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POST-GREECE 
 

Private Robert (‘Clive’) Dunn, 4th Queens Own Hussars, RAC 
 

After three days and nights, travelling in these appalling conditions, they arrived at Belgrade 
station, where they were allowed out of their wagon and given a piece of corn bread and a ladle of 
soup each. Once these morsels were consumed, it was back on the train once more, and onward 
towards Austria. 
 
   After many more terrifying hours travelling in these dirty, cramped and sickening conditions, the 
train finally arrived at its destination. They alighted, somewhere in alpine Austria, and staggered 
on for a further half an hour to Wolfsburg concentration camp. The guards continuously lined 
them up to be counted, over and over. They were put into showers, and then given a new set of 
clothing to replace their own tatty, lice ridden uniforms. They were also fed, and then put into a 
compound. 
 
   Next day they received no food whatsoever. They lined up to tell a German clerk their prewar 
occupations. In an effort to get some food, around 70% of the 2000 prisoners claimed they had 
been butchers. Clive told the truth, saying he was an actor. After the interviews, the Germans 
sorted where they would put the men. Clive was one of fifty who was taken to the town and again 
put on a train. 
 
   Hours later they stopped at a siding, and were forced to march miles through the night up an 
alpine path with the smell of pines filling the air around. They arrived at a cabin, where they slept. 
Next morning they could see the place they had stayed was a mountain village called Pruggern. 
This was to be Clive’s home for the next few months. They were there to widen a mountain track, 
on a cliff face, with picks. The prisoners pretended to be working hard on the road, but in fact they 
never intended to finish the job for Hitler, bluffing their way by waving their arms about and 
looking busy. 
 
   The only enjoyment the prisoners could derive in this place was making fun of the guards. Their 
diet consisted mainly of just potatoes, which caused problems to some. Clive developed a large 
lump under his arm and was marched off to a doctor, who squeezed it, causing Clive to pass out 
with pain for a short time. For three days he couldn’t move his arm, which meant he did not have 
to work on the road.   
 
   Morale was very low. The only relief was the arrival of the Red Cross parcels, filled with 
margarine, oats, bully beef, prunes, sugar, cigarettes and chocolate. Escape wasn’t an option. 
When two Irish prisoners decided to try, a British staff sergeant went straight to the guard 
commander and told him. The Austrian guard shouted at the Irishmen, threatening them with his 
pistol. Clive and others were shocked that the staff sergeant had narked. Other’s thoughts of 
escape were now forgotten. Shortly after this incident, Clive found an audience for an impromptu 
performance, when two friends asked him to do a routine from his days as an actor. He did the 
well known routine of the family of funny faces trying to blow out a candle. About fifty men 
watched enthusiastically, really lifting his spirits. 
 
   When winter brought snow, work on the road was much more difficult. Parcels arrived from 
Britain, supplying the men with new battledress and boots. Until this time they had worn Austrian 
civilian clothing, and clogs. Once more they looked like a part of the British army. With new boots, 
their footwear problems caused by the clogs were over, but the cold still caused moustaches and 
eyelashes to freeze. It was the coldest winter in Austria for forty years. 
 
   When the weather began to warm up, they were shifted to another prison. This was on the top of 
a three storey school in Liezen. There were just two rooms, and over twenty men were squashed 
into each. The rooms were filled with bunks, and a few tables, and the barred windows looked into 
the town square. They had no outdoor compound, and once locked in, it felt very claustrophobic. 
The only time they went out was on work parties to build council flats or work on a new 
slaughterhouse.  
 
   Clive found he now had the responsibility of not only medical orderly, but also interpreter. Then 
he was also voted camp leader. He had to pass on all messages between the prisoners and the 
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guards, negotiate their working terms with the Germans, accompany sick men to the doctor and 
sort out any disputes. This was something he didn’t enjoy, especially as he spoke very little 
German or Austrian. But soon Clive negotiated to have the Germans take their photos so the 
prisoners could send them home to their parents. He also arranged for the men to be taken to the 
cinema, and for a weekly football match on a nearby field. These requests were readily agreed to 
by the Austrian guards.  
 
   The Germans paid the prisoners for their work so as to not be accused of slavery. Unfortunately 
this camp money, or Lagergeld, was useless, as Clive found after being taken to the shops with a 
long list of goods to be bought for the 50 men. The shop owners would only sell him three razor 
blades and a box of matches. A few days later Clive was taken to the shops to try again. On his 
return, a huge Nazi flag had been hung on the prison. His escorting guard said a high ranking 
official was passing through the town, and flags were being hung on all buildings. One of the 
prisoners took offence, and reached through the bars to set it alight. Other prisoners eventually 
extinguished it. Then the guards rushed in, and pushed the men out into the street. Villagers were 
calling for blood, and the guards asked Clive, as camp leader and interpreter, who had lit the fire. 
Everyone remained silent.  
 
   A German sergeant-major arrived and said if no-one owned up within five minutes, they would 
begin shooting one in every three men. Clive had to translate this threat to his friends. Then a 
young girl from the village claimed to be a witness, and picked out the culprit. The man she 
picked, called George, was innocent, but despite the insistence of his alibi, he was marched off to 
the village cell. As the prisoners were going back indoors, a fellow inmate collapsed in guilt and 
admitted to Clive he had lit the fire. He wanted the Germans to know, so George wouldn’t be 
harmed. Clive had to translate this to the guards, and George was released, while the real culprit 
was marched off to the cells. Clive had to assist the man to make a statement admitting the 
lighting of the flag. When Clive returned to the prison, he decided to resign as camp leader. He 
continued as the interpreter however. The privileges Clive had secured were taken away, but the 
commandant did allow the photo session to go ahead.  
 
   Soon all British NCO’s were moved from the prison, as only troopers were allowed to be forced 
to work under the Geneva Conventions. A new intake of prisoners arrived to replace them, all 
privates and troopers. Two of them, Andy and Bill, became close friends with Clive. They decided 
to attempt an escape, not to get back to Britain, but to go to the pictures. They made a copy of the 
key which locked them in, and from that time on they could all come and go as they pleased at 
night while the guard slept in his bunk room. One prisoner who took advantage of this was having 
an affair with a woman in the village while her husband was away in the German army. One night, 
as Clive was about to let this man in again, the guard approached. The prisoner didn’t hear Clive’s 
signal to hide, and continued to knock. The guard opened the door, and surprisingly welcomed 
him in and locked the door. Bribes of Red Cross cigarettes kept the guard quiet, but new locks 
were fitted the next day.  
 
   During the winter, the prisoners were used by the Germans to cut ice from the frozen river Enns. 
This ice was given to the locals to store in their cellars until summer. After several days, around 
thirty prisoners developed chills and high temperatures. Clive had to administer aspirins to them, 
which were in short supply. One day Clive and his friend Andy decided to put on a concert to 
cheer everyone up. They wrote some sketches, and prisoner George Parrish played an accordion. 
The audience loved it. 
 
   On another occasion some of the prisoners were sent to work in an ammunition factory. This 
was the first time any of them had been detailed to do war work. The men refused, quoting the 
Geneva Convention, but the army forced them to work at gun point right through the night. Back 
in the prison Clive was unaware of the situation. He had brewed up tea for the workers several 
times, awaiting their return. By the time they finally did get back, a high ranking officer had 
decided that forcing British soldiers to do war work was too much hassle, and the idea was 
dropped. 
 
   For a long time the Red Cross parcels failed to be delivered to Liezen, but Clive was surprised to 
be told one day that some packages had arrived addressed to him. His mother had arranged for 
his church to send a parcel every week, and somehow they had built up to eight parcels all 
arriving at once. He shared them out, and the prisoners laid on a banquet with the food from these 
parcels. 
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   After many months of fulfilling the duties of cleaning the prison each day while the other 
prisoners went out to work, Clive grew tired of the task, and so he handed the job onto another 
prisoner. He was now detailed to again work on building the slaughterhouse. Due to his lack of 
experience in the building trade, he generally only carried out menial tasks, but once he was 
asked by the foreman to build a partition wall. Later in the day the foreman was taking a cigarette 
break. As he did so, he leant on Clive’s wall, which collapsed in a heap around him!  
 
   On another day a concrete mixer was brought in. Clive and his fellow prisoners had to lug 
wheelbarrows full of concrete up and down ramps all day. When their usual break time came, they 
were told they could not stop work as they only had the mixer for the one day. Clive decided to 
make a stand of defiance for his fellow workers, who were worn out from the heavy work. He 
turned over his barrow and sat on it. The other prisoners downed tools and followed suit. The Nazi 
builder was furious,  and sent a guard to get the camp commandant.  
 
   By the time the commandant arrived they were working again. Instead of approaching the 
builder, the he went to Clive, and asked what the problem was. Clive showed him the work they 
were doing and asked him to lift a barrow of concrete to feel the weight himself. He then explained 
they had merely asked for their usual break. On hearing Clive, the commandant told the guards to 
return the prisoners to the billet. He felt they had done enough work and said they could have the 
rest of the day off. The men couldn’t believe it, they were expecting to be shot for striking rather 
than this. However the commandant’s humanitarian behaviour towards the British obviously didn’t 
please the builder, a Nazi party member, because in two days the commandant was posted 
elsewhere. Most probably to the Russian front. 
 
   Clive became quite ill with chronic colitis. He had been treated for it many times, and nothing 
had cured the complaint. Eventually he was taken to a hospital in Rottermann, where he was taken 
care of by nuns, and was treated to the luxury of a hot bath, something he’d not had for three and 
a half years. He was allowed to sleep for three days. Then the nuns began to do some tests, 
forcing him to swallow a rubber tube, through which they drew fluid from his stomach. He could 
not eat for two days, and for the next three weeks he was able to lie blissfully in hospital. 
Eventually it was time to return to Liezen, where he regaled stories to his fellow inmates about his 
trip away. 
 
   As the war situation grew better for the Allies, and worse and worse for the Nazis, the Austrians 
were changing their attitude towards the Germans. An announcement was made to the prisoners 
by an Austrian guard. He said if Allied paratroops land in the area they had been ordered to take 
the prisoners up into the hills and shoot them. However, the guard explained that he and his fellow 
guards had decided to ignore this order, and if the Allies did turn up, they would be taken into the 
hills and protected till the Allies arrived to liberate them. Also a little later on while making a visit 
to a dentist, Clive was surprised when the Austrian dentist stuffed a map of Yugoslavia into his 
battledress for him to use in an escape. Clive later handed it onto another prisoner. 
 
   He would sometimes get parcels from home. When a clothing parcel arrived, Clive gained a 
second pair of boots, several pairs of socks and two woollen pullovers. He also received some 
French Fern soap from his mother. He once received a letter from his grandmother, who always 
called him ‘Buddy’, in which remarks she’d written had been censored by both the British and the 
Germans, resulting in a letter which only read “Dear Buddy...       Love, Nana.” Clive wrote of this, 
“The laugh this letter evoked was worth all the loss of news.” 
 
    Despite his time in hospital, Clive’s illness still lingered. By now he could not digest nor enjoy 
the food from his Red Cross parcels. He heard that he might be able to get treatment at Wolfsburg 
camp, where he’d originally been imprisoned on arrival to Austria. He convinced the doctor to 
transfer him there, and so he said goodbye to Liezen for good. 
 
Upon boarding a train to leave Liezen, where Clive had spent several years as a prisoner, he 
thought back on his times there. He remembered when they had distilled ‘phong’ on the stove, a 
strong spirit brewed from Red Cross prunes and raisins in an old barrel. He also recalled when a 
storm had hit the village, and the thunder echoing around the mountains almost bursting their 
eardrums. One of the bars on the window had been hit by lightning, sending a current across the 
stove. The same night they had all partied hard for someone’s birthday, and many became quite 
drunk. Clive had seen that they all laughed themselves to sleep by telling a comic story that he 
made up as he went. 
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   On arrival at Wolfsburg, or Stalag XVIIIA, he found there were in residence prisoners from many 
countries. Dutch, Russian, Polish, French, Belgian, English, Scottish, Irish, Welsh, New 
Zealanders, Australians, Canadians and Americans. He was greeted by his old pal Dave Bradford 
and other fellow 4th Hussar Regiment friends. He underwent medical treatment by British medical 
staff, and then he was put ‘in smoke’, meaning his records were ‘lost’ on purpose by those 
prisoners who worked in the German admin building, and the Germans no longer knew he existed 
there. This was to ensure he wasn’t shifted off to another camp. He had to hide every time the 
Germans did a roll call. All sorts went on that the Nazis were unaware of. He was shown a crystal 
set hidden inside a book in the camp library. Every night the news would be listened to, and 
relayed to all the prisoners within minutes. 
 
   Soon he was asked to play the auctioneer in the camp concert party’s next production, The Skin 
Game. He jumped at the chance, putting everything into it. He was the only professional actor 
among the thousands of men in the camp. The theatre became the centre of his attention, and one 
day the New Zealand padre in charge of the theatre decided to do a huge production for Christmas 
of Ivor Novello’s Glamorous Nights, with full costume, an orchestra and a chorus. Clive was asked 
to play the female lead, a gypsy princess, in a figure clinging dress and wig. The show was widely 
appreciated by the audiences. Unfortunately plans for it to run for a week were disrupted when the 
stove caught fire and burned the shed theatre down. 
 
   Following the fire, the theatre group decided to put on a concert to cheer the camp up. Clive 
visited a hut where a friend Johnny McGeorge had a joke book. He got a few gags from the book 
for his act, and then walked the twenty or so yards back to his own hut. Suddenly the ground 
shook with explosions, the camp was being bombed by American bombers who were off track. 
The raid stopped as quickly as it started, but several huts had been destroyed and the ground was 
pitted with craters. One of the huts blown up was the one Clive had just left three minutes before, 
and his friend was killed. Clive, remembering he was a medic, jumped into a crater and rescued a 
German guard from beneath a beam. The guard scrambled out and ran off without so much as a 
thank you. Forty prisoners had died in the raid. Following this, and despite being ‘in smoke’, Clive 
nursed the wounded in the camp hospital. He even assisted the surgeon during operations. He 
found the Red Cross supplied more advanced drugs to the British prisoners than the Germans 
even had. The British medics actually deliberately slowed the recovery of prisoners’ wounds so 
they would have more time off work parties. 
 
   Eventually Clive became tired of living ‘in smoke’, so he had the man who worked in the records 
office to re-find his cards, and he became an official prisoner again. He and a New Zealander who 
had also just come out of smoke, were put on a train to a village called Gundorf. He was billeted 
on a farm, with a family who treated him well, and fed him hearty meals. He worked on their farm 
as a labourer, where the main crops in the area were maize and grapes. The place had a peaceful 
atmosphere and he easily could forget the war. 
 
   At Easter, 1945, the German guard decided they were leaving. Clive found it sad to leave the 
family, and they too were upset at his departure. They marched from village to village, picking up 
more and more prison labourers who had been billeted out like Clive. Soon there were more than 
sixty of them. Then out of the blue, having had enough of the war, the guard simply said ‘Auf 
wiedersehen’ and deserted. The stunned Allied prisoners cheered him on as he left. 
 
   They decided to head west, towards the Allied lines, but  soon came to a village with more 
prisoners, escorted by armed guards. Joining them, the Germans marched them towards Barvaria. 
They walked for four long weeks, bartering with peasants for food as they went in exchange for 
woollen socks or scarves. They also ate stinging nettles and dandelion leaves, while some French 
prisoners collected snails for food. As they progressed, more and more prisoners joined the 
exodus.  
 
   At one village Clive stole a handcart, so they could carry their food and goods. At another village 
some parcels were discovered in a rubbish dump, and in an amazing co-incidence one of them 
was addressed to Clive! It contained 400 Sweet Caporal cigarettes, and had been sent by his 
church. The cigarettes were shared out to use as bartering currency for food. Also here, he met 
many of his old friends from Liezen. At a farm one evening they found several carts loaded with 
potatoes. Within minutes little fires had been lit and the men were boiling up their scavenged 
spuds.  
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   Eventually they reached a camp at Markt Pongau, where they were put into a compound 
surrounded with barbed wire. Although they were not aware of it, this place was intended by the 
Germans to hold the prisoners as hostages during the final battles of the war. Again they were 
starving, so one day Clive and others broke out through the wire and raided a warehouse in 
search of food. All they found was sacks of sugar, so Clive lived on white sugar, raw or boiled in 
water or tea, for the next three days.  
 
   After almost a week of waiting in this camp, where by now only one or two guards remained, a 
number of US troops in jeeps arrived. They were at last liberated. After several more journeys, via 
Salzburg and Belgium, Clive eventually arrived back in England. The war in Europe was now over, 
but the war with Japan continued. Clive remained in the army, and after a short leave to see his 
parents, he reported to a base in the north of England. Here he found he had the vital job of 
picking up pieces of paper around the perimeter, for weeks and weeks. Despite attempts to 
convince the military to discharge him on medical grounds, Clive served on at Devizes as a 
medical orderly until the end of 1946 before finally being released from the army. He went straight 
back into professional acting, and it was at this point he registered with Equity, changing his real 
name of Robert Dunn to his stage name of Clive Dunn. 

 
 
Arbeitskommando: 
 
Clive was first assigned to Work Party 1301/L  (land work) at the small village of Pruggern about 60km 
ESE of Salzberg and 40km WSW of Leizen.  Here he spent his first extremely cold Austrian mountain 
winter, being moved to Leizen early in 1942 (Leizen itself is about 100km ESE of Salzberg).  There are no 
details of 1301/L in Ian Brown’s “Stalag 18A” website, but plenty referring to camps 970, 975 & 976/GW, 
from which the following information is taken. 

Work Camps  970, 975 & 976 GW 
 

Location: Liezen 
Type of work: Factory work 
Man of Confidence: Tpr Arthur Whitehouse, 1962? (16.2.43) 
                                   (Arthur Grief, 2147 in Oct. 1944) 
Number of Men: 30 

 

The POWs were held in the building marked with an X 
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Known to be present 
 

Forename Surname Rank Unit POW Comments 

Arthur E. Grief Dvr RE 2447  or 2147 MOC Oct '44 

Charles Edward Victor Thompson Gnr RA 6994 Italy POW 

Arthur Whitehouse Tpr RAC 1961? MOC Feb. '43; transf'd to Stalag 4B? 

 
Charles Thompson and the other POWs befriended an Austrian family, the Vasolds,  whilst working in 
Liezen. The youngest daughter of the family, Helga, sadly died just before Christmas 1944, aged 3. The 
POWs were present at the funeral and took flowers. In 2007, Diana Watts, the daughter of Gnr 
Thompson, contacted the surviving brothers and visited Liezen. Sadly, since that visit, Wolfgang has died. 
(Diana also died in February, 2010.) 
 

 
 

 

The Vasold 
Family 

Wolfgang, Ferdinand & Anneliese 
with Helga 

The funeral of Helga 
(24.12.1944) 

  

 

  

  
Wolfgang & Ferdinand with Diana 

(2007) 
  

 
Richard Aigner, who lives in Leizen, has sent me the following photos taken by his great-aunt during the 
war. On 6 May 1945, the POWs were liberated by combined American and Russian forces. 
 

 

 

 

English returning to camp 
after a day's work 

May 1942 

English POWs off to 
work 

English POWs laying stone 
March 1945 

 

 

 

English POWs in the Old 
School 

6 May 1945 

Civilians and English 
POWs 

People of Liezen and former 
POWs 

waiting for the Americans and 
Russians 

http://www.stalag18a.org.uk/watts/watts05.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org.uk/watts/watts06.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org.uk/watts/watts07.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org.uk/watts/watts08.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org.uk/aigner/aigner01.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org.uk/aigner/aigner02.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org.uk/aigner/aigner03.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org.uk/aigner/aigner04.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org.uk/aigner/aigner05.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org.uk/aigner/aigner06.jpg
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Red Cross Inspection Report 
 
Date of visit: 16 February 1943 
 
General Description 
The prisoners of war live in an old school-house on two floors. The building although old is solid and 
healthy. 
 
Interior arrangement 
In 2 schoolrooms there are two-storied beds along the wall in a row. The other half of the long room 
serves as a day room and is furnished with tables and benches. Each room holds 15 men. The heating 
and the light are adequate. 
 
Bathing and washing facilities 
Hot showers can be had in the factory where the men work, but not regularly. On each floor of the men's 
quarters there is a tap with running water and they use to have some hot water ready, when they come in 
from work. 
 
Toilet facilities 
Adequate. 
 
Food and Cooking 
The kitchen is in a big building some 10 minutes from the camp. It is quite spacious and the men take 
their meals there. It is a bit narrow for 30 men, but in summer they can eat in a park-like garden next to 
the big building where they have tables and benches under a cover. 
 
Medical attention and sickness 
Every time they are in need of medical attention, patients here go to a civil doctor, who is said to be very 
good. Furthermore a British medical orderly is here to look after the patients. Dental treatment is very 
satisfactory here. The civil dentist does every kind of dental work which is required, dentures of course 
being charged for. 
 
Clothing 
The same arrangements as for the other work camps will have to be made with Stalag XVIIIA. 
 
Laundry 
The laundry is done partly by the men themselves, partly by some washer-women. 
 
Money and Pay 
No complaint. 
 
Canteen 
Has to be arranged with Stalag. 
 
Religious activity 
The same as in the other camps of his district. 
 
Recreation and exercise 
The men can play football. 
 
Mail 
Mail is scarce and irregular. 
 
Welfare work 
In order. 
 
Complaints 
Some complaints of minor importance were brought forth before the inspector: 
a) As often in old buildings the fight against fleas in the dormitory has not yet been crowned with success. 
b) The men ask for rubber shoes as they have to work in the water all day for the town. Steps will be 
taken to procure them through the town's administration. 
c) There is no real drying room available when the men come in wet from their work. This matter will be 



 8 

studied by the Commander of the guards' company. 
d) The working parties at the concrete machines are often too little and the work, going on without 
stopping, is very strenuous. this will also be put straight by the competent authorities. 
e) There is no possibility to stay out-of-doors on Saturday afternoon and Sundays, the school house 
having no compound which could be closed by barbed wire. In summer, this is very hard to bear. Walks 
will be arranged when the weather is warm, to allow the men to have some rest outside their prison. 
f) Some musical instruments, especially a guitar would be welcome. The Y.M.C.A. will be informed of this. 
g) There is no Geneva Convention in this camp. Stalag XVIIIA promised to send one. 
 
General impression 
Materially, this camp is not very good but the spirit is excellent and the British Man of Confidence is well 
supported by the German NCO who is in charge of it. 
 
 
 
Back to Wolfsberg 
 
Clive returned to Stalag XVIIIA in late 1944 (definitely in time to be involved in the theatrical productions of 
“The Skin Game” in October and “Glamorous Nights” in December and the unfortunate air raid of 18 Dec., 
(where his Ambulance Medical experience was put to good use). 
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The End of the Theatre 

'We had been trying for months to stage 'Glamorous Nights', without success. The German censor who 
dealt with all our plays didn't like Noel Coward's military-style music at all. According to him, the music 
was far too military and that some of it was too patriotic. Having transposed all Clive Dunn's music, Fritz 
(Southworth) and Ken Willmott had the doubtful privilege of altering all of the remaining music. However, 
this great musical went on at last, playing to packed houses all week. On the Saturday night, two chaps 
who shared a room behind the theatre had found an electric hot plate but, unfortunately, they left it on 
whilst they saw the show. It could never be proved but, halfway through the show, the whole place was a 
blazing inferno. The wooden structure was engulfed in flames and we were lucky to get everybody out. 
Our beloved theatre, including all the props and costumes, was lost. Some of the boys were in tears as 
they saw the results of all the work they had lovingly put in over so many years being destroyed in an 
hour.' 

 
 

Destruction of the Camp Hospital by the mis-targeted USAAF air raid 
 
 
Stalag XVIIIC 
 
Like most of the PoWs from Wolfsberg and outlying Work Camps, Clive was marched the 200 miles or so 
to Stalag XVIIIC at Markt Pongau.  Here he was liberated by the advancing American forces and 
eventually flown out of Salzberg airfield to start on the last leg home. 
 

  
 

At last the journey’s beginning for the journey’s end at last 
 

 
 


