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POST-GREECE 
 

Lance Corporal James Say, Kings Royal Rifle Corps 
 

James was registered at Stalag XVIIID, Marberg, Yugoslavia as PoW No. 5374.  According to Ian Brown’s 
Stalag 18A website, he was attached to a quarry Work Party (ArbeitsKommando 1/GW) at Tremmersfeld, 
near Marberg,  
 
Archivist’s Note:  In 2013, when originally researching James Say, I had written at this point that he 
was “attached to ArbeitsKommando 64/GW at Thessen, near Marberg, from July 1941 to May 1942 
engaged in general labouring -  repairing railway bridges, digging ditches for sewerage pipes and road 
and quarry work”  It is to be assumed that this information was then extant on the “Stalag 18A” website 
and has since been updated.   
 

 
 

 PoW James Say, front right with spectacles 
 

 
By August 1942 James had been transferred to Stalag 383 at Hohenfels, Bavaria.  To date there is no 
further specific data ref James – but here is a detailed account of life at Hohenfels as described by 
Corporal Sam Brearley, RASC, after being transferred from Stalag XVIIID himself in 1942.  James would 
have shared many of these experiences about to be related. 
 
 
Sam’s Saga 
 
“Stalag 383, Hohenfels 
 
One day in early September 1942 (Archivist – his MI9 Debrief states August) 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. 
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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. 
 

 
 

Stalag 383 accommodation huts 
 

 
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. 
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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. 
 
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 
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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 
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 
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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. 
 
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, whatever 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 
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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. 
 
 
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.  
 

 
 

La toute ensemble! 
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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 Sam Brearley 
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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.  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 Mikado’ Supporting Cast 
 

'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. 
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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. 

 
‘The Gondoliers’ Programme 
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More theatrical productions for the entertainment of the captive Hohenfels audience 



 11 

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 back home at 7-30 
pm that evening.” 
 
 

     

Liberation of Stalag 383, Hohenfels by the US Army, 29th April 1945 – 4 years to the day after 
surrender in Kalamata 

 

    
 

Loading up Dakotas at Salzberg Airfield for the long-awaited journey home, 11th May 
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Back to Blighty in a Lanc, 15th May 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


