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      AN 

   INCREDIBLE ADVENTURE 

The true story of my capture and escape 

from the Greek communist guerrillas 

 

    
              By Nicholas Hadjimarkos 

This book never been published to be sold for the fear of reprisal by the evil fanatics of the 

communists guerrillas. I have edited a limited number of books typed with an ordinary typewriter 

only for relatives and friends. With the new technology my former classmate, countryman 

neighbor and best friend Tasos Kolokotronis who lives now in Melbourne Australia retyped it in 

electronic format and I am kindly express my gratitude to him. 
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     PREFACE 

I was twelve years old in 1940 when the German army invaded Greece. With all the 
agitation, all schools had been closed. Education was interrupted for a couple of years. In 
that four-to five year occupation by the Germans I grew up to be an older boy than my 
age. 

I saw people in misery. In 1941 the Greek people were generally starving, especially 
in the big cities. I witnessed many people dying daily. All the available food was taken to 
the front for the German army 

In 1942, some schools had open. After two years of being absent, I started going 
back to school in Salonika City which was located four or five miles away from our village 
of Nea Magnesia (Now it is called Ionia). Every morning I took the small train which went 
through our village to go to school in Salonika, As I waited at the village station for the 
train to come, I witnessed execution of Greeks prisoners by the Germans a short distance 
away at the base of a hill at the edge of our village. This happened almost every other 
day. 

These prisoners were captured from the resistance of the Popular Liberation of the 
Greek Army who had gone to the mountains to fight the Germans to try to liberate Greece 
someday. Inside these units the idea of communism took root. They knew each other very 
well and they organized their own units. They fought the Germans to liberate Greece, but 
their plan was to deliver Greece into Russian hands after the liberation. In the meantime, 
ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ ǎƛŘŜ ōȅ ǎƛŘŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƭŜƎƛǘƛƳŀǘŜ DǊŜŜƪ ŀǊƳȅ όŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
like it) 

So, when the Germans caught anyone from the resistance, they put them in prison 
and executed them from there. Two or three times a week I witnessed these kinds of 
executions. They brought them in truckloads, tied to each other by their hands and lined 
them up at the base of that hill.  You heard the blast of the machineguns and then saw a 
big cloud of dust. After it cleared, no one was left standing. I had a clear view without any 
buildings or trees to hide the atrocities. 

These pictures stayed in my mind until school hours were over. Then I would go 
home a confused sad boy. Those difficult years passed with many more of these kinds of 
tragedies. Such tragedies for me were a different kind of education. I had gone to high 
ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ŦƻǊ ǘǿƻ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎ ǎǘǳŘȅƛƴƎ ŦƻǊΦ 

When the Germans were gone, I thought the war was over, but how far I was from 
the truth. Now that the Germans were gone, the Liberation Army that was in the 
mountain for those four or five years fighting the Germans were fighting each other. 
Greek with Greek: In other words, The National Democratic Army with the communist left 
wing had started the civil war and it was the worst. The National Army had control of the 
big cities and the reorganized government. The communists stayed in the mountains to 
fight a guerrilla war against those who opposed their idea of communism 

Many villages were on the slope of the mountains. They were under communist 
control. Many times they raided villages and cities and abducted civilians and took them 
to the mountains to teach them communism. As you can see this civil war was very serious 
and important to the future of Greece and it lasted from 1945 to 1951 
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When the Germans left, we heard the American Farm School was reopening and 
accepting applications mostly boys from villages in Greece. It was an agricultural school, 
but they taught almost everything, farming, plumbing, carpentry, electrical and mechanics 
so I was very interesting. 

The school director Mr. House was an American. His father had founded the school 
in 1904. It was interrupted by the Second World War and now it was reopened in full gear 
and accepting forty to forty-five new students for the first year. I went with couple of 
friends of mine, Tasos and Fotis on the bus to the end of Salonika city. From there we 
walked five or six miles to the isolated institute which was on seven or eight hundred acres 
of land that belonged to the school. We were the first applicants after World War II. This 
ǿŀǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ CŀǊƳ {ŎƘƻƻƭ ŦǊƻƳ ǿƘƛŎƘ L ŀƴŘ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎǊŀŘǳŀǘŜΦ Lƴ 
the next few pages you have the opportunity to read my true life adventure if you wish. 

This small part of my life was one of the most dangerous. It was also the reason 
why I came to America 

Destiny saved me and sent me far away from the troubled world across the sea to 
America. Then I met and married the loveliest girl in Michigan. For the anniversary of our 
forty happy years I am dedicating this story to my dear wife Stemma. 

 
 
               Nicholas Hadjimarkos 
     August 9 / 1995 
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The great kidnaping of 42 students from the American Farm 
School of Thessaloniki Greece by the communist guerrillas 
ELAS on Fr. January 28/ 1949 
 

 
The American Farm School has developed from barren, 50 acre plot to land that housed 
and schooled мо ōƻȅǎ ƛƴ ƻƴŜ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀ отр ŀŎǊŜ άƳƻŘŜƭ ŦŀǊƳέ ǘƘŀǘ ŜƴŎƻƳǇŀǎǎŜǎ рл 
buildings, a self-sufficient farm, a coed boarding school, and 79 years of progressive 
change. The basic philosophy of the School, though, has remained the same since John 
Henry House founded the School in 1904; to educate Greek youth through modern 
agricultural theory and practice, to teach the students to appreciate the dignity of manual 
labor, and to carry back to their villages the knowledge and skills acquired at the Farm 
School. The Farm School aims to develop an equal balance in the hearts, heads and hands 
of Greek high school youth-the desire ability and positive attitude to learn and develop 
modern agricultural techniques in Greece. In addition the Farm School provides continuing 
educational opportunities for Greek adults and sponsors two summer programs involving 
international students.  
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My name is Nicholas Hadjimarkos. The year is 1986 October 20th since I came in this 
country thirty years ago I have always had in my mind that I want to do this since I came 
to this country. First to learn the English language well enough and then translate my true 
adventure ŦǊƻƳ DǊŜŜƪ ǘƻ 9ƴƎƭƛǎƘΧΦ .ǳǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘƛǊǘȅ ȅŜŀǊǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ƘƻƴŜǎǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ 
think I accomplished that much in the language area but I translating it to English, I put it 
with my own voice on the tapes so I can hear myself how bad I sound to others. I realize 
that accent like that is rooted deep inside and no way I am going to lose it. So I was glad 
to put it in words, in writing this new piece of English literature and quite heavy foreign 
accent and plenty mistakes by reading it, perhaps you live some moments in the true 
adventure  

 
This is a true story about me, a story that I lived during the difficult period when 

the communists raided entire villages and imprisoned all that they found in the path. Their 
purpose was to indoctrinate their fanatic beliefs, ideas and purposes to everyone possible. 
But for the Hellenists who have always been Hellenists, it was difficult to accept 
something like this in a civilization of 3000 years in a country for which thousands upon 
ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘǎ ƘŀŘ ǎŀŎǊƛŦƛŎŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭƛǾŜǎ ǘƻ ƛƴǎŎǊƛōŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ άŦǊŜŜŘƻƳέΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ L too 
wanted to be free. With danger of my life I fled from these clashes, but there were three 
things I assigned myself faith, patience, and courage if I had not employed these three 
graces, perhaps today you would not be hearing the following story. 

 
Perhaps I will start everything from the beginning 

I was a student of the American farm School, a senior in the fourth year of the 
school which was located four kilometers to the east of the city of Thessaloniki. These 
were difficult times for all, but especially for those that lived in the villages in the 
mountains. These mountains of Greece were well fortified by various communists band 
that would descend upon the villages and grab everything in their sight. 
As students at the Farm School we were concerned with our lessons and in general with 
our work about the school. Day after day seemed to glide by peacefully for us, but that 
was until that fateful night that no one was expecting and that disturbed many. 
The students were all from different villages and cities of Greece and they came to the 
school in order to learn proper methods of land cultivation. There were about 200 
students, 50 in each class. Each class was assigned a separate section in the dormitory. As 
seniors our group has only five months left before graduation but it seems that fate had 
reserved a very unpleasant experience that we were to undergo that night Friday 28 
January 1949. 
 For the benefit of the students, the school had arranged for us to visit our families 
on certain holidays and so it was near the Christmas holiday and we were given a 
vacation. We all went to our homes and had a wonderful time, of course. On our return, 
however, the administration office observed that one of the students did not return. The 
immediately notified his parents in the village of Souroti only to find that he had been 
abducted by the communist band. The news of this tragedy quickly spread to all students 
and the feeling was of common sympathy for the loss of an exceptional student. 
One month had passed since this incident and everyone had just about forgotten about it, 
but it seems that fate again was promising a great surprise in a catastrophe for our 
school. It was Friday and that night it was announced that leave of absence would be 
given to all those that live in villages in the vicinity and so I was granted that weekend to 
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visit my parents. After I had completed all my duties that evening I retired to my room 
which was in the lower part of the dormitory and at 9.30 p.m. the lights were turned off. 
Barba Kyriakos, the supervisor, as we called him was in charge and was required that, it 
was to be absolutely quite, no talking and laughing after that time. If anyone did noise 
after the lights were out. Barba Kyriakos would take down the name and report him to the 
authorities and his contact would be recorded. That night before light out my best friend 
ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ƳƛƴŜ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŘŜǇǊŜǎǎŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻ ŀƎŀƛƴέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜΦ 
You are really lucky to have home so close to the schools that every so often you get to go 
for the weekend, because the school is like an army place. You will be like a free bird 
tomorrow with the pass in your hand. 
 We dropped off to sleep, he in his bed I in mine, but a sleep that was destined not 
to last until morning. Our lights went out. Peacefulness fell over, not a sound was to be 
heard except, perhaps for the monotonous snoring of fellow classmate. There was 
complete tranquility and we were in deep paradise-like sleep and dreaming. 
 Suddenly a great commotion shattered my short sleep, strange noises, short abrupt 
talking and the lights burning. Half asleep, I turned on my side and peered at my neighbor 
only to find him was dressing fast. I hovered beneath my covers snugly and tried to find 
the sweetness of slumber again, not even making an attempt to find out what was going 
on. 
ά/ƻƳǊŀŘŜΣ ƎŜǘ ǳǇΦ /ƻƳŜ ƻƴΣ ƘǳǊǊȅ ǳǇΣ ƎŜǘ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘέ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƪƛŎƪŜŘ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ŦŜŜǘΦ 
{ǘƛƭƭ ǳƴŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎΣ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦ ά²Ƙƻ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ ƧƻƪŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ƳŜ 
comrade in the middle of the night when we should be sleeping? 

Finally, I sat up and saw soldiers and plain clothes men, some wearing torn, saggy 
ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ άŎƘŀǊƻǳƘƛŀέ ŀ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ǎƘƻŜǎ ƳŀŘŜ ƻŦ ǇƛƎǎƪƛƴ rushing about 
giving orders.  They were armed with machine guns and knives. Who were these men? 
Why they interrupt our sleep?. We never would believe that we were being invaded by the 
communists. I could not believe it.  
άIǳǊǊȅ ǳǇ bƛŎƪΣ ƎŜǘ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ communists ƘŀǾŜ ƛƴǾŀŘŜŘ ǳǎέΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ŎƘƻŎƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ 
throat as he spoke bitterly. For the first time in our lives we were faced with the danger of 
weapons and the fear made us really like lambs, even though we went through the war 
with the Germans when we were young. We saw so many things, we saw many killings, 
but nobody took us this way to the civil war. Without a single disagreement we dressed 
ourselves mechanically. 

There were forty of us in the dormitory and each of us was facing this tragedy 
different way. One was crying like a small child, another was cursing his life, another was 
thinking about his mother who was thinking about her only child and everybody was just 
ŘƛǎǘǳǊōŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ Řƻ ƻǊ ǎŀȅΦ {ǳŎƘ ŀƴ ƻŎŎǳǊǊŜƴŎŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎƘŀǘǘŜǊ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǿƛǘƘ 
a conscience. 
But let me continue with the course of events.  
We were preparing ourselves for the long journey. We were told to supply ourselves with 
a blanket. I wore my work coat and a pair of heavy hiking boots because I knew only too 
well that the hike through the mountains would demand that. I also took a comb with me 
that my father had given me a few weeks before, at that time I had hair on my head. I 
ǇǊƻŎŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜƳƻǾŜ ŀƭƭ Ƴȅ ƛŘŜƴǘƛŦƛŎŀǘƛƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀŘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǇƻŎƪŜǘΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
want to take them with me. I carried only a small calendar and a pencil. I joined the others 
in the hallway in the corner of the dormitory where a guard was watching us so nobody 
would escape. A guerrilla was stationed there with an automatic weapon to check anyone 
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who would go out of line. I was just about last in the line, so I could easily see the other 
guerrilla suspiciously checking the ŎƭƻǎŜǘ ŀƴŘ ōŜŘǊƻƻƳǎ ŦƻǊ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ƘƛŘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
want to leave any of the students behind. And so one by one after another we filed down 
the familiar hall that for the past three and of half years had served us unselfishly, the 
familiar hall running to the cafeteria where we ate many mornings and evenings. 
  As we proceeded down the stairs, one of the cooks appeared with a basket of 
bread from the kitchen. We were told to take a loaf. With bread under one arm and a 
blanket under the other arm we were ready for the unknown journey. At the foot of the 
stairs, two of the women from the kitchen, who had been awakened by by all the noise 
stood crying, realizing our danger and the adventure that we would have going through 
ǘƘŜ ƳƻǳƴǘŀƛƴǎΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ ǿŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀƭƛǾŜ ƛƴ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƳƻƴǘƘǎΦ Those women 
represented our mothers and each of us gave them a kiss good bye whether or not we 
ǿƻǳƭŘ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ǿŀǎ ǳƴƪƴƻǿƴΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŎǊƛŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ έDƻŘ ōƭŜǎǎ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ DƻŘ ǿƛƭƭ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘ ȅƻǳέΦ {ƻ 
they were the last three people we saw. 

Everything was finally arranged. As we began our journey, one followed the other 
like lamb. We were not allowed to talk, so the deadly silence was interrupted by the 
rhythmic pattern of the footsteps and occasionally the bark of a distance dog. We were 
walking through the new sown wheat field of our school dragging our feet with effort. 
In the beginning, a few thought it was something of a joke to have 42 boys grouped in 
such a fashion and walking through the field at midnight not knowing their destination. 
But after a while we could no longer see the school. As we went farther and farther a fear 
began to come inside us; we consƻƭŜŘ ƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎ ōȅ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΣ άǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎ ǘƻ others 
ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ǘƻ ƳŜέ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ǘƻ ǿŀƭƪ ƻǳǊ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ƭƛƪŜ ƭŀƳōΦ 

A little bit farther was the airport that was close to Salonica. Before we had quite 
reached the airport, which is four miles from the Farm School, we heard loudspeakers 
warning of the possible approach of the communists. This was a surprise. They probably 
heard about the thing somehow, and now they were trying to warn everybody to put the 
big lights in the airport to see through the area. 

Before our leader recognized that suggestion, the lights were directly upon us. We 
all froze in our footsteps. The communists, however, were right at our heels pointing at 
our sides with their guns, with loud rough voices they shouted at us to hit the ground or 
they were going to see us with those big bright search lights. We remained there for a 
moment until the lights passed and then repeated that routine several times until it 
passed over us and they could not see us with the light. We slid passed the houses of 
another Farm School located west of the airfield. Several of those airfield cities were 
deserted and no soul could be seen in any one of those homes. 

 We made such a fuss with our passing that it seemed strange that all of us could 
not disturbed someone. No one however was even aware of the drama of 42 persons, and 
our last remaining hope died. 
We got to a little village and proceeded through it without giving any indication that we 
ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ {ƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻ ƳƻǊŜ ŘŀƴƎŜǊǎΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōƻǘƘŜǊ us for a while, but they 
were walking right behind us and for every five students there was one of the guards 
watching so we could not escape. But now each of us was trying in our mint to find a way 
to escape. This was very difficult since we had never been in such a dangerous position. 

A few hours before we had been free, we were sleeping soundly as students and 
had never faced such a difficult problem, not even in our classes. 
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Here, free and careless celebrating the 40th year of the founding of the American Farm 
School of Thessaloniki by John Henry House whose bust is displayed in front of two large 
banners showing how it was this place in 1904 and how was in 1947.  
The teams of honor are: On the left, I am first with classmates in white overall and on right 
are my schoolmates and childhood friends Fotis and Tasso with other classmates. 
 Both discontinued their studies after the third term and joined the Military Engineering 
School in Athens for a 5 year term 
       Nick Hadjimarkos  
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 Now as slaves of the enemy of our country, we were approaching the beginning foothills 
of the mountains whose secret paths and caves these guerrillas knew so well. That was 
the first act of our drama that was to follow. 

In front of me, a classmate was marching and not holding my silence any longer. I 
ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎ CǊƛƎŀŘƛέ that was his name, he was from Polygyro. 
IŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜΦ Ψ5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜΚΦ 5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜΚ 
ά²ƘƻέΚ   L ŀǎƪŜŘ 
ά¢ǎƛƎƎƛŘƛǎ !ƴƎŜƭƻǎ ά 

He was the student that they abducted a few months earlier. You must wonder 
who this person was. He was a classmate, of course, like I said who was abducted from his 
home town e few months ago when he went home for Christmas vacation. I was so taken 
ŀōŀŎƪ ōȅ ǘƘƛǎ ƴŜǿǎ ǘƘŀǘ L Ƙŀǎǘƛƭȅ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘƛƳΣ άǿƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƘŜ ƴƻǿέΚ ά²ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƘŜέΚ άL ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
ǎŜŜ ƘƛƳέ 
Did you speak to him? 
άbƻ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƎǳŜǊǊƛƭƭŀǎέΦ IŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΣ άHe is ƛƴ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ ǳǎέΦ  

He said this because for every five or six people in the line, like I said; three was a 
guard to make sure no one went free. As we kept on marching constantly towards the 
unknown, I suddenly notice a guard next to me. He was then joined by another guard 
armed head to foot. They spoke for a while and then parted. The two guards were in close 
position, and I was trying to distinguish their characteristics when as we made a narrow 
turn at the pass, I was able to recognize one by the light of the moon, and it really was 
 Angelo, our former roommate who was now guarding us armed with a 
machinegun. 
For ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ L ŦƻǊƎƻǘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƭƪŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƭƻǳŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ƪƴŜǿ ƘƛƳ ŦǊƻƳ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΦ άIƻǿ 
ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ !ƴƎŜƭƻΚέ  ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ŀƭƭ ŀōƻǳǘΣ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳΚ 
LƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅΣ L ƪƴŜǿ Ƴȅ ŜǊǊƻǊ ƛƴ ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀȅ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƛǎ 
temperament, but he answered very quiŎƪƭȅ ƛƴ ŀ ǘŜƳǇŜǊŜŘ ǾƻƛŎŜΥ ά!ƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ŀƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ǎǘƻǇ 
the talking and pay attention to your marching. ²Ŝ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ǘŀƭƪ ƴƻǿΦ Wǳǎǘ ƪŜŜǇ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎέΦ 

These were the words ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ L ƪƴŜǿ ƘŜ ƳŜŀƴǘ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ǎƻ L Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ 
ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜΣ ōǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ my ears hearing his voice. I was no mistaken. It really was 
him who had lived for three years or four years sharing the same classrooms, the same 
dormitory, breathing the same air. He was such a good student, but what could I do?. It 
was quite evident that he was now someone else who had forgotten all his friends and 
classmates. 
Possible these thieves told him their lies and he was changed that way. He betrayed us, 
then again I knew of something else. There might be a possibility that they were 
threatening his life. After that, I spoke no more and I continued walking with my head 
down. I prayed for the earth to swallow me up until this had all passed and then release 
me once again, but no such miracle could happen I knew.. 

A signal was given for a short rest, but ten minutes later we were off again 
marching and marching to the unknown. This was very tiring and we realized we were 
going farther. We were beginning to look like we were in a trance. Meanwhile, every now 
and then we would pass tiny streams, but the water was almost frozen from the cold 
weather. Many would break the ice to quench their thirst. 

As we continued, the hills kept getting larger and the village was becoming more 
distance through the wild trees and shrubbery. It was impossible to walk now unless we 
remained on the path. The rebels who up to now were marching next to us were also 
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forced to march in the back of every five persons to guard us better and here was the end 
of the adventure for many. Those who were in the middle of the line having two 
classmates in the front of them and two in the back of them were able to dart either to the 
left or to the right at the turn of the path and were able to hide in the shrubbery until they 
had all marched away. They were then free and fled back to safety. Many succeeded in 
escaping this way. 

I watched them, but it was impossible for me to do the same because immediately 
in back of me was a rebel. It was evident from this moment that I had more to experience 
in the days that followed. In this manner the first group of classmates was able to escape 
without notice. Here the fate of each person weighed heavily according to his position in 
line. This was kind of destiny or luck. 
For a moment the space between us became quite distant so that it was impossible for 
them to guard us closely. I looked behind me and was amazed to find no one in back of 
me. In front of me was a classmate from my hometown names Isaak. As I held my blanket 
ŀƴŘ ŀ ƭƻŀŦ ƻŦ ōǊŜŀŘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘΣ L ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ ά¢ŀƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŀƴŘ Řƻ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ȅƻǳ ǿŀnt with it. 
{ŀȅ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀƴȅƻƴŜΦ L ŀƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘƛŘŜ ƘŜǊŜέ 
  As soon as I had made the decision to hide behind the bush, which was the only one 
to be found around there, I heard my classmate, not quite sober from the surprise I gave 
him saying to meΦ άDŜǘ out from there quick, here comes a rebel and he is armed with 
ƎǳƴǎΦ IŜ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜΦ IŜ ǎŀǿ ȅƻǳέΦ L ǘǊŜƳōƭŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŦŜŀǊ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ 
ŀƴŘ L Ƙŀǎǘƛƭȅ ƻōŜȅŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ǿƘƻ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ŀƴȅ ƘŀǊƳ ōǳǘ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ 
to protect me. 

The rebel caught up with us but to our surprise a classmate of our had taken the 
Ǝǳƴ ǎƻ ǘƘŜ ƎǳŀǊŘƛƴƎ ǊŜōŜƭ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǊŜǎǘΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘǊǳǎǘ ƘƛƳ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ 
gave him the gun to carry figuring he might sympathize ƻǊ ŜƭǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ 
bullets in the gun.  

Pretty soon the other rebels caught up with us and there were two rebels instead 
of one behind me and I was right in the middle. This was my torture, I guess, 
The dawn of a new day was beginning when I heaǊŘ ƻƴŜ ǊŜōŜƭ ǎŀȅ ǘƻ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΦ ά!ǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ 
the day breaks tell the others we are going to hide in the foothills of Katsika Mountains 
ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ƛƴ ŀ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎ ƭƻŎŀǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǎŎƛǎǘ Ƴŀȅ ǎǳǎǇŜŎǘ ǳǎέΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ was the 
name of the Greek Army, the regular national army. They called them fascists. In villages 
they have the protection of the civilian guards and the call the MEA. Their conception of 
course was that everyone else was a fascist and only they were the justified in their 
extreme acts, one of which was being dramatized that night with us. 

¢ƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǊŜōŜƭ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ Ŏǳǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴ 
sort when they realized that we were listening and we continued on. Finally, when we 
arrived at their designated spot it was quite light. We were then instructed to remain in 
our position and without disturbing our line and to rest on ease. I overheard someone say 
that this was their fifth night without rest on their mission. Naturally they were extremely 
tired. They told us talking was forbidden. I took this opportunity to observe how many had 
escaped during those hours that we were on the path and to my surprise and joy I found 
ten were missing 

aȅ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǿŀǎΦ άbƻǿΣ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻǊŜ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƛǘ ōŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƳŀƛƴƛƴƎ 
number to escape. The ten were free, but we are still captive. 
I lay down to think, and not to sleep of course. Three steps away a guard was sitting with 
an automatic rifle. It seems that we were going to spend the day like this. The rebels all 
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were tired and they fell asleep quickly. Feeling the chill of the morning air; I covered 
myself with my blanket and as I lay thinking I became drowsy and dropped off to sleep. 
That was mistake but I got sleep. 

Two or three hours later as I shifted my position because I had become numb from 
the cold, woke and looked around. To my surprise, my neighbor had vanished leaving his 
behind his blanket. I could not make out what happened and I sat up in an effort to find 
out. A quick glance was enough to tell me that many others had fled leaving their blankets 
behind. But how did this happen. Where did the go?. I kept asking myself. 

Then I spotted the guard snoring soundly. His rifle and everything was quite plain. 
bƻǿ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻƻΦ ²Ƙȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŎƭŀǎǎƳŀǘŜǎ ŜǾŜƴ wake me up 
when they were leaving or something? Like a bolt of lightning the thought of their 
deception raced through my mind. After the guard had fallen asleep, those that were still 
awake took advantage of the situation and escaped. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀƳ L ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜΚ L ƳƛƎƘǘ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŜǎŎŀǇŜΣ ǘƻƻέΦ .ǳǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L ŎƻǳƭŘ Ǉǳǘ Ƴȅ 
thought into action the sleeping guard just happened to wake and began to count his 
prisoners. I watched him closely. He opened his blanket so I can see his face. He mumbled 
and was mad. I could not help thinking that the others could awakened us from our sleep 
to join them, but, no the burden of fate rested upon the sixteen who had remained. Only 
sixteen can you imagine? 

Everything would be on us now. We were right in their pockets ready to perform 
ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿƛǎƘŜǎΦ ²Ƙȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ L ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀǿŀƪŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ others? But how could I know this 
would happen. From my position underneath the blanket I was mad at myself. 

The guard proceeded to wake up a comrade to take his place. It was his turn to 
guard us, but it was also time to place the responsibility for the escape on his shoulder, 
ǘƻƻΦ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ Ƴŀƴȅ ƘŀŘ ŜǎŎŀǇŜŘΦ 

¢ƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ƛǘ ǘƻ ǳǎ ƻǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ ¸ƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ōƛǘǘŜǊƴŜǎǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ eyes 
like they trying to get revenge something. 

We continued to stay there until morning. A new thought kept racing in my mind 
now. Logically I knew that when they escaped they went to the small towns that were in 
the area. Undoubtedly they would inform the police and the army that a number of boys 
had been kidnapped. Before I could finish my thought, I heard a shot in the air, then a 
third. We did not know quite what to do, but immediately the leader of this mission 
ordered us to get up with a blanket and to continue marching near the guard that he 
assigned us. As we carried out the order the guard handed me an object that is called lira, 
an instrument that plays like mandolin. He wanted me to free him of it so he could use his 
rifle in emergency. Now the gunshots could be heard at close range in an increasing 
number. I knew for sure the students were in the small towns and told the police or the 
national army and they were trying to come and get us. But how could they recognize us 
from the guerrillas who wore almost the same cloths?. They were shooting whether 
anybody moved or not. 

In front of me a younger classmate was marching. It occurred to me to get his 
attention, but the guard who was following me did not give me any moment of 
opportunity. He was right behind me with his pistol in his hand. When there was a turn on 
the path I saw my classmate and tried to whisper to him because he was in front of me 
where nobody could noticeΣ άEscape, and escapeέΦ ²ƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘŀǊǘŜŘ ƻǳǘ 
of the line and left me in the middle of two rebels. Now the shots could be hears louder 
and were closer. 
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hƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎǳŀǊŘǎ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƳŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά[ƛǎǘŜƴ ǘƻ ǿƘŀǘ L ŀƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳέ ōŜƘƛƴŘ 
him were several classmates who were being guarded very closely now because only a few 
students remained. We finally reached a bare hill, the only obvious escape from those 
machineguns. We could continue marching and escape the police and army that were 
after them. But it was dangerous for us, too, because the bullets would not be able to 
single out the rebels from the prisoners. I quietly experience my instinct of fear that 
moment for the first time in my life. I hugged the ground. 

ά[ƛǎǘŜƴ ǘƻ ƳŜέΣ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜōŜƭΦ ά²ƘŜƴ L ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΣ ƛǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǘǳǊƴΣ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǇƛŎƪ 
up your things and go up the hiƭƭέΦ We were exposed of course to all the guns and fire if we 
went to the other side of the hill. Suddenly I heard a shot that landed close to us and the 
rebel ran. I had had the lira in one hand and my blanket in the other, but I prepared to run 
up the dangerous hill. Then I heard another shot and a second and finally a third that 
came almost to my feet. It was a machinegun shot. I thought I was wounded and I 
slumped to the ground hitting my forehead on a small stone. As I lay there still it occurred 
to me to play dead and I laid without making the slightest movement, but those guys had 
ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜŘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎǿŀƭƭƻǿ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦ 

¢ƘŜ Ǝǳȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪΦ άDŜǘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ Ǌǳƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜέΦ bŀǘǳǊŀƭƭȅΣ L ǇǊŜǘŜƴŘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ 
I felt nothing so that he would believe that I was wounded or dead. He knocked my foot 
with something and then said very angrily. άDŜǘ up, I tell you and forget your jokes, get up 
ŀƴŘ Ǌǳƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǊŎȅ ōǳƭƭŜǘέΦ άtǊŜǘŜƴŘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŘŜŀŘ 
ǿƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴȅ ǇƭŀŎŜέΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƳŜŀƴǘ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΣ ŀƴŘ ōŜǎƛŘŜs, what would it 
be for him to shoot me? Who knows how many people he had already killed?. And now 
surely he would not have mercy upon me. 

L ǎŀƛŘΦ ά!ƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ L ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƘŜŀǊ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳe, besides I was waiting for them to 
ǎǘƻǇ ǎƘƻƻǘƛƴƎΣ L Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ Ǌǳƴ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ƳŜ Řƻǿƴέ 
ά[ŜŀǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ Ǌǳƴέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ŀƴ ŀƴƎǊȅ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ ²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǘŀǊƎŜǘ ƴƻǿΦ 
¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƘƻƻǘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǳǎΦ L ŘŀǊǘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ Ǌŀƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ side followed by the others. 
We were safe now from the fire and for the moment we all breathing a sigh of relief for 
surviving of this. We continued marching and I suddenly I realized that I was limping.  The 
hill of my boot had probably been shot off by the shot I felt near my feet. A little closer and 
I ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǎƻ ƭǳŎƪȅ. 

We were now being hurried along the outside of the mountains. They took another 
count of the prisoners and they were surprised to found out that only seven remained out 
of the 42 taken in prisoners. We were the cowards, the unlucky ones, or even the shield, 
one can say, to remain while the others escaped. Our mothers and fathers would be 
waiting for us anxiously and there would be no sign of us. Yes seven of us remained. I was 
the oldest and tallest. 

One of us was suffering from high fever. He could not march any longer because he 
was sick and he could not even stand on his feet. Another classmate and I caught ahold of 
him by the arms and were helping him to march. We kept pleading to the rebels to at least 
abandon him. He could be found by the others and take to his home. We kept asking 
ǘƘŜƳΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǝŀƛƴ ōȅ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ŀ ǎƛŎƪ ƳŀƴΚ IŜ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭŀǎǘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ 
ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ŘŜǎǘƛƴŀǘƛƻƴΚέ  

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ our businessέΦ ¢ƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ǿŀǎΣ ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƳƛƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ ƳŀǊŎƘέΦ 
Finally we convinced them to at least abandon him since the fever was burning him and it 
was bothersome for us because we could not march ourselves, it was a hardship for us. 
We put him in an easy spot so that he could be able to flee to a village where they could 
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find him easily. He did not know how to thank us because we were able to change the 
minds of these savage guerrillas. 

They should have realized that he would be of no value to them. He would 
probably die on the way. He was crying with joy that we have saved him even thou we 
were still prisoners and no one would save us. We could say nothing but a bitter good bye 
ŦǊƻƳ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƻǳǊ ǊƻŀŘ ǎŜǇŀǊŀǘŜŘΦ IŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎƻƻƴ ōŜ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǎŀŦŜ ŀƴŘ ŦǊŜŜ ōǳǘ ǳǎΧΦ 
God bless us.  

άDƻƻŘ ƭǳŎƪ ōƻȅǎέΦ ¢ƘŜǎŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǿƻǊŘǎ ǿŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŦǊƻƳ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŦǊŜŜ 
man. Wrapped in his blanket, he watched us disappear in the distance. 

Now there were six remaining and there was no way I would have even thought of 
escaping because there were so many guards and people around us. At a turn in the path 
we waved goodbye and lost him behind some shrubbery. I sigh with relive at the thought 
of helped someone gain his freedom, even though my own position was even worse now. 
The rebels had us where they wanted us. They never counted us or questioned us about 
the deception of the others. They would constantly stare at us with an evil eye hoping to 
dissolve their bitterness and that someone would make a mistake and they could shoot 
the rest of us right there. We were lucky once for the others, the lure or bait, so to speak. 
The other thirty six fled but then you could look at it another way; someone had to be in 
front or the rebels blocking their view so they could escape. 

I glanced back out of curiosity to see where some of my other classmates were 
because we were marching in a group and were mixed in with the rebels.  
Another classmate darted out of the line but thinking it would be only momentary I did 
not consider myself. 

It was only after we had come down the hill and were preparing to enter a glen, 
that the rebel, who obviously had counted us after leaving the sick one and was probably 
ƘŀŘ ǎŜŜƴ ƘƛƳ ŘŀǊǘ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƻŘǎΣ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƭƭΣ άIŜȅΣ ȅƻǳ ǳǇ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ƘǳǊǊȅ ǳǇ ŀnd 
ŎƻƳŜ Řƻǿƴ ƘŜǊŜέ ǘƻ ƻǳǊ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜ ǿŜ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƘŜŀǊ ŀ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎŜ ƻǊ ŀƴȅ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ƴƻƛǎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǳǇ 
there. Quickly I realized that my classmate hid himself someplace up there on the hill and 
he was planning to escape as soon as we left the area. But the guerrilla insisted that there 
was another one of us up there and as a matter of fact he saw him going through the 
ǿƻƻŘǎΦ IŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ƘƻƭƭŜǊƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ ŀƴƎǊȅ ƭƻǳŘ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ Řƻǿƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǳǇ 
ǘƘŜǊŜ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ȅƻǳ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ Ǿƻƭǳƴǘarily from your hiding 
ǇƭŀŎŜΣ L ǿƛƭƭ ŎƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳέ 

He was very angry and insisted that this person was up there and he was going up 
there to get him and flush him out and execute him up there on the spot. He said it was to 
set an example for those who would betray usΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǘƘȅ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ 
to eliminate him now. 

Realizing what could happen, we knew that the man was there, so all of us with 
ƻƴŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛǎ ƎǳŜǊǊƛƭƭŀΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ǳǇ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ǳǎ ǊƛƎht here in 
ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳέΦ bŜǾŜǊǘƘŜƭŜǎǎΣ ǿŜ ƪƴŜǿ ŦƻǊ ǎǳǊŜ ƻǳǊ ǎŎƘƻƻƭƳŀǘŜǎ ƛƴŘŜŜŘ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 
hill hiding in the thick bushes. I saw him, he was walking in in front of me and the guerrilla 
was behind me and he could not possibly see him for sure. But I saw him. He went into the 
bushes. And if he even saw him, he thought he would come after he took care of his 
personal need. 
So all of us continued going down the hill and we saw nobody else coming. Now the angry 
guard with his high pitched voice turned to ǳǎ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ Ǝǳȅǎ ŀǊŜ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜΣ 
too. You are trying to make a fool out of me. If we were not in a hurry to catch up with the 
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other groups I would prove to you that I was right, and then all of you would you wish you 
ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ ōŜŜƴ ōƻǊƴέΦ ²Ŝ insisted with a calm voice that it was really a waste of time and 
he should believe us that no one was there. Now he was fiercer, really mad. He saidΦ άL 
ŎƻǳƴǘŜŘ ȅƻǳ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƛȄΣ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ŦƛǾŜΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΣ ōǳǘ L ƪƴƻǿ 
to count up to ten. You guys think that you are smart. You try to protect a traitor and save 
Ƙƛǎ ƳƛǎŜǊŀōƭŜ ƭƛŦŜΦ ²Ŝ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ ōǳǘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦŀǊǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ 
his friends who was tired and laying down with a submachine gun waiting for us. A couple 
of us went to him and tried to talk to him and convince him that we were the only ones.  

We begged him to tell his comrade, the guerrilla that there was no one else up 
there. He looked us up and down knowing, of course, none of us volunteering for the 
Ƴƛǎǎƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƭȅƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƻŦ ƳƛǎǘǊǳǎǘ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ǳǎΦ ά¸ƻǳΩŘ 
probably do the same thing as the others if you were given the right opportunity. So you 
ǿŀƴǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ȅƻǳΚ 5ƻƴΩǘ ƭƛŜ ǘƻ ƳŜ ƴƻǿ ǘƻƻΦ LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƻƻ ƭƻƴƎ to be 
eliminated, where do you think they will go? To their villages, to their towns, to their 
farms we have agents in every corner of Greece, so in any case of escape, there is 
punishment by death. if you guys have anything planned in your scull, you might as well 
ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ƛǘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǊŜƭŀǘƛǾŜǎ ǎƻƳŜŘŀȅ ŀƭƛǾŜΦέ 

Hearing these cold words of that man kept us silent and now we were scared more 
ȅŜǘΦ ²Ŝ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎ ǎƛƴŎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ŦƻǊǘȅ ǎŎƘƻƻƭƳŀǘŜǎ ǿŜ 
were left to be the five unlucky ones, us. He got up from his sitting position. He turned 
ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣ ŎƻƳǊŀŘŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƘƻƭƭŜǊŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻŘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ƻǊ ƴƛŎƪƴŀƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²Ŝ 
ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿ ƛŦ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎŜǇŀǊŀǘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƎǊƻǳǇέΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ 
ahead of us somewhere and they had captured some other people from other villages. 
They were the first group, so they were opening the path for the rest of us in those remote 
ŀǊŜŀǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǳƴǘŀƛƴǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƪƴŜǿ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǇŀǘƘ ǎƻ ǿŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ŧŀƭƭ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 
national army. finally, when we started moving  out of the area, I knew that our 
schoolmate was almost free and pretty soon would be joined with the others someplace 
and go home to relatives and friends. 

I was happy and sad at the same time, walking now and again in a single line with 
our heads down following them to the unknown, a dangerous adventure perhaps costing 
us our lives. In the chilly of the morning and with fear in our hearts, we followed them like 
dogs. When we joined with the others we were walking in a narrow goat path in a single 
ƭƛƴŜΣ ŜŀŎƘ ƻŦ ǳǎ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǿ ǿŀǎ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ŀ ƎǳŜǊǊƛƭƭŀ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǎƻ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ 
idea of escaping. 

I was personally thinking now that since there were just five of the forty left their 
mission was failure right from the start. They did not have too much to loss by eliminating 
the rest of us if the preferred to, and they would tell their leaders they had totally failed. 
Now we must be extra careful of what we said and how we behaved ǎƻ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ 
matters worse. We must convince them now that we were with them and not to worry 
and not to worry about us. But as we were inexperienced young students they could see 
our frustration and the sadness in our faces so really we could not fool them and follow 
them. So we did. 

We were walking nights and catnapping days in a thick forest which was on our 
ǿŀȅΦ hƴƭȅ ǘƘŜȅ ƪƴŜǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎΦ ²Ŝ ƭƻǎǘ ŀƭƭ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴǎΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ 
we were going north, or south, east or west but we knew we were some place that was 
the hiding place of all the guerrillas in the mountains. Once in a while we heard them 
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saying that we were getting close to the destination. Two nights from now if they took 
shortcuts, we would be there. 

The next day just before dawn one of my schoolmates was acting very strange. I 
thought maybe he was having some kind of nervous breakdown or something. And I tried 
ǘƻ ŎŀƭƳ ƘƛƳ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ the matter with him was. After walking all night 
ǘƘŜȅ ǘƻƭŘ ǳǎ ǘƻ ǎƛǘ Řƻǿƴ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǊŜǎǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǿŜΩŘ Ƙŀve to do these things 
again. Our friend, the student, started talking again with a louder voice and said. ά!ƭƭ 
ǘƘŜǎŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǿŜ ǎǳŦŦŜǊ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎŀǳǎŜΣ ǿƘȅΚ ²Ŝ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǾƻƭǳƴǘŜŜǊΦ ²Ŝ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ 
ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǊΣ ǿƘȅ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǘŀƪŜ ǳǎ ōȅ ŦƻǊŎŜΚέΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ like a breakdown and he was 
ǎŀȅƛƴƎΦ ά²Ŝ ŀǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎǘǳŘŜƴǘǎέΣ ƘƻƭƭŜǊƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƳŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ 
attention. 

I was starting to get nervous because this was enough to make them mad at the 
rest of us. I was kicking him on one side trying to calm him down but, instead he was 
getting worse. He started cursing and swearing. This was very dangerous for our position. 
He forgot tha the was not dealing with his father or brother bur fanatic communists 
guerrillas who would not even hesitate to kill their own father or mother to accomplish 
their expedition. But he stubbornly ƪŜǇǘ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜΤ ά²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ƭŜǘ ǳǎ ƭŜŀǾŜ 
since most of us are gone? What are you going to say to your leader about where the 
ƻǘƘŜǊ ор ǎǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ ŀǊŜΚέ 
Now it was time for one of us to interfere to stop him from going farther with his big 
mouth. I had the feeling that if he said more, we might leave our bones somewhere in this 
mountain. 

άIŜȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘέ L ŎŀƭƭŜŘΦ ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǘŀƭƪ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜ ƴƻƴǎŜƴǎŜ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŀƎǊŜŜ ǿƛǘƘ 
what you sayΦέ  ¢Ƙŀǘ made him think a little bit, and for a while he went off by himself. 
Nobody brought him back out because we tried to save ourselves at this difficult time. I 
had to talk to him like that and I think he knew deep inside I would agree with him under 
different circumstances. But, here, I had to put on a mask and pretend he was wrong and 
ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǎƻ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ƎŜǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƳŀŘΦ .ǳǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŜ ƎǳŜǊǊƛƭƭŀǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǉŀȅ 
much attention to him. They probably marked him for later on when an opportunity would 
ŎƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƎƛǾŜ ƛǘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ǎƻƳŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀȅΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ǘƻƻ much. 

L ǿŜƴǘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά[ƛǎǘŜƴ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭƭȅ ǘƻ ǿƘŀǘ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǘƻ 
you. If you care for your life together with the rest of us, please keep your mouth shut and 
ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ƴƻƴǎŜƴǎŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΦ !ǎ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǎŜŜ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ŜȅŜǎ ƻǳǊ ƭƛǾŜǎ ŀǊŜ totally in their 
ƘŀƴŘǎΦ !ƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ ŜǾŜƴ ƭƻǿŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ L ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƪƴƻǿΣ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƭŀǘŜǊ ƛŦ 
we wait we may find the opportunity ςwith Gods helpτto escape. 
Somehow he calmed down and relaxed and he realized that he had made a mistake and 
he ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ŀƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣ L ǿŀǎ ŦǊǳǎǘǊŀǘŜŘέ 

Now of course, we were very hungry. We arrived at a little church high in the 
Ƴƻǳƴǘŀƛƴǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ά/ŀŎŀǾƻέΦ Lƴ ǇŜŀŎŜ ǘƛƳŜ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƘǳǊŎƘ ǘƘŜ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜǊǎ ŎƻƳŜ Řƻǿƴ 
from the hills and celebrate every year with liturgies and other religious ceremonies. Now, 
because of the civil war the guerrillas occupied all the high areas and they were using this 
church as a shelter, for the communist guerrillas it was a shack, it was nothing else. 
Before I continue my story I want to tell you something here that you would probably like 
to know. In the beginning, in 1941 when the Germans occupied Greece, there were 
guerrillas in the mountains. We called the liberating guerrillas who tried to liberate us 
from the Germans, but actually there were two kinds of guerrillas; the National Army 
guerrillas who fought the Germans and the communist guerrillas who fought the 
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Germans. They were looking for an opportunity, as soon as the Germans left the country 
to take over and make Greece a communist country. When the Germans left eventually 
the national army took the valleys and cities and tried to get rid of the guerrillas who were 
ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǳƴǘŀƛƴǎΦ bƻǿ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ DŜǊƳŀƴǎ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜƳƻŎǊŀǘƛŎ 
Greek government itself to establish a communist regime. So there was a civil war and 
they occupied all the high areas in the mountain in those years. From the they would hit 
the villages and different places and take ammunition, food, peopleτlike usτand 
sometimes they took children. This bloody war lasted five or six years after the Germans 
left. They raided villages, farms and schools, dragging along to the mountains innocent 
peopleτwomen, men, children against their will of course and they made no exceptions 
 
  
 
           

 
1948. Here is the class of 1945, the first class after the end of WW II in an excursion to the 
sea side town of Mihaniona accompanied by the Directors wife Mrs. Ann House (sixth from 
left standing) and the principal Mr. Theodore Litsas ( First under the flag). The shy and 
brilliant student next to Mr. Litsa in the background is Angelos Tsiggidis who willingly or 
by force lead the guerrillas to the School and under the threat of guns abducted the whole 
class of 43 students marching them to the hideouts in the mountains of Khalkidhiki with 
plans to train them to fight their own people or to send them to the iron curtain to make 
them party leaders. 
Fortunately enough, one by one and lastly me, escaped from the communist tyranny to tell 
my story 
Next to our principal Mr. Litsa is my friend Tasos wearing a tie, and I am the 5th from left in 
the back row wearing also a tie 
      Nick Hadjimarkos 
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As I said before, after four days and nights we arrived at the long deserted 
mountain church, hungry, mƛǎŜǊŀōƭŜΣ ŘŜǇǊŜǎǎŜŘΦ CƻǊ ǘǿƻ Řŀȅǎ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ 
eat. They told us to sit down on the side of the outside wall which was protected from the 
wind because it was still daylight. It was very cold up there and we put down the blankets 
that we had brought from American Farm SchoolΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ǿŜ ƘŀŘΦ hǳǊ ŦŜŜǘ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭƭ ǿŜǘ 
from different paths and water we had passed by and it was freezing, we had gone on this 
unknown journey. 

After a while we were just sitting down and I saw this guerrilla with a fresh killed 
good size goat on his shoulder. As soon as he put the goat down, without any words the 
other guerrillas started to skin it and in a few minutes the skin was off and the already 
had a chunk of meat in their hands. A little farther there was a fire with meat on sticks. 
They were around the fire barbequing ǘƘƛǎ ŘƛƴƴŜǊΦ L ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ƘǳƴƎǊȅ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ strait. 
Nobody invited us. As I started smelling the cooed meat I was going out of my mind. We 
were all huddled on the side of the wall thinking, home, nice bed, good food, and free. But 
ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŎŀǎŜ ŀ ŘǊŜŀƳ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜΦ IŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŦŀŎǘ ŀƴŘ ǊŜŀƭƛǘȅΦ How could we live to 
tell about it? 

With this thought in my mind, I saw a guerrilla cut a big chunk of meat, walked 
near us, put it down on top of some branches we had near us and say, Go ahead and cook 
ƛǘ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦέΦ .ŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƳŜ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƛƴǾƛǘation. I got up and cut it myself with a 
ƪƴƛŦŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƎǳŜǊǊƛƭƭŀ ƘŀŘ ƭŜŦǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŀǘΦ ¢ƻ Ƴȅ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ Ƴȅ 
schoolmates make any move. But we had been together and they must have been hungry 
too. But why?. I know they were sad and depressed and miserable. 

{ƻ ǿŀǎ LΦ ƘŜǊŜ L ǿŀǎΦ bƻ ƳŀƳŀ ƻǊ ǇŀǇŀ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ŎŀǊŜ ƻŦ ǳǎΦ L ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ άǘƘŜƴ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ 
ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜŀǘΣ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ƳƻǊŜ ƘǳƴƎǊȅ ƭŀǘŜǊ ƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƳŜΣ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ƛǘ ƭƻƻƪǎ 
ǘƘƻǎŜ Ǝǳȅǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǎǘŀǊǾŜ ǘƻ ŘŜŀǘƘ ƻǊ ŘƛŜ ŦǊƻƳ ŎƻƭŘ ƻǊ ŀƴything else. Hey guys, 
ǿŀƪŜ ǳǇΦ /ƻƳŜ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ŀ ǇƛŜŎŜ ƻŦ ƳŜŀǘ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀȅ ŀƭƛǾŜ ŀǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴέΦ hƴŜ ƻŦ 
ǘƘŜƳ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳǊŀƎŜ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴ ŀǇǇŜǘƛǘŜΦ L ǎŀƛŘ άhYΣ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƳŜέ L 
cut a small piece so I can put it on a stick and I told him it was shish kebab. I managed to 
cook it on the fire somehow. There was no salt, of course, but it smelled and tasted good 
just like any other shish kebab. 

After I cooked it I walked close to my friends and as soon as they saw me they 
cracked a smile. After all we were like brothers at the American Farm School, eating, 
sleeping, and sharing together for three whole years. So I came close to the eating one 
piece of meat, making faces hoe delicious it was. At the same time I cut a piece and put it 
near the mouth of the one who did not have an appetite. As I did that I saw the faces of 
the others looking at me like little hungry little birds. I gave them each a piece to taste, 
ōǳǘ ƴƻǘ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŀǘΦ L ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ Ǝƻ ŀƴŘ Řƻ ƛǘ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΦ /ƻƻƪ ƛǘ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΦέ L ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ 
surprised that after a few seconds one by one they got up and took their share of the 
meat, cooked it and came back close to me to eat it. 

Afterwards we discussed everything in a low voice. Somewhere there must be 
goats. We were pretty sure it was stolen from some poor farmer, a shepherd, because all 
ǘƘŜ ŦƻƻŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƻƭŜƴΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǇǊƻŘǳŎŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǿƴ ƛƴ ŀ ƎǳŜǊǊƛƭƭŀ ǿŀǊΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ǘƘŜȅ 
come into the villages and take any food they want with a gun. Then they go back to the 
mountains. From this point on they saidΦ άbƻ ŦŜŀǊέ Because they were close to their 
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ŘŜǎǘƛƴŀǘƛƻƴΣ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎŀƳǇǎΦ ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅΤ ǿŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ 
ŀǊƳȅ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ŦƛƴŘ ǳǎ ƘŜǊŜέΦ  

We were going to have to sleep at night and walk in the daytime. Take your 
ōƭŀƴƪŜǘǎ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƘǳǊŎƘ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇ ŦƻǊ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿ ŜŀǊƭȅΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ 
again. 

We followed one of them into the church like inseparable sheep and sat in one of 
the corners. Constantly some of us, since we were Christians, made the sign of the cross 
when we entered the church. When the guerillas saw this, they laughed at us like it was 
funny to believe in God. But they have their own religion, the religion of communism. 

Now curled in a corner, we were watching them to see what else they would do. 
First they brought some wood from outside and started a fire right in the middle of the 
little church. After they brought some more heavy wood and started singing revolutionary 
songs. They tried to teach us the words and expected us to keep up with their singing. At 
the same time, they knew first that we were here against our will, and second, we were 
not educated in their communist war yet, as one of them put it. ά¸ƻǳ Ǝǳȅǎ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ 
leaders of communism because you have education.  It is not going to be too long before 
we get the rest of you and some day when we liberate Greece. You are going to 
appreciate this. We did you a big favor by taking out of the hands of the fascist 
ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ǘƘƛǎΦ 

I almost say somethƛƴƎ ōǳǘ L ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘΦ Lƴ Ƴȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ L ǿŀǎ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΦ ά¸ŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳ 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǳǎ ƛŦ ǿŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǎǳŎƘ ŦŀǾƻǊ ǘƻ ƭƛōŜǊŀǘŜ ǳǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ ŘŜƳƻŎǊŀǘƛŎ 
ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƪŜ ǳǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ŀƴŘ Ƨƻƛƴǘ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ .ƻƭǎƘŜǾƛƪ ƛŘŜŀǎέΦ .ǳǘ 
how could I dare to express my feelings ƻǊ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ƳŜΚέ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ 
killed me right there. 

In moments like this you have to watch and listen and listen and watch, but nobody 
can twist your mind unless you want them to. We watched all this theatrical exhibition 
from a distance in the corner. They ridiculed this little church and the Christian faith any 
way they could. One of them walked in the separate holy room where only the priests are 
allowed. When he came out he was wearing the frocks of the priest and started dancing 
around the fire like a wild man.  
Since childhood, all of us had great respect for anything that was holy. Seeing this man 
going this theatrical play, I personally thought he was the devil himself right in front of us. 
We could not explain all these happenings. The other guerrillas of course were laughing 
with all their hearts at this performance, except for one guerrilla who later said to him. 
ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ Ŏǳǘ ƛǘ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ŘƻƴΩǘ Řƻ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜέΦ ²Ŝ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƻǳǘ ƭŀǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǎ 
a priest before he died, so we understood. He had some feelings after all. He was a leader 
of his mission and he wanted to have control all around. 

Everybody now was watching the flames of the fire. As we saw their wild faces tire. 
Everyone was falling asleep. It was the first time in four days that we had a little sleep. 
Early in the morning they woke us up and told us to get ready quickly. We were leaving 
the place. It was no surprise that we could not open the door since, during the night we 
had 3-4 foot snowfall because we were high in the mountains. It was cold bitter snow. We 
were in the middle of the winter. 

The head man of the guerrillas started walking in front of us. The five of us 
followed this man. We were opening the path for the rest of them to come. In a couple of 
ƘƻǳǊǎ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƻŀƪƛƴƎ ǿŜǘΣ ŎƘƛƭƭŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōƻƴŜΦ ²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ ŦŀƭƭƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ƛƴǘƻ ŘƛŎƘŜǎΦ ²Ŝ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
know where to step. The snow was almost 4 feet. The sun came out and started melting 
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the snow. All the snow in our shoes was melting. Our stocking were soaked and our feet 
ǿŜǊŜ ǿŜǘΦ ²Ŝ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀƴŘΦ ²Ŝ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǿŀƭƪ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ǿŀǊƳΦ !ƭǎƻΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ ǿƛƴŘȅ ŀƴŘ 
this was making the situation worse. 

From the slops from this mountain we could see a small village way down in the 
ǊŀǾƛƴŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ǳǎΣ άŜ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ stop any place right now because we are going by a very 
dangerous pass. There is one passage and it is possible by the national army or police. The 
ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŀǊƳƛŜǎ Ǉƻǎǎƛōƭȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŀǘ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜ ǿŀȅ Řƻǿƴ ōŜƭƻǿΣ ǎƻ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 
waste any time. By the time we reached that point it was getting dark and the fear was 
there that may be we would fall into an ambush. I was feeling numb in my feet and by 
looking into the faces of my schoolmates I realized that they must be in the same 
condition, very blue lips and watery eyes. Now we were pretty close to that designated 
point where they expected to be ambushedτand of course, it was the only way to pass 
through to the other side. As I found later, the guerrillas used a cleaver technique to full 
the national army which was probably stationed in the village. They sent a guerrilla  about 
four miles on the opposite side of the pass that we were ready to go through and told him 
to start a big fire and then come right back or find us some place on the other side. 

During all this commotion I saw that this trick really worked successfully because 
we heard gunfire from the direction of the fire, and we passed through with no problem. 
We passed very close to that last free village. Our dream to escape diminished since we 
were in guerrilla territory now and by losing our sense of direction. We were at the point 
where nobody knew where we were. It was six days after the night we were abducted. We 
were walking. Following them with wet cloths, wet feet, hungry and miserably tired. Every 
ƻƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎŀȅΤ άhY ȅƻǳ ƎǳȅǎΣ ƛƴ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƘƻǳǊǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǊŘŜŀƭ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ 
to be over, so you guys be patient, in a few hours, dry cloths, good food and nice beds are 
ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦέΦ 

LŦ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǎƻ ƴŀƠǾŜ ǿŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ any of this nonsense, but in the 
condition we were in it sounded so good to our ears. But the truth was something else. 
How could they provide us with the luxuries they promised us up here in these mountain?. 
Lǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ǘƻƻ ƭƻƴƎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǿŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳt all those big lies they told us during those 
six days and nights.  
It was evening when we arrived and met the first guard. After the right code name, the 
guard let us pass through. A few hundred yards farther we saw the first hut made of wood 
and branches from the tall trees from the surrounding thick forest. It was impossible to be 
seen from the air unless we started a fire. We started passing the first huts and we saw 
from the open said men and women staring at us as we went by. Some of theme said 
ά²ŜƭŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ƭƛōŜǊŀǘŜ DǊŜŜŎŜέΦ 

Later we saw a guerrilla jump out of his hut with an authoritarian voice he said 
ƭƻǳŘƭȅΤ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǿƘƻ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ŀōƻǳǘ ǳǎ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƛǎǎƛƻƴΦ άIŜȅΣ ȅƻǳ ƎǳȅǎΣ Ƙƻǿ 
come you did not bring the American director of the School with you for a vacation up here 
ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǳƴǘŀƛƴǎΚ L ƪƴƻǿ ƘŜ ƛǎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƻƭŘ ƳŀƴΣ ōǳǘ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŎŀǊŜ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳ ƻǊ ŎŀǊǊȅ 
ƘƛƳ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ōŀŎƪǎΦ .ǳǘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƳƛƴŘ ƻƴŜ Řŀȅ ƘŜ ǿƛƭƭ ŎƻƳŜ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƭƭ ōȅ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦέ ²Ŝ 
pretended his remarks were funny and gave him a fake smile. There were some more huts, 
all occupied and some smoke coming from the top of them. I figured out in my mind that 
inside one of them must be the nice dry cloths and beds waiting for me with a nice table 
with all kinds of food. After a while we stopped a few yards from one of them and saw one 
by one coming out and counted them. There were about 20 women and men inside that 
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little hut, and right away I came out of my day dream into the present reality. I would be 
very lucky if I had a piece of bread. 

A little bit further we saw this big pot with something inside. The cook was putting 
it in the fire and boiling something. Probably this was the kitchen area. 
¢ƘŜ ƎǳŜǊǊƛƭƭŀ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά{ǘŀƴŘ ōȅ ŀƴŘ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǎƻƻƴ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀǊǊŀƴƎŜ ǘƻ 
put each of you to those huts so you can go and get warm and dry your cloths. 
¢ƘŜ Ŏƻƻƪ ŎŀƳŜ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƻ ǳǎ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ Ǝǳȅǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŀǊŜ ƘǳƴƎǊȅΤ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ 
ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳΣ ƛƴ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ƘƻǳǊǎ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΣ LΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ Ŏƻǿ ƻƴ 
the stove, ƛǘΩǎ boiling in the pot. 
 
 

 
This mam shows the rout we followed for eight days to reach the guerrilla camp on the 
mountain of Holomon in the county of Khalkidhiki. The walk was done only after dark all 
night to avoid detection and during the day we were hiding in thick bushes always with 
guns on our back in treacherous weather, without food, water and shelter. 
 
We are standing with all total strangers. Suddenly we heard a loud voice from the higher 
distance where there were guards to watch for air raids. We heard him calling down. 
ά!ƛǊǇƭŀƴŜǎΣ ŀƛǊǇƭŀƴŜǎέ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻƻƪ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀǎǘŜ ŀƴȅ ǘƛƳŜΤ ƘŜ ŘǳƳǇŜŘ ǘǿƻ ōƛƎ ōǳŎƪŜǘǎ ƻŦ 
water which he kept near the by for this occasion, I guess, on the gire. In two or three 
minutes you could hardly see any smoke from the area. I guess they must have done this 
many many times before. They were expert in this kind of defense. 

 We could see those two planes through the trees. They circled around couple of 
times and they took off. The coƻƪ ƎǳŜǊǊƛƭƭŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά5ŀƳƴ ǘƘƻǎŜ ōŀǎǘŀǊŘǎΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ 
ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ǇŜŀŎŜΣ ŜǾŜƴ ŦƻǊ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊ ƻǊ ǘǿƻ ǘƻ Ŏƻƻƪ ȅƻǳǊ ŘƛƴƴŜǊΦέ 
After some more nasty remarks he tries to start the fire again and by that time it was 
getting dark. 


