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POST-GREECE 
 

Trooper Frederick David Cozens, 3 RTR, RAC 
 

Relevant pages from Fred’s MI9 post-liberation PoW questionnaire are shown overleaf, but significant primary 
details are highlighted immediately below.  The original layout, (mis)spelling and punctuation is preserved as 
far as is reasonable. 
 
 
Liberated PoW Questionnaire WO 344/75/2 (from National Archives, Kew) 
 
(Stalag XVIIIA & XVIIID PoW Registration Number:  6022) 
 
(Service) No:  7883447  Rank: Tpr  Surname: Cozens 
Christian Names: Frederick David 
(Note His third given name was ‘Ash’ but he never used it) 
Ship:   -   
Unit:   3rd Batt  Royal Tank Regiment   
Division:  2nd Armoured 
Date of Birth:  18 – 1 - 13 
Date of Enlistment: 24 – 6 - 32 
Civilian Profession: Motor Mechanic 
Civilian Qualifications: -  
Private Address: Kersbrook, Budleigh Salterton, Dorset 
    
Place & Date of Original Capture: Port Argus (sic) (Greece)  29th - 4 - 41 
Wounded when Captured?  No 
Main Camps in which Imprisoned: 

Transit   Selonika (sic)  May   June 
 306 XVIIID Marberg  20–6-41 10-7-41 

 
Working Camps: Yugoslavia    10-7-41  6-8-41  Road 
   Neudorf (Austria)   7-8-41  14-9-41  Farm 
   Gleisdorf    6-3-42  24-5-45  Farm 
 
Serious Illnesses: Abcess (Neck)  Weak Condition  4 months 
Medical Attention: Yes 
 
Escapes attempted: GLEISDORF  29-3-45 TILL 9-4-45.  Lager escape, two companions, Sullivan Thomas 

N.Z., Halley J, A.I.F. captured on 9-4-45  SS soldiers in woods several miles distant 
from Lager and brought back with companions. 

 

         
 
2-storey warehouse “our temporary home” (SB)           Same building in 2009 (Archivist’s collection) 

    at Stalag XVIIID, Marberg, 1941                
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Trooper Frederick Cozens’ PoW Questionnaire, Page 1 of 3 
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Trooper Frederick Cozens’ PoW Questionnaire, Page 2 of 3 
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Trooper Frederick Cozens’ PoW Questionnaire, Page 3 of 3 
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Page 1 of Fred’s debrief questionnaire tells us that immediately after the dreadful 5-day cattle-truck rail 
journey from Salonika he was initially installed, medically examined and legally registered as a Prisoner of 
War under the Geneva Convention at Stalag XVIIID, Marberg, Northern Yugoslavia on 20th June 1941.  Some 
prisoners from Greece were delivered to Marberg; most went on to the major controlling regional Stalag 
(XVIIIA) at Wolfsberg, over the border in Austria. 

 
At Stalag XVIIID, Marberg, Yugoslavia (now Maribor, Slovenia) Fred would have been issued 

with an ID wrist tag like the one above but with his unique PoW number on it 
(this one is stamped Frontstalag 306 5924 – the Archivist’s father’s)  

 
 
Fred was resident in Stalag XVIIID until 10th July 1941.  He then joined a Work Partry in “Yugoslavia” 
(presumably not too far from Marberg) engaged on road making and/or mending till 6th August.  Then followed 
another short stint, this time on a farm over the border in Austria (7th August – 14th September) – helping with 
the harvest? – at a location he called Neudorf.  This could have been one of three Neudorf villages in the 
vicinity: 

i) Neudorf am der Mur, Gabersdorf; Arbkdo 521/L, (30 km S of Graz)  
ii) Neudorf bei Ilz, 795/L, (40km E of Graz), 
iii) Neudorf im Sausal, St Andra-Hock, 1750/L. (8 km S of Wolfsberg). 

Option iii) is least likely, being so close to the well-populated Stalag XVIIIA. 
 
Fred then seems to have “over-wintered” in Stalag XVIIID (his debrief never mentions going to XVIIIA – but 
then it doesn’t mention Stalag XVIIIC either). Late winter and/or early spring 1942 (in which ever Stalag it was) 
perhaps presented the opportunity to treat and remove a serious carbuncle on his neck at the camp hospital.  
Apparently there was also a civilian hospital in Wolfsberg which was occasionally used to treat PoWs if 
absolutely necessary.  Maybe likewise in Marberg.  His souvenir hospital photo (shown below) is “Gepruft” on 
the rear with the rubber stamp of Stalag XVIIID.  The background looks like a brick-built permanent town 
structure – but where? 
 
Hospital 

 

“There is a photo of Dad with his head bandaged.  He is at a 
“hospital” for POW’s in Austria.  He developed a huge carbuncle on 
the back of his neck that was making it hard for him to work to full 
capacity at the farms; he would have eventually died from it.  Dad was 
quite strong and a hard worker so it was decided that he should be 
taken to hospital for surgery. He was given a half a bottle of whiskey 
as a sedative, held face down and his carbuncle was then surgically 
removed.  It was painful but he said it saved his life. 
 
Dad had observed that the difference between survival and death was 
whether or not a person could still stay positive enough to hope that 
they would eventually be free.  He saw how men died when they lost 
hope.   Many of the prisoners died from what we would call, simple 
diseases.  They had all sorts of lice, crabs and borrowing creatures in 
their skin.  Many times they would shave off the hair from their heads 
and bodies and pick these insects out of each other’s skins.  They 
were given disinfectant to douse themselves with after the event.  He 
said it was terrible when the hair was growing back because you had 
to resist the temptation to scratch yourself raw.  If you did, you would 
be at risk for a nasty skin infection from which, in your compromised 
state, you could easily die.” 

 

    Fred in head & neck bandages 
     (exact date & place unknown) 
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He was then attached to a long-term farm Work Party at Gleisdorf, 20 km E of Graz on 6th March 1942.  Apart 
from a short-lived escape from 29th March to 9th April 1945 Fred was part of the 110/L team until the 
abandonment of the Work Parties as the German regime collapsed, quoted by Fred as being 20th April 1945. 
 
However, his daughter informs us that during April Fred and his colleagues, like many PoWs in south-eastern 
Austria, were marched the 150 miles or so north & west over the Tauern mountains to Stalag XVIIIC at Markt 
Pongau (now Sankt Johann im Pongau).  This was away from the Russian Army advancing into Austria from 
the east and towards the American Army advancing into Austria from Italy to the west – a policy much 
preferred by the prisoners and their guards alike. 
 
 
From Ian Brown’s “Stalag 18A” website:  

Work Camp  110 L 
 

 
 

Location: Urscha (near Gleisdorf) 
Type of work: Farmwork 
Man of Confidence: Sgmn Thomas Sullivan? 
Number of Men: 10 
 
Known to be present: 
 

Forename Surname Rank Unit POW Comments 

Eric Barnes         

Richard Barton   RASC     

John A. Couper Pte 21 Bn. 7522 New Zealand 

Fred Cozens Tpr RAC 6022 Dorset 

John Halley Pte 2/11 Inf. Bn. 7053 Australia; also 223/L 

Percy Harris Dvr RASC 7831   

John Harvey   RASC 3012   

V.J. Saunders Gnr RA 2233 Islington, London 

Ronald Sharp   RASC     

Thomas Stone Dvr RASC 7837   

Reg J. Stow Pte 6 Div. AASC 7444 Australia 

Thomas Daniel Sullivan Sgmn NZ Div. Sigs. 4246 New Zealand 

C.W. (Bobby) Tull Pte 2/6 Inf. Bn. 7440 Australia 

  
Names and photos supplied by Denis Sullivan, son of Thomas Sullivan. 
 
Thomas Sullivan & John Halley were fellow escapers with Fred, 29:3:45 - 9:4:45 (see Page 1) 
 
  

 

 

 

 

http://www.stalag18a.org/wc223L.html
http://www.stalag18a.org/sullivan/sullivan0006.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org/sullivan/sullivan0007.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org/sullivan/sullivan0008.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org/sullivan/sullivan0009.jpg
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http://www.stalag18a.org/sullivan/sullivan0010.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org/sullivan/sullivan0011.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org/sullivan/sullivan0012.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org/sullivan/sullivan0013.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org/sullivan/sullivan0001.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org/sullivan/sullivan0002.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org/sullivan/sullivan0003.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org/sullivan/sullivan0004.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org/sullivan/sullivan0005.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org/sullivan/sullivan0022.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org/sullivan/sullivan0027.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org/sullivan/sullivan0030.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org/sullivan/sullivan0014.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org/sullivan/sullivan0015.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org/sullivan/sullivan0016.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org/sullivan/sullivan0018.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org/sullivan/sullivan0019.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org/sullivan/sullivan0020.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org/sullivan/sullivan0023.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org/sullivan/sullivan0024.jpg
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Drawing by Trooper Fred Cozens, 3 RTR, 1944 
 

            
 

    Fred in the orchard in          Fred, Dick & John 
   Spring (year unknown) 
     (note ‘foreign’ uniform) 
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      ‘Lager, March 1943’            ‘Lager 110/L, Xmas 1944’ 
 
 
International Red Cross Inspection Report 

Date of visit: 22nd January 1943 (taken from a report on several small Work Parties) 

Interior arrangement 

One or two large rooms in a farm. The POWs have beds or plank beds of one or two tiers furnished with 
palliasses or mattresses. The peasants give them blankets or eiderdowns in sufficient quantity. Lighting is 
only supplied by oil lamps, filled with difficulty. The delegates obtained an assurance from the competent 
authorities that the quantity of fuel supplied for lighting purposes shall be doubled. The prisoners do not 
complain of the cold and when the temperature is very low the prisoners stay as long as possible in the 
houses of their employers. They return to their barracks only to sleep. 

Toilet facilities 

Very primitive. The prisoners have some basins and wash themselves either at the laundry or in the courtyard 
of the farm. Each week they can heat water up for a bath. 

Food and Cooking 

The prisoners share their employers' meals and they do not complain about the food. On Sundays the 
prisoners prepare the foodstuffs which come from the personal and collective parcels at their own quarters. 

Clothing 

All the prisoners possess one complete uniform. This is in more or less good condition depending on the date 
of their last stay in the Stalag where it is possible to exchange worn clothes for some in better condition. 
Certain men still have some articles of French, Belgian or Yugoslav uniform which they were given at some 
time or other at Stalag XVIIID. The Delegates were assured that each prisoner will receive a complete new 
outfit which will come from the stocks in the old camps XVIIIB (annexe, ex-XVIIID) and XVIIIB, which are 
about to be closed down. 

Laundry 

Done by such prisoners as can heat the necessary water. In the winter the clothing has to be dried in the 
prisoners' rooms. 

 



 10 

Money and Pay 

The usual pay is RM 18.20 per month. 

Complaints 

The prisoners complain that they do not get enough time for their mid-day meals. They only get from 10 to 15 
minutes instead of the regulation half hour. The delegates were assured that this question would very soon be 
gone into and settled. 

 
 

 
Fred’s Observations on Camp Life 
 
From his daughter: 

 
“Dad told me that when he was first at the camp he had lingered too long in bed one morning and got a good whack with a 
rifle butt across his back along with a lot of cursing from a guard.  He said he never made that mistake again. 
 
It was about this time that Dad started to teach himself German out of a small dictionary that he had secured from one of 
the guards.  He spoke “Low German” with the guards and with the accompanying “local” accent.  His German continued to 
improve until one day the guards took him to the Commandant who then put pressure on him to change sides.  The 
Commandant said, “You speak German, you have fair hair and blue eyes, you are Arian, Yes?”  Dad said he was asked 
several times to do this, which of course, he never did.  He wanted to learn German in the hope he could understand what 
was going on in the camp.  The idea was to gain any possible advantage to the POW’s and that the guards may well treat 
him and the others better if he could communicate with them as one human being to another.  It was a matter of survival.  
He got to know many of the guards in this way and he felt certain empathy from them because they could communicate 
“man to man instead of enemy to enemy”.  As he said, “If you make your enemy your friend, you will have no enemies”. 
 
The prisoners would get up about four in the morning every day and be marched about five miles to the farms to work all 
day there before being marched back to the camp in the late afternoon or early evening, depending on how much light 
was still left in the day.  In the winter it was particularly hard because the bitter cold would bring its own problems, like 
frostbite, to ears, noses, toes and fingers particularly vulnerable.  The men used to bind their ears, hands and feet with 
newspapers before binding their heads, hands and feet with any rags they could find.  Their skins became black with the 
newspaper print.  There appeared to be plenty of binding material around for this as after a short while, most of the clothes 
had turned to rags. They were given wooden Dutch clogs in which to march out to the farms for their day’s work.  German 
boots where a very valuable item and if a prisoner could secure a pair he was much better off, but that was a rare event.  
There was always a constant search for clothes too.  Unfortunately, most clothes were procured through the death of 
some hapless prisoner.  He mentioned that a lot of the deaths occurred through sickness and disease which, under their 
circumstances, could not be treated well enough to keep some of the prisoners alive 
 
After getting to the farms the men would work all day on tasks assigned to them in order to grow food to feed the German 
army at the front.  It was close to harvest time when the men would be able to steal potatoes, onions, carrots, cabbages 
etc.  Other times they would be able to steal a few eggs.  Taking a whole chicken would be out of the question, as it may  
eventually be missed.  The men and the food were very closely monitored and if they were discovered stealing they would 
be shot, so the stolen items would be eaten raw shortly after being “lifted”.  Dad said there were no living creatures within 
miles of the camp as they had all been caught and eaten immediately by hungry prisoners.  In very lean times, some of 
the men would eat dirt or even small stones to keep their stomachs “open”. 
 
It was when Dad was out at a farm one day that he put his pitchfork into a pile of hay.  He heard a yell and a young boy 
tumbled out from the place he had been playing.  Dad was horrified as he realized he could have killed the child.  As it 
turned out the prongs had completely missed the child him and he was perfectly okay – just a little shaken. 
 
Another time, he came across the lady of the farmhouse weeping.  He asked her what was wrong and she said, “They 
have taken my boy to train him for the German Youth movement.  I have lost my son, he will never be mine again”.  It was 
then that Dad realized how the ordinary Austrian/German people in this war were suffering too.” 
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“In order to be treated well at the POW camp in Austria the men would save the chocolate and the cigarettes from the Red 
Cross Parcels dropped over the camp, to bribe the guards.  The guards were not the cream of the German army.  Rather, 
they were anything but as it was not considered an honour to guard prisoners; it was an honour to be sent to the front to 
fight for the Fatherland.  Dad learned that the guards were often short of food.  So, most guards would succumb to a little 
bribery with chocolate and/or cigarettes – something that was in short supply, or even non-existent in their lives, at a 
certain point in the war.  The guards would tell the prisoners, “Don’t you ever tell anyone I took chocolate and cigarettes 
from you; I’ll be shot”.  So, then the guards were subject to having to treat the prisoners well. 
 
One guard in particular however, could not be bribed and he was not treating the prisoners well.  The POW’s tried all kinds 
of tricks to get him to take the bribe but he had so far, refused.  One day the prisoners noticed he was emotionally upset.  
He had learned that his son had been killed in action. The POW’s made their move but instead of chocolate and 
cigarettes, they offered him the “Hooch” that they had made with the potato and onion skins the local Fraulines used to 
throw over the camp fence for the men to eat.  They saved these too and cobbled together a still to make alcohol; it tasted 
terrible but the affect was the same as the best alcohol, nonetheless.  The guard took a drink and then another.  In fact, he 
got drunk.  Ah….success at last! 
 
The sketch shows a drunken German guard climbing out of a wine jug flanked by Australian, Canadian and British soldiers 
that were also in the camp.  The Australian soldier used to talk affectionately about his black cat in Australia, so a black 
cat also appears as a sign of good luck on the bottom right hand side of the picture. 
 
On the jug are the signatures of the men who were involved in bribing the guard.  The paper, ink and paint were somehow 
smuggled into the camp at an earlier time, so Dad was given these to draw with and colour the sketch for the occasion. 
 
Dad brought the sketch back to Lyme Regis in May 1945 after their liberation and victory in Europe when the unconditional 
surrender of Germany was signed at Rheims on May 7 and ratified at Berlin on May 8th, 1945.  So, May 8 marks the 
formal celebration of the Allies' victory in Europe during World War II.  I now have the sketch framed and displayed in my 
home.” 

 
Liberation 
 
“The POW’s were so pleased that the Americans got to the camp first.  The men had been following the news of the 
invasion of Germany on a radio that someone had put together and hid from the guards.  They understood that the 
Russians as well as the Americans were advancing and they would be liberated……. it really mattered who that was.  The 
men realized that if the Russians liberated them, they might not survive as they had heard the news of the Russian Army’s 
advance into Germany.  The POW’s, through their radio, had heard that the Russians had been quite brutal to the German 
civilian population as they marched into the German cities; they were obviously bent on revenge.  The world later learned 
that the Russians had suffered wartime atrocities at the hands of the Germans, although this was not known by the POW’s 
at the time. The prisoners “prayed” the US Army got to the camp first.  There was then great joy and excitement the day 
the Americans marched in.  Dad said, “They gave us food, cigarettes, chewing gum and clothes and they treated us like 
human beings.  We hadn’t experienced such kindnesses of word and deed for most of the war”. 
 

                
 

    Stalag XVIIIC, Markt Pongau – temporary overflow  Liberated British PoWs leaving 
 accommodation provided by the liberating US Army  XVIIIC for the flight home from 
                     Salzberg airfield 
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Boarding a USAAF Dakota for the first leg of the homeward flight 

Homecoming 
 
“When Dad got home he was able to play many of the Austrian tunes he had heard whilst working around the farms for the 
four years of his incarceration on his piano accordion.  As a child I asked him several times if he hated the Germans but 
he always maintained that no one should ever hate any person.  “People are not your enemy” he said, “hate is the enemy 
and hate will eat you away.” 
 
Dad never travelled far after his homecoming.  He said he’d seen enough of foreign lands and had enough “excitement” to 
last him a lifetime.  He just wanted to live a quiet life and to stay home with his family, dig in his garden and work in his 
shed. He also fixed more than a few motorbikes in my mother’s kitchen for neighbours living on the council estate in the 
cold, wet winter months!  In his teenaged years, he had been a fully apprenticed motor mechanic before the war for 
Watson’s Garage in Lyme Regis but he couldn’t get work in that field after he returned home from the war.  Like many 
others, he had been away from his trade too long (5 years in Egypt as a volunteer in the British Army and then 6 years 
away in the War, so he had to take any labouring jobs he could find.  He had a job for a while delivering coal, which he 
didn’t like.  He also took a course in bricklaying but he used to laugh about that as he said he couldn’t build a straight wall 
to save his life!  He ended up learning a trade as an underground cable jointer for the South Western Electricity Board 
who’s works were based at the old mill in Lyme on the River Lym. 
 
Dad didn’t take part in marches, parades or gatherings to commemorate the war and only ever spoke about it to me 
because, in general he said, people didn’t want to talk about the war; there were just too many fresh memories.  As a 
small child, I wondered why I had observed so many adults became unglued during loud thunderstorms.  It was only when 
I reached adulthood that I fully understood; they told me that it reminded them of the bombings during the war! There was 
a lot of sympathy in Lyme for those who had returned from conflict in a physically or emotionally damaged state. 
I remembered seeing a few men who had “the shakes” – their nerves were permanently “shot” from what they had 
endured during bombings and combat. 
   
Dad was, of course, very sympathetic towards them about that and very relieved he had not been affected that way but 
like all the others in both wars, he came back a changed man, emotionally and physically.  He said he had learned a lot 
about human nature and I think, in many ways, he was quite satisfied with that even though he suffered with chronic 
difficulty in his digestive tract and needed medication for it the rest of his life.  ‘No one gets out unscathed’ he used to say, 
and he knew he was much better off than most.” 
 

       

The long-awaited happy ending – but after 5 years separation it wasn’t always so           


