like, in Easter,
Christmas and New Years day for the grown ups and birthdays for the children.
When; gracefully I reached my 80th birthday Christina and I decided to celebrate the
event instead at home in a most appropriate place to have good service good meals and
drinks, space and view. So
We booked the Legends restaurant at the Moonee Valley Club for our daughters and
husbands and their children with their wives, partners and their children; all in all about
20 people.
In previous years all these were done at our house but now because of our age it is much
easier to be done out by professionals.
I will insert some pictures from my 80th birthday

Here I am about to blow the cantles and cut the cake, instead my great grand daughter
Aoide did all the work for me
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The early arrivals, those visible, from left Kristy, Tom Christopher, Pat and Arthur

Christina. Angela, Arthur, Stacy, Lisa and others
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Here at the Legend’s restaurant celebrating my 80th birthday

Here my lovely wife of 54 years Christina and me celebrating my 80 th birthday
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The hard time we had as migrants in this country to start a new life it paid off through the
years; as the years rolled over we had amazingly good surprises in life. Such as
Good health, good employment, successful marriage. Children with good education and
good marriages with their own children who all went through universities and gained a
higher qualifications.
We regard ourselves quite fortunate to see some of those grand children married and now
we enjoy watching them to have their own children; and for us; so far they have given us
five Great grand children

1987: Here our grand children, Tom, Stacy, Adrienne, Vassie, Christopher, and Jamie

1991: All six Grand children with us and born: Angela’s and Arthur’s Tom 24-7-76,
Jamie 26-10-77 Stacy 29-6-81, Vassie 6-9-83. Anna’s and Patrick’s, Christopher Liam
2-11-85 and Adrienne Lisa 27-5-87
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11-5-2002 Tom’s and Kristy’s wedding day at the Greek Orthodox Church in Coburg

Here after the wedding leaving the church in a Mustang car for a photo session
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17-2-2007: here is Stacy’s and Lisa’s wedding

Here proud parents Arthur mother Angela and quests; they drink for their health
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Here Peter Grigorakis and Vassie Andronikos the day of their wedding with Angela
and Arthur (Vassie’s parents)

Here the newly wed with Vassie’s grand parents Christina and Tasos Kolokotronis
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Here are: sister Vassie, Brothers Jamie, Tom and Stacy at Stacy’s wedding in a very
happy time

Here I am presenting proudly our five great grand children
From left

Dino: Vassie’s and Peter’s son born on 27-72010
Aoide: Tom’s and Kristy’s daughter born on 14-1-2007
Keera: Vassie’s and Peter’s daughter born on4-6-2009
Maia: Tom’s and Kristy’s daughter born on 12-12-1009
James: Stacy’s and Lisa’s son born on 5-1-2011
Aaron: Tom s and Christy s son born 14-10-2012
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Life is a long and painful journey to walk; there are smooth and rough obstacles on the
way and; differs from person to person; who will make to finish the distance unscathed.
We thank God that we made it and fulfilled our goals because of love, respect,
understanding, and comprehension that prevailed at all times.

Chris
Pat

Tasos

Kristy

Christina

Lisa

Piter

Anna Adr.

Angela
Vicki

Arthur

Bella
Jamie

Stacy

Vassie

Aoide

Joslyn
Tom

2007
Tom

This is my extended family
Starting from my wife Christina who studied teaching and graduated from the
Thessaloniki Teaching College; our two daughters Angela and Anna followed her steps
becoming teachers as well.
Angela’s and Arthur’s children; Tom; graduated as secondary teacher; Jamie; as
primary teacher and; Stacy in Hotel Management and; Vassie completed the High School
and dancing
Anna’s and Patrick’s children; Christopher; became Sports Teacher and Adrienne
became a scientist specialising in eye transplant with the eye and ear hospital in
Melbourne
We are proud for their achievements and wish them a healthy life and progress in their
goals.
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Here: Angela’s and Arthur’s Andronikos children

Tom - Teacher

Stacy- Hospitality

Jamie- Teacher

Vassie- College
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Anna’s and Patrick’s Mackey’s children

Christopher- Teacher

Adrienne- Scientist

Some pictures from Giannoulas visit (Christina’s sister)

26-11-2006 the visit of Gianoula and us to Jamie and Joslin’s house
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A Visit o Stacy’s and Lisa’s house by Gianoula and Christina in Roxborough Park

Here we are at Tom’s and Kristy’s House in Westmeadows
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Here we are with Peter’s and Vassie’s at their house in Westmeadows

Here Christina and Gianoula enjoying a cup of coffee at our holyday house in
Rosebud opposite the beach
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Here we are at our back yard garden with Christine, Gianoula, Christina and
Venizelos

Here the two sisters Christina and Gianoula at the Westbank near the Crown Casino
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Here the two sisters Christina and Gianoula ready about to go to Vassie’s wedding

The entrance to the swimming pool, at the fence are; Jamie, Joslin, Vassie and
Adrienne
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THE MATERNAL ANCESTRY
(Six generations)

Baby Keera’s mother is Vassie; Vassie’s mother is Angela, on left; Angela’s mother is
Christina, in the middle

Christina’s mother is Anna

Anna’s mother is Amalia (Moulio)
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1942: Here is Dimitrios and Anna’s Tzega’s family; from right: Dimitrios; eldest
daughter Efthimia; Lola; mother Anna; Giannoula; Amalia and Christina.
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BROADBEACH-Gold Coast- QUEENSLAND
By Tasos Kolokotronis 2012
PERIOD Q

Tasos Kolokotronis

Broadbeach Mall Gold Coast
For the past fifteen years we come to Gold Coast and particularly in Broadbeach,
which we regard it as the most popular place for mature age people with respectable
good restaurants, shops and other facilities close to walk safely.
I thought to express my opinion in a shot essay as an appreciation for the good times
we had in this part of Gold Coast with friends we made here and generally the
enjoyment this place gave us for the past fifteen years
I will insert some of the pictures I have captured last year and the places we stayed

The Broadbeach Central at 18 Philip Av is a middle class motel that provides
comfortable accommodation ran by friendly John and Sandy Mackenzie. We stayed
here five times and occupied the top units, the middle and this year the ground floor
unit to avoid the steps because of our age. The beach and the shopping center is one
block away and al the conveniences are in a walking distance (5 minutes)
Christina and I would certainly recommend anyone to enjoy this beautiful place
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In front of the units there is a heated swimming poll and a BBQ for the guests

The beach is only 200 meters from the unit, has fine sand and clean waters
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The Broadbeach Mall the Oasis and Victoria Square, restaurants outdoor eating areas
enjoyable to use them

The Phoenician Grand Hotel complex on the corner of Surf Pde and Queensland Av
with ground floor restaurants and the corner shop is the Coffee Club, which we are
members
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The Barbados apartments on Queensland Av where Venizelos Christine and us stayed
three times in the early 90 but it was little expensive, opposite is the beautiful park
(below)

This park is opposite the Barbados apartment building on Queensland Av and next to
the shops
Behind the park are the Queensley Apartments (below) facing the Pacific Ocean
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Queenly apartments is situated almost on the beachfront in front of parks and one
block from the Oasis shops and restaurants we stayed here once with Ven and
Christine

Broadbeach: Here is the Old Burley rd. with the Karrawa Surf club on the left and the
Oasis Shopping Center on right after the three apartment buildings
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Karrawa Park on the beach with Oasis Shopping complex on the right

The Karrawa Life Saving and Surf Club of Broadbeach in Gold Coast Queensland
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Anne Av with Meriton apartments build recently

Broadbeach Mall with quality restaurants on the left
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Broadbeach Mall near Victoria Square with selected restaurants and shops

Surf Parade leading to South with the monorail bridge over the street
On left is the Peppers Apartments and on the right the Broadbeach apartments
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The Oasis shopping center and the footbridge connecting the shops opposite

Surf Pde. On the left are the Phoenician Hotel and the new towers on the right
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The Oasis Mall on right with a 3 hours free underground parking

The monorail, which connects the Oasis Mall and the Jupiter Casino
Behind on left the Peppers Apartments and on left the Broadbeach Apartments
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The monorail entering the shopping center

The monorail connecting the Oasis Shopping Center with the Jupiter Casino in the
distance, below the bridge is the main bus stop connecting many parts of the Gold
Coast
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Sofitel is part of the Oasis shopping center and the two new Peppers tower in Oracle
Boulevard dominant in the new shopping area

The Niecon Plaza hotel on left is a popular place with Mac Donald and other good take
away and sit in restaurants

418
This 12 page assay is written in appreciation for the wonderful times Christina and I
had over the past 20 years coming here from Melbourne Victoria to enjoy the good
weather, good food and the friendly people.
Tasos & Christina Kolokotronis

THANK YOU
BYE
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