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POST-GREECE 
 

Driver ‘Jack’ Collins, 4 Res MT Coy, 2NZEF 
 

From Jack’s memoires: 
 

Memories … 
 

GREECE AND BEYOND (cont’d) 
 

“From the cracks in the side of the wagon I was in little could be seen of the land we were travelling 
through. Some of my companions were becoming distressed by the closeness of the people and the 
compulsion to relieve oneself didn’t help general conditions. From what could be seen from the wagon 
people working in the fields were women and girls of all ages. We assumed the men had been 
conscripted to work for the Germans. 
 
After about two hours or so the train pulled into a siding and after a time the doors were unlocked and we 
heard again the call we were becoming familiar with, ‘’Raus, Raus’ (out,out). We climbed down from the 
wagon we saw that the sides of the siding were lined with German troops with automatic weapons. An 
English speaking officer came down the line of the train telling us that we had to wait for a train to pass 
and that we could rest by the side of the train. At least we were in fresh air which was a godsend after the 
smell in the wagon. 
 
About half an hour passed and we heard the sound of a train whistle and soon could hear the approach of 
the expected train. As it passed we saw that it was a troop train and also had flat cars loaded with tanks 
and guns. 
 
As soon as the train had passed we were herded back into our wagons and soon recommenced the 
journey into the unknown. 
 
I suppose it was about 5am when we slowed down and the sound of the wagon crossing a number of 
points made us realise that we had reached a town of some size. It was just on dusk and as the train 
stropped it was lit up in a blaze of lights. The guards began to unlock the wagons and to ‘Raus, Raus’ we 
jumped out. As our sight began to adjust we saw that each side of the train was guarded by a line of well- 
armed soldiers. After being lined up again we were ordered to turn into line and then began to shuffle 
forward to receive a bowl of soup stew. The dish was a mixture of Sauerkraut(pickled cabbage)and as we 
found out later, horse meat. Apart from the meal being on the sour side we made short work of it along 
with a slice of black bread. This was grain bread without yeast or rising, quite solid but edible. 
 
After about an hour and a half we were pushed back into the wagons again and the doors locked. The 
train guards took post and off we went again into the night. Sleep came in fits and starts and I was getting 
cramp through sitting with knees drawn up to my chin to help give others some room to sit down. It was 
quite impossible to stretch out. When anyone wanted to get to the corner where we had an opening for 
the calls of nature he was greeted with a few choice words. In this manner we travelled through the night 
with occasional stops on sidings to allow troop trains to pass. We were not allowed to leave the wagons 
as with no lighting the guards we not taking a chance on anyone going walk about. With the coming of 
dawn we began to see signs of habitation and were soon proceeding at a slower pace through an 
industrial area. It was quite a large place and we saw some signs that read Marburg (Maribor). One 
soldier who had some knowledge of cities said it was the capital of Yugoslavia* . It was around nine 
o’clock before the train came to a stop and looking out through the cracks we could see the usual line of 
armed troops each side of the train. The doors opened and once again we were ordered out.” 
 
*Archivist’s Note:  Not the capital but it was in Yugoslavia.  Jack’s timescale references seem to 
have compressed the journey somewhat. 
 
“When all were out the wagons we were lined up in rows of four and marched off. We were interested in 
seeing as much of where we were going as possible. After about half and hour’s march we turned into a 
large walled area which enclosed a large stone building which we later learnt was once a type of small 
castle. God it was great to get out of the stink of the wagons and into the fresh air. I was itching all over 
and wondered when we would be able to get some water to be able to strip and get my body clean again. 
I wandered about and found some men from the RMT and we decided to stick together. 
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We were allocated space in the compound and lay down in the sunshine. To be able to stretch out after 
the cramped quarters of the wagon was a blessing. We were ordered into some sort of lines and moved 
off to a large outhouse which had been set up as part of the cook house. Once again we were issued with 
Sauerkraut and bread and there was very little meat. They must have just walked a horse past the cook 
house to be able to say that the dish had seen meat. After our meal an English speaking officer made 
enquiries as to who were cooks and medical personal. The medics were taken to a room where they were 
to work to look after those who had slight wounds and those who were ill. The cooks were given charge of 
the cook house and told that they were to do all the cooking for the mass of POWs who were in the bag 
as we called it. This was a massive job which caused some rows as they were often accused of holding 
back rations for their cobbers. 
 
The guards used to come around and collect some dozen or so of us and lead us to sacks of potatoes 
which we were expected to peel for the cook house. They used to stand over us and say ******** (unable 
to read this) which meant that we were expected to take the skin of as fine as we could so that the 
maximum amount of potato was retained for the pot. 
 
We often discussed among ourselves as to what we thought our future held. One day an officer came 
round and called for twenty four POWs to go out and work in the fields on potatoes. Our group consisted 
of ten or so NCOs and drivers from our unit. The NCOs were not required to work so that left five of us so 
we decided to give it a go. We collected what little gear we had and after saying goodbye to the rest of our 
group clambered onto a truck and were driven out of the compound. We travelled for about 15 miles and 
came to a farm house with a high stone wall around it. We were lead inside and the gates locked and 
barred. We were then told that we had just volunteered for road building. This was a typical German 
method of getting POWs to go out on work parties and then getting them to do something else.  A meal 
was provided, just the same as before. I thought that I would kill for a juicy feed of meat. After a rather 
cold night we were assembled out in the grounds and an English speaking guard bought in a civilian who 
was to be in charge of us. 
 
Issuing us each with a shovel we were marched out to the road and about half a mile to where a traction 
engine was waiting with steam up. It had huge sharp stakes on the back which were used to tear up the 
road surface. There were a number of screens by the side of the road ranging in three sizes from coarse 
to fine. As the engine ripped up the road surface we had to shovel the earth and stones onto the screens. 
We worked in pairs, two to a large screen. There were about twenty screens in all and we were soon hard 
at work, shovel, shovel, shovel. The engine ripped up 100 yards of road and after screening that we had 
to go back and shovel the large, coarse gradings back onto the road, followed by medium and fine. A 
horse drawn water cart then wet the road and the engine returned and rolled the surface. It was quite an 
experience and as the days passed so did the stretch of road we were rebuilding grow longer 
and longer and as it became apparent that we were using quite a bit of the day marching to and from work 
the guards moved us to keep pace with our work. Wet weather didn’t offer a halt until the water began to 
run off the overseers hat brim. It sure soaked up a lot of water before it began to drip. We all kept a close 
eye on him to look for the first drip. 
 
There are two incidents that I well remember on the road. The first was when we were having a break 
from work and were standing just below the road edge when there was a call from up the road. Heads 
turned and to our surprise along came a very pretty young lady, not at all the peasant type we were used 
to seeing. Comments were passed up and down the line and we just simply stared. What was remarkable 
was that she said in very good English “what are you staring at boys”. That just about sent us into fits and 
the guards began to berate us and threaten with their weapons. 
 
The second incident was when we were working on the road in front of a farm house. There were no 
fences around the property which was like a small farmlet. A woman came out of the house and threw a 
bowl of scraps to the hens that were scratching in the yard. Among the scraps was a fair sized crust of 
bread which one hen grabbed in her beak and took off. Working in the gang was a chap from Dunedin I 
will call George. He dropped his shovel and took off after the hen. The woman was waving her arms and 
the guards came at the run with their rifles at the ready. George had by this time run the hen to a stop and 
grabbed the bread from her beak. With a grin of triumph he wiped it on his shirt and shoved it in his  
pocket. Even the guards saw the funny side and had a good laugh. Had we had sour puss guards things 
could have turned out much different as we had heard of others who would not hesitate to shoot. 
 
We had been working on the roads for about 6 weeks when the guards told us that we were going to be 
shifted to farm work as they were now bringing in some Russian POWs they had captured on the eastern 
front. 
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So in a matter of days we were relieved from our shovels and screens and began the journey to a new 
work place. Some of our gang had left us to go to Stalag 18A as they had become ill and we had no 
medical personal and no Red Cross kit. This left us with about 20 in our group, a mixture of NZ, Aus, 
English and Scots. Our new work place called (not able to read or locate village or river(?)). The (?) river 
was about half a mile away from the village which was typical of the surrounding country. When we were 
first captured we were in Greece, then moved to Marburg in Yugoslavia and now we were in the toe of 
Austria. As I have said the village was typical with the houses grouped together behind high walls with a 
big entrance door at the front. Their land was small allotments running out from the back where they grew 
their crops. We were allowed a day to settle into our new abode which was part of a home with the usual 
high wall around it. Our sleeping quarters consisted of one room with bunks three tiers high. I was one of 
the unlucky……………..” 
 
Archivist’s Note:  Unfortunately Jack never completed his story, however his family is trying to 
piece information together as and where they can. 
 
Liberated PoW Questionnaire (from IWM, Kew) 
 
Stalag XVIIIA Registration Number 4704 
 
The questionnaire is shown in full on the next three pages, but interesting and significant, hard-to-read 
details are highlighted here: 
 
No: 3643  Rank: Driver, Act Cpl  Surname: Collins 
Christian Names: Haven John 
Unit:   4th Reserve Motor Transport Company 
Division:  2nd N.Z.E.F. 
Date of Birth:  21 November 1919 
Date of Enlistment: 6 October 1939 
Civilian Profession: Lorry Driver 
Private Address: c/o Mrs G.D.McRae, R.D.Mangapouri 
   Tirau, Waikato, North Island, New Zealand 
 
Place & Date of Original Capture: Argos, Greece, 28 April 1941 
Main Camps in which Imprisoned: 
 Frontstalag 306 XVIIIB(sic - D) Marburg on Drau  18 June 1941 – 21 July 1941 
 XVIIIA    Wolfsberg, Karnten  14 Nov 1944 – 21 Nov 1944 
 317 XVIIIC   Markt Pongau, Salzberg  28 April 1945 – 11 May 1945 
Working Camps: 
 Radkersberg, Steiermark 22 June 1941 – 25 April 1942 Road Work (Construction) 
 Solsthal        “  25 April 1942 – 3 Oct 1942 Wine Garden 
 Strass          “  3 Oct 1942 – 3 Sep 1944 Farm Work 
 Wolfsberg  “  3 Sep 1944 – 1 April 1945 Farm Work 
 
Illnesses   Excema & Absesses  Infection 3-4 months 
Adequate Medical Treatment Yes 
Lectures before Capture: No 
Interrogation after Capture: No  
Escapes attempted:  No 
Sabotage:   No 
Collaboration with Enemy: No 
 
 
Date 21 May 1945 
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Frontstalag 306 Registration Form, (Stalag XVIIID, Marberg) 
 

 
 

Sometimes referred to as the “Capture Card” 
 
 
 
International Red Cross Attestation 
 
It appears that in 2009 Jack made enquiries of the International Red Cross organisation in 
Geneva to obtain confirmatory proof of his internment as a Prisoner of War by the German 
Wehrmacht (see below). 
 
It is interesting (and sadly not untypical) to note that this document contains some 
inconsistencies compared with other “reliable” sources.  For instance, the date and place of 
capture are given as 28 April at Corinth.  His official questionnaire (Page 4 above) states Argos 
on the 28th.  In his own “Memories” (see his Part 3 Greek Campaign file) he states that he was 
captured about a two hour march from Corinth (presumably southwards and towards the sea for 
evacuation).  The Archivist suspects that he was indeed captured near Argos on the 28th, and 
then transported to the newly-established Assembly Camp, Dulag 185, at Corinth.  His 
recollection of time and distance from Argos to Corinth, and later on the dreadful cattle-truck 
train journey to Marberg seem to be a little confused.  Hardly surprising in the prevailing dire 
conditions. 
 
Just to highlight another typo that could be misleading for the unwary – but does quite often 
happen, even in the most serious of documents – the first ref to Stalag 306 below equates it with 
“Stalag XVIID”.  This should, of course be “Stalag XVIIID”. 
 
Furthermore, his apparent bodily transfer from Stalag XVIIID on 31.7.42 to Stalag XVIIIB would 
have been administratively and postaly only – not in person (we know from his questionnaire 
that he was, in fact, working in the Wine Garden at Solsthal at that time).  It is a great pity, but 
we cannot allow ourselves the luxury of believing everything we read 100%. 
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Jack’s International Red Cross Attestation, 2009 
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From Ian Brown’s “Stalag 18A” website: 

Work Camp  233/L & 296/L 
 

Location: Ratkersburg 
Type of work: Farm work 
Men of Confidence: Sgt R Nancarrow & P.Off. E Collins 
Number of Men: 24 

Known to be present: 

Forename Surname Rank Unit POW Comments 

Sam Brearley Cpl RASC 5925 Bacup, UK; transf'd to Stalag 383 

Ed Collins Petty Off. RN 7629 MOC (1943) 

Haven John Collins* Pte 4 Res. M.T. Coy 4704 New Zealand (possible) 

Rich V Nancarrow Cpl 2NZEF 4705 New Zealand; MOC (1943) 

Norman Scott L/Cpl CMP 5924 Bacup, UK; capt'd Kalamata 

 
*Yet to be confirmed 
  

 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

International Red Cross Inspection Report 

Date of visit: 23 February 1943 

 
General Description 
These two commandos live in a former oil mill since 5.2.43. There are 24 men, all working in various 
farmhouses of the district. 
 
Interior arrangement 
These sleep in a very big room on ordinary iron beds. Two iron stoves of a good size furnish sufficient 
heat and can be used for the cooking of private food. 

http://www.stalag18a.org/scottnoah/scottnoah03.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org/scottnoah/scottnoah02.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org/scottnoah/scottnoah01.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org/scottnoah/scottnoah08.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org/scottnoah/scottnoah04.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org/scottnoah/scottnoah09.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org/scottnoah/scottnoah05.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org/scottnoah/scottnoah06.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org/scottnoah/scottnoah07.jpg
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Bathing and washing facilities 
These are adequate. Once a week the men can have hot showers in the military barracks of Radkersburg. 
 
Food and Cooking 
The food is prepared in the farms where they work. 
 
Medical attention and sickness 
When a prisoner of war gets ill he is allowed to go to a civilian doctor in town. The local military hospital is 
also at the disposal of the two camps. There is some delay actually in dental care, as the local civilian 
dentist has too many civilians to deal with. The delegates suggested to send the worst cases to the dental 
station in Wagna. 
 
Clothing 
The clothing question in these two commandos is being resolved in the coming week, i.e. they will get 
their second uniform from Graz presently. 
 
Complaints 
In this camp, Saturday afternoon is not free and the cleaning of the rooms was done on Sundays. From 
now on 4 Orderlies will do the cleaning on Saturdays in an established turn. 
Serious complaints were brought to the inspectors' knowledge about the German NCO in charge of this 
camp. The commander of the guards battalion who speaks fluent English interviewed Sgt Nancarrow 
privately. The NCO in question will be discharged of his command consecutively to Nancarrow's 
revelations. 
 
General impression 
This camp will be very good, if the new German NCO is up to his task. The two British Men of Confidence 
are very capable and the spirit of the men is reasonably high. 
 

 
 
 


