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POST-GREECE 

 
Bombardier ‘Jack’ Swinnerton, 106th Regt RHA (Lancashire Hussars) 

 
1941 - England 
 
The first news to his family of Jack’s changed circumstances would have been delivered to his home in 
the usual and dreaded War Office small buff envelope.  The “Posted Missing” notification is both good 
news and bad news.  “The report that he is missing does not necessarily mean that he has been killed, as 
he may be a prisoner of war or temporarily separated from his regiment.”  Infinitely better than the 
devastatingly final “Killed in Action” notification – at this stage, at least, there was plenty of cause for hope. 
 

 
 

Frank Gill’s “Missing” notification – Jack’s family would have had exactly the same 
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After several weeks of anguished waiting came the good-and-bad news.  “I have been taken 
prisoner . . . I am in good health”.   (But I won’t be coming home for quite a while!). 
 

 
 

 
 
 

Two months after being taken into captivity in Kalamata Jack has been registered as Prisoner No. 
508 at Stalag XVIIIA, Wolfsberg and allowed to inform his family of his status and address.  It 
would still be several more weeks before the card would reach its destination in Liverpool. 
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1941 – Wolfsberg, Austria 
 

 
 

PoW Registration mug-shot, Stalag XVIIIA 
 

 

      
 

Jack Swinnerton PoW 508 at Stalag XVIIIA, Wolfsberg – and with friends 
 

Archivist’s Note:  This location between the huts was a favourite spot for PoW photographs in Stalag 
XVIIIA.  It must have been taken fairly soon after his arrival and before being allocated to his first 
Arbeitskommando Work Party (10030/GW) at Lavamund.  The sun is very high, so maybe July 1941. 
 

1941 – Lavamund, Austria 
 
The work party camp at Lavamund, 20 miles south of Wolfsberg, for the construction of a dam on the 
River Drau to supply the planned hydro-electric plant was already well-established long before October 
1941.  It held over 500 men at various times, all supplied as out-workers from Stalag XVIIIA,  and was a 
major project in the region. 
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Jack calls the tune at Lavamund – cutting from a Liverpool newspaper, summer 1941 
 
 

 
 

One wiv ‘ats orf . . . 
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One wiv ‘ats orn.   Two more shots taken on the same occasion – this location was one 
of the favourite spots for group photographs at Lavamund 

 
 
 

The following detailed camp description is copied and edited from Ian Brown’s excellent “Stalag 18A” 
website: 
 
 

Work Camp 10030 GW, Lavamund 

 

The following pictures of the dam at Lavamund were taken by Peter Linowitz in 2001. 
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The following people have kindly donated pictures and information relating to the Work Camp at 
Lavamund to the Stalag 18A website: 
 
Dave Dolphin, son of Dvr Bill Dolphin, 2NZEF. 
Tony Barratt, son-in-law of Dvr Albert Griffiths, RASC. 
Steve Currie, grandson of Spr George White, 2NZEF. 
Brent Robinson, son of Gnr William Robinson, RA. 
Anne Moir, daughter of Pte Garnet Moir, 20th Bn., 2NZEF. 
Ian Raw, son of Sgmn Robert Raw, R Sigs. 
Linda Winter, daughter of Sgmn Frank Morris, R Sigs, 
Pauline van Kampen, daughter of Pte Len Verrall, 2NZEF, 
Mike De Vere, son of Sgmn Arthur De Vere, R Sigs. 
David Fall, son of L/Cpl James Fall, R Sigs 
Sue Courtney, daughter of Pte Paul Churton, 18th Bn., 2NZEF 
Wendy Gouveia, grand-daughter of Pte Dick Horan, NZMC 
Peter Burborough, grandson of Dvr Cyril Burborough, RASC. 

Lavamund and Schwabeck 

Strictly speaking, the 'dam' at Lavamund is a Hydroelectric Power Station. The photographs that I have 
collected showing wartime construction seem to indicate that the POWs worked on two separate Power 
Stations: one at Lavamund and the other a few kilometres upstream at Schwabeck (sometimes spelled 
'Schwabegg'). These two Power Stations still exist. 
 

      
 
         Lavamund      Schwabeck 
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Construction at Lavamund 

     

Construction at Schwabeck 

   

 

Notice swastika flags and 
German soldiers lining up 
under central crane - 
opening ceremony?  
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Lavamund Camp 

  

 

  

 

   

More swastika flags everywhere - must be the opening in early 1945? 
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Some Other Lavamund Camp Occupants (of many) 

Archivist’s Note:  Jack would have known and worked with at least some of these fellow prisoners, 
including Gunner Ken Burgess RHA.  There are many more such groups and individuals to be seen under 
“Lavamund Camo 10030/GW” on the “Stalag 18A” website. 

  

  

 
 

Harold Ormerod, one of Jack’s special pals (see Part 5 – Post Script) 
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International Red Cross Inspection Report 

Date of visit: 25 October 1941 
Location: Lavamund 
 
Camp Leader: Sgt. E Atkinson 
Doctor: Captain Thomas I V Ferguson 
 
Strength: 454 British (209 English, 178 New Zealanders, 52 Australians, 1 Canadian, 1 Irishman (the 
doctor)) 85 new prisoners expected to arrive the next day. 
 
Situation: This Labour Detachment is situated on a level with a large barrage in course of construction, 
and on which the prisoners are working. The camp itself is some distance from the works and consists of 
a series of hutments, similar to those which are occupied by the German, Slovene and Croatian civilian 
workers, whose camp adjoins that of the prisoners. 
 
Quarters: The prisoners live in three wooden hutments, simple but sufficiently comfortable. They are well 
aired and well lit and easily heated by stoves. The men are housed in 16 large rooms, each holding 28 
men. The double tiered wooden bunks have a palliasse and one blanket per man. In each room there is a 
wooden table and some stools. Smaller hutments are reserved for stores, canteen, shower and toilet 
rooms, kitchen, etc. 
 
Food: The prisoners have the rations due to those who do heavy work and told us that they were 
sufficiently well fed, especially since the British Red Cross parcels have started arriving regularly. On the 
other hand the quality of the provisions is not to the taste of the British prisoners, but five prisoners are 
now working in the kitchen and will in future have every facility for preparing the food to their liking. In 
addition a field kitchen in the courtyard and the stoves in the rooms allow the prisoners to prepare the 
food received in their Red Cross parcels. Each man receives 350g of bread a day. 
 
Clothing: The state of clothing is unsatisfactory. The majority of the prisoners are wearing French 
uniforms, often of extremely poor quality. These uniforms wear out very rapidly. As the prisoners work in 
all weathers, it is difficult to dry them and sickness due to chills is frequent in the Camp. The prisoners 
have no change of under-linen and the majority of them have no socks. Their shoes are in a lamentable 
condition. 
 
Luckily we saw the advice of the arrival of an important consignment of clothing from Stalag XVIIIA, which 
will permit of the re-equipment of a large number of prisoners. We also asked the officer who 
accompanied us, who was attached to Stalag XVIIIA, that all the British prisoners in the Labour 
Detachments should be provided with two sets of underclothing and two uniforms, especially in the winter. 
There are actually very large stocks of underwear and uniforms in the Camp stores, some of which came 
from the British Red Cross. 
 
Work: The prisoners work on the neighbouring barrage. They work as labourers, carpenters and 
embankment builders, many of them being specialists. The men work in day and night shifts and each do 
10½ hours actual work a day. The work is very heavy. All the prisoners have 24 hours rest a week. 
 
Pay: The basic rate is 70 pfennigs a day. In addition certain specialists or good workers receive bonuses 
which can double their pay. Overtime is not paid. 
 
Canteen: The usual toilet articles can be bought; sometimes there is beer and 120 French cigarettes per 
man per month for the sum of 3 RM. 
 
Hygiene: There is a hutment for toilet purposes, with taps and showers, which allows the prisoners hot 
and cold water for their daily ablutions. On the other hand the latrines are far too small and not at all 
hygienic. Their enlargement has already been undertaken and it is to be hoped that the actual work will 
begin shortly. 
 
Infirmary: This comprises 26 double tier beds, all provided with a pillow, and a cotton foot-covering keeps 
the blanket on. There are many patients, due to the very bad clothing conditions. We saw several patients 
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suffering from chills, rheumatism, bronchitis, etc. There are also several cases of accident of all kinds 
while at work. Simple cases are kept in the Infirmary and the others are sent to the Lazaret at Stalag 
XVIIIA or to the civil hospital in the town. The Camp, however, being some distance from any place of any 
size, it is impossible to see how transport could be effected in case of emergency. We were told that it 
was impossible to get an ambulance. Some solution should be sought while there is yet time. Up to date 
there has been one fatal accident, and two very serious falls causing cerebral disturbance. 
 
A British doctor, assisted by 3 medical orderlies, is attached permanently to the Camp, and a German 
civilian doctor visits the Infirmary 3 times a week. 
 
Intellectual and moral assistance: The prisoners have no means of amusing themselves, apart from 
some musical instruments which they have been able to buy. They have not received a single book and 
they have no games. They go to play football outside the camp on Sundays. The prisoners would very 
much like to have a room for recreation and reading, as at present they have no Common Room. 
There is no Catholic religious service and the Roman Catholics would be happy if the French priest from 
Stalag XVIIIA could visit them once a month. The Camp Leader acts as chaplain to the Protestants. 
 
Mails: All the prisoners write two letters and 4 cards per month and the members of the medical staff 
twice as many. Nearly all the English have received news from their families, although the New 
Zealanders and the Australians have not yet received any. 
 
The collective consignments of food from the British Red Cross have arrived at the Camp and each man 
receives one per week. These parcels are greatly appreciated by the prisoners. 
 
Conversation with the Camp Leader and the Doctor: We talked with them for a long time, without 
witnesses. The prisoners are satisfied with the camp on the whole, and good relations exist with the 
NCO’s in charge of the Camp Guard. In addition to the chief desires expressed in the report above, the 
following desires were raised: 
 
The doctor would like a small outfit for urgent surgical cases. 
 
The Camp Leader would be glad to have a copy of the Geneva Convention in English. 
 
The prisoners protest strongly against the manner in which they were transported from Greece to 
Germany. They were 5 days in the train, locked in cattle trucks, the floors of which were covered with the 
evacuations of prisoners suffering from dysentery. They had practically nothing to eat and drink. Many of 
the prisoners are still suffering from the effects of this journey. One of them died of this dysentery a few 
days after his arrival at Stalag XVIIIA. 
 
 
Jack’s time at Lavamund 
 
Jack must have started his Arbeit with 10030/GW (GW loosely meaning general physical labour) in July or 
August 1941.  As was common practise he was still under Stalag XVIIIA main camp control for all routine 
administrative purposes, including sending and receiving mail and Red Cross parcels.  His personal hand-
written “Memoirs” (see Section 5 “Post-Script”) show that he worked at Lavamund long enough to enjoy a 
Concert Party later in the year.  As he has written out copies of so many of the songs, he may well have 
been involved in its production.  It obviously made quite an impression on him. 
 
His Memoir Item 24 identifies a Christmas message received at “Spittal, Austria” in December 1941.   
Spittal an der Drau was the location of the camp Oflag IIIC, to which some Non Commissioned Officers 
were transferred (physically and/or administratively) in late 1941 and early 1942 (Sam Brearley was 
relocated to Oflag IIIC in May 1942 – see his Archive folder and his autobiographical record “Sam’s 
Saga”).  Jack may not have actually moved to Spittal, but the Christmas Message was processed through 
that camp. 
 
At some point either in late 1941 but more probably in the first half of 1942 Jack was transferred from 
Arbeitskommando 10030/GW at Lavamund to 942/GW at Schladming, in the central Austrian mountains.  
He was still administratively under the control of Oflag IIIC at Spittal, and indeed may have spent some 
time there (or even at Wolfsberg) between his two Work Parties. 
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Their first Christmas in captivity must have been a particularly bad time for all the prisoners.  Some would 
have found a little solace in this Carol Service, where-ever it was actually held. 
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1942 – Schladming, Austria 
 
A further edited contribution taken from Ian Brown’s “Stalag 18A” website.  Jack worked here and would 
have known some of these men. 
 

Work Camp  942 GW 

 

Location: Schladming 
Type of work: Sawmill 
Man of Confidence: Pte F. Minta, 2635 
Number of Men: 52 
 
Photographs and names supplied by Joyce Russell, daughter of William Russell, and Denice Line, 
daughter-in-law of Tom Line. 
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International Red Cross Inspection Report 

Date of visit: 16 February 1943 
 
General Description 
The prisoners live in a wooden barrack near the sawing-mill where they are engaged in work. 
 
Interior arrangement 
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The interior arrangements of the barrack are rather complete as there is plenty of wood available for 
boxes, cupboards and other practical arrangements. The only complaint is the lack of a special drying-
room. 
 
Bathing and washing facilities 
The water supply is adequate as there is always hot water available in two boilers heated with chips from 
the wood yard. 
 
Toilet facilities 
Adequate. 
 
Food and Cooking 
The food is good. 
 
Medical attention and sickness 
Medical attention is given by one recognised medical orderly. Furthermore, the patients are allowed to go 
to a civil doctor in this town. He is said to be a bit slow in sending men back to Stalag when in need of 
lazaret treatment. Two patients were presented to the doctor delegate for medical examination. For one of 
them the delegates proposed the transfer to Stalag. Dental treatment is satisfactory here. The men are 
allowed once a week to go to a civil dentist who does extractions and fillings. For dentures the men have 
to be sent back to Stalag. 
 
Clothing 
No overalls have been given out. The order that two kits should be in the British prisoners’ of war 
possession has not worked. The principal Man of Confidence in Stalag XVIII will be made aware of this. 
 
Laundry 
Done by the men themselves. 
 
Money and Pay 
No complaint. 
 
 
Canteen 
There is a canteen in the work but the prisoners of war hardly use it. Some articles can be got in the 
nearby village. 
 
Religious activity 
No padre has ever come to this camp. It can be explained by the long and complicated trip it would mean 
to reach this spot. 
 
Recreation and exercise 
There is no place for outdoor games as the peasants do not want the grass, where one could play, 
trampled out. Walks will be organised to procure outdoor exercise to the men. (The photos showing 
football teams does seem to indicate that this problem was solved.) 
 
Mail 
Not satisfactory. 
 
Welfare work 
In order. 
 
Complaints 
a) The British Man of Confidence wishes to go from time to time to Stalag to confer with Sgt. Maj. 
Stevenson. This, however, could not be granted as the guard is not strong enough to let one man travel 
with Minta. 
b) In this camp the German NCO commanding the Work Parties used to inflict collective punishment when 
one of the prisoners escaped. Also he did hold back the Red Cross parcels for lighter disciplinarian 
punishment. The command of this camp was taken from him a few days ago and his successor seems to 
be a different type of man. He is aware that these measures are strictly forbidden and the British Man of 
Confidence told the inspector that work with the new camp Commander was correct. 
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General impression 
This work camp is a good one. 
 
 
 

1942 – Hohenfels, Bavaria 
 
Sometime in late 1942 Jack was transferred from Schladming and Oflag IIIC – this time right out of Austria 
to Stalag 383 in Hohenfels in Bavarian Germany (Hohenfels retained the title Oflag IIIC from Sep 1942 – 
June 1943).  Jack was definitely there by November, Sam Brearley was moved from Spittal to Hohenfels 
in September.  This is Sam’s account from “Sam’s Saga” (it contains lots more about Stalag 383 and 
some of the theatrical performances in which he and Jack participated). 
 
“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. 
 
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.” 
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Jack at Hohenfels – 1942 by R.D.Nethercote 
 

 
 

Equitable cartoon by the prolific J.K.Welch – Hohenfels 4th November 1942 
Christmas dinner would have been a very special occasion, no doubt with saved-up goodies from many 
Red Cross parcels all pooled together to produce a meal fit for several kings.  There would have been 
some form of hooch concocted as well.  (Note that at this early time at Hohenfels Stalag 383 was still 
being referred to administratively as Oflag IIIC, even though it had relocated.) 
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Note the chef’s chains (see “Sam’s Saga” above) – by J.K.Welch (Jack kept several ‘cartoons’) 
 
Here is a little cameo from David Welch, son of J.K., from a Stalag 383 website forum: 
 
“My father was Jim Welch, a New Zealander. He was in the territorial forces (part-time/reserve soldier) 
before the war and I believe at the time of capture held the rank of Warrant Officer 2nd Class/Company 
Sergeant Major [are they the same thing?].  He was with the 22nd Battalion and captured in Greece.  He 
was a sign-writer before the war and whilst in Stalag 383 really flourished as a cartoonist and caricaturist.   
I definitely knew I was in the right place when I saw three of his caricatures of camp characters on the 
photo pages!!. As a child I grew up with these (and many other cartoons) stored in boxes which he would 
occasionally allow us children to look through.  I believe my brother has given a selection of these 
cartoons to the NZ War Museum at Waiouru.  Dad was also closely involved (I believe) with a camp 
newspaper edited by another Kiwi (and later City Councillor in Christchurch) Sam Boanas 

After the war Dad hoped to become a professional cartoonist with newspapers, but after selling only the 
odd cartoon or two, and with a young family decided he had better stick to the more secure trade of 
signwriting.  I still have a photo of the magnificent air brush coloured caricatures of all the main war 
leaders (from all sides – Hitler and co are all crying crocodile tears and claiming “we didn’t want to do it”), 
about a metre high and spanning about 12 metres, that used to run above his work benches in the sign 
writing studio, and I presume were originally done for some RSA event in the 1950s. 

I guess like a lot of his generation Dad was deeply affected by the war (not least by the brutality/starvation 
meted out towards the Russians in an adjoining camp to 383) and never an easy man to live with as a 
father, or for my late mother, as a husband.  He rarely talked about the war but was “religious” in attending 
the local Returned Services Club, for a couple of hours, virtually every evening it was open, to drink and 
socialise with old soldier mates.  Dad passed away on 4th July 1981 at the age of 67”. 

1943 – Hohenfels, Bavaria 
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Oflag IIIC – Hohenfels – Germany                       J.K.Welch 31st January 1943 



 21 

Here follows a series of photographs from Jack’s own collection, attributable to the years late 1942 - 1944 
at Stalag 383 Hohenfels.   The first four may be Hut or Work Teams at different times, identified by the 
numbers chalked onto the slate boards at their feet. 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

Groups 8-3; 9-8; 11-30; 3-29 top to bottom 
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Group 3-29 
 

        
 

   
 
        Unloading Red Cross Food Parcels       Camp Chapel (presumably created by the PoWs) 
 
 

   
 
 

Fun in the sun – one of many high days and holidays 
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Year round sports & pastimes (railway train made from Red Cross tins) 
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Various theatrical entertainments – including the Mikado and HMS Pinafore 
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Final miscellany – including a snow scene in the winter of 1943/1944 
 
 
 

Probably sometime in September 1943 Jack’s daughters would have received the self-illustrated letter 
card from Stalag 383, Hohenfels shown overleaf.  He is quoting both of his PoW registration numbers – 
his original No. 508 issued at Stalag XVIIIA, Wolfsberg and his second, almost certainly issued at Oflag 
IIIC, Spittal am der Drau, No.1856.  (Sam Brearley was initially registered as No. 5925 at Stalag XVIIID, 
Marberg, then re-numbered No. 1441 when transferred to Oflag IIIC, Spittal, in May 1942 and thence on 
to Hohenfels in September of that year).  
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Happy birthday card for Frances and Valerie 
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1943 – Hohenfels Theatrical Productions 
 
Preparing for and/or participating in these events was a major and consuming focus in the lives 
of all members of the management team, the cast, musicians and back-stage support crew.  
What a tremendous undertaking, starting from absolute zero on all fronts.  Probably not a single 
PoW failed to attend.  There may even have been seats reserved for the Kommandant and 
Guards on special occasions.  
 

 
 

 
 

July 1943 
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Unknown date in 1943 
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November 1943 
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k

 
 

Christmas 1943 – seems to be a multi-stage extravaganza 
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Boxing Day 1943 – in Jack’s room 
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The Theatre Night in Stalag 383 - sometime in late 1944, possibly from a Liverpool newspaper 
(Jack spotted in the audience by an eagle-eyed reader) 

 
Article: Every man in this audience is a prisoner in Germany, some of them there nearly five years.  Study 

their faces. 

The occasion was their own fit-up performance of Noel Coward’s “Hay Fever” (with prisoners 

Stan Hawkins, Bob Jarvis and Bert Harris as players, among others). 

There is no limit to their resource.  Red Cross cartons, ration tins, painted packing-paper; anything 

can be transformed into scenery, and they have done reviews, musical comedies (with band parts 

for the instruments they have got), straight plays and pantomimes. 

The admission price is cigarettes, and that spells sacrifice. 

 
Caption Men of Stalag 383 forget their troubles and their dreadful boredoms for a while at their home-

made theatre. 
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Some of the Camp Personalities as recorded for posterity by J.K.Welch 
 

     
 

General ‘street scenes’ at Stalag 383 showing the many hutments 
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Here follows Sam Brearley’s account of the liberation of prisoners from Stalag 383.  It would seem that a 
certain number (probably the majority) were marched to Stalag VIIA at Moosburg in Bavaria during March 
and April 1945 whilst others apparently remained in the camp at Hohenfels (possibly in hiding). 

“1st May 1945 – Liberation” (Archivist’s Note:  according to official records it was April 29th for both 
Stalags). 

     

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.” 

 

Back to good old Blighty 

“16th May 1945 - Back home again in Bacup (Lancashire).” 
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From Sam Brearley’s “Sam’s Saga” (Jack was on the same march to Moosburg and experienced 
the same joy of liberation.  We know this because he met up with an American serviceman there 
on 29th April – see “Part 5 Post-Script”.  There is some confusion with Sam’s liberation dating.): 
 
“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. 
 
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 
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 Audie 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. 
 
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. 
 
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 Moosburg, 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. 
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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. 
 
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. 
 
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.”  (Archivist’s Note:  Bacup was my small home-town birth-place in the bleak 
Lancashire Pennines 50 miles NE of Liverpool where Jack lived and only 5 miles east of Rawtenstall, the 
home of Jack’s good PoW friend in Lavamund, Harold Ormerod – see Page 9 above and Items 16 &19 in 
Part 5 – Post Script.  (Archivist’s Note:  Harold E P Ormerod was quite possibly the son or nephew of Dr 
Milton B Ormerod, my Chemistry and Form Master at Bacup & Rawtenstall Grammar School in the early 
and mid-1950s) 
 

 
 

Geoff Swinnerton’s caption referring to this photograph of his father states: 
“My Dad on his return home, 1945.  No teeth and suffering from several chest infections”. 

But just look at that gummy smile! 


