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POST-GREECE 
 

Lance Corporal Norman Scott, Corps of Military Police 
 

 
Norman Scott’s story continues, initially (i.e. for the first 6 months or so) in the words of Sam Brearley – 
still very much in each other’s immediate and everyday company and range of common experiences 
during this period.  In fact, although set to work on different farms, being located in and around closely 
adjacent villages (Altneudorfl and Radkersberg), the two Work Parties (233/L and 296/L) did at times 
share the same rural but lightly guarded accommodation. 

 
1 “Sam’s Saga”, Chapter 6* 
 
(Following their horrific cattle-truck train journey north from Salonika . . . ) 

 
 

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. 
 

 
 

Fig 1.1:  A fairly rare photograph of Stalag XVIII D, Marberg -  then in what was Yugoslavia 
(despite the caption) - now Maribor, Slovenia 

 
 
Marburg is a town on the border between Yugoslavia and Austria.  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. 
 
*Written from his war diary by Cpl Sam Brearley, RASC, Dad’s mucker 
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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. 
 
The following set of colour photos were taken in 2009 in some disused central Maribor railway 
sidings whilst the Archivist was researching for “Following Father’s Footsteps” 
 

    
 

Fig 1.2a:  “Sidings just out of the town with         Fig 1.2b:  Two storey section of main warehouse                    
a large warehouse there”   

       
 

             
 
    Fig 1.2c:  Looking down from the latrine                  Fig 1.2d:  The one and only railway 
   embankment “One can see the hills around    entrance and exit “just out of the town” 
   the town as the camp itself is on a rise, and 
          part of the town can be looked at.” 
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Fig 1.2e:  Four storey section          Fig 1.2f:  Railway goods platform on the north 
of the main warehouse building                     side of the long single storey transfer sheds 

 

 
 

Fig 1.2g:  Adjacent to the derelict suspected ‘camp site’ is this much neater area still in 
use in 2009 and probably much more like its appearance in the early 1940s 

 
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. (Archivist’s Note:  My father was PoW No. 5924, so must have been standing 
directly infront of Sam at the registration).  Before being registered you could have been disposed of 
anytime previously at the slightest provocation and called a casualty. 

            
 

Fig 1.3a & b:  Norman Scott’s PoW Wristband No. 5924 & Sam Brearley’s dog-tag PoW No. 5925 
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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.  Strange 
but true. 
 
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. 
 
 
Here follow a few scenes (mostly discovered on the web in 2016) some of which would have been 
familiar to Dad during his period of residence in Stalag XVIIID: 
 

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

                 
 

Same building, from a slightly different point – now a recognised Tourist Site (2016) 
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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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Assorted inmates of Stalag XVIIID (names & dates unknown) 
 
 
 

    
 

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' 
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More general view of the later Camp accommodation 
 
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 
village was Altneudorfl by the town of Radkersburg and we were billeted in the old school building with 
two guards at first.  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 and 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.  
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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 
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 throughout 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. 
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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.   

 
 

Fig 1.3:  Reaping corn – men scything ahead, women stooking behind.  This is actually  
Norman Scott’s Work Party (233/L) in action on an adjacent farm to Sam’s party (296/L) 

 
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 "Morgan,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 
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, 
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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 
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. 
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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.  Who said 8 year olds are 
innocent angels? 
 
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 finally came to the conclusion that 
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.  Thankfully, 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 
times until Al got fed up and gave me the rope at the front end, pointed and said something which I 
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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. 
 
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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This is the point where Sam’s Brearley’s and Norman Scott’s Prisoner of War paths parted.  They didn’t 
meet up again until sometime after they were repatriated back to Bacup in May 1945.  Sam had spent the 
winter of 1941-42 in hospital in Marberg, and was then moved to Oflag 111C near Spittal am der Drau 
(over the Austrian border from Marberg) in the spring and ultimately to Stalag 383 at Hohenfels, Bavaria 
for the rest of the war.  As far as I know my father continued to work on the farm (or farms) at 
Radkersberg and Altneudorfl until the Long March north and west in April 1945 (more of which to follow). 

 
2 Norman Scott’s War after Capture 
 
2.1 Calendar of Events Post Greece 
 
The following sequence of events consists of the few definite known datable facts for Norman Scott, 
amalgamated with reliably documented statements by other PoWs in the same boat that would have been 
very close to the dates of Dad’s similar collective experiences.  

May/June? 1941 My mother is misinformed that my father is “deceased”  

6 June 1941  Dad reported as “Missing” on War Office Casualty List 532 

21 June 1941  Sam Brearley reported as “Missing” on War Office Casualty List 545 

June? 1941  Mum notified officially that Dad was “Missing”  

30 June 1941 Dad & Sam Brearley arrive at Stalag XVIII D, Maribor (just south of Austria/ 
Yugoslav border)  

30 June 1941  Stoker Siddall writes first card home  

2 July 1941  Fred Carne issued with PoW disc 2137 

Early July 1941  Dad issued with PoW disc 5924, Sam with 5925 

6 July 1941  Fred Carne joins Arbeitskommando at Judenberg 

18 July 1941  Driver Tom Robinson’s wife informed he was Missing in Action after Kalamata 

21 July 1941  Mum notified Dad was “Prisoner of War”, reported in ‘Bacup Times’ Sat 26th July 

22 July 1941 Sam Brearley writes home he is working with Dad,  ‘Bacup Times’ 13th Sept 

(28 July 1941 Stan Prout & 200 others trucked out from XVIIID to nearby farms in Austria) 

3 Aug 1941 Dad & Sam join Arbeitskommandos 233/L and 296/L resp. on farms at 
Radkersburg and Altneudorfl (just north of Austria/Yugoslav border) 

18 Aug Dad & Sam reported as “PoW” on War Office Casualty List 593 

Sept 1941 Mum sends first known letter and photo (archived) addressed to Stalag XVIII D  
‘for Christmas’ (obviously posting early!) but the mail was, in fact, taking several 
weeks to get to the camps 

15 Feb 1942 Dad writes first known letter card (archived), via XVIII D main camp, Maribor 
(franked 23 Feb 1942).   Mentions two parcels he had already previously 
received from Mum 

15 Mar 1942 Dad writes second card in the archive, also via XVIII D main camp (franked 

21 Mar 1942) 

25 May 1942  John Eldridge hears reading of verse by Sam Brearley in Marburg camp 

31 July 1942 Dad’s base control camp (or post office) temporarily transferred to Stalag XVIII B 
(either at Spittal am der Drau or Wagna).  In practice he still seems to be part of 
233/L living & working at or near Altneudorfl and Radkersburg 

Aug 1942  Photos taken on Dad’s farm at Radkersburg 

7 Nov 1942 John Eldridge (interpreter in Post Room at XVIIID confirms main camp (or 
possibly just postal facilities) being transferred to XVIII B at Wagna (only about 
100 Brits in camp - others out in work parties) 

14 Nov 1942  Mum writes to Dad via XVIII B at Wagna with more “son growing up” photos 
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5 Feb 1943  Arbeitskommando 233/L now sharing living accommodation (an old oil   
   mill) with 296/L (previously Sam Brearley’s) 

23 Feb 1943  Red Cross report on 233/L and 296/L  - “the spirit of the men is reasonably high.” 

1 May 1943  Mum writes to XVIII A with more photos 

9 Sep 1943  Mum writes to XVIII A with yet more photos 

6 Dec 1943  Dad writes third card in the archive via XVIII D (franked 21 Dec 1943) 

28 Jan 1944  Grandma & Grandad Calland write to Dad 

19 Mar 1944  Dad writes fourth card in the archive via XVIII D (franked 15 April 1944) 

30 Mar 1945 Dad’s work-party start march from Radkersberg (probably via Wolfsberg, as did 
others from the Oberwart area via Graz)  

13 Apr 1945  Other PoWs reported on march from Wolfsberg (approx 14 days in all)  

17 Apr 1945  Sam Brearley leaves Hohenfels on start of march to Moosburg area 

28 Apr 1945 Dad’s column arrives “within a short distance of Berchtesgaden” (must mean 
Markt Pongau?) after 200 miles in about a month 

   Sam Brearley’s march ends near Moosburg 

29 Apr 1945  Dad & Sam’s 4th anniversary as PoW 

2 May 1945  German Army surrenders in Italy; Guards withdraw from Markt Pongau 

4 May 1945  German Army surrenders to Montgomery in northern Germany 

5 May 1945  PoWs’ own police (including Dad?) take over control & discipline at Markt  
   Pongau 

7 May 1945  German High Command surrenders to Eisenhower in France 

8 May 1945 American troops arrive in Markt Pongau - liberation at last - VE Day declared by 
Winston Churchill and King George VI 

9 May 1945  Unconditional surrender signed in German capital Berlin 

10 May 1945  Sam Brearley trucked from Moosburg area to bombed Ingolstadt airfield 

11 May 1945  Sam Brearley flown to Rheims in Lancaster 

12/13 May 1945  Sam Brearley delousing and outfitting US Army style 

14 May 1945  Sam Brearley flown to RNAS Ford airfield, near Littlehampton 

15 May 1945  Sam Brearley outfitted British Army style 

16 May 1945  Sam Brearley arrives home in Bacup via Worthing 

17 May 1945  British Liaison Officers in Markt Pongau to arrange home-comings 

19 May 1945 First prisoners begin to move out in trucks from Markt Pongau, mostly via 
Salzburg airfield  

20 May 1945  Dad given copy of “Stars and Stripes” (Southern Germany edition - so hasn’t  
   moved far yet)   

20-23 May 1945 Dad flown to staging airfield in northern France (probably in a Dakota) then back 
to UK in a Liberator 

24 May 1945  Dad back in Bacup – for him the war really is over, at last!  

18 July 1945  Sam Brearley reported as “Not PoW” on War Office Casualty List 1811 

30 Aug 1945  Dad reported as “Not PoW” on War Office Casualty List 1845 
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2.2 Resumé for a publication (now forgotten) 
 
This section is a highly edited précis, primarily to demonstrate the only photographs I have of his 
internment years: 
 

 
            

Fig 2.1a:  The Arbeitskommando 233/L team – at least on one special occasion –  
(led by ‘Man of Confidence’ 2NZEF Corporal Richie Nancarrow).  Addressed as Stalag XVIII B, 

so probably late 1942.  Kiwi, Aussie, Brits and others.  Dad on extreme right. 
 

 
 

Fig 2.1b:  Dad with his ‘mucca’; evidently taken on the same occasion as the team photo above 
(this one donated by my cousin Gloria Kelso, Sep 2014) 
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Judging purely by these few photographs (the only ones in my possession of his captivity) he 
seems to have made the best of his enforced labour and lack of freedom to come and go at will.  
I am sure it wasn’t all bad news down on the farm. 
 
On the subject of news – he did cut a key from an old hacksaw blade (possibly issued as 
standard escape & evasion kit, I believe) which was used to provide access to a radio for 
forbidden news broadcast reception and dissemination.  Whether or not the radio was locked in 
a secure German area I can only conjecture.  But I have the key to this day. 
 

                              
 
       Fig 2.2a  Skeleton key to the ‘Radio Room’       Fig 2.2b:  Who gave him this Crucifix?   
       made by Dad out of a hacksaw blade (part       He was not a particularly religious man 
       of a clandestine ‘Escape & Evasion’ kit?)       - least of all of the catholic persuasion - 
             but what about Christine - or is it Greek 
                  (given by a nursing Nun, maybe, 

   as was Sam Brearley’s?) 

 
 
He said very little about his wartime years – even to my mother – but one little ditty he did tell 
me was about a time (obviously in the autumn) when, working on the farm, he and his ageing 
German (or Austrian) guard (all the young men gone to the war) noticed a very tempting ready-
for-the-picking apple orchard.  With a leg-up from the fragile old guardian, the more-than agile 
young PoW quickly scrambled into the first tree and started to give it a good shake.  The apples 
came tumbling down all around, the guard and Dad laughing like naughty scrumping schoolboys 
as they filled their battle-dress tops and caps as fast as they could.  Then the farmer appeared 
at his door with a shotgun.  Dad and the guard turned and legged it in the opposite direction at 
great speed – the guard, complete with rifle, rushing off well ahead of Dad – his so-called 
‘prisoner’.  A slightly ironic variation on the Great Escape! 

                    Fig 2.1c & d:   
 
 
Norman Scott 
 
                               Rick Nancarrow 
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Fig 2.3a:  Dad haymaking 
 
 

 
 

Fig 2.3b:  Making hay - with all the girls! “Radkersburg, Aug 1942” on the back 

X 
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Fig 2.4a:  In his Harvest Sunday Best?  “Love Christine” on the back 
 
 

         
 

 Fig 2.4b:    Is Christine the ‘bonny lass’ standing by his  Fig 2.4c:  Family group with Christine 
   right shoulder?   Is that her toddler son?  Are they a and toddler (is the man in the suit one 
                     surrogate wife and son for Dad?            of the guards or the farmer?  

       Photo possibly taken by Dad. 
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Fig 2.5a & b:  Dad, dog & Christine’s toddler 
 

                
 

     Fig 2.6a:  Guard & one of the farm women    Fig 2.6b:  Another guard with Christine 
              (looks well pregnant at this time) 
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Fig 2.7:  The harvest safely gathered in – and the fruits of the barley as just reward. 
Looks like a litre of dark dunkle bier to me.  Dad on the right with his cap back to front. 

 

        
 

Fig 2.8a & b:  Old farm buildings in Altneudorfl & Radkersburg respectively 
in 2009 that certainly pre-date the war – did Dad work or visit here? 
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2.3 Red Cross Inspection Report on Arb-Kdo 233/L & 296/L, Radkersburg, 23 February 1943,  
 
“General Description 

 
These two commandos live in a former oil mill (flax oil extraction?) since 5.2.43.  There are 24 men, all 
working in various farmhouses of the district. 
 
Interior arrangement 
 
These sleep in a very big room on ordinary iron beds. Two iron stoves of a good size furnish sufficient 
heat and can be used for the cooking of private food. 
 
Bathing and washing facilities 
 
These are adequate.  Once a week the men can have hot showers in the military barracks of 
Radkersburg). 
 
Food and Cooking 
 
The food is prepared in the farms where they work. 
 
Medical attention and sickness 
 
When a prisoner of war gets ill he is allowed to go to a civilian doctor in town.  The local military hospital is 
also at the disposal of the two camps.  There is some delay actually in dental care, as the local civilian 
dentist has too many civilians to deal with.  The delegates suggested to send the worst cases to the 
dental station in Wagna. 
 
Clothing 
 
The clothing question in these two commandos is being resolved in the coming week, i.e. they will get 
their second uniform from Graz presently. 
 
Complaints 
 
In this camp, Saturday afternoon is not free and the cleaning of the rooms was done on Sundays.  From 
now on 4 Orderlies will do the cleaning on Saturdays in an established turn. 
 
Serious complaints were brought to the inspectors’ knowledge about the German NCO in charge of this 
camp.  The commander of the guards battalion who speaks fluent English interviewed Sgt Nancarrow 
privately.  The NCO in question will be discharged of his command consecutively to (as a consequence 
of?) Nancarrow's revelations. 
 
General impression 
 
This camp will be very good, if the new German NCO is up to his task.  The two British Men of Confidence 
are very capable and the spirit of the men is reasonably high.” 

 
 
2.4 “Reports of my death are greatly exaggerated” (Mark Twain) 
 
Regrettably there is very little remaining documentary evidence covering the period immediately after my 
father’s capture – or indeed covering the duration of his incarceration (on his eventual return home he 
purposely destroyed all the letters he had sent to my Mother).  Just four Kriegsgefangenenpost Postkarten 
PoW letter cards addressed and delivered to my maternal grandparents survive - plus seven addressed 
and dated photographs from my mother to him.  There were, obviously, a lot more letters, photos and 
cards during these four years - and parcels too (in addition to the life-saving Red Cross parcels).   There 
were also a few photos of Dad and his friends which (because they couldn’t be posted back to the UK) 
would have to wait till after the war to be seen by others. 
 
Mum obviously didn’t know about Dad’s capture when she posted Fig 2.8 to him on 18th May 1941, as she 
addressed her envelope and the photograph to ‘Lance Corporal Scott, 2655172’ and not to ‘PoW 5924’.  
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Speaking in May 2009 she did intimate, though, that she knew Greece was being overrun.  She claims 
that the first clue that something had happened to Dad was when a letter was returned from a BFPO 
Number address over-stamped “Deceased”.  The “letter” may very well have been accompanying Fig 2.9.  
The “Deceased” bit was a little premature, and must have been stamped - erroneously and insensitively - 
by some unknowing postal clerk (possibly back in Egypt as all forces in Greece had by then surrendered) 
based on suspect information, instruction or assumption. 
 
She wasn’t going to accept that he was dead - not yet, anyway.  She says she received a form from the 
Army upon which to declare and claim for a killed-in-action soldier’s widow’s allowance - much less than 
the soldier’s standard allotment.  She was upset to know that through the jungle drums a lot of Bacup 
people knew of her “loss”, including the Vicar of the church where they had been married.  When he came 
round to the Police Station House to tell her he had arranged a small memorial service for Dad she sent 
him packing with a flea in his ear!  When his wife then came round she got the same treatment, Mum 
telling her that it was she who would decide when to have a service for her own husband - it wasn’t up to 
the Vicar! 
 

           
 
  Fig 2.9:  Posted 18th May 1941 (after his  Fig 2.10a & b:  Stoker Harold Siddall’s 
          capture - but Mum didn’t know)                      first Red Cross card home 
 
Apparently Mum hadn’t heard from Dad for about four months (a similar sort of period to Sam Brearley’s 
in communicado stretch before, during and after the fighting campaign; i.e. March - June roughly).  
Sounding quite sanguine about it all (68 years on) she said she had decided to fill in the widow’s claim, 
and to post it “on the Monday” (she didn’t say anything emotional about now having to come to terms with 
her loved-one’s death - just that she would get a smaller pension!).  Anyway, “on the Saturday before the 
Monday” - by very fortuitous timing if all these long-term memories are to be believed precisely) she 
received a card via the Red Cross with Dad’s “secret” signature on it, and a ticked box simply saying that 
he was “well” (not “wounded”, note, but then he may not have wanted her to know and worry - or he may 
never have been wounded at all?).  The card would have been very similar to that shown in Fig 2.9a & b.  
Note that Sam Brearley, definitely with Dad in Corinth at that time, was given his card to fill in on 5th May.  
 
The normal official sequence of communications, by which most wives or mothers were notified, would 
first have been the awfully indeterminate ‘Missing in Action’ pro-forma (see Fig 2.10a) with the dread and 
uncertainty that the worst may be true – but hope against hopefully not.  The notification states rather 
dispassionately and not very helpfully  “The report that he is missing does not necessarily mean that he 
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has been killed, as he may be a prisoner of war or temporarily separated from his regiment.  Official 
reports that men are prisoners of war take some time to reach this country . . .”  
 
My mother must have received my father’s “Missing” notification sometime in June or early July.  
Subsequently  the following announcement was reported in the local weekly newspaper, the “Bacup 
Times”, on Saturday 26th July 1941: 
 
 “Official intimation was received on Monday by Mrs Hilda Scott, of the Central Police Station, Bacup, that 
her husband, Lance-Corporal Norman Scott, Military Police, previously reported missing in the Middle 
East, is a Prisoner of War.  L-Cpl Scott, who hails from Gateshead and is a member of the Bacup 
Borough Police Force, was called up as a reservist in December 1939 and went overseas 17 or 18 
months ago.  He has been married about 3 years and has a little son.” 
 

        
 
Fig 2.11a:  Frank Gill’s ‘Missing’ notification     Fig 2.11b:  Gunner Fountain’s ‘POW’ notification 
 
On Saturday 13th September 1941 the “Bacup Times” published an article bringing good news to three 
local families whose sons had been taken prisoner at Kalamata and were now in Work Camps controlled 
by Stalag XVIII (Fig 2.12).  All three have made their contribution to these Archives.  
 
The newspaper cutting stated: 
 

“One day this week, Det.-Sgt. and Mrs. P. Bayley, of 6, Clover Street, Bacup received two letters from 

their son, Driver. George Stanley Bayley, Royal Engineers, the first from him since he was officially 

reported a prisoner of war.  Writing from a camp in Germany, he states: "I am feeling very fit and well, 

and I am working for a living."  Up to receiving official intimation that he was a prisoner of war last 

month - he was previously posted missing since 28th April - his parents had not heard of him since he 

wrote on 13th February last.  Describing his work as hard, Dvr. Bayley states it is something to occupy the 

mind.  He adds: "I have the satisfaction of knowing that everything I receive has been well earned."  He 

asked in one letter for underclothing, among other things, stating that he had lost all his kit.  In the other 

letter Dvr. Bayley refers to being with a Whitefield chum and a few more of the boys - “one big family," 

adding, "Please don't worry; everything is going to be O.K. one day.” 

------------------------------- 

Further news has also been received of two other Bacup soldiers who are prisoners of war together in 

Germany.  They are Corporal Sam Brearley, R.A.S.C., son of Mr. J. H. Brearley, of Dale Bank, Bacup, 

and Lance-Corpl. Norman Scott, C.M.P., whose wife is the daughter of P.C. and Mrs. R. Calland, Central 

Police Station, Bacup.  Lance-Corpl. Scott, who was in the Bacup Police Force, wrote that Corpl. Brearley 

was working on the next farm to himself, and they were both quite well. 
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In a letter to his father, dated July 22nd, Corpl. Brearley stated:. "I hope you have not been worrying about 

me since my capture, because there is really no need.  I have found for a mate a Bacup policeman, 

Norman Scott . . . and we are looking after one another very well.  I don't suppose you would recognise 

your son just now, as I have altered contour slightly, and got a beautiful ginger beard.  This is grown 

through necessity (?), because I lost all my shaving kit before capture.  I have managed to scrape some 

together from pals, but have no blades, so I am letting it grow wild, and it is a real beauty.  I am very 

anxious to hear how you are at home and keep wondering how you are getting along at dear old Bacup 

and Cloughfold.   I'm doing a spot of work to keep my mind occupied.  Time passes very quickly, and at 

this rate I’ll soon be with you.  

Love to all, and keep your peckers up." 
 
Note:  When the above-mentioned letters (or letter-cards) were written George was in a Working Party in 
a quarry and Sam and Dad on farms, all presumably in southern Austria. 
 

 
 

Fig 2.12:  Driver George Bayley, Corporal Sam Brearley, 
Lance Corporal Norman Scott (13th September 1941) 
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2.5 Letters home 
 
Here follows the bare and spasmodic sequence of the only records I hold – just four letter cards which 
(very fortunately) my Grand-parents kept in a safe place after the war was over: 
 

    
 

Fig 2.13a & b:  The earliest letter card in my archive - from Arbeitskommando 233/L, Radkersburg, 
via Stalag XVIII D, 15th February 1942 

 
Note:  “Young Scotty” is myself – being partially raised by my maternal Grand-parents in my father’s 
absence.   “Reg & Bill” are my mother’s brothers, Reg by now in the Royal Tank Regiment ‘somewhere in 
England’ and Bill in the Royal Air Force in the Middle East. 
 
 

    
 

Fig 2.14a & b:  The second archive letter card from 233/L, via Stalag XVIII D, 15th March 1942 
(did this mean that they normally tried to write once a month?) 

 
Note: Already war-weary in March 1942 - and another 3 years to go!  Somehow he had acquired a 
punctured ear drum (I learned this much later when he declined to come swimming with me at Bacup 
Baths).  Most interestingly, though, is the clear suggestion that he has taken to the farming life in 
Radkersburg - for whatever combination of reasons.  A farming Arbeits-kommando was certainly 
considered a lucky cushy number - even though the work was hard, long and exposed to the elements - 
mostly because there was frequently the opportunity for extra food items - and also because there were 
plenty of women (young and old) working the farms in the absence of their conscripted menfolk.  The 
punishment for over-enthusiastic fraternisation was extremely severe on both sides - but my research 
confirms that it certainly was not unknown in some cases. 
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Fig 2.15a & b:  The third archive letter card from 233/L, this one via Stalag XVIII A (change of 
administrative and/or postal organisation), 6th December 1943 

 
Note: Dad is thinking about a few drinks in good company (possibly in response to a recent letter - now 
that my Grandfather has retired from the Bacup Police Force and he and my Grandmother are running the 
local Golf Club as live-in Greensman and Bar Stewards).  Also still hoping and assuming that the war 
would be over soon - alas 1½ years still to go. 
 
 

    
 

Fig 2.16a & b:  Alas the fourth and last archive letter card from 233/L, via Stalag XVIII A, 
19th March 1944 

 
Note: It still looks like about 6 weeks delivery from home.  This date is not long after his 32nd birthday on 
March 7th - still optimistically looking for a quick release (still over a year to go).  Grandad seems to have 
agreed with this in his letter of 28/1 - and this is long before the Normandy landings - although they would 
both have been aware of the steady progress up into Italy via Sicily.  They could see the writing on the 
wall - as I am sure quite a few Germans could as well. 
 
Interesting to note also that he is aware that he should talk to me when he does eventually come home.  
He realises that the anonymous kid mentioned (possibly son of a Bacup criminal they both knew, and 
sentenced to 2 years inside?) was lucky to see his father after only 2 years - compared with me now 
clocking up more than 4 - and more still to come.  He never did do much explaining anyway, when he 
finally did come home - just the opposite, in fact, on the few occasions I had the temerity to ask.  But I 
don’t blame him for that - and I know that I was not alone in this experience as a PoW’s child.  It would 
have been nice, though, a little later in both of our lives. 
 
Comment:  I have learned since his death that he wouldn’t even talk to my mother about his experiences 
– he just wanted to obliterate the memories and forget the bad times.  Could there also have been an 
element of guilt in his mind about having been captured (even worse, surrendered!) - either simply by 
following orders as a sensible and life-saving military tactic or perhaps extrapolated into finding a nice 
cushy number away from the dangers of the front line while his colleagues were obliged to continue to 
face the enemy?  Not that PoWs had it easy – many died in captivity, as we know.  But there might have 
been a stigma – in his own mind, at least.  There is no way of knowing. 
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Fig 2.17:  The last photograph sent out to Dad that I am aware of, 
no date or message but it was taken sometime in late 1944 

 

 
 

Fig 2.18:  Dad’s official PoW Record Card (obtained from the Veterans Agency). 
At the bottom this seems to say he was initially registered at XVIII D, then later transferred 

(administratively, at least) to XVIII B on 31st July 1942 (which would then have been at Spittal am 
der Drau and later Wagna) and then again back to XVIII D. 
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Post Script:  Jock Watt’s observation on the importance of mail: 
 
Just a tail-piece here from a lovely man called Jock Watt, who I have had the honour and pleasure of 
meeting at the Brotherhood of Veterans of the Greek Campaigns reunions in Lichfield and Kalamata many 
times.  He survived Greece (and Crete) and went on to fight in the North African desert war with the Royal 
Tank Regiment.  His comments on letters from home are just as true of the PoW camp as they were of 
the battlefield.  This is taken from his detailed personal account “A Tankie’s Travels”. 
 
“The greatest treat of all was mail from dear old Blighty, letters from home, even a bill for something 
months out of date but, most welcome of all, a letter from a girlfriend. These were read many times over 
during the following days and even weeks until the next lot arrived sometime in the distant future. Every 
word and sentence was absorbed and analysed until it could almost be rewritten from memory. It was the 
lifeline back to that other life of family, love and caring, almost lost in the mind amongst the noise, stress 
and fear of war.” 
 

 
3 The Beginning of the End 
 
3.1 The Long March to Freedom - or Execution? 
 
As his empire steadily collapsed, in early 1945 Adolf Hitler threatened that he might execute all Prisoners 
of War.  Alternatively he also planned to march some of them into the valleys surrounding his mountain 
retreat at Berchtesgaden in Bavaria (just over the German border from Salzberg in northern Austria) to act 
as a vast human shield against the steadily approaching Russian Army from the east and the Americans 
from the west. 
 
In common with thousands of PoWs, Dad was obliged to make his Long March to Berchtesgaden, in this 
case starting originally back in Radkersberg and then to Stalag XVIII A at Wolfsberg, before even setting 
out on the 212 km route for Stalag XVIII C at Markt Pongau.  This took from 30th March (Good Friday) to 
28th April (the fourth anniversary of the fateful Battle of Kalamata).  The march is detailed below.  
 

 
 

       
 

Fig 3.1a, b &c:  Main Gate of Stalag XVIIIA, Wolfsberg – then & now 
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Fig 3.2:  Route of the 212 km march from Wolfsberg to Markt Pongau 

 
Sergeant Harold Crawte of the Hampshire Regiment logged his group’s progress as follows: 

 

Day Location 
Distance 

(Km) 
Daily 

(Km) 

Km from 

Wolfsberg 

1st Day Frantsach 3.8  3.8 

  St Gertraud 5.0  8.8 

  Twimberg 4.0  12.8 

  Bad St Leonhard 7.2 20.0 20.0 

2nd Day Reichenfels 6.4  26.4 

  Obdach 9.6 16.0 36.0 

3rd Day Weisskirchen 12.0  48.0 

  Judenberg 6.5  54.5 

  Rothenthurm 5.0 23.5 59.5 

4th Day St Georgen 9.0  68.0 

  Unzmarkt 5.0  73.5 

  Sheifling 6.0  79.5 

  Neiderwölz 4.0 24.0 83.5 

5th Day Rest   0   

6th Day Teufenbach 5.5  89.0 

  Gestutof 9.5 15.0 98.5 

7th Day Murau 4.0  102.5 

  St Georgen 5.0  107.5 

  St Ruprecht 5.0  112.5 

  Stadl 6.0  118.5 

  Einach 3.0 23.0 121.5 

8th Day Preditz 3.0  124.5 

  Kendelbruch 2.5  127.0 

  Ramingstein 2.5  129.5 

  Madling 2.0  131.5 

  Temsweg 6.0  137.5 

  Lintsching 4.5 20.5 142.0 

http://www.stalag18a.org.uk/march/lm05.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org.uk/march/lm07.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org.uk/march/lm08.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org.uk/march/lm10.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org.uk/march/lm11.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org.uk/march/lm13.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org.uk/march/lm16.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org.uk/march/lm22.jpg
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9th Day Rest   0   

10th Day Pichl 1.5  143.5 

  Mauterndorf 5.0  148.5 

  Tweng 10.0 16.5 158.5 

11th Day Tauernpasshohe 8.0  166.5 

  Untertauern 9.0 17.0 175.5 

12th Day Radstadt 12.0  187.5 

  Altonmarkt 4.0  191.5 

  Reitdorf 3.0 19.0 194.5 

13th Day Wagrain 9.0  203.5 

  Markt Pongau 9.0 18.0 212.5 

 
As mentioned above, I have no evidence to suggest that Norman Scott’s journey started at Wolfsberg as 
per Sgt Crawte’s record.  There are various accounts from different work parties located in widely 
dispersed districts of south-east Austria that suggest that their own marches started wherever they were 
at the time.  They gravitated towards the route shown above and joined it at several convenient places 
along the way.  From Radkersburg, the most direct path to join the route described above would have 
been west via Leibnitz and Deutschlandsberg, then north-west over the Schwarzkogel mountain range to 
drop down into Bad St Leonhard.  An easier, if marginally further, lower-lying path would have been due 
west via Eibiswald to Lavamund then north up the Lavant valley to Wolfsberg.  My guess is that the latter 
would have appealed much more to prisoners and guards alike, so I think that Dad would most probably 
have passed through Wolfsberg, if only ever on that one occasion.  Whichever way they started out, they 
had 80 miles to walk before even getting on to the charted main route shown in Fig 3.2. 

 
Differing views in the Reichstag  
 
i) From Chris Christiansen, Protecting Powers (i.e. International Red Cross) delegate, taken from 
his book “Seven Years Among Prisoners of War”: 
 
“As early as March 1944, the camp commandants' had received instructions that in case of imminent 
invasion all POWs were to be evacuated from the border areas and the invasion zones. From September 
1944 onward this evacuation claimed an incredible number of victims, and the closer the Allied armed 
forces came to the German borders, the more chaotic and undisciplined was the evacuation. . . . during 
the period from September 1944 through January 1945, the evacuations had claimed 1,987 victims, 
(British and American) but during the last three months of the war that number increased to a total of 
8,348. 
 
With so many dead among those who were relatively well treated and who - much more importantly - 
received Red Cross parcels with food for their daily meals, it can be assumed that the number of dead 
among the Russian POWs must have been considerably higher. About one hundred thousand POWs 
from the camps in Silesia were evacuated and marched through Saxony to Bavaria and Austria. 
Transportation by train had been planned, but had proved impossible because of the rapid Russian 
advance. Lack of winter clothes, food and quarters claimed many victims. Over-excited party members 
and nervous home guard (members of the "Volkssturm") decided the fate of the POW in these last weeks 
of the war. The German High Command wanted to keep the POWs at any cost, to be able to negotiate 
more favourable peace terms, and it was therefore necessary to evacuate them under these most 
inhumane conditions instead of just leaving them to await the advancing Allied armies.” 

 
ii) Item from “The Stars and Stripes” - Daily Newspaper of U.S. Armed Forces in the European 
Theatre of Operations - Southern Germany Edition, Sunday, May 20, 1945: 
 
“Hitler Wanted PoWs Executed 
 
The Swiss Radio confirmed yesterday reports that in the last days of the war Adolf Hitler ordered all Allied 
prisoners of war shot. Heard by BBC in London, the radio quoted Dr. Burckhardt, president of the 
International Red Cross. He said the Wehrmacht had refused to carry out the order and that in March he 

http://www.stalag18a.org.uk/march/lm24.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org.uk/march/lm27.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org.uk/march/lm30.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org.uk/march/lm35.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org.uk/march/lm37.jpg
http://www.stalag18a.org.uk/pongau/stjohann.jpg


 31 

had met representatives of Heinrich Himmler and obtained permission for the Red Cross to enter PoW 
camps and prevent any last-minute executions. Last March, at the time of Dr. Burckhardt's visit to 
Germany, reports that Allied prisoners in Germany would be killed were widespread, but Himmler was 
blamed at that time. The reports never were officially recognized because of Allied concern over what 
might happen if Burckhardt's mission were a failure.” 
 
 
Some Individual Accounts of the March 
 
i) By the daughter of ‘Jack’ (anon): 
 
“Jack also told me about the unexpected evacuation march to the Austrian Alps that his group were forced 
to make with the Germans Guards to get away from the advancing Russians. He never however went into 
any great detail and I had the impression he may have lost some friends during the march, we are lucky to 
have Eric’s account. Why the guards took some prisoners with them instead of just fleeing they had no 
idea, just that the guards were very frightened of being captured by the Russian advance.” 
 
ii) By the late Eric Fearnside: 
 
“At four o'clock in the morning, we heard the cries, "Raus! Raus!" and we were tumbled out of bed for 
what was to become the last time at Stalag XVIII A at Wolfsberg. Bewildered and shivering with the cold 
on the parade ground, we were told by the Commandant that we were being evacuated to a safer area. 
Taking only the bare essentials, we marched off into the unknown. At first, the going was easy, but as we 
reached the mountains, it became more tiring. After twenty miles we lay down where we were. Most of our 
clothes were not warm enough and our shoes were not for marching in, a lot of us had sore feet and 
blisters. A chap in the engineer's shed at the camp had invented a little stove made from two tin cans 
soldered together, so it wasn't long before the darkness was lit by little stoves brewing up tea and 
warming our hands. We scrambled over the Tauern Pass which was 1740 metres above sea level, it was 
bitterly cold walking through snow; we were covering twenty miles every day for eleven days, it was hard 
going. We finally arrived at Stalag XVIII C Markt Pongau prison camp, where the German guards offered 
us their rifles. The date was the 10th of May, 1945. The war had been over for two days, we could not 
believe it, we were at last going home." 
 
iii) By W. Wynne Mason from his “Prisoners of War”: 
 
“The Germans had decided that as many British prisoners as possible should be moved from their 
camps in eastern Austria farther west into the Salzburg redoubt area. They were to move towards 
Markt Pongau or, if necessary, farther west towards Landek. On 13 April the Russian forces were 
in Vienna and some of the prisoners were already on the march. Towards the end of the month 
the sick and unfit left Stalag XVIII A at Wolfsberg by train and nearly all the other British prisoners 
had already set off on foot. Those in the Arbeitskommandos to the south and east of Wolfsberg 
were also on the move. On 23 April a column of 400-odd from Wolfsberg arrived at Markt Pongau, 
and over the next few days hundreds of men poured into the camp. Some had come from as far 
as Graz and had been on the march for a week or two. Like those prisoners who had travelled 
south through Bavaria, they had been able to obtain a good deal of food from local farmers; they 
had found tramping across a pleasant countryside in the spring under such conditions a rather 
agreeable break from the routine of prisoner-of-war camp life.  
 
iv) By Allan Slocombe: 
 
“It was Easter 1945, the Germans were retreating, the Russians advancing and, since our camp was 
close to the Russian front, the interest of both captors and captives were converging. The day came when 
we were technically free, although still in the war zone, and we were sent to our respective farms to collect 
a week’s worth of rations from the farmer. Next morning we set off from camp hoping to get smartly out of 
the war zone but, as we rounded a hill, we were caught up in a confusion of troops moving back and could 
not get away.” 
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A few waypoints along the route of the march, 2009 
 

      
 
       Fig 3.3:  Old barn, Bad St Leonhard           Fig 3.4:  Eppenstein, with the 
     “we slept in old barns or under the stars”                       formidable mountain range ahead 
 
 

     
 

Fig 3.5:  The only crossing point here -                 Fig 3.6:  Climbing up towards the  
     a covered wooden bridge over the         Tauern range, Tweng 

         Lavant on the Old Road, Tamsweg         
 

     
 
         Fig 3.7:   OberTauern Summit, 5400’                Fig 3.8:  “We scrambled over the Tauern  
                                 Pass, bitterly cold, walking through snow” 
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                Fig 3.9:  Squeezing down through                      Fig 3.10:  Into the Enns valley 
               the gorge - only one roadway here                       at Radstadt (it was then May) 
 

     
     
                     Fig 3.11a:  Approaching Wagrain . . .                     Fig 3.11b:  . . . on the Old Road 
 

  
 

         Fig 3.12a:  Rounding the last hill to look             Fig 3.12b:  The long march is over, May 1945 
             down to the town of Markt Pongau              - the tented camp erected for the late influx 
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3.2 Stalag XVIIIC, Markt Pongau (now St Johann im Pomgau) 
 

                                                  
 

 

 
 
 
                                 Fig 3.14:  Searching for the Russian Cemetery 
 

{The notes to the postcard read:  Stalag XVIII C can be seen in the valley but extended to the 
whole open area beyond the church and railway.  The river is the Salzach flowing towards 
Salzburg some 20 km away and passes close to Berchtesgaden (about 10 km from the camp).  
Beautiful for tourists perhaps but not for P.O.W.s.  The Red Cross saves almost all the Allied 
P.O.W.s from the fate of very many Russian P.O.W.s. who died of starvation and are interned (sic) 
in a communal grave in the forest (beyond the church spire)}. 
 

 
 

Fig 3.13a & b: 
St Johann’s imposing 
parish church over-
looking the town. 
Many PoWs were 
permitted to attend 
the services here. 
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Description of conditions at Stalag XVIII C as experienced by the incoming British in April and May 1945 
by Wynne-Mason: 

“Although some marching columns did not get as far as Markt Pongau, a sufficient number arrived 
to bring the numbers to nearly 13,000. Since the capacity of the camp was reckoned by the 
German authorities as four to five thousand, it needs little imagination to picture the overcrowding 
of sleeping accommodation and sanitary facilities. A medical officer comments that there were 
'sick men lying on the floor in every corner of the hospital'. Though Red Cross supplies were on 
hand they were insufficient to cope with such a mass of men for any length of time, and the food 
situation could soon have become serious again. 2 May the German guards withdrew, though 
fighting was still going on in adjacent areas where the German forces had refused to capitulate. 

As in most camps, plans had been made months before for such a situation and a properly 
organised scheme was immediately put into operation. But by 6 May it was apparent that the 
controlling of the cosmopolitan mass of men then in camp was becoming increasingly difficult. On 
that day several hundred prisoners broke out of camp and looted a German goods train. A Swiss 
representative who had been stationed at the camp for some time reports that order was re-
established by the camp leaders without any serious incident with civilians. But it would have 
been unwise to have risked a repetition. A medical officer was immediately sent up to Salzburg to 
contact the American forces, and a party of American troops arrived the following day.  

From then on the food problem at the camp was solved by distributing supplies of American army 
rations, and arrangements were made for the speedy evacuation of the released prisoners, of 
whom some 700 were New Zealanders. British liaison officers, one of them a New Zealander, 
were in the camp by 17 May, and on the 20th the ex-prisoners began to move by lorry to the 
Salzburg airfield for the flight to France and on to England. Most of our men from Markt Pongau 
and adjacent Arbeitskommandos seem to have reached England by the end of the month 
(Norman Scott was back on the 23rd May). 
 
 

 
 

Fig 3.15a:  Probably a view SW along the South Camp main central Lagerstrasse 
(see Fig 3.15b - midday meal parade; or propaganda photograph? 
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   Fig 3.15b:  At the South Camp Main Gate               Fig 3.15c:  Just inside the Main Gate  
 

           
 

Fig 3.15d:  ‘Inside’ looking NW          Fig 3.15e:  New gates on very old posts  
 

                   
 

         Fig 3.16a:  British PoWs leaving           Fig 3.16b:  Same view, 2009 
     the ‘tent town’ area of North Camp    
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3.3 The Russian War Cemetery 
 
Over 3,000 Russian and other Soviet Union troops were worked and starved to death in Stalag XVIIIC.  
The Germans officially classified the Russians as “Untermenschen” – i.e. subhuman.  As the Soviet Union 
had not ratified the Geneva Convention on the Treatment of Prisoners of War, the Nazi regime treated like 
slaves – very little and very poor food, clothing, heating, sanitation and accommodation.  It was yet 
another variation of genocide.  No wonder the Germans were terrified of being over-run by the Red Army.  
Even today (or 2009) the people of St Johann were in total denial (or partial ignorance) of the dreadful 
treatment doled out to these bona fide soldiers who happened to be on the other side.  There were no 
sign-posts to the Russian Cemetery – it was very difficult to find.  No locals could (would?) help us.  But a 
bit of research paid off. 
 
Well outside the town, ahead of us we found a low stone wall surrounding a leafy wooded area in which 
the cemetery was contained.  There were several segregated areas within the walls, all the inscriptions in 
the Russian language and script, with a translation in German, but the numbers were recognisable in any 
language, as were the lists of the soldiers’ names.  Lots of them. 

 

         
 

Fig 3.17a & b:  Memorial stones and mass graves of 3600 Russians and Serbs 
 

       
 

Fig 3.17c & d:  Russian memorials surmounted by the Red Star, Serbian a list of names - this 
wasn’t a Concentration Camp, this was a Prisoner of War Camp alongside that of the French, 
British and Americans - but Soviet PoWs, here as elsewhere, were systematically starved and 

worked to death in their thousands 
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Tucked away in a corner of this (almost) forgotten foreign field that will be for ever Russia was a small 
notice-board describing the cemetery, its purpose and all the reasons why.  Behind a glass-fronted panel 
were a few souvenir booklets (Fig 3.18a).  Their photographs pull no punches; their text is in German, but 
I doubt if many have been read. 
 

   
 

Fig 3.18a & b:  Lest we forget - these men were ordinary soldiers just like ours 
 

    
 

Fig 3.18c & d:  Sam Brearley was employed on similar Russian burial parties 
at Stalag XVIII D, Marburg (the Russians were too weak to bury their own) 

 

 
 

Fig 3.18e:  Looking down from the cemetery across the ‘tent town’ field to the Soviet PoW 
enclosure behind the concrete wall in the middle distance (same wall in Fig 3.18c) 
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Fig 3.19:  Opening ceremony at the “Russian Cemetery” (date unknown) 
 

 
Signalman Jack Ansell was one of those PoWs marched to Stalag XVIIIC for a brief stay towards the end.  
Here is an interesting little anecdote from after his liberation, just to show that bigotry and racism know no 
national boundaries: 
 
A Russian memorial, a British grave and an un-Godly Padre 
 
“I was reminded of a passing acquaintanceship with an R.C. priest in that camp.  One morning two of us 
went for a stroll to discover the remainder of that very large camp which had housed prisoners of many 
nationalities and we found a large memorial made of concrete with a huge star on the top in a small 
cemetery.  It was obviously Russian and probably made in the camp by Russian prisoners of war. 
 
Eventually we found a grave with a cross bearing the name of a British soldier.  The area was overgrown 
with long grass and we tidied up the grave area, by plucking the grass with our hands. Having made it 
look respectable we went in search of a padre, who we thought would be interested and note the location 
and report it when he arrived home.  The only padre we could find was a Roman Catholic and he 
accompanied us to the site of the grave and to my absolute astonishment he exclaimed, “ He was a Jew!“.  
With hindsight I should have replied “And so was Jesus “.  I asked him what difference it made - we had 
all been engaged in fighting the common enemy, but he was not interested.  He was a horrible man 
wearing the uniform of a padre.  I do not know whether he was British or American, but he had disgraced 
his calling.” 

 
 

3.4 Liberation - For us the war is over (at last) 
 
The widely anticipated arrival of the first few Yank soldiers of the United States Army at Stalag XVIIIC in 
Markt Pongau on 8th May was my father’s last de facto day in captivity, although German control and 
organisation had evaporated long before that.  What a wonderful day for Dad and his many fellow 
prisoners it must have been - in his case after four years in captivity and nearly five and a half away from 
home.   
 
Fig 3.20 shows one of Dad’s souvenirs.  It must have been air-dropped onto Markt Pongau. 
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Fig 3.20a:  S.H.A.E.F. (Supreme Headquarters Allied Expeditionary Force), Number 26, 
May 10 1945,  Parachute Edition (English page). This newspaper might very well have been 
handed out to the PoWs on the arrival of the liberating Yanks at Markt Pongau on the 10th. 
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Call for liberated Prisoners to keep off the roads 
 

   
 

Fig 3.20b:  Detail from SHAEF newspaper (Fig 3.20a) 

 
From Ian Jardine in ‘Prisoners of War’ forum: 
 
“Diary notes of my dad, Royal Marine John Jardine CH/X 100196 
Stalag XV111C (317) Markt Pongau 
 
Sunday 6th May 1945 
 
Morning 
 
This morning the news was flying about camp that the Yanks would arrive here this afternoon. Also a 
strong “blue light” was about that the camp leaders were holding back the “griff.” About mid-day some 
(wag?) put up a notice asking for information. One hour later the C.O put up a notice giving us the info 
that at noon the Jerries were expected to lay down their arms to the occupation troops. 
 
5pm 
 
No sign of the Yanks. Latest “griff” is they are 15km from here with SS, fighting hard. Troops from Italy are 
reported to be 30km away. Another “blue light” is that parcels will be here tomorrow. Lets hope so as Jerry 
rations just whet your appetite. 
 
Rations are mid-day, 1 cup of skilly which isn’t bad for Stalag camp. Tea, 1 loaf between 10 men, 1 small 
piece of butter each, teaspoonful of sugar and coffee. Today have had an extra issue, which was a small 
piece of ersatz honey. Last week, the first four days we had 1 parcel for 4 men Though not enough to 
satisfy us, helps a great deal. Thank god we have the Red Cross to help us. 
 
We have heard that the conditions in this camp have been broadcasted back home and naturally 
expected that, if road transport was useless, supplies would be dropped by air. We shall learn later the 
reason why. Transport is supposed to be on the road to Wolfsberg to collect parcels. Let us hope they’ll 
come back soon as things are pretty tough. 

“GENERAL EISENHOWER, Supreme Commander, Allied 

Expeditionary Force, issuing instructions yesterday to all liberated 

prisoners of war and displaced persons in Germany, again stressed that 

the final military operations in Germany, including the movement of 

Allied armies to their respective zones, must have the highest priority. 

(Note:  What he was really referring to was getting the American 
and the British forces well established in their agreed zones of 
occupation within the conquered and divided Germany well 
before the Russians had a chance to over-run their pre-
arranged remit areas and took what else they could get their 
hands on!). 
 

“Disorders and interferences with military traffic on main roads will 

result in delay and retard the day when the Allied military authorities 

can arrange for your repatriation,” General Eisenhower stated. 

 

The Supreme Commander warned liberated Russians, Poles, Czechs, 

Yugoslavs and Greeks that they might have to remain in assembly 

centres longer than people from the West and that the rapidity with 

which arrangements for their repatriation could be made would depend 

on their discipline and obedience.” 
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9pm 
 
At 8pm heard the news in the French barracks. The frogs have fixed a loudspeaker in the passage so that 
most of us in there can hear the ‘pukka’ griff. Churchill will give a speech in the next few days saying that 
the war in Europe is over. We now have 5 million POW. The main item of interest to us was that the 8th 
Army from Italy had entered Austria and are making their way towards Villach. Hope they turn north and 
come to release us. The officers who left this camp 3 days ago have reached the American lines. That is 
the main question in this camp, “Where are the Yanks?” 
 
Monday 7th May 1945 
 
10am 
 
Just back from a stroll around the camp. Somebody has put up a notice stating that, to keep the lads quiet 
they must get us some grub. If not then the leaders can expect trouble. As he states, one small tin full of 
skilly and 1/10th loaf cant keep a man in healthy condition. He also told them that it is possible to buy food 
through the liaison officer and asked as to where the lorry that went to ___nach for Red Cross parcels. 
 
If we had a little extra grub things would be alright here. Nothing to do all day. Not troubled by Jerry, very 
nice weather. Just had a fag issue from Jerry but when your stomach is empty your outlook is changed. 
 
2pm 
 
A notice has been posted up stating that the Jerry Colonel Kadelke has said that it is expected that the 
Yanks will arrive today. When they come he will hand over the town and camp to them. The Major has 
issued an order stating that strict order of discipline must be maintained. If this is done the job of obtaining 
supplies will be made easier and evacuation of POWs will run quickly and smoother. 
 
Skilly was thicker today and our turn came round for back up. Swapped ½ tin Mary for flour and made 
pancakes. Recipe; mix flour with water to a thick paste, burn on fire until nearly black then, eat them 
before they get cold. Otherwise, they set too hard to digest. Not many pancakes but they helped to fill up 
a hole. Quantity not quality matters in this life. 
 
Latest “blue light” is we receive a bread issue of 1 loaf to 6 men later. Wait and see. 
 
6pm 
 
The lads got through a hole in the barbed wire fence and raided the car park for wood and anything 
useful. While I was struggling back with a load of wood the boys up there went further afield and raided a 
magazine of flour, bran and sugar. Then the stampede was on! Little chaps wobbling along with 2cwt 
sacks of sugar, other lads strenuously pushing 3 or 4 sacks of flour. Bunches of lads fighting but our lads 
managed to get 1cwt of sugar. Not bad for 8 men. 
 
Later listened to news in Bobs hut. Nearly every room has a wireless now. The boys are getting restless 
and from I hear around the camp, a thousand have gone already. Our lot will stay on and see what 
happens tomorrow. 
 
9pm 
 
Bread issue was the same as usual, 1 loaf to 10 men. 
 
The news came over the wireless tonight that the war in Europe is over. Churchill will make the official 
statement at 3pm tomorrow. 
 
 
Tuesday 8th May 1945 
 
9am 
 
Never got my head down last night, stayed up brewing and drinking tea. Lads in tents up the top raised a 
Union Jack and lit it up.” 
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Freedom at Last for John Eldridge 
 
Rifleman John Eldridge, KRRC, had only arrived in Stalag XVIIIC four days before the news of the ending 
of the war reached the camp.  This is how he describes it: 
 
“5.5.45 Saturday: Yesterday we were told the war is over. It is hard to believe, especially as there 
are no demonstrations of any kind and the German guards are still outside. Since Thursday we have we 
have been in another part of the camp under canvas. The tents are Intended for 8, we have 12 in them. 
The food is not much - a dried vegetable soup and 1/10 of a loaf a man each clay. Fortunately we still get 
a little Red Cross food. Various rumours are in circulation regarding our release. The Americans are 
supposed to be at Berchtesgaden 30 kms away. I shall not really believe it is over until I'm on my way 
home. 
 
8.5.45 Tuesday:  Yesterday we heard by wireless the war is officially over. Everybody glad of 
course but very impatient for deliverance from this existence. Apparently Germany has capitulated 
unconditionally to England, America and USSR. 
 
We are still confined to this horrible camp officially. This does not deter us from making holes in the 
barbed wire fence. There is no law or order. Men are doing just what they like. Nobody seems to know 
anything definite about our future. The result is many men are just going off on their own to meet the 
Allied troops in Salzburg or south towards Innsbruck. 
 
Yesterday I went out into the town and surrounding country to trade for food and managed to get some 
flour and potatoes. I saw horrible scenes of looting by our fellows and Russians and French on the railway 
station and last night they broke open a food warehouse and stole flour and sugar etc. The Germans were 
powerless but there were some ugly scenes. The guards here left yesterday. All very glad the war is over. 
 
10.5.45 Thursday: On the evening of 8.5.45 the Americans arrived here. They have posted guards 
on vital points. We are still supposed to stay in the camp but everyone goes about much as he wants to. 
We do not know how much longer we shall be here. 
 
These American hate the Germans and I think the population are in for a rough time at their hands.  I do 
not like this at all. The people were friendly towards us and want to help us but they cannot much as they 
have very little. They always seem a little frightened of us to me.  
 
 “14.5.45 Monday: The weather is really beautiful. We are still waiting here to be transported home. 
It may last a week or 2 yet. However we get enough to eat and do not have to work. I go around the town 
and chat to the people I meet. They are all glad without exception that the war is over and that Hitler and 
his clique are finished but they are a little apprehensive about the future. I feel sorry for many of them. 
 
18.5.45 Friday:  Weather still perfect. Yesterday we were interrogated by officers of the Allied 
armies. I had to fill in a long form asking all sorts of silly questions. From my conversations with some of 
the locals I gather that some of the Nazis are still carrying on propaganda. They say that the Party will get 
reformed. I do not think they will get a chance. Soon all these people will be rounded up I think. What will 
be done with them I don't know. Last week I wrote to Frances. Yesterday to Mum and Dad. Still do not 
know when we move. Had injection against typhus. 
 
19.5.45 Saturday: This morning 2000 men left this camp for England. I expect to go tomorrow. The 
men who went away left quite a lot of food and I for one have given a lot to the woman and children. Now 
an order has been issued by the American and British officers here that no fraternization at all is allowed 
with the German population. A little different from the propaganda which was being put over by the 'Rot 
Weiss' rot which was dropped by our planes. 
 
20.5.45 Sunday: Yesterday 2500 left here for England -- We are supposed to go tomorrow. (Dad 
could have been one of the 2500 {or Saturday’s 2000} as he was back home in Lancashire on the 24th).  
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Fig 3.21:  US Army registration of the liberation of a British Prisoner of War.  Dad would have been 

given one of these.  This one was actually issued to Driver William Maris, R.A.S.C. at Pocking 
Camp (on the Austria-Bavaria border) on 9th May 1945.  He had originally been captured at 
Kalamata and like many had been assigned to Stalag XVIIIA at Wolfsberg (PoW No. 1200)   

 
 
3.5 Repatriation 
 
 
The single runway at Salzburg airport is longer and wider and covered with much more concrete and 
tarmac than it ever was in 1945 (it may have been just grass), but it is still a small, easy-going, laid back 
sort of place for International flights - then as now, I suppose.  But for a couple of weeks in May 1945 it 
was the hub of the world for several thousand war-weary homeward bound ex-prisoners of war from all 
over Austria.  It was mostly troop- and cargo-carrying C47 Dakotas of the U.S. Army Air Force that flew 
the men out. 
 

     
 

Fig 3.22a & b:  Waiting it out at Salzburg airfield 
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          Fig 3.22c & d:  Boarding a Dakota for the first leg of the flight home 
 

 
 

            Fig 3.22e:  Dakota interior - economy class, but very welcome! 
 
 
However, one of the very few and rare things that I definitely remember my father mentioning many years 
ago was that he flew home in a Liberator bomber.  It is well documented that some PoWs were flown from 
Salzburg to northern France in Dakota transport aircraft to be medically checked over, de-loused and 
kitted out with new uniforms before returning to good old Blighty.  But I have discovered evidence that 
some PoWs were flown direct to England in Liberator bombers – or it could have been Dakota to Rheims 
then Liberator back to the UK.  Before that exhilarating (and possibly terrifying, as few of them would have 
flown before) experience they would have been de-briefed by a variety of military administrators for a 
multitude of post-war policy-making and possibly score-settling reasons.  Dad would have been no 
exception.   
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Fig 3.23a:  USAAF Liberator doing what it was designed for, 12th March 1945 - only seven weeks 
before the end of the war in Europe 

 

  
 

Fig 3.23b:  RAF Liberator Mk VI, the type that Dad would have flown back in.  104 Squadron had 
been based at Foggia Maria in eastern Italy since February 1945 

 
 

 
At some stage whilst waiting for his aircraft at Salzburg airfield Dad would have been given one of these 
fascinating, enlightening and highly informative Customer Care sheets to read regarding his flight back to 
England in the Liberator bomber (Note:  with hastily erected wooden seating in the bomb bay!). 
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Fig 3.24:  Advice for passengers on a Liberator Flight to England, 
courtesy of “104 Squadron, 205 (Heavy Bomber) Group, Royal Air Force” 

 
A transcript of the flight instructions reads as follows: 
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You are to travel in Liberator aircraft “A” of No. 104 Squadron 205 (Heavy Bomber) Group, Royal Air 

Force.  The crew is: - 

  Captain……………………….. P/O KNIGHT D.C. 

  Navigator………………….….. P/O HOSKINS L,A. 

  Wireless Operator…………….. P/O McCABE B.A. 

  Engineer………………………. SGT DAVIES P.A. 

  O. i/c Passenger……………….. F/SGT GIBBS D.S. 
 

 We are proud to have been entrusted with the job of taking you home, and we shall do all we can 

to make your journey safe, comfortable and interesting. 
 

 Liberators are bomber aircraft having a wing span of 110 feet, and weigh nearly 30 tons when 

taking off on these journeys.   Over 2000 gallons of petrol are carried, and this will take the aircraft more 

than 2000 miles.   Your journey is about 1000 miles, and will take about 7 hours.  Naturally, every aircraft 

has already flown the Atlantic when it was delivered. 
 

 Whilst taxying before and after the flight, the fuselage will echo with the howl of electric motors 

driving fuel and hydraulic pumps, and the spluttering of an auxiliary engine.  There may also be a slight 

smell of petrol or exhaust fumes, and the brakes may cause the aircraft to lurch from side to side.  But 

once airborne you will find everything quite smooth and not very noisy.  We are sorry that from most of 

the seats it is not possible to see the outside. 
 

 Finally a few points to remember: - 
 

  (i) The Captain is in sole charge, irrespective of rank. 
 

  (ii) DEFINITELY NO SMOKING! 
 

  (iii) The aircraft is not a regular transport, and switches, cocks, control cables  

   and wiring are exposed and within your reach.  In almost every case   

   tampering with them would be catastrophic.  Remember what curiosity did  

   to the cat:  even if you feel sure that a certain tap might deliver a pint of   

   beer, TOUCH NOTHING and don’t let anyone else do so either. 
 

  (iv) Take care that your kit and blankets do not fall into control cables etc.. 
 

  (v) In the “Bomb Bay” portion of the aircraft, which is fitted with wooden   

   seats, you may walk only on the central “catwalk” and on the seats   

   themselves, NOT on the metal floor. 
 

(vi) There is considerable acceleration during take-off and decceleration (sic)  when 

braking after landing.  Brace your selves in your seats so that you are not   

thrown against your neighbour.  You will be told when the aircraft is about to 

land. 
 

  (vii) Toilet arrangements are very makeshift and bear a striking resemblance to  

   some old oil drums.  As movement of passengers around the aircraft must  

   be kept to a minimum, please do your best before getting aboard! 
 

  (viii) Take care of the equipment loaned to you, and hand it in on leaving.  On   

   no account open the dingy pack:  the possibility of having to use it is   

   fortunately extremely remote, but this precaution is always taken when   

   land planes cross the sea. 
 

   A PLEASANT TRIP AND GOOD LUCK TO YOU! 
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John Eldridge’s comments on the journey back to Blighty: 
 
28.5.45 Monday: Left Salzburg by 2 motored plane at 16.30 and arrived at Rheims about 19:00. 
On the way saw such damage done by our bombers and saw many defences. At times the plane pitched 
just like a ship at sea. At Rheims, taken to a large camp where I was given a good meal, bathed, 
deloused, given American clothes.  All my own clothes were taken from me. I was amazed at the 
wonderful organisation of the Americans. 
 
29.5.45 Tuesday: In morning went to ‘drome and waited all day because of bad weather. About 
18.00 left in Lancaster Bomber. Rough trip. Arrived in England at 20.00 - Westcott. Taken to a reception 
camp rear Beaconsfield. On arrival there I notice immediately the lack of organisation. A terrible contrast 
to the Americans. 
 
30.5.45 Wednesday: Much cooler here than in Austria. I noticed it very much. Spent most of the day 
queuing up for one thing or the other. True of Brit. Army style - long queues, long waits, nobody very 
helpful. Yesterday when we left aerodrome we were separated from the colonials. I was sorry - there are 
some good fellows among them.  Their presence among us made a great difference. I like their complete 
lack of side, & class distinctions. To them, especially the Australians, every man is as good as the next. 

 
Sam Brearley’s return to Bacup, mid May: 
 
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 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. 
 
 
 
3.6 Homecoming 
 
The welcome home - no banners and flags for Norman Scott - just this big man in a khaki battle-dress 
uniform carrying a large kit-bag over his shoulder.  There he was striding up the road - I remember it as if 
it were yesterday - the first time I had ever seen my father.  I was 5 years, 5 months and 20 days old.  
This is how I described it in his biography: 
 
“The one indisputable war-time memory I do have for sure is seeing my Dad for the first time.  He had 
obviously been in touch with Mum (and presumably both sets of my Grandparents) because I know she 
had told me to expect him and keep a look-out for him.  I had no idea of what he would really look like, of 
course.  I can’t imagine Mum would have shown me a photograph and said ‘that’s the fella you’re looking 
for’.  But she didn’t need to.  I knew straight away the moment I saw him (after all, he was the only person 
in a soldier’s uniform walking up the road, with an enormous kitbag over his shoulder).  I will never forget 
that moment.  I saw him from where I was playing with a few other kids, down a short side cul-de-sac off 
Gladstone Street called Gladstone Crescent (even though it was dead straight).  Below  is the view from 
the same spot (taken in 2007) - he was walking (at a steady policeman’s plodding pace) up the slight 
slope from Bacup town centre across the scene from my left to the right about 50 yards in front of me, 
preparing to turn left into what was then called Gladstone Avenue.  I was down to his right and he hadn’t 
seen me. 

 
I gave a yell, ‘Daddy, Daddy!’ and ran towards him.  He dropped his kitbag and swept me up into his arms 
in its place and gave me a great hug.  I don’t remember what he said, or what he did.  Then he picked up 
his kitbag again and carried both of us home to Mum.  I’ve absolutely no idea what they said or did or how 
they reacted – but what an amazing, one-off, unforgettable, unsure experience it must have been for both 
of them - home safe at last after 5 years away.  For the three of us, life would never be the same again - it 
all changed for ever on that wonderful, never to be repeated or forgotten day.  The same once-in-a-
lifetime scene would have been replicated all over the country for PoWs and ‘hostilities only’ Servicemen  
returning home that Spring of 1945.  For our small family it took place in the early evening of Thursday, 
24th of May.” 

 



 50 

 
       
      Fig 3.25:  The view from where I was standing when I first saw Dad come    
        marching home up the street in front of me on 24th May 1945 
 

 
Last Word from the Bacup Times archive website, June 2nd 1945 
 

“MORE Ex-P.O.W.s HOME 

 

Bacup Constable who was captured in Greece 
 
Last at home on 5th February 1940 and a prisoner of war since April of the following year, L/Cpl Norman Scott, 33, 

C.M.P., a member of the Bacup Borough Police Force, has been reunited with his wife nee Hilda Calland and five 

year old son whom he had not seen since he was a month old, at his home at 3 Gladstone Avenue. He arrived in the 

town last Thursday evening week (24 May). 

 

Taken prisoner in Greece, he was liberated by the Americans two days after V.E. day.  He was held in captivity first 

in Greece, then in Yugoslavia until August 1941, since when he had been a prisoner in Austria near the Austrian-

Hungarian border.  

 

Starting from there (Radkersberg) on Good Friday (30th March), he and fellow prisoners were marched some 200 

miles to within a short distance of Berchtesgaden, Hitler's famous mountain retreat, the trek occupying about a 

month. 

 

(Archivist’s Note:  Much further than from Wolfsberg.  Dad and many others suffered badly on this march, 

according to my mother.   He seems to have been pretty bitter about it.  It is very interesting to note that he explained 

their destination to the Bacup Times reporter as “near Berchtesgaden” rather than Markt Pongau.  Had they been told 

by their guards that Berchtesgaden was their destination?  And for what reason - Hitler’s desperate last stand human 

shield?). 

 

L/Cpl Scott was called up on 1st December 1939 as a reservist of the Coldstream Guards, in which he served from 

1931 to 1934 and joined Bacup Borough Police Force in May 1934.  He proceeded to France in February 1940, and 

afterwards served in Palestine, Syria and Egypt before going to Greece in November of that year. 

 

He was with one of the first British detachments to arrive in Greece.  Up to the time of his arrival in Austria as a 

captive, a fellow prisoner of his both in Greece and Yugoslavia was Cpl Sam Brearley, Dale Bank. Bacup, now also 

at home after liberation, and who was captured about the same time.” 
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From Ian Brown’s “Stalag 18A” website: 

Work Camp  233/L & 296/L 
 

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

Known to be present: 

Forename Surname Rank Unit POW Comments 

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

Ed Collins Petty Off. RN 7629 MOC (1943) 

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

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

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

 
*Yet to be confirmed 
  

 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

International Red Cross Inspection Report 

Date of visit: 23 February 1943 

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

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

 
 

Final Observation on Farm Work Parties from the official http://nzetc.victoria.ac.nz website: 
 
In general the British Arbeitskommandos in Austria contained a mixture of men from the United 

Kingdom, Australia, and New Zealand.  A large number worked on farms, and most of the remainder in 
quarries and on roadwork, in sawmills and timber yards, in magnesite mines, on building projects, and in 
various kinds of factories.  Now that they were all administered from Wolfsberg, responsibility for their 
welfare and for the distribution of their mail, food parcels, clothing, and other supplies devolved on the 
chief British man-of-confidence at Stalag XVIIIA, an Australian warrant officer, who carried out a difficult 
administrative task with great ability.  For the many small work-camps scattered over southern Austria, 
this centralisation was valuable in ensuring equitable distribution of relief and in checking irregularities 
both by local enemy guards and sometimes by the prisoners themselves.  

 
The land workers usually had their quarters in one or two rooms of a farmhouse near their work. 

There was scarcely ever any running water, ablutions and latrines were usually very primitive, and the 
improvements in their quarters depended largely on the prisoners' own efforts.  They usually had their 
meals on the job with their employers, and though a meal was sometimes a rushed affair1 and sometimes 
eaten from a communal bowl, our men very soon adapted themselves.  The hours of work were long - 
sometimes eleven hours a day in winter and thirteen in summer, frequently with jobs on Sundays such as 
feeding the horses - but prisoners in these camps were found to be in good health, thought the work ‘not 
too tiring’, and were above all in ‘excellent spirits’.  Their day was spent largely in the open air, temporarily 
free from barbed wire.  Most of the Austrian countryfolk after a while were finding our men, if not gluttons 
for work, at least decent people to have about their farms.  Although some men ascribed this to the 
change in the trend of the war, it is clear that a good deal of real friendliness soon developed on both 
sides.  A Red Cross delegate speaks of prisoners being ‘much appreciated by their employers’ and of an 
‘esteem and understanding that is reciprocal’. 

 
 

 

http://nzetc.victoria.ac.nz/
http://nzetc.victoria.ac.nz/tm/scholarly/name-007106.html
http://nzetc.victoria.ac.nz/tm/scholarly/name-029547.html
http://nzetc.victoria.ac.nz/tm/scholarly/name-029547.html
http://nzetc.victoria.ac.nz/tm/scholarly/name-008963.html
http://nzetc.victoria.ac.nz/tm/scholarly/name-023290.html
http://nzetc.victoria.ac.nz/tm/scholarly/name-007106.html
http://nzetc.victoria.ac.nz/tm/scholarly/tei-WH2Pris-_N87191.html#ftn1-245
http://nzetc.victoria.ac.nz/tm/scholarly/name-027417.html

