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POST-GREECE 
 

Medical Orderly/Ambulance Driver Oswald Dick, Friends Ambulance Unit 
 

From the “Lamsdorf: Stalag VIIIB” website . . . Oswald and Tom Burns were incarcerated here from mid-
1941 until December 1943, when they were sent home in attendance of seriously disabled prisoners for 
repatriation (see final photograph).  He would almost certainly have worked (and possibly lived) in the 
Hospital/Lazarette. 

 
Stalag VIIIB Lamsdorf 

 

 
 

Stalag VIIIB Lamsdorf through the wire 
 
”Stalag VIIIB Lamsdorf was a large, German prisoner of war camp, later renumbered Stalag 344. It is 
located in Poland near the small town of Lamsdorf (now called Lambinowice) in what was then known as 
Upper Silesia. Today on the site of the camp is the Polish Central Prisoner of War Museum. The camp 
initially occupied barracks built to house British and French prisoners in the First World War, but there had 
also been a prisoner camp during there during the Franco Prussian War of 1870-71. 
 
In 1939 the camp housed Polish prisoners from the German September 1939 offensive. Later more than 
100,000 prisoners from Australia, Belgium, Britain, Canada, France, Greece, New Zealand, the 
Netherlands, Poland, South Africa, the Soviet Union, Yugoslavia and the United States passed through 
this camp. In 1941 a separate camp, Stalag VIII-F was set up close by to house the Soviet prisoners. 
 
In 1943, the Lamsdorf camp was split up, and many of the prisoners (and Arbeitskommandos) were 
transferred to two new base camps Stalag VIII-C Sagan and Stalag VIII-D Teschen. The base camp at 
Lamsdorf was re-numbered Stalag 344. 
 
The Soviet Army reached the camp on the 17th March 1945. 
 
Later the Lamsdorf camp was used by the Soviets to house Germans, both prisoners of war and civilians. 
Polish army personnel being repatriated from P.O.W. camps were also processed through Lamsdorf and 
sometimes held here as prisoners for several months. Some were later released, others sent to Gulags in 
Siberia. 
 
By 1943, the famous camp for Allied flight personnel in Sagan - Stalag Luft III - had become so 
overcrowded that about 1,000, mostly non-commissioned aircrew, were transferred to Lamsdorf. A part of 
Stalag VIII-B was separated by building new barbed-wire fences. Thus a camp within a camp was 
created. However all food was provided from kitchens operated by army personnel in the camp proper. 



 2 

Camp Hospital 
 
The hospital facilities at Stalag VIII-B were among the best in all Stalags. The so-called Lazarett 
(hospital) was set up on a separate site with eleven concrete buildings. Six of them were self-contained 
wards, each with space for about 100 patients. The others served as treatment blocks with operating 
theatres, X-ray and laboratory facilities, as well as kitchens, a morgue, as well as accommodations for the 
medical staff. 
 
The lazarett was headed by a German officer with the title Oberst Arzt (Colonel Doctor), but the staff was 
made up entirely of prisoners. They included general physicians and surgeons, even a neuro-surgeon, 
psychiatrist, anesthesiologist and radiologist. 
 

 
 

The Hospital Compound where Oswald Dick et al would have lived and worked 
is clearly shown in the north-east quadrant 
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From the “Quakers in the World” website: 
 
“Describing his memories, Tom Burns, FAU Information Officer who survived the PoW camps, wrote: 
 
The spectacle would remain, of course: the spectacle of Kalamata, the long, silent queues by the 
quayside at night, the air attack by the bridge, the herd of prisoners shuffling and trotting past the Town 
Hall, the New Zealand Major storming and cursing at the German Town Commandant; the spectacle of 
Corinth Camp, the cooking fires in the dusk, the market at the gates, the crocodiles of men, manoeuvring 
for position at the cookhouse, the ordure-smeared scraps of paper that fluttered everlastingly about the 
camp, the machine-gun fire along the wire at night, bathing in steel helmets, the sleeping pits dug in the 
firm sand; the spectacle of Salonika Camp, the two-hour check parades on the centre square, the 
bedbugs and lice, Olympus across the bay, the dysentery patients walking naked with shreds of flesh 
between their skin and their bones, the fruit from the Greek Red Cross, the Serbs on parade, beri-beri; the 
spectacle of the Stalag at Lamsdorf.” 
 
 
From “Friends Ambulance Unit” by A. Tegla Davies: 
 
THEY BEGAN THEIR prison life in the hospital at Kalamata in which they had been captured. All the 
patients were battle casualties, some covered with multiple open wounds, and many died. "I always 
thought of that fortnight as justifying all that had gone before. The place was a stinking mess, and we 
cleaned it up. Nobody was getting anything to eat, and two hours after we started we served biscuit 
porridge and tea for breakfast, and gave them regular meals afterwards. God knows how Brian 
Darbyshire got those meals out. The men were in a shocking state, and we cleaned them, dressed their 
wounds, nursed them. Doctors and orderlies there were in plenty after a time, as more and more packed 
in; but the beginnings and organization of the whole place were very much our affair." 

The Greeks came in each day with gifts of badly needed cigarettes and food, and several of the Greek 
girls worked long hours voluntarily as nurses for the sick and wounded. "Well do I remember one little 
woman dressed in black, probably a war widow. She came daily and used to go from bed to bed, leaving 
some cigarettes here and a handful of raisins there. She rarely spoke, just smiled quietly and walked on. 
Who she was and where she came from we did not know, but she used to come every day and bring a 
little joy to our hearts." 

No news of them reached London until 20th June. Meanwhile they themselves, in the middle of May, had 
been moved to Corinth ; in almost tropical heat they were marched to an enormous Dulag which was to 
be their home for many weeks. Here the food was terrible, but it was possible to buy extras from the 
Greeks. For water they had to queue for hours at a well just outside the camp. From now on they began to 
lead the life of prisoners-of-war. "The experiences of the next few months in prison transit camp brought 
the biggest tests of endurance in maintaining normal human relationships that anyone in the Unit had 
undergone. To retain, when terribly hungry, the customary human decencies was difficult indeed. To keep 
clean and presentable when water was scarce, even for drinking; to carry on with one's duties calmly and 
normally, even when faint and weak through lack of food; to divide the rations impartially ; to resist the 
temptation to pick scraps of dirty food from the rubbish bins---all these things called for a continual and 
maintained effort. We drew very much together in these days." 

Less than a month later they were moved again, this time to Salonika. One chilly morning before it was 
light they took their place at the rear of a long column of men to march to the nearest railhead north of the 
Corinth Canal. They were packed like sardines into the cattle-trucks and moved off to Athens. The Greeks 
at each stop threw in cigarettes and food. After a short stay in Athens, they went on by train to Gravia and 
then began what they remembered as "The March". It was up the long approach to the Brallos Pass and 
down the precipitous northern side to Lamia. Guarded by Austrian troops, they began to walk at about two 
o'clock in the morning, dressed in all kinds of clothes, shambling along in any kind of order. They thought 
the day would never end. They wound slowly up the pass and scrambled down the far side ; then, leaving 
the main road, began to cross the plain by dusty field paths. Choked by dust and limping with many 
blisters, they saw a line of cattle-trucks ahead. Finally they reached the train. During the whole march the 
Unit acted as medical orderlies for the column ; not that there was much they could do except to prick a 
blister or tell a man to sit down for a minute. On arrival in Salonika they soon saw what their treatment 
was going to be. The first days they paraded with thousands of men in the burning sun for hours; many 
fainted and were carried off. Food was no more than a piece of bread or a biscuit, with thin soup and 
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German ersatz tea. Then they began to work in the camp hospital, Michael Mounsey as official camp 
interpreter, Alan Dickinson as hospital clerk, Ralph Smith as Quartermaster, Brian Darbyshire as cook, 
and the rest as orderlies. The doctors fought on against desperate conditions. There were typhoid, 
malaria, tuberculosis, dysentery and diphtheria, and later on the dreaded beri-beri which caused hundreds 
of casualties. Days turned into weeks, and weeks into months, and finally in September there was another 
move. Their aim had been to reach permanent Stalags in Germany, away from the atmosphere of a 
transit camp, but they had vowed that they would stick together as a party whatever happened. But now 
they realized that their chances of getting away sixteen men together were very slight, and in September 
seven men took the chance of moving on. They did not meet again for four years. 

A few weeks later a second party of seven was moved, leaving behind Alan Dickinson and Michael 
Mounsey. It meant that when they settled down for their long period of captivity there were, eight together 
in Stalag VIII B at Lamsdorf in Silesia; Dickinson and Mounsey were eventually moved to XX A (5) on the 
Vistula in Poland ; the remaining seven, after starting together in Stalag V B, were divided---three to IV A 
at Elsterhorst between Berlin and Dresden, two to V B at Ehingen in the Black Forest, and two to VII A, 
near Moosburg in Bavaria. 

In the camps they were able to do a certain amount of medical work, but for most it dwindled away almost 
to nothing. They had various other duties ; some acted as interpreters or taught German or other subjects 
in the camp schools; in VIII B, Tom Burns began a Post-War Advice Bureau, which was intended, through 
interviews with many thousands of prisoners in the camp and by making contacts with possible agencies 
and employers in England, to give the men something in the future to think about, something to give them 
confidence that they were not being forgotten. The scheme ran for some time, until unfortunately cold 
water was poured on it by the British authorities at home and it had to be dropped through absence of 
facilities. 

In XX A Michael Mounsey, who spoke fluent German, became "man of confidence" in the camp, serving 
as agent and liaison officer between the prisoners and the German authorities. 

Meanwhile Oswald Dick was doing all he could to get the party recognized as Red Cross personnel 
entitled to repatriation under the Geneva Convention, but no repatriations took place until, in October 
1943, six of them made their way home. A year later three more returned, but the remainder did not arrive 
until, with the over-running of Germany in 1945 by the Allies, they were released by British, American or 
Russian troops. One did not come back. Alan Dickinson died in hospital two days before Christmas Day 
1943. He had been a leading member of the Unit from the earliest days. With Michael Mounsey he had 
flown to inland to make advance arrangements, and was for a time Second Officer of the party. At the 
prison camp he. had taken over responsibility for the library and had studied for the Intermediate and Final 
Examinations of the Institute of Chartered Secretaries, obtaining the Sir Ernest Clarke prize in the Final. 
He himself had once written, "I wanted to be in the section of the Unit that would have the best 
opportunities of proving its mettle. I wanted to live vividly for my ideal and if necessary die for it." 

Of the fifteen who came home, five soon went abroad again, while two joined the Headquarters 
administration, Oswald Dick to become subsequently Finance Officer, and Tom Burns Information Officer. 

It was Tom who, on his return, wrote: 

"A few weeks ago, on a Friday afternoon, I boarded a Bakerloo train and started the last stage of my 
journey home from Stalag VIII B. The carriage was almost empty; I dropped my kit at the end of the seats 
and sat down. 

"Instantly, and with bewildering completeness, the forty-five months of my absence fell clean away. Here it 
was, Forhan's for the Gums, Diagrams of Stations, I am the Phonotas Girl, the salmon-coloured paint on 
the iron doors and fittings, the double, dental, rows of lights, a pattern so familiar that it must signify the 
real and normal world, a recognition so immediate that it must signify the utter unreality and insignificance 
of all that had happened since I had last seen it. The spectacle would remain, of course; .the spectacle of 
Kalamata, the long, silent queues by the quayside at night, the air attack by the bridge, the herd of 
prisoners shuffling and trotting past the Town Hall, the New Zealand Major storming and cursing at the 
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German Town Commandant; the spectacle of Corinth Camp, the cooking fires in the dusk, the market at 
the gates, the crocodiles of men, manœuvring for position at the cookhouse, the ordure-smeared scraps 
of paper that fluttered everlastingly about the camp, the machine-gun fire along the wire at night, bathing 
in steel helmets, the sleeping pits dug in the firm sand; the spectacle of Salonika Camp, the two-hour 
check parades on the centre square, the bedbugs and lice, Olympus across the bay, the dysentery 
patients walking naked with shreds of flesh between their skin and their bones, Feldwebel Keminade, the 
fruit from the Greek Red Cross, the Serbs on parade, beri-beri; the spectacle of the Stalag at Lamsdorf. 
There were plenty of things to remember and to capitalize for conversation, but they were scenes fixed 
and dead, like old photographs. For the rest, I should take up where I had left off." 

That was how some of the original Finland team came home again (after a long four years away). 

 

 
 

 


