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POST-GREECE 
 

Sergeant Tom Hawksworth, Royal Marines 
 

Continuing from Tom’s War Diaries: 
 
July 3rd 
 
At last we arrived at Wolfsberg and after a few hours went on to Marburg. This was the end of our journey 
and here we were officially registered as POWs and given a number. It was with little hope that I sent off 
the card they gave us … it had little chance of getting home before the child was born. Now we were able 
to try to get rid of some of the lice we were ridden with. Lots of fellows seemed to spend the whole day 
hunting these in their clothes. Practically the whole of the conversation among the different groups was of 
food … an interesting psychological problem is why do men in a starved condition deliberately torture 
themselves with thoughts of food? Every group of men were talking of the dishes they would have when 
they got out of this and as their imaginations were sharpened by hunger, they literally watered at the 
mouth.  
 

 
 

Stalag XVIIID, Marberg, Austria (now Maribor, Slovenia) 
 
However, the main thing arising out of our arrival at Marburg was that our rations were stabilised now and 
we could be reasonably sure of at least something to eat each day. The rations consisted of ersatz coffee 
at 6 a.m.; a bowl of potato soup at 12 noon and 1/5 of a loaf with sometimes either marg or jam. Very 
often as a luxury, Stan and I would put all our jam or marg on one piece and blow the expense. We had 
made up our minds, if possible, we would get to work on a farm, as the advantages of getting more to eat 
were self-apparent. After registration, we moved to the main camp and at last deloused and were able to 
get a bath, which made us feel something like a human being again. After a while, Stan and I, hoping to 
get in the way of extra food, went out to work in the Austrian barracks. We would separate and then 
scrounge what we could, pooling it all later on. There was hardly need to ask, “What did you get?”, Stan 
always had a grin a mile wide if he had got hold of a piece of bread. The main square of the camp was 
used as a market place at night where fellows who had been out working would trade what they had 
brought back. Sometimes ½ dozen green apples, a tomato, a handful of onions, anything that could be 
begged, borrowed or stolen while the guard was not looking. Anything gold would bring at least a couple 
of loaves and most fellows personal possessions, rings, pens, watches etc. went this way. Here Stan and 
I did well to hang on to all stuff of sentimental value. As there was no money in the camp, almost 
everything was a straight swap. It was up to each man to get the best bargain he could and when he’d got 
it watch it closely in case it was pinched back again. They say Jews are good businessmen, but I saw 
many a Jew worsted in our open market. 
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Came the day we had been waiting for so long … we were able to send our first letter home. This didn’t 
seem to be quite so easy as I at first thought as I couldn’t write what I wanted to and to write about how 
we were then living would cause Bunchie to worry just when my aim all along was to avoid that very thing.    
Somehow before I was taken prisoner I had been able to reassure myself she would be alright, but now I 
had been reported missing, I was afraid.  
 
With the rolling in of a lorry-load of Red Cross parcels, things began to look more as that young 
parachutist had said on Crete … a good deal brighter. We were all just kids again, asking one another 
what we’d got. For a while we were quite happy among so much food. All this time men hadn’t lost their 
craving for tobacco and for the want of something better had smoked any dried leaves they could get hold 
of, but now what a satisfaction to get 50 English cigarettes with the parcel!  
 
July 30th 
 
Stan and I took a chance and joined a party of 30 to leave Marburg and work on a farm. Our destination 
turned out to be a small village called Eisennzicken, near the Hungarian border. We must have looked a 
sight because the women and children were scared stiff and peered at us from behind windows and 
doors. No wonder either, for most of us wore beards and had on uniforms of all nationalities. I had a 
Yugoslavian hat, Greek tunic, belt, and baggy Yugoslavian breeches. We were taken to the place that 
was to be our sleeping quarters, a room 18 ft x 14 ft with two shelves for sleeping down each side and 
then given a chance to bath and shave. 
 
From now on it was obvious things were going to get better. Later on in the day the farmers came en-
masse to collect the man who was to work for him. The method by which this was done reminded us so 
much of a slave market that we had to laugh. I was taken along to the Wolfel house and introduced to the 
family. At first they seemed a weird lot to me but I was to find out, leaving aside their absolute ignorance, 
they had hearts of gold. They stuffed me full as an egg with food and when I arrived back at the lager I 
found the other fellows had received a like treatment, some of them much to their present discomfiture. It 
was amusing in those early days to watch one another trying to talk to the farmers in sign language. With 
all these benefits after our early treatment it was only natural we should look for snags. We found the 
snag in the length of time we were to work... 6 a.m. till 9 p.m. These people beat a Chinese coolie for 
work. I for one didn’t care how long we worked as long as I got my belly full for doing it. I was also 
fortunate in getting what was probably the best house in the village for food. With good food at the farm 
and a weekly Red Cross parcel of food, it was no wonder I weighed before winter the heaviest I have ever 
been, but when my system got used to food again, I soon went back to normal.  
 
Now we were able to eat regularly, we soon were in high spirits and considered it only a few months 
before it would be all over. How I scoffed at Sep when he said the war wouldn’t finish before 1945. At 
least it proved to me that he didn’t think Germany would win for their propaganda said England was on 
her last legs.  
 
Probably the most memorable day for me was the day I got my first letter telling quietly that I was the 
father of a little girl. All my troubles dropped away like an old coat and my relief; well no words can 
describe it. Later the lads used to tell me what a snappy, grumpy fellow I was till I got this first letter. 
Certainly it was a long while before I found anything to grumble about. Our first Christmas under the 
circumstances was a great success and I’m able to boast I was able to get good and drunk on wine whilst 
a POW. 
 
By now we were building, together with a number of gypsies, a road to the village. It was an extremely 
cold winter and several days reached 34 degrees of frost. When we ran out of stones for the road we had 
to quarry our own at a place about 10 kilometers away. This meant we had to leave the lager even earlier. 
However, during the winter work on the farms eased off and we were able to get a couple of hours leisure 
at night. As 20 of us were living in the one small room, some had to lie on their bunks while the rest 
cooked etc. in turn. Life now was just a song as long as the Red Cross parcels came regularly. We were 
still wearing the old clothes they gave us in Marburg and did we look funny in our patches and rags on our 
feet but what did we care as long as we were in good health. No one seemed to worry now they were 
getting mail and everything at home was alright.  
 
When the news of mother’s death came through it knocked me heavily even though I had half expected 
this would happen before I got home again.  
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In spring our uniforms came through the Red Cross and we were able to make our German guards look 
quite shabby. Most of us considered ourselves by now fully-fledged farmers doing the ploughing, scything 
and any job that came along. Except for the long hours, I had nothing to grumble about on my farm. I was 
treated with the greatest respect and shared all their troubles and joys. In fact I was just one of the family.  
 
After nearly 12 months over a half of our party were sent to another village a few kilometers away 
(probably Oberwart). Stan was among these, but we were unable to do anything about it. However, we 
were still able to see one another occasionally and as he had drawn a rotten farm, he engineered his way 
back to Stalag with a promise he would get word back to me of how things were. I was to down tools and 
go in immediately on receipt of this. We had heard that N.C.Os were not working any more but had no 
means of verifying this until now. Having received the letter saying he had gone up to the marine lager, I 
decided to stay on at Eisennzicken over the Christmas. Early in January I downed tools and refused to 
work and after many threats was sent into Wolfsberg. 
  
Jan 20th 1943 
 
Life in Stalag I found to be vastly different from the old Marburg days … no guards with black-jacks here, 
in fact all Germans seemed to be outside the wire and the actual running of the camp was done by 
ourselves. It was quite enjoyable for a while to have all the leisure in the world instead of all the work. My 
days there were spent walking round the camp, reading, cards etc., anything that would pass the time 
away. Here too I saw my first concert given by the fellows. The ingenuity displayed by them in making 
costumes etc. out of pieces of paper and worn out cloth was amazing. Certain fellows also showed real 
talent in their acting.  
May - Sept 1943 
 
I saw the commandant and requested to go up to Marlag (a marine POW camp) and he promised that 
several marines already in Stalag were to be sent up as soon as transport was available. This was quite 
obviously an empty promise for on May 2nd ’43 I was sent with other N.C.O.s to Spittal-an-der-Drau in 
the Tyrol. Now I could really get enthusiastic about this place as I’ve never seen such beautiful scenery 
and as the camp was quite small, discipline was easier and we were allowed to go for walks under a 
guard of course. I was able to go swimming, sometimes four times a week in a lake called Millstätter See 
at Seeboden, about 3 km by 1 km. The swimming, scenery and a good commandant combined to make 
this the best camp I’ve been in. Often as I sat by this lake looking at the beautiful scenery it crossed my 
mind what an ideal place to bring Bunchie and Maureen to for a holiday after the war. I don’t believe there 
was an unfit man among all the British there. I myself was tiptop. Must have been to go three rounds with 
Jock Sanderson in the two boxing tournaments we held there. The Russians, however, were not so well 
treated having no Red Cross and insufficient food, with apparently no constitution to withstand this life, 
they simply died off like flies. There must be millions of mass graves throughout Germany.  
 
Towards September I heard some of us were to be moved to Oflag III C, so thinking it may be easier to 
get to Marlag from there, I managed to join the list and we left Spittal-an-der-Drau on Sept 14th ’43 
travelling through marvellous country … Tyrol and Bavaria. How different again were the train journeys to 
what they were in the old days - now we are able to have the door open for fresh air and given 
opportunities to wash, brew tea etc.  
 
Tom was moved to Stalag 383 at Hohenfels (for experiences at this Camp see Sam Brearley archive 
folder) and then to a Marlag in northern Germany (possibly the same one that Stan Prout ended up in) 
where he would remain until the end of the war. This last extract outlines Tom’s feelings on surviving as a 
POW. 
 
January 1945 
 
The ennui is without doubt the worst thing a POW has to contend with. It is past description. Like 
describing ‘green’ to a blind man, it’s something that must be experienced before it can be understood. 
The main thing is to make sure it does not grip you and thereby have effect on your life after the war. 
Occasionally we see men who have given way to this hopeless boredom and it is made apparent in both 
their face and speech. They are completely pessimistic and bitter about everything and to hear them 
running down their own country and all she stands for, one would think they had been fed fanatical, 
Bolshevistic propaganda for the last 4 years.  
 
Admittedly, this war has made even the most patriotic of Englishmen look upon their governments 
movements with a more questioning eye than before, but the distorted views held by some POWs is 
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attributable only to the unnatural existence of a man behind barbed wire. It does not follow, however, that 
all our conclusions on the various subjects are distorted as we are able to regard events and life in 
general with a detachment that none of us could attain in ordinary life. Indeed, in many cases, the effect 
this sojourn behind barbed wire has had on the development of mind can only be described as beneficial.  
When a man has so much time on his hands and easy access to good books, it is only natural his 
thoughts should be more profound than when he is so occupied as in normal times, with the 
strenuousness of living.  
 
It is only when he ceases to think along constructive lines and his mind is filled with a kind of blank 
hopelessness that a POW becomes an almost unbearable being, but such is human nature that even the 
worst of us are forced out of his state of ennui. One by being persuaded into taking part in sport, another 
by attending some class and still another perhaps by a mere issue of cigarettes, but these bright periods 
are short lived and if we are not careful, we soon slip back into being “too browned off for anything”. All 
this could probably be contained in one sentence. Give a man something with which to occupy his mind 
and he’ll come to no harm. But through repetition these glib sentences lose their poignancy.   
For my own part, I’m sure my mind has improved considerably, partly through reading so many good 
books and in no little degree to my association with Geoff Lamsdale. There will probably come a day 
when I shall laugh at this book but as long as I can do just that, laugh at myself, then I shall have come to 
no great harm. I only wish I had the ability to formulate my thoughts clearly enough to enable me to 
commit them to paper. However, the mere fact that I have attempted to set some of them down is proof 
enough for myself that I am giving more time to serious thought than ever I would have had I not been a 
POW. My main trouble now is not being able to hang on to one single thought long enough to pursue it to 
its logical conclusion. I blame the environment of a POW for that. With so many men living in such a small 
space, it would take an Indian Fakir to shut out the distracting noise.  
 
It is a wonder to me there are not more quarrels than there are with so many living on top of one another. 
The small misunderstandings, which are dispelled so easily in normal life, are here magnified because of 
the overcrowding, but all things considered, really serious quarrels are few.  
 
This points to a certain patience and tolerance a POW is forced to learn. In such a small community he 
just cannot afford to fall out with people on the least provocation or he would soon be without a friend in 
the camp. Thus tolerance is forced on him at first and soon he practices it without effort. Patience too has 
been forced on him. Surely no one has to exercise so much patience as a POW. From the day he is first 
captured he’s waiting for something… books to read, food, parcels, letters, ablutions etc. To a new 
prisoner the whole day seems to be spent waiting in a queue. Last but not least he is called upon to 
exercise the greatest patience of all by waiting for the day of his freedom. Always an uncertain date. 
 
 
Tom’s first ArbeitsKommando was 223/L.  This from “Stalag 18A” website: 
 
 

Work Camp 223 L 
 

Location: Eisenzicken (near Oberwart in Burgenland, East Austria) 

Type of work: Farmwork 

Man of Confidence: Unknown 

Number of Men: 30 approx. 

Known to be present 
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Forename Surname Rank Unit POW Comments 

R Ballentine Dvr RASC 8225 Also 522/L  

J Bassit         

R (P?) Bell  Spr RE 3003   

Stuart H. Blofeld Tpr RAC 5805   

J Burke         

A.J. Clarke Pte 2/2 Fd. Pk. Coy. 5197   

A.M. Connell L/Cpl RE 5724 possible 

W Davis         

K.D Dennis Pte 2/2 Fd. Pk. Coy 5198   

J.R. Gardner Pte 2/4 Inf. Bn. 3002   

R Graham         

John Halley Pte 2/11 Inf. Bn. 7053 Also110/L  

Thomas Hawksworth Sgt R Marines 5879 Also Stal 383, Marlag 

Eric Hipkiss Dvr RASC 5723 Also 522/L  

J Hogg         

Mervyn P. Martin Pte 2NZEF 3001   

T.F. Morrissy  Pte 2/6 Inf. Bn. 5154   

Les P. Parfitt Sgt RA 6216   

D Patterson         

E.W. Pierce Pte 2/8 Inf. Bn. 5153   

Stan Prout Sgt R Marines   Also 522/L & Stalag 383 

L Radford   RAC     

J Revans         

Luke Robson       Also 522/L  

A.D. Thompson A/Sgt 2/6 Inf. Bn. 5152 Also Stalag 383 

K Watts         

J.F. Welsh Sgt RA 6215   

Frank Wright Pte 2/4 Inf. Bn. 2997   

A Nelson           
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