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POST-GREECE 
 

Corporal Sam Brearley, RASC 
 

Summary 

Late June/early July 1941 - Stalag XVIIID Marburg (a.k.a Frontstalag 306), PoW No. 5925  (Archivist’s 
note:  my father was PoW no 5924) - presumably standing together in the same queue for Registration. 

 

Norman Scott’s wrist tag - No 5924 

 

 

Sam Brearley’s neck tag - No 5925 

3rd August 1941 - Joined Arbeitskommando Work Party 296/L for work on a farms near Radkersberg just 
over the border into Austria (along with Work Party 233/L including the Archivist’s father). 

 

6th September 1941 - PoW status confirmed in the local newspaper, “The Bacup Times” - along with 
Norman Scott (my father) and another Bacup soldier. 

 



 2 

 
 

Bacup Times, possibly 6th Sept 1941 - George Bayley, Sam Brearley & Norman Scott - PoWs 
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Christmas 1941 - back to XVIIID at Marburg. 

May 1942 - Oflag 111C, Hohenfels, Bavaria (the earlier designation of Stalag 383). 

September 1942 – Oflag 111C renamed Stalag 383 Hohenfels. 

October 1942-43  - shackled for 12 months in reprisal for actions in Dieppe Raid. 

April 1945 – on the march to Stalag VIIA at Moosburg. 

1st May 1945 – Liberation (well, definitely April 30th +/- 1). 

     

Liberation of Stalag 383, Hohenfels by the US Army 

 

 

Liberation of Stalag VIIA, Moosburg 
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Liberation of Stalag VIIA, Moosburg 

 

11th May 1945 - Flew to Rheims (probably in a Dakota). 

    
 

Loading up Dakotas for the first leg of the long-awaited journey home 
 

14th May 1945 - Flew back to Blighty from Rheims in a Lancaster bomber. 

 

Home at last 

16th May 1945 - Back home again in Bacup. 
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Bacup Times, Saturday May 19th 1945 

 
“FREED PRISONERS 

MORE ROSSENDALE MEN HOME FROM GERMANY 

SHACKLED FOR 12 MONTHS 

 

Cpl. Sam Brearley, 32, R.A.S.C. younger son of Mr and the late Mrs I. H. Brearley, Dale Bank*, Bacup, 

who was taken prisoner in Greece on 29th April 1941, arrived home on Wednesday evening. During the 

night of 17th-18th Apri1 1ast, Sam was one of a party who broke away from a column on the march. Well 

supplied with food, thanks to the Red Cross parcels, they kept on the move by night and hid in the woods 

by day. After a week they rejoined the marchers and their rations were replenished by the arrival of the 

Red Cross lorry.  He and some 16,000 more prisoners were freed by the Americans. 

 

Cpl. Brearley was one of the Allied prisoners who were shackled for 12 months from October 1942 as a 

reprisal for the alleged chaining of German prisoners at Dieppe. On April 5th a visitor to the camp was the 

German Labour Leader Dr Robert Ley, who was captured this week. 

 

Well known in Rossendale as a former leading player in productions of the Bacup and Rawtenstall 

Amateur Operatic Societies, Cpl. Brearley, during his captivity, produced and took part in a number of 

operas and plays. Up to joining the Army in May, 1940 he was playing in the pantomime Aladdin at 

Exeter.  He was previously a student at the Royal Academy of Dramatic Arts, London. 

       

*Dale Bank, as it was in 2008, front and rear - Sam’s family had moved here in 1915.  Only shown 
because I had already photographed it as (by an amazing coincidence) my maternal Grandmother 

had been in Domestic Service here to the previous owners, c 1911-1914 
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Sam’s “Post-Greece” story in full from his “Sam’s Saga” 
 

CHAPTER 6 
 

1941 June to December:  Down on the Farm in Austria 
 
Stalag XVIII D, Marburg 
 
The fifth day we arrived at our destination.  When the doors were opened at Marburg there was no 
hanging about to get out as the guards were shouting, 'Schnell'.  I had all my belongings in a pile on my 
knees but as I got up in the scramble I must have dropped my shirt without noticing.  The pockets of my 
shirt held my Army Pay-book and lots of photographs taken during my journeys up and down Greece.  I 
jumped down from the truck and was standing by the door when I saw my shirt on the floor where I had 
been sitting.  I drew a guards attention to it and pointed saying "Shirt, shirt".  He replied with a mighty 
back-hander knocking me back into line.  I didn't press the point any further. 
 
Marburg is a town on the border between Yugoslavia and Austria (known today as Maribor, Slovenia).  
We had pulled into the sidings just out of the town with a large warehouse there to become a temporary 
home.  At last we had got rid of that psychopathic German officer in charge of our journey.  The new lot of 
guards seemed not too bad compared with the last lot but I remember just one, a Feldwebel (Sergeant) in 
charge who strutted around with a rubber cosh about two foot long slapping his knee-length boots.  He 
was not averse to lashing out when he felt like it when anyone was slow or out of line when we had to 
parade for counting.  One learned to keep out of range of him. 
 
Behind the warehouse was a steep, grassy bank in which had been constructed a forty foot long 'bog'.  A 
deep trench had been dug out of the hillside with the back and two ends boarded up and with a 
corrugated iron roof over.  I think that attempt at privacy was because a few houses were on the hillside 
not far away.  The roof was supported by a number of poles near to the edge of the trench and between 
the poles tree trunks were fixed horizontally about two feet high to serve as the 'loo-seat'.  It was a 
precarious balancing act to 'perform' on it and in our weakened state it was touch and go whether you 
could hang on in safety. There was only one mishap as I remember when one poor chap had to be fished 
out after overbalancing.  You were very lucky to be able to find a seat next to an upright pole just for 
something to hang on to, so unless the call was urgent you hung around waiting for a vacant seat in a 
prime position.  The pit was about 8/9 feet deep and was covered each morning with a thick layer of 
quick-lime which on contact with the wet contents produced an acrid vapour which made it difficult to 
breathe and you just sat there with tears streaming down your face - it was quite a powerful pong. 
 
A long marquee tent was erected on the other side of the tracks and I and my pals moved in there instead 
of the smelly warehouse.  One end of the tent was used by the Jerries for registration of us all, we were 
finger-printed and photographed.  We were now officially P.o.W.s and I  was given my number 5925 and 
we were in Stalag XVIII D. Before being registered you could have been disposed of anytime at the 
slightest provocation and called a casualty. 
 
One day a guard came up to me and said " Komme ".  I followed, not knowing what it was all about as he 
led me to a German officer who was standing with a scruffy, miserable Palestinian who looked at me and 
shook his head.  I was waived away to push off.  I learned later that the Palestinian had complained to the 
Germans that someone with a beard had pinched something from him.  I was glad he didn't nod or I might 
have been thrown into jail because stealing is considered a serious crime in the German Army.  
 
After that episode I thought it might be better to shave off the offending fungus and borrowed Norman's 
razor to do the operation - without anaesthetic.  About this time I carved a bit of wood into spoon to cope 
with the slosh which they called soup, I only had a fork which wasn't much good for that stuff.  I spent 
many hours sitting on a railway line pounding the square end of the fork on the rail with a brick to shape 
one side thinner until it was sharp enough to use as a knife. 
 

On the Farm near Radkersburg 
 
After a few weeks as the food wasn't getting any better in quality or quantity, I, Norman and the two 
Geordies decided that when the next working party to the farms came up we would volunteer as there 
was more chance of there being more food on the farm than staying there with only watery soup every 
day.  On the 3rd August the call came and 16 of us boarded a lorry for a journey out to the farms.  Our 
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village was Altneudorfl by the town of Radkersburg and we were billeted in the old school building with 
two guards at first.  (This was Work Party 296/L, sharing accommodation and  labour with the Archivist’s 
father’s WP 233/L).  After settling in the guards distributed us around the village to the widespread farms.  
I was delivered to the farm of Alois Spatouf who had a wife and two small children, Mitzi (9) and Heidi (4).  
The farm was a bungalow style, not very old and was quite nice and clean.  They had one bull, two cows, 
two large white pigs and several piglets and dozens of hens about the yard.  The first question they asked 
on meeting was "Australia?"  No.  "New Zealand?"  No.  Then "Oh Englander”.  You could feel the 
disappointment to learn that I was English.  They obviously thought that all Aussies were farmers and 
hoped they would get one, but to end up with me at the bottom of their list was bad luck. 
 
Alois was about 55, quite pleasant and we got on reasonably well.  His wife, Anna, was tiny, timid and 
shy, probably a young looking 40s.  They were simple country folks who hardly knew there was a war on, 
there in the south of Austria nothing had happened in their part of the world (until I came).  Financially, I 
don't suppose they were rich or poor, they adequately made a living.  The farming community helped one 
another when necessary.  Machinery such as a seed-drill for sowing the wheat was available on loan.  
Alois used one of his cows to do the work of a horse when used to pull the Drilling Machine in the field 
when sowing, also the cow was harnessed up into the shafts of the cart when going into town. 
 
I arrived just in time for one of the cows to produce a lovely calf.  ‘Al’ as I called him, gave me the job, 
after instructions, of looking after the calf and how to feed it.  Al probably thought that being a dim 
Englander, I could manage to sit on a milking stool holding the calf across my knees to direct the calf's 
mouth to its mother's teats in turn around the udder.  That was achieved by wetting a middle finger with 
milk from a teat, offer it to the calf's mouth then with powerful slurping suck my finger disappeared into the 
calf's mouth like a vacuum, I then directed the finger and mouth to the udder and deftly replaced my finger 
with a teat.  The operation had to be repeated around the udder until all teats had been serviced but the 
calf got so excited that it kept losing the teat so the same routine was necessary again.  In fact it had to be 
done so many times that my middle finger was beginning to look white and wrinkled and I'm sure it lost 
weight.  That was a daily task for several days and a happy introduction to my farming life.  I felt sad when 
my calf was weaned and then Alois sold it.  Al also taught me the knack of milking so that became another 
job of mine so long as they weren't in a hurry for the milk. 
 
The hours were long, about 15 hours a day, with Sunday off at 'home' to do your washing, long sessions 
of cooking, swapping anecdotes of the past week and so on.  It was ironic that in our party of 16 there was 
one Aussie and one New Zealander and they were given jobs in the local flour mill and never saw a farm.  
The billet was half a mile from my farm, the route there was down the lane to meet the main road at a T-
junction.  From that junction the road was dead straight to the left and right and I could just see my farm in 
the distance on the left. Everybody left the billet at 5-30 every morning - except Sunday - and I arrived at 
my place just before 6-00 a.m.  As my boss, Al, never got up before 7-00 I usually had an hour's snooze, 
in the warm cow-shed before he showed up, an arrangement which suited me fine. 
 
The farm provided my mid-day meal which usually consisted of a vegetable stew most days.   It was filling 
but short of taste.  The wife, Anna, sometimes made an Apple Strudel which was tasty.  Food had a 
remarkable effect on me, as I had more energy my weakness disappeared with the mental numbness.  
Feeling normal again made me realise that I only came to the farm for the food and the work was an 
irritation to be avoided as much as possible, therefore dodging became a subtle art form.  Although the 
farmhouse was comparatively modern there wasn't an indoor toilet.  That consisted of a hut about 25 
yards from the door under the shade of a big apple tree and strategically balanced over the midden.  An 
over-grown grape vine covered a fence on the left of the path to the loo and on your way there it was 
necessary to rip off two or three big vine leaves as paper was non-existent. 
 
The lay-out of the farm was based on a communal sharing of the surrounding land.  A fertile piece of land 
was shared - each farm had one strip and so the surrounding land was thus shared to make a fair 
allocation to all.  That meant much walking about to work on all the strips, some in distant parts.  He grew 
wheat on the best bit, sweet corn on the next, then potatoes, cabbages and pumpkins on smaller plots 
around the farm.  The sweet corn seemed to be grown only for the pigs, I never remember any being used 
in the house for food. 
 
One distant plot had been nurtured by Al, growing a patch of fine juicy grass almost as good as a bowling 
green.  He let the grass grow to about 1 to 2 inches, then scythed it off, collected it in a wicker basket and 
gave it as a special treat to his piglets.  I went with him once or twice and carried the basket.  One evening 
we were returning in the dusk along a path flanked on one side by a ditch covered with brambles.  As was 
his wont he always padded around the fields barefoot.  This evening, almost dark, I was leading with the 
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basketful of grass, Al with the big scythe over his shoulder followed behind.  I suddenly heard a scream of 
agony behind me, looked round but could not see Al.  Then a strangled voice called "Sam, - 'ere".  Al was 
lying in the ditch amongst the brambles, the scythe fortunately behind on the path.  I helped him out as a 
flow of German expletives filled the evening air.  Apparently, one of his bare feet had stood on a 
hedgehog in the dim light which caused him to up-end into the ditch.  Thank goodness he got rid of the 
scythe on the way down, otherwise there could have been a serious decapitation.  In that short time I 
learnt more German words but none suitable for use in conversation. 
 
A few evenings later he thought more grass would please his piglets so he gave me the scythe and 
basket, pointed and said, I presume - you know where to go.  He must have thought that if he could use 
the scythe so easily, anybody else could.  I arrived at his 'bowling green' plot and after working out which 
way to hold the scythe, like a golfer I tried a few practice swings to get the hang of it.  Throwing caution to 
the winds I almost closed my eyes on the first attempt.  I skimmed the tips of the grass which was only 
about one inch high.  My next swing was lower and better removing half an inch of grass.  Confident now I 
tried my third swing and successfully removed one inch of his beloved grass but one inch of root and soil 
as well.  I had to press on and do my best for the sake of the piglets.  I managed more grass and I 
managed more grass plus roots.  I realised I had buggered-up his bowling green but it was too late to 
worry and anyhow it was his fault for sending me.  I returned with the basket half full and sheepishly 
offered it to him fully expecting the same torrent of words I heard from the ditch.  I wasn't wrong and I 
even heard a few extra ones too, but a good result came from it as he never asked me again to do it. 
 
The end of August was harvest time and it was obviously the high point in the farming community's year.  
Everybody mucked in on each farm in turn making it into a social event. They had obviously saved up 
food through out the year so that a good blow-out could be provided when it was the turn if their farm to 
be threshed.  I sensed a bit of competition as to who could make the biggest spread.  The week before 
threshing was due the corn had to be cut so the men folk went ahead with their scythes to cut each field.  
The women folk - and me - followed behind gathering the corn and tying it up into stooks for drying.  I 
didn't like that job at all, the cut straw tore your fingers to bits.  To make a stook you grabbed an armful of 
corn, took a handful of it, twisted it to form a rope then looped it round the middle of the bundle, twisted it 
tightly then tucked the ends in round the rope.  That's when your fingers got cut, tucking the ends in.  If 
you had done the job right the stook would stand up when stacked with a group of four or five. 
 
The huge threshing machine then arrived with a big steam engine to power it and it was set up in one 
field.  When the corn had dried the next job was to go round the fields with a flat cart to gather the stooks.  
I got quite expert with a pitch-fork pitching the stooks on to the cart for the man on the cart to stack them 
securely for the journey to the threshing machine. When the load became too high to pitch up to, one end 
of a long plank of wood was fixed onto the side of the cart.  You could then run up the plank to pitch on to 
the top for the man to construct more layers.  The plank was slippery so to overcome that it was soaked 
with water and you took your shoes and socks off and got a perfect grip on the plank barefoot. The trouble 
was that your feet got cut walking in the stubble but I had to keep going like the others, I daren't look a 
wimp.  It sure worked up an appetite but there was plenty of food about and raw cider by the gallon.  The 
cart, when full, went to the threshing machine as we went round all the fields.  I think after the harvest I 
had met all the farmers and their families and I suppose I had been accepted when I met any of them in 
the lanes or on the land to be greeted "Morgen,Sam". 
 
Red Cross parcels had begun to arrive and augmented the massive omelettes I used to make on 
Sundays.  I had accumulated a stock of eggs during the week as the hens were free range in every 
respect as they wandered around the farm yard and just laid them anywhere but there was always a give-
away cackle so it was a race between me and the wife, Anna, as to who got there first, and I usually won. 
 
As the routine became easy one guard was withdrawn and the one remaining was a pleasant chap, a 
teacher by profession with a young family.  He was easy-going and made life as easy for us as he could.  
We repaid him by giving chocolate or a tin of cocoa from our parcels just as a treat for his family.  One day 
a new guard appeared to replace him and we learned that his home had been searched by the Gestapo 
and cocoa found.  The standard discipline at the time for any German's misdemeanour was instant 
dispatch to the Russian front.  We felt terrible but could do nothing about it. 
 
The new guard was a right odd-bod.  He was small - very small - much smaller than me and about half the 
thickness.  When wearing his greatcoat you couldn't see his feet.  He looked like a voluptuous greatcoat 
on castors.  The Army could not possibly have made greatcoats to fit his size so he had to make the best 
of it.  To make up for his lack of stature he had the biggest booming voice ever heard and he used it a lot.  
But strangely, he was correct in all he did and not objectionable.  He was a soldier and proud of it as he 
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told us many times.  He considered us as soldiers too with rights as soldiers, P.o.W.s came second.  He 
went round to each place of work to check on our conditions there and asked if we had any complaints.  
He must have caught me at a wrong moment when I was pretty fed up with same old boring food, Kraut, 
Kartoffel and Kevis (that is in English, cabbage, potatoes and pumpkin).  He boomed in disbelief "Nix 
fleisch?" (No meat?).  I shook my head. His sign language as he pointed to himself didn't mean much to 
me, I thought it was a matter of throwing his weight about how much he ate. 
 
A week or so had passed and I never thought of the incident again when one morning about 10 a.m. our 
'Pocket Dynamo' appeared at the farm.  He beckoned me and he beckoned Alois with a booming "Kum".  
We followed in silence down the road, not a word was spoken until we reached the tavern.  He gave a 
signal to wait and went inside, but a moment later he was back and called us in.  Entering a room on the 
left I saw only a large table with a large man sitting behind it.  He opened a large book on the table in front 
of him and with a grunt pointed to the greatcoat on the left flank.  A booming voice opened up his 
prepared speech and on and on he ranted.  I couldn't help thinking how it looked like a modern version of 
that famous picture 'The Inquisitor - When did you last see your father?' as the three of us faced the large 
man behind the large table making notes in his large book.  I still didn't know any conversational German, 
only the words about the farm but then I kept hearing Kraut, Kartoffel and Kevis  and with added emphasis 
Fleisch as it dawned on me he was stirring it up with Alois for not feeding me properly.  A soldier needs 
and has a right to meat to do his work or that was the gist of his statement I assumed. 
 
I really did feel a right lemon just standing there in the middle knowing all the bargy was about me.  The 
large man then questioned Alois and after discussion and deliberation closed the large book and told Alois 
to shake hands with me and waved us out. 
 
Outside the tavern the greatcoat gave Alois a repeat of the instructions agreed which simply amounted to 
meat for the soldier worker.  He left us then and I could almost detect his little chest swelling with pride 
under the greatcoat at having put all civilians in their place on behalf of another soldier.  It illustrated the 
power of the first class military - even a small military - over the second class civilian population.  I 
returned with Alois to the farm in quiet contemplation of the inquisition before the large man (he was the 
local Burgomaster).  We understood one another after that and got on better for it.  I don't think Al held it 
against me, after all it was the guard who had instigated the meeting just to show how powerful he was. I 
did feel guilty about having moaned to the guard but we all moaned to one another back in the billet about 
the food situation and that's all there was to it.  I should have realised that their table fare was the same 
they had eaten before I came on the scene - their life-style was frugal as they fed on whatever they grew 
and that was all just self-supporting; not  poor - merely economical living. 
 
The only available meat on the farm was a few dozen laying hens so they had to be the source of my 
weekly intake.  Al would grab one, cut its throat over the midden, then hand it to his wife to do the rest.  
After cleaning she put it whole into a big pan with lots of the usual vegetables and boiled it up until the 
meat fell off the bones.  Even that was pretty tasteless but she didn't know any different.  After a couple of 
weeks of that I couldn't stand it so I said to Anna “Why not roast it in the oven”.  The kitchen range was a 
typical Austrian style tiled all round and occupying half of one wall.  A central fire-box warmed the ovens 
and hot plates and was the only heating in the house.  Anna didn't know how to roast the bird so I offered 
to show her.  I found a baking tin in which she used to make the strudel, put the bird in with a bit of lard-
looking fat, stuck it in the oven and hoped for the best.  I kept going in to keep an eye on it and baste it.  
Miraculously it turned out O.K.  Not quite like when mother used to do it, but a great improvement on 
boiling.  The whole family were pleased with the result as I laid it on the table on a separate plate with the 
veg apart from it.  The kids loved a leg each and everybody agreed that was the way to do it in future.  I 
had made a conquest! 
 
One day I saw Al talking to two tall rough-looking strangers.  Apparently they were Hungarians looking for 
casual work as they tramped the country.  Al couldn't find them any work but gave them permission to 
sleep that night in the hay-loft.  The day after they left I went up to the loft for hay for my cows and I could 
see the corner where they had lain.  As I passed I saw on the floor a small tobacco pouch nearly full of 
tobacco with a packet of cigarette papers.  I thought my birthday had come early as I was out of cigarettes 
and reduced to raiding the sweet corn patch to strip the tassels off the cobs.  When dried it looked like 
tobacco and smouldered like it.  Better than nothing and beggars can't be choosers.  I was relieved when 
the Hungarians didn't come back for the pouch. 
 
There were quite a few big apple trees around the farm and when the apples started to fall I was given a 
large wicker basket to collect them in.  In the shed next to the cows Al had a huge cider press.  That was 
my next job to turn the heavy screw of the press as Al fed the fruit in at the top.  Then as the juice flowed 
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out he collected it and filled lots of barrels with it.  The juice - they called it 'moost' - it was bitter and sour 
until it had matured and even then it was horrible. 
 
The two children were opposites, Heidi the youngest was four and had not started school yet.  She was a 
lovely sweet-natured little blonde always happy and smiling.  She pottered around behind me watching 
me doing jobs around the farm.  Sister Mitzi, eight years old, was a right little madam, talked about her 
school and how she was learning English.  When asked why, she said 'when we have taken over London 
we will need to speak English' but that was the teacher instilling kids of eight with the Nazi theories which 
were taught compulsorily. 
 
Mitzi's friend was Anna Tschiseck who lived across the road, she was also eight and a little blonde 
bombshell.  They played around the farm and often chatted to me, trying out new English words they had 
just learnt - but one day they frightened the life out of me.  I was sitting on my milking stool in the cow-
shed having a quiet smoke when they came in to me giggling and nudging one another as they sidled up 
to me when suddenly they both grabbed a handful of my private 'you know whats' as I sat there, they 
screamed and ran out giggling.  I was stunned.  What should I do?  I daren't run after them to tick them 
off, somebody might see me chasing them and with the language difficulty I daren't tell their mother or 
father. They wouldn't believe me against their darling 8 year olds.  If I was reported to the German 
authorities nobody would have believed my version and I daren't think of the consequences of that.  I 
thought maybe the plot had been hatched at school with other kids egging them on to do it for a dare, but 
then all the village would have known in no time.  I lived a nightmare for a few weeks waiting for 
something to happen but I thanked God that it died out and I breathed again.  Innocent 8 year olds? 
 
One November morning I left the billet at 0530 as usual but on reaching the T junction at the main road I 
saw to my dismay all lights blazing in my farm-house and in the one across the road too where Anna 
Tschiseck lived with her middle-aged parents.  Their smallholding consisted of hens, ducks and the usual 
pig.  Tschiseck was a Hungarian ex-P.O.W. from World War One and he worked at the local flour mill.  A 
few weeks earlier the family had spent their savings and bought their first cow in calf and I remember how 
proud they were when they showed it to me the day it arrived.  But this morning something was obviously 
wrong as Al never got up before seven so when I arrived about six I usually had another hour's nap in the 
warm cow-shed before he showed up.  It looked as though I was going to be denied that pleasure, but I 
thought maybe the calf had been born so I forgave it. 
 
When I arrived Al's wife Anna met me in tears.  As she sobbed her way through her explanations of the 
nights tragedy, I managed to understand enough of what had happened.  Apparently Frau Tschiseck's 
cow had been off colour for a week, would not eat, lay about moaning and could not get up.  Alois was 
called over to give his expert opinion of the problem, after all he had two cows and a bull so must know all 
about such things.  He spent most of the night on his diagnosis and eventually came to the conclusion  
there was nothing else for the poor cow but to put her out of her misery by cutting her throat.  So he did! 
 
Nothing now could be touched until the local Burgomaster and the area's Chief Veterinary Officer from 
Graz could come to investigate.  The news spread quickly and farmers and families from around the area 
came to offer condolences to the broken-hearted couple.  As the morning passed a crowd of 30 or 40 
sympathisers assembled in sad little groups in our farm-yard discussing in solemn tones the nights 
tragedy.  About mid-day the Vet arrived to perform the post-mortem and to decide with the Burgomaster 
on the destination of the meat.  I was up in the hay-loft collecting fodder when I heard a commotion down 
in the yard.  I looked out through a gap in the loft wall at the incredible scene below.  Screaming with 
hysterical laughter, several of the people were rolling about in helpless uncontrollable mirth.  I quickly 
went down to find out the cause of all the merriment.  After much questioning I at last gathered that it was 
the Vet's decision that Al need not have done what he did to end the cow's suffering as it only had 
excessive wind.  That exhibition was a perfect example of the German character needing such a word as 
Schadenfreude which in English means 'malicious pleasure in the misfortune of others'.  That says it all! 
 
I have mentioned before as well as my two cows Al had a bull which he kept for servicing his cows and as 
each cow only produced one calf a year I had a very frustrated bull to feed as well.  The only time it saw 
daylight was when I opened the door to take his food in and it had never been out for exercise.  One day 
Al decided to sell it to a farmer in the next village.  We got it out of its byre and Al tied a rope to the ring in 
its nose and we set off up the road.  Al with the rope led, I was at the back pushing and twisting its tail 
over its back which was the recognised way of getting cattle to move forward.  It was three miles to the 
next village and the bull had never been out on a road before.  Thank-fully, there was hardly any traffic but 
when we heard a vehicle coming we had to drag the bull off the road and hide it from the lorry as we didn't 
know what reaction it would make if it saw or heard a vehicle.  We repeated that performance about six 
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times until Al got fed up and gave me the rope at the front end, pointed and said something which I 
assumed would be 'there will be somebody waiting for it up there'.  He cleared off back home leaving me 
with a ton of crazy bull.  Luckily I didn't have any more traffic and eventually I came to a tavern where 
some chaps were standing outside.  When they saw me one moved forward and I assumed he was the 
new owner.  There was no point in me asking so I gave him the rope and left quickly. 
 
About the middle of November (1941) a bombshell hit the Spatouf family.  My boss Al was called up into 
the Army at the age of 54.  Their comfortable world fell apart and his little wife was shattered.  
Neighbouring farmers came to sympathise and the general opinion seemed to sound like 'how could they 
do that to an old man working his farm' with the same flowery invective I had heard before.  The other 
farmers would be a few years older than Al but they began to wonder when their turn was coming as they 
had assumed they were immune working on the land.  I'm sure that all the haze and smoke over Berlin 
was not only due to bombs, some of it came from Adolf's ears which must have been burning 'cos that's 
what they thought of him.  Al had a week's grace to put everything in order for his wife to take over and 
run it with my help.  What brainless thinking that was - because I had arrived on the farm three months 
ago Alois was now dispensable.  The Army must have been desperate to call up a 54 year old farmer. 
 
I put my animosities to the German war effort aside and really did my best to help his family through it.  To 
continue with my weekly meat ration poor Anna had a problem.  She just couldn't kill one of her hens so if 
I still wanted it I would have to do it myself.  I thought I would be tough, grabbed a hen like Al did and 
copied his routine over the midden.  As I took the dead bird in to Anna I regretted having killed it just for 
me and decided there and then I would do without meat in future. 
 
In mid-December one of the other farms asked if they could borrow me to help stripping the corn-cobs.  
Having got permission to stay out an hour or so later I went along to the farm and in the barn there was 
quite a party with oil lamps flickering here and there and in the gloom I could make out about a dozen or 
so people chattering and laughing.  Quite a babble.  The farmer's wife met me and sat me down with them 
and showed me how to rip the corn off the cob.  What a job, it crippled your fingers scraping them off even 
with a little tool so I don't think I tried too hard.  But I enjoyed the party, there was plenty of food and drink 
and everybody was nice and friendly.  Then they started singing and it was the first time I had ever heard 
"Silent Night".  I didn't know it before as it wasn't one of my chapel hymns.  I was so struck by it, I asked 
them to sing it again.  It was beautiful and in that setting in the barn it sounded perfect.  Every Christmas 
now my memory goes back to that barn.  It was quite a magical setting, and unforgettable. 
 

Back to Marburg 
 
One of the chaps in the billet had a pair of French Officer's riding boots and knee britches for sale.  When 
I was flush with cigarettes I bought them.  They were ideal for working on the farm with its muddy yard 
and surroundings, besides I was the smartest farm hand in the village.  My sartorial elegance was my 
undoing.  Sometime toward the end of December I found an irritant little spot on my left calf.  Wearing 
those tight knee britches didn't help and my leg began to swell.  I loosened the knee britches to ease my 
leg.  A few days later I couldn't even get the britches on and the Kiwi lad in the billet lent me a pair of civvy 
trousers.  My leg had swollen like a puffy balloon from my thigh to my ankle so that my knee had 
disappeared.  A clear liquid was seeping from all over the leg so I mentioned it to the great-coated guard 
and when he saw it he took me into Radkersburg to see a Doctor.  The Doctor examined it and told the 
guard I must return to camp at Marburg for treatment.  By now the trouser-leg was soaked with the 
seeping liquid and began to set hard like varnish as it dried.  I was feeling pretty bad about going back to 
that filthy camp at Marburg as I went back to the billet to collect my belongings.  I had saved up from my 
Red Cross parcels some chocolate bars and some goodies to help brighten up the coming Christmas for 
Anna and the kids.  I asked the guard if I could go to the farm to explain my sudden leaving but he insisted 
we catch the next bus back to Marburg, there-by ruining my Christmas plans.  As a P.o.W. it shouldn't 
have bothered me but as a human being it did. 
 
Throughout the journey on the bus I couldn't help wondering how Anna, on her own, would cope with all 
the jobs on the farm.  She was so small, shy and inoffensive, nothing like a typical, beefy farmer's wife.  
She certainly didn't deserve all that but I hoped her neighbours would rally round and help her out.  I even 
hoped that her husband, Alois be allowed home again but I didn't think that likely.  All terribly sad, but I 
never knew the outcome of it all.  The civilian passengers on the bus must have wondered what was the 
matter as my leg was now so swollen I couldn't bend it so I had to poke it down the aisle of the bus, 
causing passengers to step over it.  With a soldier sitting next to me nobody dare complain.  It took about 
two hours to get to Marburg when the guard delivered me to the guard-room at the camp and left to go 
back to the billet. 
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CHAPTER 7 
 

1942 January to May:  Marburg to Spittal 
 

Stalag XVIII D, Marburg again 
 
This camp was not the railway sidings from which I left to go to the farm but everybody had moved into 
the old barracks down in the town.  The main gate of the camp was on the main street and next to an 
open parade ground and many old buildings which formed a block round the square.  A high fence 
isolated it from the streets which encircled it.  I wandered about to find what the buildings were used for 
and found one full of 3 tier wooden bunks which looked like pigeon-holes in an office.  I found an 
unoccupied slot in the middle layer, slid into it with all my worldly goods and settled down to contemplate 
what an odd birthday I was having as it was the 23rd December.  Mercifully I soon dropped off to sleep 
without bothering to get undressed. 
 
The next morning I went on sick-parade and was sent up to the hospital which was on the second floor of 
what looked like a big warehouse.  It was quite bare except for a few beds with patients in them in one 
corner.  I was allotted an iron bedstead with a bare spring base which was only temporary until the Doctor 
came on his rounds.  A Cypriot Doctor Mikalides eventually came, took one look at it and immediately 
organised my transfer to the civilian hospital on the other side of town.  Four stalwart, muscular chaps 
volunteered to carry me on a stretcher through the main street of Marburg, across the pontoon wooden 
bridge over the River Drau (the bridge had been blown up and destroyed the year before on 6 April 1941) 
then a steep climb up the hill to the hospital.  It was quite an imposing place possibly of a religious order 
as the nursing staff were a mixture of Serbian, Slavonian and Croatian nuns.  
 
I was taken into a side room for examination by the German Doctor in overall charge who discussed my 
inflated leg with two Sisters as they made their diagnosis.  The only word in all the jabbering that made 
any sense to me was a German word almost similar to the English one, 'mit Gangrenen' the Doctor said a 
few times.  Then the Sisters’ body language changed - with their hands together, as if in prayer, as though 
pleading with the Doctor.  One of them, Sister Secondina told me later that the Doctor suggested amputa-
tion because of the gangrene and they pleaded with him to let them have a go at it before that was done.   
 
After the diagnosis I was taken to a ward where 8 other P.o.W.s were patients.  The first thing the Sisters 
did was to soak me in a lukewarm bath.  Then they smeared the leg with some thick creamy ointment and 
laid me on a bed with a plastic sheet under with my leg uncovered.  They did that routine each day and 
within a week there was quite a difference as my leg began to show signs of deflating.  They then covered 
the leg with gauze after pasting and that was all they did to it apart from some liquid medication they gave 
me to drink.  After a month the leg was about normal size again.  The two Sisters were really pleased and 
proud to have saved my leg from its possible fate, and I can assure you that I was rather thankful too. 
 

My leg cleared up completely and the Doctor was due to examine it again soon with the object of 
discharging me.  But as February was rather cold - about 20 degrees below outside and freezing hard - 
the Sisters saved me from being discharged into the cold camp by wrapping my left arm with a thick 
bandage to appear as though I had suffered a thrombosis.  It must have been convincing as that fact was 
given on my discharge certificate and recommended rest.  It was good enough to give me a few weeks 
extra in a very warm hospital.  I was discharged on the 11th March 1942 when it was getting a bit warmer 
outside.  As I said goodbye and thank you to the Sisters they gave me their blessing and a parting gift of a 
little rosary and a medallion.  How I treasure them today with grateful memories of those wonderful 
Sisters.  (Similar origin for my father’s out-of-character crucifix?) 
 

Arriving back in camp I was amazed to find a complete change with our senior warrant officers more or 
less running the place.  Red Cross parcels and clothing etc. had arrived by the lorry load and a large 
building set aside as the Red Cross Storeroom with R.S.M. Baxter in charge with C.S.M. Smith assistant 
and a few German guards as official watch-dogs.  The clothing comprised uniforms, boots, shirts 
everything that a well-dressed soldier wore.   
 

There were a few thousand P.o.W.s based at Marburg, most of them out on working parties.  The one 
thing that hadn't improved was the toilet facilities.  They were crude and embarrassing to use.  They must 
have been there when it was a barracks for the Yugoslav Army.  It was a long dark, damp building with a 
trough in the stone floor about a foot wide with water running into it at one end.  The system required you 
to squat down astride the trough in one long row one behind another looking like a boat race crew.  It was 
humiliating but as there was nothing else you swallowed you pride and closed your eyes. 
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I began to hear stories of what I had missed by being in hospital.  There was a small back gate on the far 
side of the parade ground with a very co-operative guard on it on Christmas Eve.  A bar of chocolate or a 
few cigarettes was a passport for a night out up in town.  Later in the evening a report was sent to the 
Camp Commandant that there would appear to be more P.o.W.s in the pubs in town than there were in 
camp, so he issued an order warning that if any P.o.W.s were not back in camp by the morning they 
would be considered to have escaped.  Of course the Scots wanted their New Year's Eve celebrations so 
there was a mass exodus again.  No wonder I could feel a difference in camp.  It was a mad house! 
 
One day the company of guards left and were replaced by a new company straight from Mack Sennett - a 
perfect Keystone Kop Brigade.  There were tall ones, short ones, thin ones, fat ones, very old ones, young 
ones but all with some deficiency of some sort.  They had obviously not been in the army long and 
wouldn't be any use at the front.  It became quite a side-show every morning when they paraded at the 
guard-house by the main gate before duties.  Their co-ordination was missing as they tried to present 
arms going through the drill motions.  One would drop his rifle, another knock his helmet askew when 
shouldering arms.  A bayonet stuck on the end of their rifle was more than they could cope with.  Even a 
right turn was a cock-up.  We always gathered there for our morning laugh until an order appeared on the 
Notice Board saying:- “Changing of Guard. Laughing Verboten.  Punishment - 21 days bunker”. 
 
Having received sports equipment from the Red Cross and Y.M.C.A. cricket was played on the Parade 
Ground all day but a difficulty arose when the ball was hit over the fence into the street.  A lot of shouting 
was needed to attract the patrolling guard's attention to find the ball and throw it back.  That problem was 
overcome by applying to the Camp Commandant for an extra guard on that stretch of street to be more or 
less the fielder on the boundary just to recover the ball.  He granted the request. 
 
In the corner of the parade ground was a stack of timber for a building job but as fuel for cooking and 
brewing-up got scarce lengths of timber were sawn off and disappeared.  A guard was then allotted to 
guard the pile but that was easily overcome by a cheeky chap wearing workman's overalls brazenly 
measuring off a certain length then sawing it off.  The guard just watched, well how was he to know? 
 
Anyone who was in the Marburg camp will remember McGinty.  He was a Scotsman from Glasgow who 
made his living in civvy street by busking and performing his act as an acrobat/contortionist.  His tools of 
trade which he still had with him in camp were three metal rings about a foot in diameter which he used to 
thread his body in and out of them in different positions.  Obviously he was lithe and supple even at his 
age which at a guess would be about 40.  He must have joined his Scottish Regiment as an alcoholic 
because most times you saw him around camp he was drunk and went to extreme lengths to obtain his 
liquor.  He distilled anything that contained alcohol - boot polish was one of his sources - but he was 
secret in all he did, he was a loner.  I saw him do his act once and it was quite original as he bent double 
with his head to his knees then pulled a ring over his backside and down his doubled up body.  He pulled 
the ring over his contorted body in all ways, but his piece-de-resistance was to lay two open cut-throat 
razors on the ground blade up and about 9 inches apart then doing a flip-flap somersault dropping his 
head between the razors and flipping over.  Quite a death defying act, no wonder he needed to be drunk 
to do it! 
 
He acquired a pair of workman's overalls and a short length of ladder from somewhere and with his rings 
over his shoulder approached the main gate.  He propped the ladder up against one upright of the gate 
and climbed up inspecting it and tapping it.  He repeated the business on the opposite pole as the guard 
ignored him.  Not satisfied with what he saw he asked the guard to open the gate pointing outside.  The 
Keystone guard obliged and McGinty took his ladder outside and repeated the actions on the street side 
until he saw the guard was no longer interested in his work, picked up his ladder and took off up the 
street.  He used the ladder propped up at a pub window to see if there were any guards in there before 
going in and doing his act for a drink or two.  One evening a German officer recognised him in a pub 
saying "Ah der McGinty, Komme", and the game was up. 
 
I heard in the camp library that a Concert Party was about to be formed so I made enquiries, but it never 
really got off the ground.  The Germans were always organising working parties, taking into account your 
civilian job.  I was down in their records as a Schauspieler (Actor) which was my job when I joined up, so 
as that job wasn't any use to their war effort they signed me up as a Totengraber (Grave-digger).  A train 
load of Russian P.o.W.s had arrived at the sidings where we first arrived and they were in a terrible 
condition with typhus disease rampant and they soon started to die at the rate of 40 a day.  That was 
where I came in.  About a dozen of us marched up to the cemetery every morning to dig the deep graves.  
The cemetery was up the hill near the hospital so we had a good mile and a half march to get there. 
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Sam’s party filling in the multiple graves 
 
The graves were dug to about 8-9 feet deep in a field by the cemetery on unconsecrated ground, then we 
retired to the other end of the field with our football for a kick around until the lorries arrived.  The next job 
we baulked at as being outside the rules of The Geneva Convention.  We would not do the actual burial 
when the Russian corpses arrived but watched the ghastly operation from a distance.  A lorry load arrived 
and backed up to the end of the grave and dropped the tail-board.  Two German 'undertakers' each 
armed with a long-handled pair of tongs would take hold of a corpse, drag it out of the lorry and drop it 
neatly into the hole.  No ceremony.  No Russian Orthodox priest to officiate.  As the Germans explained - 
that was unconsecrated ground so not necessary - and they were only sub-human Kulaks anyway.  The 
undertakers then finished off their work with a thick covering of lime.  We then returned to fill in the rest of 
the grave.  When the grave was completed a wooden board with a list of numbers written on it was placed 
at the end of the grave but the numbers were not necessarily the ones who had just been buried there.  
After a few days of that I felt I had done enough so I went over to the cemetery where my old pal, Len 
Sutton was tending the graves of our chaps in a section set aside for them.  Len did a wonderful job 
making that section look like a Military Cemetery, neat and tidy with white crosses.  He even grew flowers 
to decorate the graves. 
 
Rumours were circulating of our impending move and I think we looked forward to a change.  We also 
heard of the reason why the first Company of guards left so suddenly to be replaced by the Keystone 
guards.  The whole Company had been involved in rackets concerning the Red Cross stores.  The Abwer 
- their equivalent of our Red Caps (Military Police) - had swooped and searched the houses of all the 
guards and found large quantities of Red Cross goods, clothing etc. stashed away.  The result was instant 
despatch of the whole Company to the Russian front but tragically they never arrived as the boat carrying 
them across the River Vistula in Poland was sunk with all drowned.  Their officers were sent to Berlin for 
trial and R.S.M. Baxter and C.S.M. Smith were taken to Berlin to give evidence for the prosecution and on 
their evidence alone the officers were found guilty and sent to jail for a long sentence.  That showed how 
seriously the German Army viewed the crime of theft in the Army.  Rather a quirk of the German nation 
when they could steal a whole country without compunction. 
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Here follow a few scenes, some (if not all) of which would have been familiar to Sam during his 
two periods of residence in Stalag XVIIID: 
 

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

                 
 

From a slightly different vantage point – now a Tourist Site (2016) 
 

 

     
 

Assorted inmates of Stalag XVIIID (names & dates unknown) 
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Games of Rugby . . . 
 

    
 

. . .  and Football . . . being played “behind the warehouse (where there) was a 
 steep, grassy bank on which had been constructed a forty foot long 'bog' 

 
 

 
 

More general view of the later Camp accommodation 
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Addendum – July 2017 
 
Close-up photos of Tourist Notice Board taken by Tom Phillips (son of Veteran Trooper ‘Ossie’ Phillips, 
2NZ Div Cav): 
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MAY 1942 
 
The day came for our move when all N.C.O.s were warned to be packed and ready by 0600 in the 
morning.  The Army lorries arrived on time and we were jammed in the back for the journey to Spittal in 
the Austrian Tyrol.  It was a temporary Officers camp, Oflag 111C, and I was numbered 1441. 
 
Archivist’s Note:     This Camp was partly for those NCOs who (quite legitimately under the Geneva 
Convention) refused to work in ArbeitsKommandos; and for those who were judged to be generally 
awkward customers and trouble makers.  Oflag 111C was initially located at Spittal am der Drau (60 miles 
due west of Stalag XVIIIA at Wolfsberg) along with Stalags XVIIIB and XVIIIA/Z at different times.  111C 
and its occupants then moved to Hohenfels in Bavaria and was redesignated Stalag 383). 
 
The camp was a specially constructed place with large wooden huts of a higher class than the Marburg 
slum and suitable for officers.  Each hut had a long corridor with rooms off it, and a room contained 3 
wooden 2-tier bunks, much more civilised than the Marburg pigeon-hole 3 tier slots.  There was one large 
hut for activities, games etc as there was already some sports equipment there.  It was also suitable as a 
concert hall with a platform at one end on which was a piano.  There were musical instruments available 
so a chap called Dennis Wheatley formed an orchestra.  Dennis was a superb musician, a concert pianist 
in civvy street and there were one or two good singers.  The camp was in a beautiful setting in the Tyrol 
on the edge of the Alps with the well-known mountain Gros Glockner not far away.  In front of the huts 
was a strip of garden which was covered with nasturtium plants, lovely but covered with caterpillars.  I 
went through them each day gathering a good handful of clean leaves to eat as a salad, a very tasty 
addition to swede soup. 
 
Red Cross parcels would arrive sometimes but not regularly so there were always blank periods when 
there was only Jerry soup to eat - or drink it.  So there was always the constant search for fuel for 
brewing-up or cooking and when all possible supplies of firewood around the camp had been exhausted 
as a last resort you had to start using your bed boards.  Those were slats of timber fitted crossways in the 
bunk to support the mattress and by careful adjustment you took out alternative ones.  When the situation 
got desperate you took out more slats and substituted them with thick sisal string which came round the 
Red Cross goods and made the bunk into a sort of hammock.  If you were forced to do that, then it was 
necessary to have a good understanding with the chap in the bottom bunk. 
 
One night the impossible happened.  The main gate of the camp was lifted off its hinges, spirited away 
and cut up for fuel by morning.  The Germans never missed it until daylight.  To fill the gap quickly Jerry 
paid some of our amateur carpenters to make a new gate to replace it.  Strange, but nothing was said 
about it, to make a fuss would have landed the guards in hot water for letting it happen so it was replaced 
quietly.  When I went to the P.o.W. reunion in Kalamata in 1993 I met the Welshman who did the actual 
removal of the gate.  It came up quite casually when four of us were swapping reminiscences when I 
mentioned the gate job.  Taffy was absolutely thrilled that at last somebody had corroborated his story as 
nobody had ever believed him when he spoke of it before.  He said I had really made his day.  Sadly he 
died shortly after returning home not long after I had spoken to him on the phone. 
 
A result of removing your bed boards for fuel was to make the tall frame of the bunks less rigid and they 
soon tended to wobble a bit opening up the joints.  One day I just happened to slice a knife down an open 
joint and was rewarded with a squirt of squashed-up bed-bug bodies.  Ah, so that's where the little 
blighters lived in the day-time.  Needless to say there was then a nightly inspection and a swipe of the 
joints before getting into bed.  The rest of the three months in Spittal was uneventful.  Just a series of 
concerts*, entertainments and sports and, of course, the eternal search for fuel. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
*Rifleman John Eldridge recalls hearing Sam reading verse to an appreciative audience on 25 May 1942. 
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CHAPTER 8 
 

1942 to 1945:  Hohenfels, Bavaria 
1945 May:  Back to Blighty 

 
Stalag 383, Hohenfels 
 
One day in early September 1942 we were told to pack up and be ready to move at 0600 next day.  The 
lorries arrived on time for a more civilised mode of transport than some earlier journeys.  Our destination 
was Hohenfels, Camp 383 about 30 miles North of Regensburg in Bavaria and 50 miles South of 
Nurernburg. 
 

 
 

Stalag 383 accommodation huts 
 

 
 

Not all lived to tell the tale 
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These two photographs are from Sam’s own collection 
 

 
 

Place and date unknown - but it is evidently a hot day - in Bavaria perhaps? 
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It was a Strafe camp or so they intended it to be, but we never considered it a punishment to be at 
Hohenfels.  We were all N.C.O.s who, according to that scrap of paper - The Geneva Convention - should 
not be compelled to work for the Germans.  Any misdeeds of the Allies requiring retaliation then our Strafe 
camp of non-workers bore the reprisals. 
 
The first test came in October '42 following the abortive raid by the Canadians on Dieppe.  After fierce 
hand-to-hand fighting around the port area the Canadian landing was a failure, but after the cessation of 
hostilities the Germans found a lot of their comrades dead on the beaches with their hands tied behind 
their backs.  They had obviously been prisoners at some time. 
 
Hitler raged, then ordered the chaining-up of all Canadian prisoners but there weren't enough of them to 
make a big declaration of retaliation so he decided to have all non-working prisoners chained-up as well 
for 12 hours a day.  To carry out Hitler's orders instantly the guards came in with lengths of rope to tie our 
hands, a week later they arrived with lengths of chain and padlocks.  That was whilst waiting for the 
country to be searched for thousands of handcuffs attached by a foot of chain. 
 
The guards tried their best at first to be serious about it but we didn't and it soon became a farce.  Even 
the Camp Kommandant didn't think much of the idea as he realised that with 7,000 inmates in his camp it 
was practically unworkable but The Fuhrer had spoken so he made a tacit agreement with us that if we 
co-operated with him he would play ball with us.  The chain-gang would come round each morning and 
put the handcuffs on then come round again at night to take them off.  What happened in between was 
only our affair, but if he knew the Gestapo or a German General was to visit the camp word would 
somehow get to us via the 'grapevine' and we would put on our chains during the visit and try to look 
suitably wretched. 
 
Every morning for almost a year a German battalion would march into camp clanking and loaded up with 
the chains slung over their shoulders but soon they became loaded with other things too.  Two of them 
would enter your hut with a bundle of chains, go through the motions of chaining you up, then out of their 
pockets would come saccharins, matches, cigarette papers, mouth organs etc to barter for soap, 
cigarettes or cocoa.  They varied their wares each day, I remember one fat Jerry even producing from his 
baggy breeches a big black frying-pan which he eventually sold.  It got to the stage where we wouldn't get 
out of bed in the morning when the chains came in, Jerry would hang a dozen chains on a big hook by the 
door then quickly get down to business. 
 
That situation was the beginning of incredible racketeering and the time came when anything - and I mean 
anything - could be obtained from the outside by certain 'big-shot' racketeers with German contacts willing 
to risk all for the sake of a few thousand English cigarettes.  But I must point out that some other camps 
had a really tough time with their handcuffing.  Our camp was different simply because our guards fell into 
the barter trap themselves and from then on they were ours and in our debt. 
 
Whilst on this subject mention must be made of Hamburg Harry.  He was a German officer whose job in 
camp was to oversee the parcels store, both Red Cross and personal ones from home.  He was a typical 
fair-haired Aryan from Hamburg, good-looking and smart in his immaculate uniform and had spent 20 or 
so years in America and his easy-going wise-cracking manner was far from the usual German type.  He 
was without doubt a firmly established racketeer who brought large quantities of forbidden articles into 
camp and took thousands of English cigarettes out of it.  Some even suggested that he filled his wide 
cavalry breeches with packets of cigarettes every time he walked out through the gates. 
 
We wondered how such a smart officer was able to get and keep such a soft non-combatant job but he 
told us that he was rejected from active front line service because he had a weak heart.  In March 1945 he 
went on leave with another Jerry pal who told us later how they travelled to Regensburg and were caught 
in a heavy bombing raid.  They found their way to a shelter when a bomb fell just outside, nobody was 
injured in the shelter but a mutilated body was somehow blown through the air-vent shaft and the shock 
was too much for Harry who had a massive heart attack and died there in the shelter - his suitcase lying 
beside him full of English cigarettes.  Poor old Hamburg, so he was right about his wonky heart after all, 
but we all missed him, he was a likeable rogue. 
 
Red Cross parcels were without doubt our salvation, for without them our survival on German rations 
alone would have been in jeopardy. One bowl of thin swede soup, two slices of bread and about three 
potatoes was an average day’s rations, with special treats of margarine, Quark cheese and mint tea on 
rare occasions. 
 



 22 

It is incredible how a Red Cross parcel of ten pounds weight could make the difference between life and 
almost death.  They were planned to supply maximum vitamins as an addition to the German rations.  
Most parcels came from England and Canada and contained a variety of contents to ensure a change of 
menu.  The Canadian ones were fairly standard in contents as follows: A tin of bully beef, meat roll, 
salmon and sardines, a large packet of biscuits, quarter pound of cheese, 5 ounce slab of chocolate. 1 
pound of jam or marmalade, packet of prunes, half a pound of coffee or tea, 4ounces of sugar, 1 pound tin 
of butter, 1 pound tin of powdered milk, some salt and pepper and a small bar of soap. 
 
The English ones did not have as much butter or milk but more variety of tinned meats, puddings, 
vegetables and of course cocoa.  Small luxuries and surprises were sometimes dropped into a box by a 
packer in England, obviously an understanding mother for who else would think of popping in a few gob-
stoppers or even sending pancake mixture to a P.o.W.?  Whatever was in the box was appreciated even if 
there was something you didn't like e.g. Bemax (wheat germ), it could always be sold or bartered for 
something you did like. 
 
On any fine morning you could spend a couple of hours window shopping just strolling around the main 
square of the camp to see the goods on offer and compare prices in cigarettes on the dozens of stalls set 
up on the street.  The variety of goods on sale was incredible, with surplus clothing from parcels from 
home and personal items you no longer had use for all ended up on the marts.  Another source was the 
goods brought in by the chain gang, in fact most guards were agreeable to a bit of business.  One day I 
even saw a set of false teeth on a stall and they were sold by the next day. 
 
Some of the bigger marts would display a notice board offering items such as 'Uncle Ned will be in 
tonight', or 'Fresh hen fruit on sale tomorrow', another cheeky one 'Canary for sale.  Good singer but only 
one ear' (that would be a Radio with one ear-phone).  One enterprising stall holder had a rubber stamp 
made to counterfeit the German 'Gepruft' stamp meaning 'passed'.  He was careful to stamp any goods 
which were on the forbidden list.  One day, Moto, the German snoop, spotted a dishful of eggs on his stall 
and swooped but was foiled when he found all the eggs were stamped 'Gepruft'. 
 
Moto was the chief snoop or ferret who led the raids on huts for anything we shouldn't have, mainly 
radios.  His slanty eyes and oriental appearance were the obvious reasons for his 'pseudonym'.  He and 
his ferrets wandered around the camp, usually carrying a long metal probe which he used to poke into the 
ground just inside the outer wire fence.  Sometimes the probe met no resistance and almost disappeared 
which indicated he had found a tunnel.  It was then easy to trace it to the nearest hut when Moto & Co 
would enter and search to find the well-concealed entrance. 
 
There were many tunnels started just to keep him occupied whilst the main official tunnel was progressing 
successfully to its completion.  That tunnel was dug by the official Gallopers Club whose chief supremo 
was Corporal Michael McCallen R.A.S.C., with full blessing and co-operation of the camp administration.  
Fifty would-be escapers from hundreds of applicants were chosen for the big break-out which was known 
as the 'Spring Handicap'.  McCallen set up and organised the whole operation to fit out 50 men with 
everything necessary for a civilian's needs outside.  The tailors produced 100 suits and 3 overcoats in a 
few months from German blankets supplied by each man on the list.  Forged German documents, 
passports, maps, compasses and rations for 14 days, all were miraculously produced in time for the day.  
The tunnel was ready, after 35 yards length, to emerge some 20 feet outside the fence.  One Saturday 
evening in March'43 the highly organised escape began with the first 16 getting clear away but the 17th 
was spotted by a patrolling guard and it was over. 
 
No further break-outs by tunnel were attempted as it was found to be easier to go out in ones or twos and 
many ingenious methods were devised and approved by McCallen.  Two young Aussies worked out a 
scheme to go out from the Sports field where Jerry workmen were erecting huts and brought materials in 
through a gap in the fence by the workman's cabin.  They asked me if I could use my make-up skills to 
make them look like old Jerry workmen.  I was glad to oblige but daren't use any theatrical make-up in 
case they were caught and the make-up traced to our theatre to jeopardise future shows.  I wandered 
around camp and eventually found some deep yellow clay which I puddled with water and applied to their 
faces and hands.  When dry it gave the skin a sort of old parchment colour and with a soft BB pencil and a 
red crayon I lined the faces and eyes to complete the picture of bucolic old workmen.  It must have looked 
passable as they walked out through the gap and away and later sent a card to McCallen from Bucharest. 
 
The Germans were obviously rattled by the many escapes, as large posters in red were posted up around 
camp saying 'Escaping is a Damned Dangerous Sport' and threatened dire consequences.  But the 
Gallopers Club were not put off despite knowing about the notorious butchery of those 50 RAF officer 
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escapees from Stalag Luft 3 who were all shot in cold blood, so the posters were certainly no bluff.  The 
stories of some spectacular escapes and Michael McCallen's report on his work are to be found in three 
chapters of the book 'Barbed Wire: Memories of Stalag 383’ (by M.N.McKibben).  For his daring and 
valued work McCallen was awarded the B.E.M. after the War. 
 
Whoever coined the phrase 'No news is good news' certainly wasn't a P.o.W.  The B.B.C. news bulletins 
were as important as the Red Cross parcels for our welfare.  There were dozens of sets around camp 
acquired from various sources in exchange for cigarettes and Moto and his ferrets could always manage 
to discover one now and again, but the main 'official' set produced bulletins for the whole duration of the 
camp.  Rowntree jelly squares were set in a shallow tray, indelible pencils stripped to make copying ink 
and all that became a duplicator to run off copies for distribution.  Unfortunately one or two of the carriers 
were caught with the slips of paper but there were other copies to be run off. 
 
Reports of this service reached the Nazi High Command who ordered a group of Gestapo searchers to 
the camp.  Our camp Kommandant was worried, but warned us that they would have full powers to search 
us.  He was probably so worried about the possible outcome to his camp that we assumed that he had 
something to do with the news that leaked out exactly when they were coming. 
 
The Gestapo contingent rolled up in their cars to the main gate with our camp guards as minders.  
Everybody was ordered out of their huts whilst the searchers did their damnedest to find at least one little 
set, but in vain, as our precious sets were carefully tucked away.  It was January and the camp was as 
usual knee-deep in mud and to see the smart-suited snoops wallowing in it as they were ordered by their 
chief to go under the huts gave us many a laugh but from a safe distance. 
 
The August Bank Holiday of 1943 was a great sporting event with a fete and fair spread around the camp.  
A local brewery supplied over 100 barrels of their cheap beer - with the Kommandant's blessing - but a 
few days after the event the brewery complained - with added threats - that over 50 empty barrels were 
missing.  Of course they had been quickly adapted to other uses, but a few were commandeered by the 
camp brewers who had constructed a still to distil a mash of raisins and prunes with a bit of yeast to 
produce a potent pure alcohol spirit.  At first we used it to lace the Jerry beer to make it drinkable but 
when the beer ran out it had to be 'thinned' with water as it was almost impossible to swallow it neat. 
 
The secret of the hooch was discovered when a high-ranking German officer was walking around the 
camp whilst a brew was on the boil in one of the stills.  The unmistakeable smell must have attracted him 
to the hut and he marched in and blew his top - in German.  After he had calmed down somewhat he 
demanded - for proof - to sample the clear liquid.  A good measure was poured for him and in the 
traditional Teutonic method of tossing back their dram of schnapps he did the same with half a cupful of 
jungle juice.  How that amount got past his throat defied belief and after the spluttering and retching 
stopped and his red eyeballs uncrossed he shrugged his shoulders and boastfully asked for a refill which 
was willingly offered, knowing the possible effect of a second draught.  He took that one a bit easier and 
downed it in two swallows, then with a further admonition about the still, pulled himself together and left 
the hot house of the still out into the cold December air. 
 
The bootleggers also left and followed behind at a short distance.  It was quite a long walk to the main 
gate and the party had grown to about 30 or 40 when I bumped into them as I returned from rehearsal at 
the theatre.  I was invited to join the fun and tagged on.  The officer's legs were becoming unco-operative 
but he struggled to retain his dignity.  He was 40 yards from the main gate when his dignity gave up on 
him as he passed out and fell flat on his face in the mud.  There were many willing hands to quickly pick 
him up and carry him face down and dripping to the guard-house at the gate. 
 
It wasn't long before the bootleggers had new customers from the German quarters but the order to 
dismantle the still came not from the German authorities but from our own British Medical Officer who 
decided that jungle juice couldn't be doing our innards any good so the existing stock of bottles were put 
into storage for use only on special occasions or for special purchases from outside. 
 
Just before the ban came into force we had cause to celebrate a victory for the camp.  Earlier in the year 
we had the opportunity to make a donation through our Army pay to a 'special fund' which was organised 
through coded letters from a Sgt. Miles Osborne to his friend Duncan Sandys  who was a son-in-law of 
Churchill and later a Defence Minister.  Over £5,000 was raised which helped us to buy a Spitfire which 
was christened 'Unshackled Spirit' and when we heard that it had been in action a celebration drink was 
called for and the bootleggers did a roaring trade. 
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One day the camp suffered a near fatal blow when a snoop happened to stumble upon our main radio set 
and carried it off victoriously to his chief.  The officer was euphoric but as he examined it more closely his 
joy slowly turned to horror as he realised the set was a special type of Military radio and must have come 
from the Wehrmacht store in Munich.  The officer thought quickly and ruled out a report to the Gestapo 
realising that an officer must have been implicated and therefore all the German staff at the camp would 
be under suspicion.  "Break the valves and give it back" he ordered the snoop, so he took it back to the 
hut where he had found it, put it gently on the table saying "It seems a pity to smash a thing like this," then 
after a pause for effect "You don't happen to have a bottle of anything, do you?"  They soon found one 
and the B.B.C. was back on the air. 
 

Pass-times 
 
A question asked of most P.o.W.s on return home was - 'However did you pass your time for all those 
years?'  Well it was quite easy at 383 as there was every kind of activity available if you chose to take 
advantage of it.  One could study all day at school, play sports, join clubs, go to the theatre - then there 
was every kind of hobby from rug making, knitting, bee-keeping or rabbit breeding.  In fact, what ever you 
fancied there would be the opportunity to indulge. 
 
There would be no reason to go mad except for that one week in August '44 which was called Crazy 
Week.  It started quietly by accident when a man made a kite and went to the Sports field to try it out, 
when he saw a Jerry guard outside the wire gaping at him, mouth open in amazement as he played with 
the kite.  He called his friend over and they decided to put on an act and make him gape a bit more.  They 
started to squabble over the kite like children with a lot of noise and pushing until one kicked the other on 
the shins who then sat down holding his leg bawling his head off.  It worked a treat as the guard hurried 
away to find a witness and report that the Englanders were going mad.  As the guard returned with his 
sergeant, other clowns had taken up the theme and were playing ring-a-roses and leap frog just to see 
Jerry's reaction. 
 
The next few days saw hundreds of clowns vying with each other as to who could put on the daftest show 
for the speechless Jerries.  Newcomers made up their costumes and joined in.  Napoleon with his 
greatcoat and cocked hat just gazed glumly out through the wire, whilst Nelson with his telescope viewed 
the distance.  Painted Red Indians whooped through the roads and men leading a cardboard box with 
DOG written on it.  Groups would just gather silently to gaze at the watch-towers and another gang would 
be playing marbles.  But the star attraction that really got the Jerries worried was the train.  The train was 
a row of huts at the bottom end of the camp near the wire, the engine was a rubbish incinerator at the end 
of the row of huts.  The train left for England twice a day at times announced on morning parade on the 
Sports field.  Passengers were warned to be on time and have their tickets ready.  Whistles would blow 
round the camp then men would dash to their huts, grab a suit-case or kit-bag and rush from all parts of 
the camp, hand in their tickets at the barrier then crowd into the hut 'compartments' to get a seat at the 
open window.  Smoke would belch from the engine as a few late-comers would be squeezed into the 
compartments by the guard and porters.  A red flag would wave to close the platform as the train steamed 
out on its way to Blighty.  The passengers waved to their friends on the platform who shouted messages 
of Good Luck etc.  The guard announced the time of the next train as the crowd dispersed back to their 
huts, leaving the Jerries in the watch towers to try and work that one out.  Quite mad but the effort was 
certainly worth it to see the many faces of the Jerries from gawping stupidity, absolute bewilderment to 
glowering suspicion.  The only thing they didn't do was laugh. 
 
We all felt better after that week.  Its not often you can let go and be as daft as you like without being 
censured because everybody else was as daft as you.  But it all proved to be worth the effort. 
 
After the last train left for England and we had all settled back into our normal Stalag life we heard that 
Mackenzie, our chief administrator, had been summoned to the Kommandant's office.  Apparently there 
had been staff talks in Berlin about our behaviour.  He asked Mac if he thought we were going mental, of 
course Mac agreed and said it was spreading fast and suggested a few walking out parties might contain 
it.  The Kommandant agreed, no doubt thinking that anything was better than 7,000 loony inmates in his 
camp, so a series of walks -under parole - was introduced to everyone's satisfaction. 
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A Captive Audience 
 
It wasn't long after arriving at Hohenfels, Camp 383, that would-be theatricals began to look for 
somewhere to make a theatre and a long barn-like building looked ideal. Timber was quickly 'found' and a 
stage was constructed at one end.  Tons of earth were wheeled in to make a sloping floor, then it was 
going to be necessary to dig a hole for the orchestra pit but as the Germans were not too keen on holes 
being dug the Kommandant was invited to come and see what our theatre was looking like.  When he 
asked where the orchestra was going to sit he found himself handing out chits to collect picks and shovels 
from the German store.  Probably most of them were returned later. 
 
That theatre was called The Ofladium and was eventually the main theatre for plays, musical shows and 
so on.  There was a second theatre in another building called The National Theatre which produced 
Revues, Variety Music Hall and Dance Band shows.  
 

 
 

The Offladium Theatre – and presumably some of the leading lights 
 

 



 26 

In a camp of 7,000 inmates there was sure to be enough talent for every branch of the theatre from 
actors. producers, singers and the necessary technicians to do the staging of the shows - the tailors, 
dressmakers, shoe-makers, wig-makers, all the clever chaps who made the costumes and props from the 
limited materials at their disposal turning out perfect top-class items.  For example, the patience of the 
wig-makers who spent hours and hours unravelling sisal string which came round the Red Cross goods, 
then to make beautiful wigs for the female characters from it. 
 
I became involved in the theatre and was appointed a member of the committee on the production side.  
We started with a number of plays but most plays have females in the cast so the first job was to find 
good-looking chaps interested enough to have a go at acting and willing to take on female roles.  We 
didn't want female impersonators, that was a different thing altogether, but suitable for the other Music 
Hall Theatre. 
 
We soon found our 'female' volunteers who turned out to be fine actors able to overcome their self-
consciousness and play even tender love scenes without embarrassment.  Considering the ribald 
atmosphere of a prison camp it was the highest compliment paid to them that there was never a wolf-
whistle or a snigger during a performance and the audience accepted the illusion as perfectly normal. 
 
I even had to take my turn in a female role when I played the mother, Mrs. Haggett, in "The Late 
Christopher Bean" and quite enjoyed it.  We did every type of play from farce to Shakespeare.  When we 
did the Merchant of Venice the Germans loaned us a complete set of costumes from the State theatre in 
Berlin, thinking, no doubt, that they were being helpful as they considered it an anti-Jewish play and it 
would help their propaganda.  But Shylock can be portrayed in different ways and our version was 
sympathetic to the old Jew, which made us wonder if the Jerries in the audience were moved by it to see 
a different version of it. 
 
It was towards the end of 1943 that I began work on my first big musical production ‘The Mikado’ with the 
Stalag Male Voice Choir led by Leonard' Jumbo' Brown.  There were some excellent singers among them 
and casting the main parts was not difficult thanks to a large Welsh contingent.  The costumes were 
marvellous and all the technicians on the staging of the show did a wonderful job to complement the 
performers to make it a memorable show.  Naturally I was quite proud of the whole show, particularly 
when I heard how the Kommandant and his staff were enthralled with the show, in fact the Kommandant 
was so delighted with it all that he cancelled Roll Call for three days in its honour.  No doubt, Gilbert and 
Sullivan would have been tickled by such an accolade.  A precedent was set and a bargain struck with the 
Kommandant when he and staff came to see the shows, how on the final curtain a signal was given to the 
Germans who filed out quietly, then with a drum roll the orchestra struck up and the audience sang as 
never before The National Anthem. 
 

 
 

‘The Mikado’ Lead Players 
 

In February '44, having a break after ‘The Mikado’ finished its run, I suddenly found it was necessary for 
me to go into hospital to have my appendix removed.  I thought it was very timely as it was pretty cold 
down in camp so a few weeks rest in a warm hospital was welcomed. 

 

Sam 
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‘The Mikado’ Supporting Cast 
 

As my Medical Card reported "Convalescence Uneventful" I soon got back into theatre life and started 
thinking about our next G & S Opera.  We decided on "The Gondoliers", so began about May on the 
technical side with over 50 costumes and all accessories to be made, not forgetting the stage sets to be 
designed, made and painted ready for the production date in July. 
 
'The Gondoliers' was equally successful despite the hot summer which didn't seem to worry the audiences 
as they just sat in shorts and vest.  But the House Manager still wore his evening dress suit and the 
original 'usherettes' in their neat little skirts and pill-box hats collected thousands of cigarettes for the 
stage fund which was later converted into marks so that some willing Germans could go to Munich to buy 
make-up, girls stockings and any item which couldn't be made.  Those 'usherettes' were real heroes, 
mingling with audiences, carrying their collecting trays, being subjected to a few bawdy remarks, but it all 
helped to create a real atmosphere of theatre until the curtain went up. 
 
At the end of the run of three weeks it was arranged for us to go up to the hospital and give a final 
performance for the patients in the largest ward in the hospital on a tiny 'stage' 11 feet x 8 feet with part 
orchestra.  Over a hundred in the audience who really enjoyed our effort. 
 
After a hectic week of August Bank Holiday sports events and fetes some enthusiastic members of the 
Gondoliers cast started to ask me what and when is the next G & S opera to be.  After discussions we 
decided on "The Yeoman of the Guard" with a more serious story line but wonderful music, in fact both 
Gilbert and Sullivan thought it was their best work together.  Preparation began again on the colourful 
costumes of the Beefeaters - Yeomen of the Guard of the Tower of London.  
 
The show eventually opened about the week before Christmas and ran into the New Year ending 6th 
January1945.  The following day - Sunday - we prepared for one more performance as we did after the 
Gondoliers.  We dressed and made-up at the theatre in the afternoon, then together with a small 
orchestra with their instruments we rolled up in full costumes at the main gate about tea-time and asked 
the guard to let us out to go up to the hospital which was up the hill near the German quarters.  The guard 
was overwhelmed at the colourful sight as he willingly opened the gate to let us through. 
 
We played again on that tiny stage and got a wonderful reception from an audience of 144. Just after the 
show finished the Air Raid Siren howled and all lights went out.  Security Officer Blum arrived at the 
hospital and rather did his German 'nut' when he found us there in the middle of a raid.  There had been a 
misunderstanding with Blum whose office hadn't had the required application for a visit, it had been 
overlooked.  The trouble was that we couldn't go back to camp until the raid was over at about mid-night. 
The next morning Security Officer Blum's office sent parole forms to us to sign promising not to escape 
last night on the way to the hospital.  I signed as Jack Point, my character in the show, as did most of the 
others.  Later the Jerries thanked us for returning the forms, well that was the least they could do as we 
had helped to put their records right in the office and that, to them, was most important.  That was a 
perfect example of German obsession with exactitude.  We often wondered what happened to that poor 
little Jerry guard who let us all out without any passes, no doubt some draconian punishment was meted 
out to him. 
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‘The Gondoliers’ Programme 
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More theatrical productions for the entertainment of the captive Hohenfels audience 
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From Page 87, “Barbed Wire - Memories of Stalag 383” by M. N. McKibbin, illustrated by A. G. 
Dallimore  
 
“Not only The Mikado, but The Gondoliers, The Yeomen of the Guard and H.M.S. Pinafore were staged at 
Hohenfels and were delightfully well sung and acted to the most enthusiastic audience the Stalag ever 
had.  That grand little pro, Sam Brierley (sic), was probably the man most entitled to credit for the smooth 
production and his own singing and acting set a standard which Taffy Sanders, John MacKay and Elwin 
Jones, to mention but three, maintained throughout.  Of all the enchanting things in The Mikado, what 
pleased the Ofladium audience most, was the appearance, acting and singing of the ‘Three Little Maids 
from School’, which was encored time and again. 
 
The Germans . . . were as enthralled as anybody, for to them the music of Sullivan was a revelation, those 
who had heard of him at all having thought of him as a mere imitator of Offenbach.  Strange that it should 
be left to prisoners of war to change those ideas, and to instal into Teutonic heads that England, too, had 
composers. 
 
But there was one British tune which the Germans never heard.  Every performance at the Ofladium or 
the National concluded with ‘God Save the King’, and perhaps it was the theatre’s greatest triumph that 
the Kommandant allowed it to be played openly - after the German guests had left the hall. 
 
Just before the final curtain, a signal would be given and the Kommandant and his staff would depart.  
Then the orchestra would break into the National Anthem, and never would it be sung more heartily than 
by those Stalag audiences, whose nostalgia for home had been quickened by the Theatre. 
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A camp newspaper was also produced: 
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Final Winter at Hohenfels 
 
January 1945 was not a happy month, in the first place it was 23 below zero, what you might call 
blooming cold.  We ran out of Red Cross grub and I ran out of cigarettes and was reduced to smoking 
mint tea, not too bad, it was like smoking a minty version of Passing Cloud, the scented cigarettes of pre-
war days. 
 
About the first day of February it was a bit warmer and it started to thaw so I repaired by 'boats' ready for 
the mud.  The 'boats' consisted of a thick wooden sole with the Klim (powdered milk) tins cut and opened 
out into a 4 inch wide strip then tacked on to the sides of the sole all round.  Your boats were held on by a 
strap over the boot.  Simple, but it was enough to keep you out of the deep mud which covered every 
road-way. 
 
We were now solely on German rations and getting hungry again.  John Elsdon flogged his pullover for 
one tin of flour.  I had two fancy silk shirts which I flogged to the Froggies for two loaves.  We then had the 
ingredients, plus some sugar, to make a massive bread duff by crumbling the bread down, adding the 
flour and sugar, mix up with water, fill a large baking tin and bake it in the cookhouse oven.  That was big 
enough to give everybody in the hut (16) a large slab of beautiful stodge.  One chap went round all the 
stalls and bought up all the tins of Dubbin which we used to fry our potatoes in for a change of flavour.  
The fritters tasted quite delicious. 
 
Relief came in March when Red Cross lorries rolled up with parcels and cigarettes.  We ate and smoked 
again.  More lorries came over the next few weeks and would appear to be stocking up with food for when 
the time came for us to move out.  Rumours were rife as we knew the Yanks were galloping along 
towards us in the South. 
 
The big flap started on the 15th April when the Kommandant told us that he and the guards would be 
moving out the next day. Our idea then was to delay moving out as long as possible.  We packed our kit 
ready and moved from one hiding place to another around the camp to dodge the guards trying to round 
everybody up for the evacuation.  We managed to string it out for another day then moved just outside the 
camp about mid-day on the 17th. 
 

On the Move 
 
Eventually they started moving off at 6 pm as I and my 5 pals hung behind to slowly amble along at the 
end of the column.  It took one hour to travel one mile, then having passed through the village of 
Hohenfels, we decided to lose the column, go up into the woods and sleep the night away.  The footpath 
was about 6 foot wide and a very steep climb up through the woods so when we thought we had gone far 
enough we lay our coats on the path, as that was the only bit of level ground, we lay down head to toe like 
sardines in a tin and covered ourselves with the other coats as blankets.  I was at the lower end of the 
'bed' but we were cosy and warm and I think we all soon dropped off to sleep. 
 
We were rudely awakened by the sound of shots being fired close by.  I lifted the corner of my covering 
coat to vaguely see a Jerry soldier coming up the path about twenty feet away waving his torch, which 
thankfully needed a new battery.  He was firing his pistol ahead of him to make him feel safe or perhaps 
frighten away any 'bogies, when I felt the wet nose of his dog sniffing my face.  
I held my breath, but the dog never said a word and returned on the call of his master who had decided 
that was far enough, turned and went back down the path.  I was glad my pals kept quiet and didn't get up 
to see what the shooting was about, that would have given us away. 
 
Come daylight we went down to the road again but ran into the back of another column but that column 
was in a hurry.  We arrived at a Yank P.o.W. commando camp where we could have a brew-up and food 
then on again at 6pm.  We were driven on at full speed until the light was fading, when we were shunted 
off the road into a field by a monastery on the banks of the River Danube at Straubing.  The field was a 
bog but we were tired so laid two coats down, flopped down and pulled the other coats over us and were 
asleep in no time. 
 
We woke in the morning rather wet and as we gathered our kit together there was an urgent call from the 
S.S. who had moved in that we must move at once.  Then we heard singing, looked up to the road and 
saw a Company of Hitler Youth marching past trying to look and sound like soldiers, but in their shorts and 
shirt uniforms they looked pathetic. 
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They moved us along the river bank as quickly as possible to reach Regensburg.  What a terrible sight, 
there was hardly a building standing, just complete devastation.  We moved on until we came to a farm 
and parked in the yard for the night.  As we brewed-up there was a loud bang somewhere near.  Two of 
our chaps were badly injured when a live incendiary bomb exploded in their brew-up fire. 
 
We moved on again but without the S.S. and the pace was not as frantic as before, until came to a village 
and were billeted in a large farmyard just beyond the village.  Sid went back to the village to barter for 
bread and eggs in exchange for cocoa and on return we brewed-up and fed well.  Later we heard we were 
likely to stay there for a few days so made the best of it with a lovely bed of straw for the night. 
 
What a wonderful surprise the next day when lorry loads of Red Cross parcels arrived with Mac, our camp 
boss, and Mr. Berg, the Red Cross representative.  My squad of six were issued with 9 parcels plus 55 
cigarettes each.  That evening a heavy storm broke and we moved into the barn and slept all night, nice 
and dry.  The rain had eased off a bit by next morning and we brewed-up and ate continuously with a 
choice of almost anything. 
 
The next day more Red Cross parcels turned up and we had so much food we could hardly carry it.  The 
problem was solved when we bought a pram in the village.  it was an old fashioned four-wheeled 
bassinette, looked ideal and cost us one tin of cocoa and 20 Troupe (French) cigarettes.  As we were 
moving off that day we loaded up, looking forward to an easier march.  We set off but as the pram was 
designed to carry a 9 pound baby it objected to carrying a hundredweight of food and a wheel collapsed.  
We then had to half carry it using the two front wheels and lifting the back half almost like a wheelbarrow. 
 
That was hard work so as the column had gone on, we decided to go back to the farm where we had 
spent the night.  We were pretty exhausted with our pram trouble so after a final brew-up we all had a 
good night's sleep in the barn.  In the morning whilst the other five made breakfast and repaired the pram 
to convert it properly into a two-wheeler, I went to the village and bought another pram for one tin cocoa.  
That would spread the load between two prams as we set off to find the others.  Later that day we found 
them resting in a big wood-yard in another village. 
 
We spent the rest of the day there as I went into the village and bought another pram, bringing our fleet up 
to three.  The column moved off again and we tagged on behind with our fleet moving in convoy.  It was 
very successful, another 14 miles without a mishap, then we settled down in a field by a farm.  There was 
a terrific artillery battle going on not far away and of course a rumour would start to say that we had been 
cut off but of course we hadn't.  The farm where we had stopped looked as though a locust plague had 
descended on it as we demolished his haystack for bedding and his wood-pile for our fires to brew-up.  
The farmer went raving mad but the Jerry guards with us just shrugged their shoulders and couldn't care 
less. 
 
Later in the day we were told to pack up and be ready to move off on what was supposed to be the last 
lap.  We loaded up and assumed our usual position at the tail-end of the column, being free to move there 
in convoy at our own pace.  As we passed through the narrow street of the next village a German Army 
lorry was also passing through when it hit our No.1 pram and wrecked it completely.  He didn't stop but his 
ears must have been burning at the comments hurled at him and the remarks doubting his German 
parentage.  We split the load onto the other two and just managed to make half a mile when a wheel 
collapsed.  We tried to repair it but it was a hopeless task so the whole load was split between the six of 
us and our shoulders had to bear the burden.  A few exhausting miles more and we eventually arrived at a 
big farm which was to be our final billet.  Completely knackered we just lay down in the farm yard and 
went to sleep. 
 
In the morning we viewed our new surroundings, it was clean and as we moved up into the loft it almost 
felt luxurious.  The farm was isolated from the main road by a long lane up from the village and was to be 
the place where we waited for liberation whichever way it came.  As we settled down there I suddenly 
realised that it was my fourth anniversary as a P.o.W., 28th  April 1945. 
 
That evening the guards left us, with the exception of four who 'volunteered' to stay behind to officially 
hand us over and be taken prisoners themselves. 
 

Auf Viederzein, Fritz . . . Hello Joe 
 
A terrific artillery battle began and sounded on both sides of us and it continued all through the night.  
Next day was fairly quiet until evening when a heavy barrage began again. Suddenly mortar bombs 
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dropped in the field by the farm within 100 yards.  We knew by the mortars we were somewhere near the 
front line, but that was getting ridiculous.  However, the barrage eased off and no more mortar bombs fell 
so we went to bed and slept soundly. 
 
1st of May we awoke to find it snowing and it was very peaceful all around, it was so quiet it sounded eerie 
but we spent the morning drinking tea and cooking lunch. About 2-30pm a chap came in and said he had 
been talking to the Yanks.  We looked down the lane towards the village and saw them - one platoon of 
about ten Yanks just ambling up the lane.  We were about to be liberated and what a let-down, an anti-
climax.  We probably had imagined, or even hoped, that someone like Audi Murphy or John Wayne would 
storm in to release us, but no it was so casual and tame.  One Yank took the four Jerries down to the 
village and the rest of the Yanks just ambled on. 
 

Liberation 
 
So that was it, was it?  We were free but didn't feel any different, so we had a brew-up in celebration with 
lots of speculation as to the next move, went to bed happy and slept well.  We awoke the next morning to 
find there had been a heavy fall of snow during the night.  Quite a surprise as it was the 2nd May and we 
should have been dancing round the maypole to celebrate our new-found freedom.  We just had to wait 
now for the Yanks to come and take us home. 
 
The next few days were a mixture of boredom, frustration and complaints about everything as nothing 
seemed to be happening and our food supplies were running low.  We hadn't seen a Yank for six days 
and rumours were flying about on any subject.  We heard Hitler was dead, then the Armistice had been 
signed and we were flying home from Moosburg - and the miserable weather didn't help either. 
 
Then on the 8th May (which we later found out had been V.E.Day) a British Officer arrived to give us the 
news.  Move tomorrow at 9 am.  We signed our repatriation 'tickets' for home.  I was in No.19 Platoon.  
Stand by from 6 am in the morning.  We rose about 5 am all ready to go.  Then the move was cancelled 1 
or 2 days.  At least they brought us some rations, even white bread. 
 
We went for a walk through the woods and came to a farmhouse.  We spent a very pleasant evening 
there with the occupants.  They were Hungarians and the family - all female - consisted of granny, two 
middle-aged daughters and their three teenage daughters.  They had worked the farm successfully whilst 
the men-folk were away.  As we arrived back at our farm quite late we learned that the move was on 
again in the morning, so off to bed and early rise. 
 

On the Move Again 
 
We were on parade at 0700 in our platoons.  The Army lorries started to roll up about l0 am and filled up 
with 46 of us in the back of each lorry.  It was a crazy convoy of about 50 lorries all driven by black 
American G.I.s.  We roared along the Autobahn at top speed until coming to a demolished bridge when 
the lorries left the road down into the fields then up the other side of the gap onto the Autobahn again 
without hardly changing gear.  The drivers were laughing their heads off giving us such a hairy ride as we 
rolled about in the back like peas in a tin can.  They thought it was great fun - we didn't. 
As we passed through the towns of Mooseburg, Freising and Landshutt the devastation was terrible, 
everywhere was dead and still, nothing was moving and when we arrive at Ingoldstadt Airfield that was 
wrecked completely.  The Yanks had repaired enough landing strips for the planes to land and take off. 
 
There were already hundreds of fellow P.o.W.s there waiting and planes began to come in just after we 
arrived 3-30 pm and it was good to see perfect organisation at last as the planes landed, filled up with 
men and got away like clock-work.  We counted at least 100 by evening when they finished for the day.  
Having nowhere to go we just sat and talked until we spread our coats, curled up and went to sleep, 
hopeful for the morning. 
 
The day started well as planes began to come in at 7-45 am.  By 10-30 am 70 planes had been in, un-
loaded, loaded up and away.  They told us they were coming back so we waited with our fingers crossed.  
Soon they started to come in again and we lined up in our platoons on the air-strip.  Our plane - a 
Lancaster bomber - came at last and we boarded, squeezed into all kinds of spaces.  I found myself up in 
the middle gun turret but who cared, we were on our way.  It was a bit bumpy over The Black Forest 
border but we landed at Rheims about 7-30 pm.  The Yankee reception camp were not expecting us so 
late so we were messed about a bit, but they made us a lovely hot supper and we got to bed about 3 am. 
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In the morning we rose before 8 am for breakfast, then we were told we were to be de-loused but it never 
happened so we just hung about all day eating and having naps.  Went to bed that night in comfort G.I. 
style in a palliase with sheets.  The next day was a scorcher as we went for hot showers instead of de-
lousing and were then fitted out with a set of G.I. uniforms.  We felt right ‘Charlies’ but nice and clean at 
last so it didn't matter what we looked like, anything would do to get us home. 
 
After dinner the next day we were warned to stand-by, then lorries rolled up to take us to Rheims Airfield.  
We didn't have long to wait before our Lancaster came in, we boarded and were away on the last lap to 
home, this time with quite a thrill, our boredom with all the waiting evaporated. 
 

Home at Last 
 
We landed at Ford airfield to a wonderful reception by the ladies of the Red Cross and W.V.S.  The next 
day was spent re-fitting into British uniforms and the rest of the day just passing time knowing that on the 
next day a real train would take me home. 
 
At 9-30 am on the 16th May my train left Worthing and with good connections I arrived at Bacup and home 
to Dale Bank at 7-30 pm. 
 

 
Transcript of a cutting from “The Bacup Times”, Saturday May 19th 1945 
 
FREED PRISONERS 

MORE ROSSENDALE MEN HOME FROM GERMANY 

SHACKLED FOR 12 MONTHS 

 

Cpl. Sam Brearley, 32, R.A.S.C. younger son of Mr and the late Mrs I. H. Brearley, Dale 

Bank, Bacup, who was taken prisoner in Greece on 29th April 1941, arrived home on 

Wednesday evening. During the night of 17th-18th Apri1 1ast, Sam was one of a party 

who broke away from a column on the march. Well supplied with food, thanks to the Red 

Cross parcels, they kept on the move by night and hid in the woods by day. After a week 

they rejoined the marchers and their rations were replenished by the arrival of the Red 

Cross lorry.  He and some 16,000 more prisoners were freed by the Americans. 

 

Cpl. Brearley was one of the Allied prisoners who were shackled for 12 months from October 

1942 as a reprisal for the alleged chaining of German prisoners at Dieppe. On April 5th a 

visitor to the camp was the German Labour Leader Dr Robert Ley, who was captured this 

week. 

 

Well known in Rossendale as a former leading player in productions of the Bacup 

and Rawtenstall Amateur Operatic Societies, Cpl. Brearley, during his captivity, produced 

and took part in a number of operas and plays. Up to joining the Army in May, 1940 he 

was playing in the pantomime Aladdin at Exeter.  He was previously a student at the Royal Academy of 

Dramatic Arts, London. 
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Sam’s “Post-Greece” story in greater detail from his “1945 Diary” 
 

 
DIARY OF CPL.  S.  BREARLEY  T/186477 

1ST JANUARY 1945 - 16TH MAY 1945 
 
 

GLOSSARY OF CAMP-SPEAK 
 

‘The Yeoman’  . . . ‘of the Guard’.  My third production of a G&S opera following  
   ‘The Mikado’ & ‘The Gondoliers’.  Each had a three week run. 
 
   My explanation of events needing clarity 
 
X miles to go  We followed the progress of Allied and Russian Forces.  Distance in miles 
   to Berlin heard on radio news bulletin.  Not always reliable. 
 
Bread - 60 fags etc Daily prices from our stallholders.  Cigarettes were the currency in camp. 
 
Griff, Gaff  Information or news 
 
Crab   feeling not too well 
 
Cronk   Worse 
 
Brot   German black bread 
 
Quark   A kind of very soft white crumbly cheese.  Quite tasty. 
 
The Cobra  ‘The Cobra rears its ugly head’ - a saying when we were short of food  
   and getting hungry.  We lay on our bunks reminiscing and discussed the  
   most fabulous meals each one could imagine.  We were sated and went  
   to sleep on a full stomach. 
 
Re-Pat   Repatriation - a scheme for sending home any P.o.W. too ill to be   
   treated in camp hospital. 
 
Patton   The American General Patton 
 
Bacup   My home town in Lancashire 
 
Mac   R.S.M. McKenzie was the man who organised everything about the  
   welfare of the camp - from our point of view. 
 
Pausers  Pauses or stops for a rest.  The German guards were in a hurry now   
   when we could hear distant artillery booming.  Naturally, we wanted to go  
   slow. 
 
White Angels  Red Cross lorries delivering our food parcels were all painted white. 
 
Bread   Our German rations were based on a loaf.  1/6th or 1/7th worked out at  
   about two or three slices on a good day. 
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DIARY - 1945 
 

1st JANUARY, Monday ‘The Yeoman’ still running. 
    Last issue of Red Cross food. 
 
2nd  ---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 
3rd 200 Rothmans from Auntie Hilda.  17/7/44 
 
4th Steve Smith left for home on Repatriation.  Lucky fellow - or is he? 
 
5th ‘The Yeoman’ ended its run.  Very successful. 
 
6th ---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 
7th Played ‘The Yeoman’ at the hospital on a stage 11 feet by 8 feet with 30 cast and part 
 orchestra.  Wonderful reception.  144 in audience.  Air-raid lights out.  Slight mis-
 understanding with BLUM.  We shouldn’t have been there during raid.  Couldn’t get 
 back into camp until all clear.  Eventually arrived back at 11.45 p.m. 
 
   The hospital was outside the camp, up the hill near the German’s   
   quarters.  We had an agreement with Gerry when visiting hospital to sign  
   a parole-form not to escape.  The whole cast of ‘Yeoman of the Guard’ in  
   full costumes and make-up plus the orchestra with instruments arrived at  
   the gates to be let out.  The gate-guard was overwhelmed by the   
   spectacle and simply opened the gates. 
   Just as the show finished the air-raid siren went off and the lights went  
   out.  BLUM was the Abwere officer in charge of security and didn’t know  
   we were in the hospital. 
 
8th Would you believe it?  They sent us parole forms to complete for last night!!! just to say 
 that we wouldn’t escape last night on the way to the hospital.  I signed as jack Point (my 
 character in the show). 
 Spent all day in bed.  Lovely. 
 Later the Jerries thanked us for the completed forms.  That made all their records just  
 right in the office. 
 
9th Received a Book parcel from Auntie H.  2 Gardening, 2 Music, 1 Ballet. 
 
 Bread - 60 fags.  C. Choc. - 38 fags. 
 
10th ---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 
11th Bought my woollen jacket. 
 
12th ---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 
13th ---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 
14th ---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 
15th 23 degrees below.  Blooming cold. 
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16th Weighed again today.  61.7 kilos (about 9 stone 11 pounds).  Lost 1.9 kilos  (about 4 
 pounds) since  December 13th. 
 Red Cross grub ran out. 
17th Joe (Stalin) isn’t half batting along. 
 Times must be hard.  Three cat-pies in the cookhouse today. 
 
18th Jerry soups pretty good now.  Hope they keep it up. 
 
19th We were stencilled today.  Back and front. 
 Red Cross truck arrived with:- Boots, Coffee, 1500 Medical Parcels. 
 
20th Invalid Parcels issued.  3 to 1 - Welcome. 
 The R.A.F. gave us a grand show today. 
 
21st ---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 
22nd Staggering griff.  185/160 miles to go. 
 
23rd Ran out of cigarettes. 
 
24th Removed to another hut.  336/6 Company. 
 
25th Secret order issued.  Very official.  Griff must be good. 
 
26th Started on mint-tea.  Not a bad smoke. 
 
27th 2000 more chaps expected in.  PANIC. 
 
28th ---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 
29th Very cold.  My first STAG night.  98 miles to go. 
 
   STAG: Night patrol of camp to watch out for Gerry snoops and to give  
   warning to our hut which housed and operated the main radio receiver. 
 
30th 85 to go and still going strong. 
 First parade for a week. 
 
31st 70 to go.  Thaw started.  Much warmer. 
 Tea is down to 5 fags. 
 
1st FEBRUARY 65 to go. 
 
2nd MOTO raided Judy but missed (radio) 
 
   MOTO was Gerry officer I/C Snoops.  We christened him that because he 
   looked like a Jap(anese). 
 
3rd - 20th  Missing 
 
 
21st Today’s Menu:- Breakfast 1 cup of mint tea, 1 slice bread and Quark. 
    Lunch  As above. 
    Tea  ½ Soup (Swede).   ½ Spuds.   
    Supper  As above plus bread duff. 
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    Bread duff is made from two slices bread, flour and sugar mixed  
    together in a tin and baked.  Lovely stuff.# 
 
22nd Brother Jimmy’s birthday and a great present from his department too.  What a lovely 
 sight, 1200 of the best (bombers) over here.  A fighter tried to attack but was shot down, 
 pilot baled-out safely. 
 
23rd Memorable orderly day.  At long last Turkey decided to do something about it and joined 
 us. 
 Spud ration cut again, 75 grammes less and no buckshee (free issue) at weekends.  
 That’s 425 grammes per man per day - perhaps. 
 
24th The Cobra rears its head and we have lovely long discussions on Grub. 
 Hooray.  Hooray.  We got a salt issue today.  Small but welcome. 
 Egypt joined us.  It’s a cert now. 
 
25th The Push is definitely on now in the West. 
 
26th Marg issue cut owing to store at Nuremberg being bombed. 
 Syria came in with us. 
 
27th Today we fried our spuds in Dubbin.  Very successful and tasted alright too. 
 Flour - 5 fags per tin, i.e. Klim milk tin. 
 
28th HOT NEWS: Griff about Re-pat of long-term P.o.W.s and feeding of P.o.W.s in   
   Germany.  Its sure good to hear that at this difficult time. 
 
1st MARCH Well here is The Month.  Let’s see what it holds for us.  It’ll be good I guess. 
 
2nd What a day.  Wonderful news.  3 trucks of Red Cross grub almost here.   83 trucks ditto 
 left Switzerland.  Best breakthrough since Brittany.  Its on. 
 
3rd Ain’t these ration cuts rough.  Rumours of bread being cut next week.  Blimey. 
 We got a rancid butter issue today, 10 grammes per man.  Lovely mucking, tasted quite 
 like cheese of a sort. 
 
4th R.A.F. boys are very busy round here. 
 They cut our spud ration again today.  240 grammes each, that’s about 5 spuds. 
 
5th Bread ration down from 1/6th to 1/8th of loaf.  Gerry realised that we should have had 1/7th 
 for the last month, so we are making up for it.  Wouldn’t it now -?  Mac is arguing it out 
 with Aufhammer (Camp Commandant). 
 
6th Mac won.  We are on 1/7th each day now.  That’s 4 slices per day.  Aren’t we in a state, 
 but who cares. 
 Roll on Red Cross, Re-pat or Russkies. 
 Cologne fallen. 
 
7th 4 more trucks of grub on the way, Xmas parcels too.  Hurry up. 
 Another chap died today (James). 
 
8th The square-headed b------s done the dirty on us.  Issued a new diet sheet and banged us 
 down to 1/8th.  But we are happy ‘cos they are down themselves from 1/3rd to 1/6th. 
 Whoopee!!  Hodges crossed the Rhine and going strong. 
 



 45 

9th Spuds down 28 grammes more.  Cereals down 33%.  Gerry’s in a bad way, believe me.  
 How long now?  Roll on Hodges and Patton.  A bit of Red Cross would complete our 
 happiness now.  Still, we can live off news like this. 
 
10th Relief at last.  One wagon of Red Cross arrived.  We eat at last, thank God.  Everybody 
 happy now. 
 
11th Another wagon in.  Oh boy, aren’t we lucky. 
 
12th 10 fags per man issued at 8 o’clock tonight.  Everybody smokes their heads off. 
 
13th Two more wagons in.  This is magnificent.  Xmas parcels mostly.  ½ parcel per man 
 issued today.  We got Xmas parcels.  Lovely.  15 more fags each today. 
 Gosh - what a stodge we had tonight.  Nobody slept all night. 
 
14th Hamburg Harry killed during air-raid on Regensburg. 
 
   Hamburg Harry was a German officer in charge of Red Cross stores and  
   supplies.  He came from Hamburg and was liked by all.  A pleasant  
   happy-go-lucky chap. 
 
15th The Commission (Red Cross) visited us.  Usual gloomy outlook.  They didn’t try to cheer 
 us up much, but we sure are lucky in some respects. 
 
16th Beautiful day today.  Best yet.  Two Jerries up on guard towers nearly all day and night. 
 
17th Got a touch of gastritis.  Very cold again today. 
 
18th Good day today.  Patton’s the boy for me.  Coblenz gone. 
 
19th  Fish and chips today.  What a difference half a parcel can make.  We feel better already. 
 Hot rumour. We are moving to Moosburg.  Oh Yea? 
 
20th ½ parcel issue today.  English - quite good.  What a day of meals.  Chips, eggs and 
 bacon.  Biscuits, bread and butter.  Tea - Sergeant Majors i.e. strong and very sweet. 
 Special griff from Freddie’s radio.  We have a dumpling stodge at 10 pm on the strength 
 of it. 
 
21st Parade. What a fiasco.  Officer Singer tried to close the gate too early and we 
 rushed it.  What a scramble.  Jumbo and Tom Holt missed out.  Hearty laughter. 
 
22nd Today is memorable.  All through the night we heard rumbling.  It was proved this 
 morning that it was from the front.  Artillery, what a happy thought, it will get louder and 
 louder.  A tense feeling about.  Waiting for something to happen.  The big bang will come 
 soon.  Cert. 
 
23rd Memorable day again.  2 wagons arrived with Red Cross grub from Moosburg (2400).    
 More promised next week.  Very hopeful.  The Relief of Hohenfels.  More chaps arrived.  
 Some old R.A.F. boys returned. 
 Battle of Rheims almost ended. 
 
24th Staggering.  Momentous.  Even more memorable . . . Monty crossed the Rhine north of 
 the Rhur.  The camp is in terrific high spirits.  Everyone laughing and smiling.  It really 
 won’t be long now. 
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25th What a surprise.  Freddie Cooper (from Bacup) suddenly walks in on me from Moosburg.  
 Very nice to see him.  Interesting yarns. 
 
26th Spring cleaning started.  we scrubbed out.  What colossal news.  A change in hut 
 organisation.  Sid - Q/M/  John E - cook.  Frank asked to resign. 
27th What a Red Letter orderly day.  Half parcels issue again.  Late griff.  Patton’s spear-
 heads in Nuremburg area.  Sensational.  We had a late brew-up on the strength of it. 
 
28th Wonderful news from the West.  It can’t be long now.  The German Garrison move out.  
 There are only 300 left in this area now. 
 2 Red Cross wagons at the station.  12 cigarettes issued. 
 
29th A strange feeling persists around camp as though waiting for something to happen.  An 
 ominous stillness.  Something must break soon. 
 Bread 225 grammes. 
 
30th GOOD FRIDAY And a very good one too.  Black-out is still on but good griff.  This 
 week has dragged more than any other.  We are too impatient. 
 
31st Freddie and Dizz decide to go home.  Frantic preparations.  Good luck to them, but I 
 think I’ll wait a week or so.  Besides I’m not fit enough, worst luck. 
 We hear the Gerry rations are going up again.  Wouldn’t it just? 
 
1st APRIL This eerie feeling still persists but something must be happening around here.   
 There have been double guards up on the towers all night and nearly all day.  The 
 Gerrys must be browned off. 
 
2nd WONDERFUL. Our Hun rations are raised again.  Why we don’t know.  1/6th and 
 1/7th bread alternatively.  Spuds up too.  Cereals up too.  Typical Hun.  Freddie and Dizz 
 all set to go.  Clocks on 1 hour.  Gerry didn’t tell us.  Chaos in the camp. 
 
3rd Freddie and Dizz had bad luck.  3 other escapees had been disclosed on Roll Call so the 
 Huns clamped down on all out-going parties.  Better luck tomorrow. 
 
4th They tried again today.  Got away O.K. but were caught but got away with it.  What a 
 pity.  Bad luck. 
 Out of the blue six lorries arrived from Moosburg.  Mac returned with them.  Good news 
 indeed. 
 
5th Dr. LEY (German Labour Leader) visited the German Commandanture.  Rumours rife.  
 We are moving out, going to Cheminsee near Salzburg.  We shall see.  Mac is due back 
 today.  I hope he brings good griff. 
 
6th Rumour still strong.  Sunday now.  I’ll bet we don’t - yet. 
 
7th What a good day.  Mr. Berg (Red Cross Commissioner) turned up with news of six lories 
 on the way.  One hour later they arrived plus Mac. 
 
8th Good news again.  Food question good - equal to one parcel per man per week. 
 No march unless necessary says Oberst.  I DON’T trust the old B______. 
 General Patch is warming up.  Crailsheim gone. 
 
9th Everything very quiet.  Patiently waiting. 
 
10th What wonderful rations we are getting now.  Unbelievable.  The Swines. 
 

mailto:DON@T
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11th Griff is opening up now.  Luftwaffe officers revolt.  Is it suggestive? 
 
12th Yanks over the Elbe.  Whole front on the move again.  We are impatient because our 
 end of the front is not as spectacular as the rest.  But it will be soon.  Zukoff is off at last. 
 Now we shall see. 
I3th What a blow.  ROOSVELDT died yesterday.  A pity he will not see the results of' his 
 work.  So near too. 
 4 lorries arrived.  International parcels (French). 
 
14th 200 chaps walked into Parsberg to bring one wagon of' Canadian parcels back on trucks. 
 They did a wonderful job. 
 Leipzig by-passed.  In Bayreuth.  38 to Dresden.  Getting good. 
 
15th Very memorable.  The flap started.  Orders to move, counter-orders.  We go tonight.  
 Mac is fighting.  We all packed in case.  We went to bed not sure but confident.  In the 
 middle or the night we are informed - no move tonight. 
 
16th Meeting at 7 a.m. Oberst says he and guards move tonight.  Are we going with them? 
 Points out pros and cons.   Werewolfs etc.  Naturally we refuse.  So what no\v?  More 
 orders.  Definite this time.  1 - 5 Companies tonight.  6 at 6 in the morning.  That's me. 
 Decide to hide end miss the party.  Every hour's delay is in our favour.  So I reconnoitre 
 all night.  Theatre etc.  No good.  Decide on going under a hut.  Find a derelict one.  
 Move in.  Terrific raid on Schwandorf. 
 
17th We lay doggo quite comfortable.  They try various ruses,- dogs etc. but to no avail.  Then
 final  threat and great clear-out onto sports-field.  We dodge that.  Then we move out at 
 12 midday.  Just outside the camp.  We raid the Gerry store/workshop.  Nothing worth 
 taking that would be of use to us.  Eventually move off at 6 p.m. I2 hours later - good.  
 We make I mile in I hour.  We amble at end or column.  What a time in Hohenfels.  
 Decide to kip so lose the column.  Amble on - on our own.  Felt strange.  Decide to beat 
 it to kip down.  We go up into the woods.  The path is very steep and the only place to lie
 down is on the path.  We (six of us) spread our coats on the ground then lay like 
 sardines - head to toe - with more coats on top as blankets.  I'm the one at the lower end.  
 We soon drop off.  But not for long.   
 
18th Rude awakening.  Shots fired in our ears.  I lift the corner of the 'blanket' and look out.  
 Gerry is rooting-out sleepers with dogs.  Our Gerry was firing his pistol ahead in the dark
 to frighten off any ‘bogies'.  15 yards away from us his torch is too weak to see us.  I feel
 a cold nose sniffing my face but the dog never said a word and moved on.  His keeper
 called it a day and retired down the hill. 
 
18th We escape it.  What a narrow squeak.  Eventually we rise and amble on but 
 unfortunately run into the back of another column.  Damn.  From then on - Hell.  What a
 hike.  No 'Pausers '.  On - On Full pelt.  Arrive at a Yank Commando camp.  Spend the 
 day there.  Not bad at all.  Off again at 6 p.m. 
 
19th STRAUBING. What a hell of a march.  Gosh, they' re in a hurry.  We kip down in a damp 
 field on the banks of the Danube alongside a monastery.  Much activity near here.  We
 are near Regensburg.  S.S. move in in haste.  We must move at once.  The front is only
 14 kilos away.  A company of Hitler Youth march past.  Pitiful.  They move us very 
 quickly along the river bank.  We get to Regensburg - evening.  Almost flattened.  We 
 cross the fateful Danube and on South.  We kip in a farmyard.  Two blokes hurt when a 
 bomb explodes in their brew-up fire.  On again tomorrow. 
 
20th We move on early but not too fast now.  Mac went on bike to Moosburg.  Thank 
 goodness the weather is good.  We arrive at a village and are billeted in farmyard.  Not 
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 bad.  Barter is rife.  Bread end eggs are plentiful for cocoa, etc.  We have the luxury of a
 straw bed.  Outside but prefer it.  My feet are a bit tender but no blisters.  We are 
 supposed to be here for a few days.  It will be welcome. 
 
21st We wake to a new day with the thought of not having to move again today.  9 lorry loads 
 of parcels arrive.  Plus Mac and Berg.  Bless him.  The White Angels have materialised.  
 Everybody's happy.  We smoke again.  Issue: ½ Canadian, ½ English, ½ American 
 Invalid and 55 smokes. 
 Storm Brewing.  After tea the storm came.  No room in barn.  We make a straw shack 
 but no good - it leaks.  We get soaked.  Move into other barn.  Good sleep. 
 
22nd Pretty horrible day.  90% of the chaps sick with stomach trouble.  Diarrhoea.  I'm alright
 so far.  Irony is - we have smokes but can't smoke in the barn.  We must go outside in 
 the rain.  We eat up big.  Choice of almost any-thing.  We painted P.o.W. on the roof of 
 the barn.  Gerry bread issue 3/10th per man.  Amazing.  Rained like hell all day. 
 
23rd Not raining quite so hard today.  We brew-up continuously.  After a news-less spell, we 
 get the griff once again.  Rumour of moving again tomorrow.  Shouldn’t be surprised.   
 I get a touch of the 'pups'. 
 
24th We are going again tonight.  Somewhere towards Moosburg.  Another Red Cross issue 
 plus buckshees.  We have so much food we go into a huddle re. carrying same.  Our 
 little party of six decide.  We bought a Pram - 1 tin cocoa plus 20 Troupe  (French) 
 cigarettes.  We load up and are all set for an easy trip.  But 1½ cwts (about 80 kilos) are 
 too much for an old pram designed to carry a 10 pound baby (about 5 kilos) and - 
 Tragedy - a wheel collapses.  We carry it the rest of the way on two wheels.  Short-
 handed as Sid and Don both sick. 
 
25th With our transport problem we fall so far behind we get lost and meet up with a Gerry 
 officer, fed-up and also lost.  We return to the village and kip in a barn.  Not bad after all.  
 Bought another pram (1 tin cocoa).  After break-fast we go to find the others.  Repaired
 first pram - its now converted to a 2 wheeler.  Spend the day in a large woodyard.  Good 
 spot.  Lovely day.  Rumours of' being almost cut off.  Terrific artillery battle somewhere 
 near.  We bring our fleet of prams up to three and move in convoy.  Very successful.  
 Another 14 kilos and kip in a field by a farm.  
 
26th Uneventful day, but artillery still terrific.  Then a lull.  Weather not too bright.  We 
 demolished the farmer's haystack and used all his wood.  Looked like a Locust plague. 
 Farmer went mad and no wonder.  But Gerrys don't care now.  Very easy.  Mac went to 
 visit other columns.  Yank officer arrived - P.o.W. only 4 days.  We are off again at 6 p.m. 
 on our reputed last lap.  We are naturally doubtful but hopeful. 
 
27th What a disastrous journey.  Our No.1 truck (pram) is wrecked by a Gerry lorry.  After 
 appropriate remarks -in English - we split the load onto other two and off again.  
 CALAMITY. Pram wheel collapse.  Attempted repairs no-avail.  We must lump it on
 our shoulders.  Crickey, what a blooming weight.  After a slow tiring trip we eventually 
 arrive at first of our billets.  Good farm.  Kip down for the night.  Decide to stay here.  
 Better than moving on.  Very comfy. 
 
28th We are definitely at journey' s end.  We stay here for good to await liberation.  What a 
 happy thought.  We move up into the loft.  Luxurious.  We have sure landed on our feet 
 in this place.  We paid for it in sweat.  The time passes quickly cooking etc.  Getting 
 organised for our brief stay. 
 
29th My fourth anniversary as a P.0.W.  Very exciting.  Gerrys are going and leaving us with 
 only four guards to be handed over when the Yanks come.  What a feeling.  How long 
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 we've waited for this moment.  The Gerrys go at night.  Many volunteer to stay behind - 
 at personal risk - to hand us over.  The arty barrage began and, Oh boy, what a row.  
 On both sides of us. 
 
30th All through the night it continues.  Then fairly quiet in daytime.  Mac goes to look for 
 columns or spearheads.  Good Luck.  Mac gets fired on in village.  They're pretty near.
 Maybe tomorrow.  The barrage tonight is heavy but spasmodic.  They sound to be 
 passing us a little.  Then Mortar bomb dropped 100 yards from farm.  Blimey!!  Steady 
 on!! 
 
1st MAY  Tuesday This is the day of days.  It began by snowing.  Very quiet all morning.  
 Then 2-30 a bloke came in and said he had been talking to some Yanks.  Then we saw
 them:- one Platoon sauntering up the road to the farm.  We were about to be liberated.  
 How undramatic.  Anti-climax.  We were dumbstruck.  So very casual.  Our four Gerry 
 guards lined up in the farmyard and officially surrendered.  How tame and commonplace.
 Then they marched back to the village with one Yank.  The rest of the Platoon said 
 cheerio and ambled on.  We are free at last - but can't say we feel much different.  I think 
 we expected Audie Murphy or John Wayne to come tearing in with all guns blazing. 
 
2nd A heavy fall of snow during the night.  What a miserable morning for our first day of 
 'freedom'.  We must wait now for the Yanks to move us.  2 or 3 days I suppose.  But it's
 terrible just hanging around waiting.  We sure don't feel free yet.  It hasn’t dawned on us.  
 Some chaps went to the village and looted it something disgraceful.  British N.C.O.s.  
 Bah!!  I'm ashamed of them.  Like children - too impatient.  Some chaps left - hiking it.  
 I think I'll wait now. 
 
3rd Terrible weather.  Nothing to report.  News is very sporadic.  We hear Adolf is dead.  We
 take all news now so calmly and matter-of-fact.  Nothing excites us.  Yanks are 
 tightening up in the village.  About time too.  
 
4th We must go foraging for bread, eggs etc.  Very hard to obtain but we get them.  Not a
 sign of a Yank since last Tuesday.  We wonder if we are free.  Rations are getting low. 
 We hear news of flying P.o.W.s home from Moosburg via Landshutt.  How long now.  
 Hurry up Yank. 
 
5th We heard quite casually that Armistice had been signed.  No comment or remarks 
 except Oh?  We are very blasé about everything now.  We seem to take everything just 
 so.  We are utterly browned-off with this state of affairs.  Rations are almost nil.  We still
 haven’t seen a Yank since last Tuesday. 
 
6th A pretty miserable day.  Both weather and our position.  We are far from happy.  We are 
 'niggly’.  Much more prisoners than before.  All sorts of rumours.  Definite - we are here 
 for at least another 7days.  Better rations at last. 
 
7th The weather seems to be breaking at last.  Much better today.  I bathed (cold) and (sun).
 Tea-time things began to hum.  Rumour:  we are moving soon.  Then conference 
 followed.  Big nobs.  24 hours stand-by.  Wonderful.  Something concrete at last.  We are
 going home. . .  It still doesn’t register though. 
 
8th  Tuesday  (V.E.day - but we didn't know it.) 
  
 Action at last.  Parade 8-30 am.  British Major gave us the gaff.  Move off 9-00 am 
 tomorrow.  We must be ready.  I'll say we will.  We sign our tickets for home.  Make final 
 preparations on stand-by from 6-00 am in the morning.  No. 19 Platoon.  It's all very 
 thrilling.  Roll on tomorrow. 
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9th We rose very early (5-00 am) prepared to move.  Then the move is cancelled.  
 Disappointed naturally but not too much now.  We can take it.  We hang about all day -
 just waiting.  7-00 pm Cancelled for 2 days.  Rations up.  White bread - lovely.  We went 
 for a walk to farm in the woods.  Very nice evening with family.  Said they were 
 Hungarian.  No man, just six females running the farm - ages from 8 up to 80.  Pleasant
 people.  It makes one think.  Back late after a grand walk through the woods to hear 
 news of move again in the morning.  Blimey!! 
 
10th Definitely on this time.  Parade 0700 hrs.  Lorries rolled up at 10 am.  Off to a good start -
 46 per lorry.  What a convoy - 160 lorries.  Going to Ingoldstadt via Moosburg, Freising,
 Landshutt.  Towns bashed up.  Every thing dead and still.  On the Autobahn we batted 
 along 55mph.  Hairy.  Bridges blown on clover-leaf crossings but all by-passed by 
 leaving the autobahn - through the bumpy fields - then up the other side onto the road 
 again.  Arrived Ingoldstadt Airfield to find it wrecked.  Wonderful work.  More P.o.W.s 
 there waiting.  Planes began to come in just after we arrived 3-30 pm.  Excellent 
 organisation at last.  Away like clock-work.  Almost 100 planes.  We kip down hopeful for
 the morning.  An interesting day all round. 
 
11th The day started well.  Planes started to come in 7-45 am.  By 10-30 70 planes had been 
 in - unloaded - and away with our blokes.  They tell us they are coming back for us.  We 
 stand-by hopefully.  They are coming in again and we line-up on the airstrip in our 
 Platoons.  Our plane arrives and I leave this cursed country for the last time.  What a
 wonderful trip.  Hardly thrilling jammed in a Lancaster - just novel.  Bit bumpy over the 
 frontier (Black Forest).  Land at Rheims about 7-30 pm.  Unexpected and so messed 
 about.  Very late supper - hot.  To bed about 3-00 am. We are here for de-lousing and 
 re-fitting (with uniforms). 
 
12th Up before 8-00 am for breakfast.  Not bad at all.  Gradually get organised.  We await de-
 lousing but nothing much happens to us.  A few are moved on.  We sleep most of the 
 day - when not eating.  Go to bed comfy inside a palliase with sheets - they're lovely.  A
 taste of things to come. 
 
13th A scorcher of a day today.  Still a bit sore with sunburn.  Not used to it.  We go for hot 
 showers and refitting with clothing.  Gosh.  We look like old veteran Yanks.  They sure 
 have a sense of' humour.  One party goes to airfield but returns again.  We hope again
 for tomorrow. 
 
14th It's on today.  After dinner we are warned to stand-by.  Move at about 3-30 pm to airfield
 other side of Rheims.  Boarded Lancaster and away.  What a thrill - off on the last lap.  
 Landed at FORD airfield (near Bournemouth) (sic near Bognor Regis) to a wonderful 
 reception.   Spent all day refitting again in our proper British uniforms.  We are off 
 tomorrow. 
 
16th Left Worthing 9-38am.  With good connections arrived BACUP about 7-30 pm.  What a
 wonderful feeling walking up  Market street.  Was I pleased to walk into Dale Bank again. 
 So, it's true after all. 
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Some days after 16th May Sam must have been summoned to a Military Administrative Centre to 
answer the standard returning ex-PoW Questionnaire (below) which is now kept at the National 
Archive in Kew. 
 

 
 

Page 1 of 3 (Page 3 unavailable) 
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Page 2 of 3 (recording minor “sabotage” whilst a member of 
Work Party 296/L on Altneudorfl & Radkersberg farms) 


