


DAD AT MT.GRAMMOS

During the 1946-49 stage of the Greek civil war more than 50,000 combatants
died in conflict, and more than 500,000 Greeks were temporarily displaced from

their homes by the fighting.

In January 1949 General Alexandros Papagos, the respected commander of Greek
forces at the beginning of WWII was appointed field marshal, a newly created
post within Greece's armed forces. By mid-year, government side gained victories
against the Communist forces. A split between the communist countries assisted

these victories.

By August 23-30 the final act in the blood-soaked Greek Civil War was played
out in the twin mountaintops of Grammos and Vitsi, near the Greek-Albanian
border. At Grammos, Dad was one of the 50,000 men in the final campaign that

pushed the communist guerrillas out of Greece.

As the communist guerillas fled north to Soviet-bloc countries they forced the
civilians from the occupied villages to go with them. The landmines planted by

the communist guerrillas in the mountain forests were cleared 50 years later,

making Grammaos an eco-tourism paradise.

At Grammos, his commanding officer placed him in charge of munitions and
that saved him from the slaughter of the 5 Battalion that occurred at
Gorgopotamos River. The Gorgopotamos Valley comprises a series of fast flowing
streams, which drain of Mount Grammos that is situated on the Greek/Albanian

border.

This was a mad 22 months as Greeks fought Greeks, Communist Greeks
surrendered to the Monarchists and Monarchist defected to Communism. Dad
said that Russians had provided the guns for the Greek Communists and these

were of superior technology to the army weapons.

1945-195C

There was an occasion where a brother fought for the Monarchists and a sister for
the Communists. Two months before the war ended the sister crossed the river

reuniting with the brother.

At the beginning, December 1949, John was two years old and | was three.
Outside the house, snowflakes were dancing as we pressed our noses on the
windowpane. Almost in symphony, we started singing out, ‘Dad, come home!'
Neither of us had any idea what our father looked like. Unannounced, he walked
in, looking imposing in his army uniform. We thought it was our last moment on
earth and made a mad dash for a hiding place. It took much coaxing and offer of

sweets for us to come out to tentatively greet him.

Dad was totally exhausted, especially by memories of killing young male and

female guerrillas. He requested and received a 32-day family leave.

Early in 1950, Dad once again reported to the district army headquarters at
Corinth. He than took a train to Athens and arrived just in time to hear the

victory bugle.

Before he returned to his family, Dad's commanding officer offered him a
supervisor's job at his Corinthian-based orange juice factory. He was impressed
by his practical skills especially by his hunting prowess. On a two day hunting
trip Dad killed three rabbits. Urged by a yearning to be near his family, he
returned to Titani. The following year, Liz was born, the only one of the three of

us born in peacetime.

Four years later we embarked on the long sea journey to Australia. Dad promised

it would be only a two-year trip. Once we arrived, the opportunities in a new

country beguiled and captivated all of us.
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