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POST-GREECE 
 

Lance-Sergeant Jack Dean, 292 Field Company, Royal Engineers 
 

Jack’s Story Continues 
 
In an official, matter-of-fact, bureaucratic missive dated 26th June 1941 Jack’s family were informed that 
he was “posted as missing” as of 28th April 1941.  It was a standard pro forma from the Royal Engineers 
Record Office.  28th April may have been utilised as a blanket administrative convenience for the last day 
of active Army pay before possible future recategorization as “Killed in Action” or “Prisoner of War” (as 
from 29th April). 
 

 
 
 

Officially posted as “Missing” as of 28th April 1941 
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No doubt to the family’s great relief (given the possible alternatives) they received notification of his 
internment in Corinth by a second relevant pro forma dated 23 July 1941.   
 

 
 

 
Officially posted as Prisoner of War on 23rd July 1941 

Jack’s manuscript note added many years later – quoting 
erroneous 25th April as his date of capture (surely this should 
be 26th, the actual date of the Battle of Corinth Canal?) 

Presumably on application for 
his Greek Campaign Medal – 
see final page 
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There are no further references from Jack to the typical routine PoW progress through the staging camps 
at Corinth and Salonika followed by the arduous and humiliating train journey north through Yugoslavia, 
nor to Reception & Registration (or even to visiting) at Stalag XVIIID at Marberg or XVIIIA at Wolfsberg.  
This is not so of Ken Millington, who would quite likely have been in pretty close contact with Jack and 
other 292 Fld Coy pals throughout their dreadful early PoW experiences and transportations: 
 
Sapper Ken Millington 
 
“I was taken to a camp in Corinth where I joined thousands of others.  
 
Life became hard, with very little food - watery soup made with black potatoes and little bread.  We were 
covered in lice and worst of all I had dysentery.  We were kept standing on the parade ground for hours 
on end in the hot sun.  Eventually we were marched to the top of Greece, many falling by the wayside. 
There we were put into cattle trucks, 50 to 60 of us to a truck.  No room to lie down and there were two 
tins, one for water and the other for toilet.  The doors were locked and we travelled for 5 days.  
 
When we reached Belgrade we were allowed out.  During this journey we would pull into sidings.  On one 
occasion some Greek girls tried to push bread through the slits in the truck and were promptly shot.  We 
eventually arrived at Wolfsberg in Austria, having travelled the length of Yugoslavia in the cattle truck.  We 
were then taken to a prison camp - Stalag 18A - where we were deloused, had our particulars taken and I 
was given a No.2654.” 
 
Back to Jack’s story 
 
Although it is almost certainly the case, there is no proof positive that Jack was initially incarcerated in 
Stalag XVIIIA or XVIIID, or indeed if he spent time in an Arbeitskommando Work Party outstation at all.  
However, one of the photographs in his Otley archive could possibly have been taken at Wolfsberg (the 
huts behind Jack make a similar backdrop to several others I have seen from this camp). 
 
Another photograph shows a haymaking work party in some quite mountainous territory (see below).  
Could this be in the late summer of 1941 before he left his first Stalag area in south-east Austria or north-
east Yugoslavia to move on to Stalag 383 at Hohenfels in German Bavaria?  It seems probable that for 
the first several months of captivity Jack would have experienced the same or similar processes, locations 
and conditions as those recorded in the personal diary of Corporal Sam Brearley, RASC (himself captured 
at Kalamata).  
 

       
 

   This is Jack – is he in  Haymaking Work Party – more likely out-sourced from 
Stalag XVIIIA?     Stalag XVIIIA or D - late summer 1941? 

(apologies for loss of focus) 
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       Entrance to Stalag XVIIIA, Wolfsberg    Main accommodation block, Stalag XVIIID, Marberg 
 
 
Corporal Sam Brearley RASC 
 
Sam was initially incarcerated in Stalag XVIIID at Marberg and detached from the Stalag to a farm Work 
Party on the Austria/Yugoslav border (in company with the author’s father).  He was then transferred to 
Oflag 111C (at that time established near Stalag XVIIIB at Spittal am der Drau) in May 1942 and thence to 
Stalag 383 at Hohenfels in September of that year (see Sam’s account below). 
 
Stalag 383 had previously been designated Oflag 111C, and was used (amongst other things) to 
accommodate NCOs passed on from the Stalag XVIII group (sometimes for being difficult customers – 
including the right as NCOs under the Geneva Convention, to refuse to work for the enemy).  Here Jack 
was registered as PoW No. 2007.   
 
Wikipedia comments on Oflag 111C and Stalag 383: 
 
“The German Army founded a training area near Hohenfels, Bavaria in 1938.  A troop camp for trainees, 
located in a high valley surrounded by dense woodland and hills at a homestead called 'Polnrich', was 
commandeered for use as a Prisoner of War camp in 1939.  At first it was used for Allied NCOs and 
named Oflag IIIC but was later renamed Stalag 383 as it expanded with other ranks.  The camp 
comprised 400 detached accommodation huts, 30 feet (9.1 m) x 14 feet (4.3 m), each typically housing 14 
men.  More were built towards the end of the war as prisoners were moved in from other camps as the 
Russian front advanced from the east.  The name, Oflag III-C, was re-assigned to a camp at Lubben 
(Spreewald).  It operated between August 1940 and June 1942.”  
 

 
 

Hutments at Stalag 383 
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Many more details of life in Stalag 383 can be found in “Barbed Wire - Memories of Stalag 383” by M. N. 
McKibbin, illustrated by A. G. Dallimore.  More can be found in “Sam’s Saga” by Sam Brearley, elsewhere 
in these archives.   

 
 

 
 
 
 

Double click on the icon to read the book 
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Corporal Sam Brearley RASC – further detailed account 
 
A couple of short extracts from Sam’s extensive and finely detailed personal diary will throw a revealing 
light on some typical and some particular living conditions experienced by all those who resided in these 
two establishments, including, of course, Jack Dean. 
 
May 1942 – Oflag 111C 
 
“The day came for our move when all N.C.O.s were warned to be packed and ready by 0600 in the 
morning.  The Army lorries arrived on time and we were jammed in the back for the journey to Spittal in 
the Austrian Tyrol.  It was a temporary (non-commissioned) Officers camp, Oflag 111 C and I was 
numbered 1441.  
 
The camp was a specially constructed place with large wooden huts of a higher class than the Marburg 
slum and suitable for officers.  Each hut had a long corridor with rooms off it, and a room contained 3 
wooden 2-tier bunks, much more civilised than the Marburg pigeon-hole 3 tier slots.  There was one large 
hut for activities, games etc as there was already some sports equipment there.  It was also suitable as a 
concert hall with a platform at one end on which was a piano.  There were musical instruments available 
so a chap called Dennis Wheatley formed an orchestra.  Dennis was a superb musician, a concert pianist 
in civvy street and there were one or two good singers.  The camp was in a beautiful setting in the Tyrol 
on the edge of the Alps with the well-known mountain Gros Glockner not far away.  In front of the huts 
was a strip of garden which was covered with nasturtium plants, lovely but covered with caterpillars.  I 
went through them each day gathering a good handful of clean leaves to eat as a salad, a very tasty 
addition to swede soup!.” 
 
 
September 1942 - Stalag 383 
 
“One day in early September 1942 we were told to pack up and be ready to move at 0600 next day.  The 
lorries arrived on time for a more civilised mode of transport than some earlier journeys.  Our destination 
was Hohenfels, Camp 383 about 30 miles North of Regensburg in Bavaria and 50 miles South of 
Nurernburg. 
 
It was a Strafe camp or so they intended it to be, but we never considered it a punishment to be at 
Hohenfels.  We were all N.C.O.s who, according to that scrap of paper - The Geneva Convention - should 
not be compelled to work for the Germans.  Any misdeeds of the Allies requiring retaliation then our Strafe 
camp of non-workers bore the reprisals. 
 
The first test came in October '42 following the abortive raid by the Canadians on Dieppe.  After fierce 
hand-to-hand fighting around the port area the Canadian landing was a failure, but after the cessation of 
hostilities the Germans found a lot of their comrades dead on the beaches with their hands tied behind 
their backs.  They had obviously been prisoners at some time. 
 
Hitler raged, then ordered the chaining-up of all Canadian prisoners but there weren't enough of them to 
make a big declaration of retaliation so he decided to have all non-working prisoners chained-up as well 
for 12 hours a day.  To carry out Hitler's orders instantly the guards came in with lengths of rope to tie our 
hands, a week later they arrived with lengths of chain and padlocks.  That was whilst waiting for the 
country to be searched for thousands of handcuffs attached by a foot of chain. 
 
The guards tried their best at first to be serious about it but we didn't and it soon became a farce.  Even 
the Camp Kommandant didn't think much of the idea as he realised that with 7,000 inmates in his camp it 
was practically unworkable but The Fuhrer had spoken so he made a tacit agreement with us that if we 
co-operated with him he would play ball with us.  The chain-gang would come round each morning and 
put the handcuffs on then come round again at night to take them off.  What happened in between was 
only our affair, but if he knew the Gestapo or a German General was to visit the camp word would 
somehow get to us via the 'grapevine' and we would put on our chains during the visit and try to look 
suitably wretched. 
 
Every morning for almost a year a German battalion would march into camp clanking and loaded up with 
the chains slung over their shoulders but soon they became loaded with other things too.  Two of them 
would enter your hut with a bundle of chains, go through the motions of chaining you up, then out of their 
pockets would come saccharins, matches, cigarette papers, mouth organs etc to barter for soap, 
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cigarettes or cocoa.  They varied their wares each day, I remember one fat Jerry even producing from his 
baggy breeches a big black frying-pan which he eventually sold.  It got to the stage where we wouldn't get 
out of bed in the morning when the chains came in, Jerry would hang a dozen chains on a big hook by the 
door then quickly get down to business. 
 
That situation was the beginning of incredible racketeering and the time came when anything - and I mean 
anything - could be obtained from the outside by certain 'big-shot' racketeers with German contacts willing 
to risk all for the sake of a few thousand English cigarettes.  But I must point out that some other camps 
had a really tough time with their handcuffing.  Our camp was different simply because our guards fell into 
the barter trap themselves and from then on they were ours and in our debt. 
 
Whilst on this subject mention must be made of Hamburg Harry.  He was a German officer whose job in 
camp was to oversee the parcels store, both Red Cross and personal ones from home.  He was a typical 
fair-haired Aryan from Hamburg, good-looking and smart in his immaculate uniform and had spent 20 or 
so years in America and his easy-going wise-cracking manner was far from the usual German type.  He 
was without doubt a firmly established racketeer who brought large quantities of forbidden articles into 
camp and took thousands of English cigarettes out of it.  Some even suggested that he filled his wide 
cavalry breeches with packets of cigarettes every time he walked out through the gates. 
 
We wondered how such a smart officer was able to get and keep such a soft non-combatant job but he 
told us that he was rejected from active front line service because he had a weak heart.  In March 1945 he 
went on leave with another Jerry pal who told us later how they travelled to Regensburg and were caught 
in a heavy bombing raid.  They found their way to a shelter when a bomb fell just outside, nobody was 
injured in the shelter but a mutilated body was somehow blown through the air-vent shaft and the shock 
was too much for Harry who had a massive heart attack and died there in the shelter - his suitcase lying 
beside him full of English cigarettes.  Poor old Hamburg, so he was right about his wonky heart after all, 
but we all missed him, he was a likeable rogue. 
 
Red Cross parcels were without doubt our salvation, for without them our survival on German rations 
alone would have been in jeopardy. One bowl of thin swede soup, two slices of bread and about three 
potatoes was an average day’s rations, with special treats of margarine, Quark cheese and mint tea on 
rare occasions. 
 
It is incredible how a Red Cross parcel of ten pounds weight could make the difference between life and 
almost death.  They were planned to supply maximum vitamins as an addition to the German rations.  
Most parcels came from England and Canada and contained a variety of contents to ensure a change of 
menu.  The Canadian ones were fairly standard in contents as follows: A tin of bully beef, meat roll, 
salmon and sardines, a large packet of biscuits, quarter pound of cheese, 5 ounce slab of chocolate. 1 
pound of jam or marmalade, packet of prunes, half a pound of coffee or tea, 4ounces of sugar, 1 pound tin 
of butter, 1 pound tin of powdered milk, some salt and pepper and a small bar of soap. 
 
The English ones did not have as much butter or milk but more variety of tinned meats, puddings, 
vegetables and of course cocoa.  Small luxuries and surprises were sometimes dropped into a box by a 
packer in England, obviously an understanding mother for who else would think of popping in a few gob-
stoppers or even sending pancake mixture to a P.o.W.?  Whatever was in the box was appreciated even if 
there was something you didn't like e.g. Bemax (wheat germ), it could always be sold or bartered for 
something you did like. 
 
On any fine morning you could spend a couple of hours window shopping just strolling around the main 
square of the camp to see the goods on offer and compare prices in cigarettes on the dozens of stalls set 
up on the street.  The variety of goods on sale was incredible, with surplus clothing from parcels from 
home and personal items you no longer had use for all ended up on the marts.  Another source was the 
goods brought in by the chain gang, in fact most guards were agreeable to a bit of business.  One day I 
even saw a set of false teeth on a stall and they were sold by the next day.” 
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Living Conditions at Stalag 383 
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One of many theatrical and musical extravaganzas performed at Stalag 383 – this one is 
“The Gondoliers”, produced by none other than Sam Brearley (a professional actor in civilian life) 
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Liberation of Stalag 383 
 

 
 

The end is nigh at Stalag 383 in the form of a solitary US Army jeep - 22 April 1945 

   

The end is right here and now for these very happy prisoners 
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The Kommandant surrenders to the troops 
 

 
 

On their way to Nuremberg for the flight home – 
for them the war really was over – at last!  April 1945 

 
    
A Final Word from Jack 
 
According to Iris, Jack described the entire liberation process at Hohenfels as “utterly chaotic”.  
Eventually, though, it was his turn to be flown back home to Blighty – “in the company of a couple of 
Australians”. 
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A Final Mystery 
 
Researches into such a simple question of (one might expect) well-recorded fact as “What was the date of 
liberation of Stalag 383?” seem to produce a bewildering number of possible dates, varying from “17th 
April”, “24th April”, “late April” or in Jack’s case “29th April”.  After four long years behind the wire the exact 
date was probably of little consequence.  They were going home! 

 
Many years later Jack was awarded the Hellenic Greek Commemorative Medal - now in his archive 
collection at the 2nd World War Experience Centre at Otley. 
 

  
Greek Commemorative Medal, 1940-41 

 
 

 
  

Jack Dean proudly wearing his Greek Medal at the Kalamata Reunion, 2002 


