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POST-GREECE 
 

Lance Corporal Ken Willmott, Royal Armoured Corps, 4th Hussars 
 

Corinth 
 
Unlike the Mandarins of Whitehall, we who lived through the campaign in Greece in the Spring of the year 
1941 do not forget that event. The unfortunate twelve thousand left behind after the main body of troops 
had been evacuated from the port of Kalamata in the south were to spend the next four years in prison 
camps, the majority in Stalag 18A, or in working camps within its orbit. Survival was the name of the 
game, but amusing incidents occurred from time to time which in retrospect seem funnier than they did at 
the time. Like the day at Corinth, about a week after capture, when we were taken to the sea-shore in 
batches of fifty for much needed de-lousing. . . . . . . 
 
After handing in all our clothing for treatment and receiving cotton shorts in return, we marched about a 
mile along a tarmac road. It was a hot day in early June, and out in the mid-day sun mad dogs and 
Englishmen marched on tarmac going soft in the heat. The dogs had boots, but prisoners were not so 
lucky, and the soles of feet were soon complaining. 

 
On arrival at the beach prisoners were sprayed with a chemical, one by one. The first in line got a frontal 
spray and then the sprayer glared at him "Um". The uncomprehending P.o.W. looked puzzled. "What 
does that mean ?" He was grabbed by a guard and forcibly turned about, to be sprayed on the back. The 
guard pointed to the sea: "Geh schwimmen". When all had been through this procedure we fell in to 
return. We were clean and had had our first lesson in Deutsch. 
 
The march back was sensational. The hot tar now becoming unbearable, legs were going up and down 
like pistons. A watcher might have thought we were doing a jig to entertain the guards. "You are lucky to 
have only two feet" someone said. It turned out he was from Douglas, I.o.M. (3 legs - get it?) 

 
Hot feet on hot tar in Corinth 

 
On return to the compound, all clothing was thrown out in a heap. Of the fifty pairs of boots handed in, 
only forty-nine came out. When the scramble to find boots to fit was over one Australian was left without, 
and ‘hopping’ mad. The richness of the Aussie vocabulary was fully employed for several minutes, to my 
further education, but I never heard how the unfortunate man fared after that particular disaster. 
 
As I write, memory transports me back more than half a century, and I live again through the events and 
indescribable conditions at Corinth. In what had been a Greek barracks, the parade square and 
surrounding area is full of men living in the open, trying to come to terms with their unenviable situation. 
We have no freedom, no possessions, and no food, but those who suffer most are the heavy smokers as 
hunger increases daily and they have nothing to satisfy their craving. To add to the misery there is no 
available water supply, except for a deep well which is accessible only by a long rope and a pail, 
hopelessly inadequate for the needs of twelve thousand men, and as the days go by lice run rampant on 
underwear and unwashed bodies in the Mediterranean heat. Our captors provide a drink of minty water 
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daily, but no food for several days, and then a dollop of rice and a biscuit, and this will be our daily fare for 
the next five weeks. I have nothing to hold my issue of rice but for some reason I still have my tin hat, so I 
tear out the lining and I have a bowl. A kind colleague gives me a spoon and I dine on four or five 
spoonfulls of boiled rice, the while counting my blessings. 
 
The hard-baked Greek biscuit I save to consume with the evening mint water, but it contains very little 
nourishment. Some of the men suffering from tobacco withdrawal symptoms move around offering their 
biscuits in exchange for fags, but virtually none are on offer. By this time dysentery is sweeping through 
the camp, with no medical or sanitary means to contain the outbreak. The doctors are unable to help as 
they have only aspirin at their disposal, and apart from hospitalising those wounded in battle the Germans 
just don't want to know. 
 
A trench has been dug on the perimeter for nature relief, with no cover or concealment of any kind. In 
fairness to the German Command it is probably impossible to deal otherwise with such a large body of 
men in a country already chronically short of most amenities, but we are now suffering the ultimate 
denigration of human dignity. Not all the Germans are rough, but some hate our guts and are not averse 
to using their bayonets to subdue prisoners in these first days at Corinth. A single low wire surrounds the 
area, and we are warned not to cross it on pain of death, a threat that is used frequently for the least 
contravention of their orders. Almost daily they threaten to shoot every tenth man if anyone tries to 
escape, so the word goes round to leave every tenth place vacant if they line us up. 'That will make them 
scratch their square heads' I hear someone remark. 
 
I am sitting on the ground where I have parked myself when I notice someone nearby picking at the vest 
he has taken off and counting. 'What's the score?' I ask him. 'One hundred and twenty, but there are two 
more for every one I kill so I'm not winning. I just imagine they're krauts'. As he picks them off he cracks 
the lice between his thumb-nails. The Germans are alive to the threat of a typhus epidemic which could 
spread to their own troops so a delousing operation is mounted and we swim off the chemicals in the sea. 
Although no-one has any soap the resultant feeling of cleanliness is almost saintly. 'Perhaps they will give 
us bacon and eggs for breakfast next’ suggests my lice-cracking friend, but I'm not holding my breath. 
 
During the recent conflict in Albania the Greeks had brought their Italian prisoners to this place, and they 
are still here. When we arrived they were in very poor shape, ill-clad, half starved and subdued. Now with 
the change of regime they are being fed and re-clothed while awaiting repatriation. As their lot improves 
they begin parading in column formation with 'Viva il Duce' banners, sparking off skirmishes with some of 
our lads, and as an ugly situation develops the area is in turmoil until the Germans start firing shots over 
heads, effectively clearing the area. During the next few days the Italians are provided with new uniforms, 
and as they smarten up and recover their poise under the new regime and begin to look like human 
beings again we are sprouting beards and beginning to look as they did when we arrived here. Such are 
the fortunes of war. 
 
The days go by with no change in our situation, except that as we grow thinner and hungrier depression 
takes hold and morale falls to a very low ebb. The Germans tell us nothing and we are in limbo, desperate 
for news of any kind, and a riper breeding ground for rumours would be hard to find. And rumours abound, 
ranging from the unlikely to the fantastic. How and where they start is anyone's guess. A favourite one is 
that a rescue mission via submarines is being mounted, and the word is to sleep with our boots on to be 
ready. Absurd though these rumours are there is temptation to believe there might be some substance in 
them, so desperate are we all to cling to the frailest straws of hope. At last, early in June the word goes 
round that we shall soon be moving on. Could life ever be worse than this? we ask ourselves. The answer 
will not be long in coming, and it will not be much to our liking, for in these early days as prisoners we are 
still living off our reserves of fat, and with nothing to do but sleep we are able to conserve our energy. But 
this state is but a prelude to the ordeal still to come, and it is as well that we cannot foresee what lies 
ahead, when our bodies, and indeed our minds, will continue to be deprived of the most basic of human 
needs, yet we will be required to work. The endurance and spirit of every man will be tested to breaking-
point. What happens to men when every shred of civilised life is torn away? When every minute of every 
day becomes a living nightmare? Each man re-acts according to his basic nature, and few will come 
through the coming ordeal without a sense of humiliation. 
 
The fall of Greece leaves the Middle-East and particularly North Africa vulnerable to the enemy, and 
having experienced the might of the German forces at first hand there are some who think that the war is 
lost. Our captors, on the other hand, consider the war won, and they are jubilant. It is not surprising that 
morale is at rock bottom, and that as day succeeds each wretched day some men become withdrawn, 
sunk in a gloom of depression which will ill-prepare them for what lies ahead.  
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The officers, who were early separated from other ranks, are the first to depart from Corinth presumably 
on their way to Oflags, but no information is forthcoming and the rest of us continue to languish here, and 
as our bodies weaken daily the word from the medics among us is to sleep as much as possible to 
conserve our strength. Sound advice, and indeed in the present situation there is little else for one to do. I 
discover that in sleep the mind has the ability to detach itself from the body, leaving the latter inert while 
reaching out to roam freely where it will, in a mental escape from reality. It is a route that I shall take 
increasingly in the coming weeks, and my dreams take me back to the day when, at the age of twelve, I 
acquired my first violin . . . 
 
. . . The sun is hot here in Corinth. Reluctantly I rise from the hard earth to face another day. Now that 
mind and body are again as one the stomach is crying out for food, and the discomfort from clothing 
unchanged or washed for weeks is returning undiminished. How dearly I wish I could wash my bearded 
face and clammy hands. But this open area contains nothing but thousands of men in like condition, each 
with little more space than he needs in order to stretch out. What would I not give for a toothbrush, a 
comb, a little water, a slice of bread? About nine o'clock the minty water is provided, and the morning 
creeps forward on leaden feet, the sun getting very hot by mid-day. One o'clock at last and I go to the field 
kitchen with my tin hat to fetch my dollop of rice. The temptation to consume it all is great, but it will be 
twenty-four hours before the next dollop, so I decide to have half now, about four mouthfuls, and mix the 
rest with biscuit crumbs to make a little pattie for later. Then I stretch out, and soon I feel sleepy. . .  
 
. . . At last the word has come to move on. We have been here almost six weeks (this makes it mid-June 
for Ken Willmott - Dad must have been fast-tracked through in early May, possibly because he was 
wounded?), and everyone is in poor shape, weak from lack of food, unwashed, many with dysentery. In 
this sorry state we assemble and are marched off to begin the long march to the north, destination 
unknown. As we walk toward the rail-head we are soon crossing the Corinth Bridge, which six weeks ago 
was taken by a strong force of parachutists. The few defenders, some Hussars among them, were quickly 
overwhelmed, but not before they had partly demolished the bridge, thereby gaining a little time for the 
evacuation. We walk on to the rail-head, where we are herded into goods wagons, and the journey 
begins. 
 
The Journey through Greece 
 
By mid-night we reach the small town of Drimea, but we can go no further by rail as the tunnel through the 
mountain ahead was blown by our retreating troops (under the Thermopylae Pass), so we must walk. The 
long line of prisoners sets off up the long incline. Weary, hungry, and weak, we stumble on for hours, but 
no-one drops out, for the guards, have threatened to shoot anyone who does. Soon after dawn a halt is 
called by a stream, where we fill water bottles and rest for half an hour. Now we are over the mountain 
and in the valley the going will be easier, and we are told that there will be food when we reach Lamia. But 
there is far yet to go, and we move off again, slower, and as hour after hour passes we become like 
zombies. Now there are drop-outs. We pass two Aussies on the road verge. One is on his knees and 
moaning, while his mate pours water on his head. We are called to a halt again in the afternoon, hot, 
weary, and near the limit of endurance. Even the physically fit guards are feeling the strain now, but there 
is still some way to go. Drop-outs are becoming more frequent but the guards take no notice and no 
longer threaten reprisals. Only a few more kilometres now they say, We move on again, but our legs will 
not respond. Every foot is a yard, and every yard a mile. We creep on at a snails pace, and by evening we 
reach Lamia in complete and utter exhaustion. The 'food' arrives. A tiny piece of dried up fish-bone. A 
drink of water. It is nothing, but I sleep soon and dream again. . . 
 
Salonika 
 
. . . We leave Lamia in goods wagons for the next leg of our journey northward. As before we are 
crammed together like sardines in a tin. Hours later we arrive at Salonika, and are herded into the prison 
compound. We are searched for weapons and knives. Here we find conditions worse than anything yet 
encountered. Many hundreds of men cooped up in a totally inadequate area. Sanitation consists of six 
holes in the ground. They become inapproachable and the stench is everywhere. The food? Captured 
British Army biscuits boiled in water at mid-day. We shall be here for two weeks.  
 
Barbed wire encircles the compound, and the guards in the towers, armed with machine guns, play 
search-lights over the wire at night. Escape is virtually impossible, but recently 2nd Lt. Hornby, a 4th 
Hussar, lost his life crawling through the wire in a bid for freedom. Or was he just desperate to escape 
from these inhuman conditions? 
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The pitifully inadequate boiled army biscuits provided are an insult to starving men, yet parties are 
rounded up and marched to the docks to load up ships. On the way back a Greek youth offers cigarettes, 
but he is caught and a guard beats him with a bayonet hilt all the way to the compound, where he 
collapses, spitting blood and crying for his mamma. We are not allowed near him. 
 
Despite the conditions we try to show some dignity, and although fully aware of the penalties if caught 
some of the Greeks try to help us. At a spot away from the guard towers a Greek throws a loaf of bread 
over the wire and runs for his life. He is shot at but gets away. His unexpected gift is a godsend to those in 
the vicinity. A group of men hangs around the spot in case of a repeat performance and days later their 
patience is rewarded when another loaf comes sailing over. Its existence is promptly terminated. 
 
The days and nights seem interminable. How much longer will this nightmare last? After working for hours 
in dockland weariness takes over, and in my private escape, dreamland, I go back to . . . 
 
. . . With great reluctance my mind surfaces to face another day. If there were such a thing as breakfast it 
would be breakfast time. Soon a party is being rounded up to go somewhere to work. We go by truck this 
time, and as we leave the compound and turn into the road, a young Greek lad on a bicycle passes close 
to the back of the truck where I sit by the tail-gate. He holds out his closed hand to me. I hold out mine 
and to my surprise and delight he drops into it a hard-boiled egg! I cannot thank him for he has gone. 
 
Another day, and another work party to the docks. A loaf of bread is seen in the murky water and efforts 
are made to fish it out. It is a nasty, soggy mess, but it is food. No luck, it floats away. We march back at 
mid-day, past the well known landmark of the clock tower, and as we get near the compound an elderly 
lady offers something to the passing line of prisoners. She is caught by the guards, one of whom seizes 
her by her white hair, and she is beaten up. She screams and finally they let her go. 
 
The Journey through Yugoslavia 
 
At last we are leaving this place. We are at the station, where a long line of goods wagons is waiting. The 
platform is crowded with prisoners and a German officer is addressing a group. He is telling us that today 
Germany is at war with Russia. It is the twenty-first of June. As we digest the news we are herded into the 
goods wagons, fifty men to each. We are crammed together with no room to move, and apart from a tiny 
window at each end there is no source of fresh air or light. We have been given a small ration of bread 
and water. After a little while the train moves off. It is mid-summer and the atmosphere soon becomes 
fetid. We cannot sit or lie down for there is no room, but it is possible to squat if we take it in turns. The 
journey will take four days and four nights and it is a nightmare we shall remember for ever. 
 
On the second day a soldier manages to stretch up to the tiny window above his head. We are halted at a 
station, and he sees a German in officer uniform on the platform. He shouts at him for water- "Wasser 
Wasser", but the German fires his pistol in return, wounding him in the head, and he slumps down. 
 
This must be the bottom of the pit. I fight against the feeling of claustrophobia and try to retain some 
sanity. My mind recoils from the present, andunable to see the future.  Breathing is difficult in this 
cramped place. I swim back into semi-consciousness as the train jolts to a halt. We are at Belgrade, and 
light streams into the wagon as the sliding doors open to allow us onto the line for nature relief. The 
International Red Cross is here and they pass in a life-saving hot drink of lemonade. But the journey is not 
over, and we must endure for another twenty-four hours . . . 
 
. . . The train has stopped again. The doors are unbarred and thrown open. "Aussteigen" shout the 
guards. We crawl out of our holes and those who can stand stagger to their feet. Some stretcher cases 
are taken away, and the rest of us are lined up and marched away to what appears to be an empty 
warehouse area close to the station. It is a bleak place which offers no comfort, but by now we have no 
such expectations. There are some slats under cover of a sort, and here we try to relax and rest. 
 
Stalag 18D Marburg 
 
We are at Marburg, a transit camp in Yugoslavia close to the Austrian border (this was Stalag XVIII D). 
The old warehouse is empty except for, some long and narrow metal strips, probably overlooked when the 
place was cleared, and these we shall soon find rather useful. Civilian detainees are in an adjacent 
compound and seem to be in reasonably good shape, possessing food and some of the bare necessities 
of life, but they are bewildered and fearful for their future, as well they might be. We, on the other hand, 
are at a very low ebb but hopeful that our lot will improve. 
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The warehouse stands in a large open area, and the morning after our arrival a German officer appears 
here and announces in German that soup will be issued at 'halb eins'. This is generally accepted as 
meaning at half past one o'clock, but in fact it means half of one, or twelve-thirty p.m. When a field kitchen 
arrives an hour earlier than expected everyone is caught by surprise, and there is a mad scramble to 
queue up. When we have collected our ladle of soup we are directed by guards to the back of the 
building. The only way to get back and rejoin the queue for a possible second helping is through a narrow 
gap between buildings and there is a surge toward it. As we bunch to get through we are brought up short 
at the gap by a German soldier with a fixed bayonet, and he shouts 'HALT" as he raises his rifle, the point 
of the bayonet barely an inch from the chest of the front man. The pressure from the men behind is 
intense and frantically those of us in front try to hold them back, for the threat is real. Thankfully the 
pressure eases just in time and when the queue tails off we are allowed through. 
 
The next day a tin of Machonachy (soup) or something similar is given to each man, either from captured 
supplies or the Red Cross. No-one seems to know which, but I shall never forget the sight of one man 
sitting on the ground and hugging his tin, with tears streaming down his face, whether because at last he 
has something to eat or because he has no way of getting at the contents I shall never know. We solve 
the latter problem by breaking up the metal strips and fashioning them into crude knives by bashing them 
with stones. Few of us have seen a crumb of bread since leaving Egypt, and it would be hard to 
exaggerate the misery caused by the deprivation of everything necessary to normal life since capture, 
even to the absence of toilet paper. We have nowhere to sleep except on the concrete floor of the empty 
warehouse or outside on a few slats of wood, with a leaky covering rather like a market place. We sleep 
dressed (as indeed we have for weeks) for the nights are cold. If men take off their boots they guard them 
carefully for they cannot be replaced. 
 
A few days after arrival the word goes round that we shall be sent out to working camps, called Arbeit 
Kommandos, where, the Germans say, we shall be well fed, a promise viewed with much scepticism. 
Nevertheless there is no shortage of volunteers, and each day parties leave with guards for some 
unknown destination. 
 
At last there is a daily issue of bread for which we queue with ill-concealed and almost uncontrolled 
impatience. No need here for a headcount, for there are no absentees. At the head of the queue a guard 
counts off five men at a time as the loaves are handed out of a window. Each group moves on to a 
convenient place to gather round their prize, jostling, chattering excitedly, eyes shining and mouths 
watering in anticipation. With the rough knives we have made it is impossible to cut the loaves into five 
equal pieces and there are arguments and squabbles on the first occasion, for every crumb is coveted. By 
the second day a system for fair division is devised and generally adopted. In each group one man divides 
the loaf into five as equally as possible, and another numbers the pieces. A third turns his back and calls 
the numbers in any order and a fourth man hands them round watched closely by the fifth. Winners and 
losers there are, but arguments are reduced to a minimum as most of the men realise the need to show 
the Germans that we retain some self-respect. A small minority, sad to say, lack that perception, but that 
is inevitable when character is tested to the limit, and we are very close to that in Marburg. 
 
I am included in a working party of twelve, rounded up and marched through the town, which is festooned 
with the ubiquitous long red flags centred with swastikas so loved by the Nazis. We have just one guard 
and he tells me that the town is honouring the eighty-fourth birthday of its famous son Franz Lehar, 
composer of light opera. But curiously, it seems like a ghost town, for not a living soul is to be seen. This 
is Yugoslavia, an occupied country, but where are the people? Is this their way of expressing their anger 
at the rape of their country? 
 
Eventually we arrive at a rifle range where we are given odd jobs, mostly digging, until 12.30 p.m. when 
work for the day is finished. We form up to march back to the compound, and on the way we pass houses 
with gardens, one of which sports a peach tree with the ripening fruit overhanging the pathway, some just 
within reach with a jump. I jump. My peach, almost ripe, is delicious. A rare treat indeed! Back in the 
compound by 1 p.m. we get our watery soup and the rest of the day passes without incident. As night 
falls, tired after the long day, I stretch out on the uncomfortable slats and drift into troubled sleep. . . 
 
. . . I awake as another morning dawns and again we go to the rifle range for casual labour, which is not 
arduous, and with rest periods the morning passes uneventfully, apart from a practise exercise by a 
company of German infantry, which we watch with interest as they advance in stages in a mock attack, 
taking cover behind trees and other obstacles between forward dashes, all supervised by an officer with a 
whistle, rather like the training of sheep dogs. 
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On the return hike to the compound I ask our Austrian guard to take us under the peach tree again. He 
agrees and I summon up my limited Deutsch and we talk a little. He is an amiable fellow, and I find myself 
beginning to like him, with the impression that the feeling is mutual. As the days pass with the same party 
to the work on the range a warm relationship develops, and we even discuss politics, quite impersonally. 
He takes the trouble to explain to me the virtues of 'National Socialismus', and I realise that this good man 
has been indoctrinated and misled by the clever propaganda of the German media. There are many like 
him, as I shall find out in the coming months and years. 
 
True to their doctrine of 'only workers can expect to eat' the Germans greet returning workers at mid-day 
with a ladle of vegetable soup from a large tub. At best it is far from adequate, and watery on top. I explain 
to Alois that it needs a good stir, so he tells the ladler to 'gut umruhren' and then everyone gets a fair deal. 
A week later Alois Witmann tells me that his unit is going to Finland to help the Finns in their war with 
Russia, and we part company, friendly enemies. 
 
I am told that I shall be going out next day with a group to a working camp. I shall leave Marburg without 
regret, but what of tomorrow? Tomorrow is another day. I sleep. 
 
Down on the Farm in Lower Austria 
 
July 10th 1941. . . I am in a party of twenty-four, and escorted by two guards we are on our way to a 
working camp. The guards tell us that we shall be working on farms, giving rise to much speculation, 
mostly about food. It is a short journey by rail in roofless passenger cars. where strewn about are some 
leaflets, one of which I pick up and see that it is imprinted with verses of several marching songs, 
including 'Wenn wir fahren gegen Engeland' (When we go to war against England). It is a popular song 
which I often hear sung by marching troops, typical of the highly organised German propaganda machine. 
 
We leave the railway at the small town of Leibnitz and walk two kilometres to the village of Neu Gralla, 
where we are evidently expected, as we are brought to a halt in the road where a villager hands round a 
drink of milk from a large urn. It tastes sour, and I, no countryman, reject it initially with a grimace, but the 
man next to me says it is buttermilk and very good, so I drink it. We are then divided into two groups of 
twelve and my half, with one of the guards, walks a further two kilometres to the twin village of Alt Gralla 
(only a few miles from Dad’s farm at Radkersberg). Here in the Austrian province of Styria, which by 
German decree has been re-named Steiermark, the two Gralla villages are close to the river Drau which 
forms the border with Yugoslavia. Graz, the provincial capital, is some ten kilometres distant to the north-
west. Our guard, or Posten as he is called, who will be responsible for us for the foreseeable future, takes 
us to a farm where we are given facilities to clean up in an outhouse which we are told will be our living 
quarters. Plenty of hot water is available and it is sheer bliss to enjoy an overall wash in an outhouse with 
the help of a small square of soap provided by the Posten. The soap, grey and gritty, provides very little 
lather and I find it rather unpleasant. Although I do not realise it now the time will come when with the full 
revelation of the concentration camps the source of the stuff will give me cause for some uncomfortable 
speculation, but for the time being it's that or nothing. A communal bunk has been rigged up in the 
outhouse and we are each provided with a blanket. We shall sleep in line, six above and six below. Not 
exactly a home from home but a welcome improvement on recent conditions. The Posten is quartered in 
the farmhouse, and he will lock us in at 10 p.m. every night. 
 
An hour or two is allowed to sort ourselves out and then the Frau appears at the door of the farmhouse 
and beckons, calling out 'gamma essen'. 'What does that mean?' asks Harry, at forty the oldest member 
of the group. 'She says 'come and eat' I tell him. 'Oh dear' he says, 'I forgot to bring my dinner jacket'. We 
troop into the house and sit round the table with, metaphorically, tongues hanging out. The Frau brings in 
a large bowl of ground maize-meal and a jug of brown liquid to pour over it which she says is coffee but 
tastes more like acorns. This Austrian version of cereal is called Stertz, and in these parts it passes for 
breakfast and the evening meal every day of the year. There is as much of it as we want and we tuck in 
ravenously, and for the first time in many weeks we are free from hunger. 
 
After recent experiences the heady sights, sounds and smells of the countryside have a remarkable effect 
on the senses. In post-war years to come the fresh smell of new-mown hay and ripening vegetation will be 
a strong reminder of these first few days in Lower Austria. Rusty though I am in the German language I 
find myself acting as spokesman for our group. We are a mixed bunch. Fred and Chris are worldly types, 
good-natured and good friends. Tom is a quiet but likeable lad. Dick, an Australian, is a very odd 
character, a loner given to much unintelligible muttering. Harry, more mature, is easy going and 
philosophical. The Posten is a proletariat German, stolid but not a bad fellow, and I talk to him as my 
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German improves, but it will take time to get used to the local dialect, not much like the Hoch Deutsch I 
learned at school. 
 
After Salonika and Marburg the bunk beds are sheer luxury and we all sleep soundly after being locked in 
for the night. I wake to the sound of cock crow at dawn, and all too soon the Posten unlocks the door and 
cries 'RAUS, RAUS'. After ablutions the others are taken off to various farms but I am left hanging about. 
The Posten, who keeps his sense of humour well under wraps, says not to worry, a place will soon be 
found for me. I assure him that I am not in the least worried, and wouldn't want him to go out of his way on 
my account. So, left to my own devices, I decide to look around and wander through a gate into a nearby 
orchard. Spotting an apple tree laden down with luscious fruit I relieve it of its burden by one, and finding it 
delicious follow it up with another. And another. Now I am hooked on apples for the next hour, with a 
growing awareness that I shall pay a price for my indulgence. Though I bury the small mountain of apple-
cores the tree now looks distinctly unproductive. (See Dad’s story of his apple scrumping exercise.)  I 
stroll back, not without difficulty, and suddenly there is the Posten, eyeing me suspiciously. 'Bist spazieren 
gangen.?' (Been for a walk?) I make my excuses but this stolid representative of the Third Reich is not 
impressed. 'Pass auf, mein freund', he says. Now that, dear reader, does not mean what it looks like in 
current and common English phraseology. It is the vernacular reduction of 'Passen Sie auf, mein freund', 
meaning 'Just you watch it, mate'. Fortunately for me that turns out to be the end of the matter, and my 
conscience is relieved by the thought that the cores I buried might well produce more fine apple trees to 
the benefit of the owner.  
 
The Posten goes off at 6 p.m. to collect my working mates and bring them back to the ‘lager’. At ten p.m. 
he locks us in our quarters and after the hard day we all sleep soundly. Next morning the Posten says a 
place has been found for me so I join the others and we set off to be delivered by him to our various 
farms. I am greeted by my new boss who introduces himself as Herr Draxler, leering at me as he sums up 
my capacity for work. He is a tall, swarthy man, with an air of cunning which belies his 'friendly' smile. 
Ample Frau Draxler reveals a shining gold tooth as she beams at me and asks "Wie heisst du?". I tell her 
to call me Ken. With these preliminaries over I am shown into the cowshed and introduced to 'Kuh-
Putzen'. I will learn later that this cow grooming is a twice daily affair in these parts. 
 
That done, I am invited into the Stube for Frustuck (breakfast), and I meet the Draxlers' three children. 
Rosalie, fourteen years old, is dark and gypsy-like, and a strong, good-looking girl. SeppI is twelve, an 
amiable boy, and Lisa, eleven, is pretty, but a slight, reserved child. With horse and cart, except for Frau 
Draxler we all go to the woods to rake leaves for bedding the cows and branches for firewood, returning 
for the mid-day meal. We all sit at the big round table which is the dominant, and almost the only piece of 
furniture in the uncarpeted room. The table is bare and the only eating utensils are spoons, which are kept 
in straps on the side of the table so that each has his or her own. When the Frau brings in a bowl of soup 
and sets it down in the middle of the table all spoons are drawn and everyone reaches at arms length into 
the bowl. Grandpa Draxler, sitting on my left, sups noisily through his whiskers, while Grandma D., just in 
from the cowshed, slurps toothlessly on my right. Concealing my inward shudders, I close my eyes and 
join in the fun. After the second (and last) course, saurkraut, they all lick their spoons clean? and return 
them to the straps. Horrified by such unhygienic ways, I take my spoon out to the pump in the yard and 
wash it, and watched by seven pairs of curious eyes return to put it into the strap, whereupon SeppI turns 
to his dad: 'Vater, (pronounced farter, with considerable justification in this case) why did the Englander 
do that' he asks. 'Search me' says his dad, or words to that effect. 
 
I spend the afternoon axing logs for firewood and doing odd jobs around the farmyard. The outside loo 
resembles an ancient and decrepit sentry-box, perched on the verge of the manure heap, into which it 
seems to be sinking. The confines of this old wooden structure give little room for movement and when 
Draxler uses it this afternoon he comes charging out of the rustic door unconcernedly pulling up his 
trousers from around his knees, reminding me of a Charlie Chaplin film I once saw. Early in the evening I 
do another stint of 'kuh-putzen' and the day's work is done. Supper is a bowl of stertz and then the Posten 
arrives to escort me back to the 'lager'. Now we can relax for what is left of the evening. At dusk the 
Posten locks us in for the night. This is the moment for which Fred and Chris have been waiting. 'Hey 
Presto', says Fred, as he brings forth a dead hen. 'Chicken for supper, boys,' says Chris, as they begin a 
plucking operation. Reviewing the events of the day they tell us that after being assigned together to work 
for the farmer on whose property we are quartered, during a variety of jobs they were left for a while 
unsupervised, giving them an opportunity of which they were not slow to take advantage. First making 
sure that the coast was clear, they had shooed the hen into a hut after clearing a path for it, and while 
Fred kept a lookout Chris had arranged for its demise, hidden the body under straw, and smuggled it into 
our accommodation at the end of the day, together with an old cooking pot and oil stove they had found. 
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The aroma which begins to waft around us is mouth-watering, and a little later we all enjoy the fruits of 
their risky enterprise. At about midnight Tom is heard to mutter: 'I'm sure that bird would have given its life 
willingly if it had known the happiness it would give.' The aroma is still around the following morning, and 
when the Posten rouses us his nose twitches, but to our relief he says nothing. Disposal of the feathers 
will have to be done later. 
 
The countryside around the village is flat and featureless, consisting of countless small fields of crops, 
with narrow strips of grassland here and there on which the cows, chained together and hand-held, are 
taken out to graze. Only in the distance are woods and hills to be seen. The acres (pronounced 'Ockers' 
locally) are rectangular and neatly laid out, but the soil is poor and overworked even to my inexperienced 
eye. These peasant farmers have no machinery and in war-time no hope of acquiring any, so all the work 
must be done by hand. As the weeks go by and the main crops are harvested the hard work and fresh air, 
together with adequate food, begins to restore health and strength, but there is no relief mentally as the 
German media daily boasts of the victories of the Wehrmacht, the rapid advances to the East and the 
taking of large numbers of Russian prisoners. Prospects of returning home seem ever more remote. Will I 
ever return to music, I wonder. 
 
Tom works at the local Gasthaus-cum-farm which is run by a Frau whose husband is away at the war. 
She also has a young female help. Tom is limping after a minor mishap, and the Frau asks him why. Tom 
points to his foot and says 'Mein foot, krank,' whereupon the Frau unaccountably goes into giggles, and 
after going into a huddle with Lisa, her help, the pair of them share some mirthful secret. Tom tells me all 
this in the evening, but I am unable to throw light on the matter, so I query the Posten. He, grinning 
broadly, explains that the word foot, spelt differently in German, has a female, sexual connotation. I 
convey the knowledge to Tom as delicately as I can in my usual ham-fisted way, but he is a shy lad and it 
will take him some time to live the incident down. 
 
The winter closes in early this year. The first snows fall in October, and by November they are heavy and 
the drifts are deep. Except at meal times I work outside in freezing temperatures sawing and axing wood, 
the only fuel available and much in demand. With other odd jobs, never in short supply, there is little 
respite, and the days are long. The winter deepens in December, and we are poorly clad. I have acquired 
a language dictionary, and my Deutsch improves. My socks suffering from old age, I ask Frau Draxler if 
she could spare me a little wool: 'Bitte, gnadige Frau, konnen Sie mir ein stuck wolke geben?' She looks 
at me in astonishment, then looks up and searches the sky. I discover later that I have asked for a piece 
of cloud. However, she cottons on and obliges. 'Hier ist Wolle' she says. 
 
One day in November I find myself confronted by a little boy who could hardly be ten years of age. This 
little mite carries a home-made whip and demands money from me. I laugh at him as he circles me, 
cracking his whip menacingly. Even if I had any money I wouldn't be inclined to give in to this kind of 
highway robbery, so I tell him to get lost. Finally he sees that he is wasting his time and takes off to look 
for a more co-operative victim. I learn later from the Draxlers that it is 'Entschuldigen Kinders Tag' 
(Childrens Excuse Day) when it is a tradition that any adult unlucky enough to be cornered by a child must 
give a pfennig or two, or else. All in fun of course. Evidently the young footpad had no conception of my 
P.o.W. status. 
 
The outlook as the year 1941 draws to its close could hardly be bleaker. The skies remain heavy over a 
countryside blanketed deep in snow and the frost is unrelenting. The warmth of farmhouses is not for 
prisoners, who work outside axing and stacking wood among other menial jobs. Not one of us has had a 
change of clothing since the day we were captured so when one day a bundle of confiscated Russian 
and/or Yugoslavian outer clothing is dumped on us it is turned over to find something useful, but it is of 
poor quality and little of it fits anyone. We take what we can use and from being shabby British soldiers we 
begin to look like shabby refugees. Boots are replaced by sabots, and though ungainly these are not 
uncomfortable, and keep feet warm so long as they are dry, but it is impossible to keep out the snow 
when trudging through the thick drifts to the farm in the early darkness, resulting in cold and wet feet. 
 
'Der Deutsche Rundfunk gibt bekannt', trumpets the radio several times a day, heralding war bulletins. 
The Wehrmacht, having taken Riga, has advanced to the outskirts of Leningrad and Moscow. Two million 
Russian prisoners have surrendered including Stalin's son, and Rommel, in the western desert, is 
sweeping all before him. With no other source of news and no letters from home as yet, it is with heavy 
hearts that we hear all this. 
 
Unexpectedly, like a bolt from the blue, comes the startling news of Pearl Harbour and America is at last 
in the war. All is changed and excitement is intense as the glimmer of hope springs to a flame. That it is a 
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disaster for the U.S.A. soon becomes clear but nevertheless the might of that great country is now on our 
side. We have always known in our hearts that alone we could not win but now, however long it takes, 
victory is more than a possibility. Much more. It is the most wonderful Christmas present Santa Claus 
could have brought us, even if it is wrapped up badly via the German media, which of course claims it as 
a great victory for their new ally the Japanese. 
 
There is no church here in Alt Gralla, the nearest place of worship being a tiny wayside shrine halfway 
down the road to Neu Gralla, where once a year at Easter, Granma Draxler takes a basket of eggs for 
Mary Magdalene's blessing. In this Catholic community Christmas is celebrated quietly with religious 
devotion. To demonstrate that the season of goodwill is alive if not exactly kicking the locals decide to let 
us visit our comrades in Neu Gralla on the afternoon of Christmas Day. It is hardly a riotous party, but for 
a couple of hours we commiserate and exchange viewpoints. (See also Fred Carne’s Christmas 1941.) 
 

 
 

Christmas 1941 at Neu Gralla, Austria (German Postern Guard front left) 
 

. . . 1942 . . . 
 
Early in 1942 letters and parcels of clothing and cigarettes arrive from home, and the International Red 
Cross provides a food parcel for each of us every week. Almost overnight, it seems, we are beginning to 
feel like human beings once again. The letters from home help to lift morale, but still the only news of the 
war comes from the German media, and if that is to be believed we have little to cheer about. 
 
One day the Posten tells me that he has been talking to a farmer from a nearby village. The farmer had an 
Englander working for him, and they had a communication difficulty. The Englander keeps saying 'F 
Bastard,' said the farmer, and he was curious to know the meaning. 'Well' I say, 'tell him it is a 
compliment. It means he is a good fellow.' The Posten looks a trifle sceptical. 'A loose translation,' I 
explain. 
 
SeppI arrives home from school at lunch time. He is bursting with news. 'Vater,' he says, 'Singapore ist 
gefallen.' There are a few moments of silence while this shattering news is being digested, then Draxler 
turns to me: 'Ken, how far into Russia is that?'  
 
Grandma Draxler is a tough old bird. I can imagine her pent and bony figure on a broomstick and wearing 
a pointed black hat as she plods around in long-skirted black dress and laced-up boots, her wizened face 
set in determined mien. Her cavernous and toothless mouth opens infrequently, except to utter curses 
when she milks the cows, and they, poor creatures, do not give up their expected quota. Lisa, the leanest, 
named after the youngest, member of the family, only offers a pint this morning, and she is rewarded with 
a hefty kick on the fetlock as granny scowls and cries 'Sacrament, Cruzifix, was ist mit dir, du Kriipel du.' 
(What's the matter with you, you cripple.) 
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At last the severe winter relaxes its grip, and on a fine day in April, there being apparently no schooling for 
the children, I accompany the Draxler family to the woods some distance away to collect fallen branches 
for firewood. Draxler drives the horse-drawn wagon while the rest of us sit behind. Soon after we begin 
work several Stuka dive-bombers begin some practise dives onto a clearing so close to us that we catch 
glimpses of them through the trees. As the planes scream down to the target, pulling out at tree-top level, 
I am reminded of the previous year in Greece when we were the target. Terrifying as that was, dive-
bombing is also hazardous for the pilots, as is soon demonstrated when one fails to pull out of his dive 
and with a tremendous crash the plane ploughs into the ground, throwing out the pilot to instantaneous 
death. Draxler runs the hundred and fifty yards or so to the pilot who has been thrown clear, and I follow 
close behind. Draxler tries frantically to tug off the man's flying boots, but others are running to the scene, 
however, and he is obliged to desist. 
 
The next day, in the woods collecting fuel, the wagon is piled high with branches when finding a hefty root 
I throw it up to land on top. Unfortunately Draxler is on the other side of the wagon, and maybe I throw a 
little harder than necessary, but be that as it may, as I walk away, I feel something very solid wallop me on 
the back. Turning, I see Draxler rubbing his bald pate and glaring in my direction. We exchange a few 
choice insults, in which he has a language advantage, and then I go to find the Posten and tell him that, 
short of being shot, I am handing in my resignation, at least as far as that particular job is concerned. Now 
if there is one thing the Posten does not want it is any kind of trouble. He has a nice cushy job here on 
detachment, and he hopes, somewhat optimistically, that he can sit out the war here. So he arranges for 
me to work on another farm, and to get me out of his hair I am sent to Neu Gralla, where the Posten does 
not roll out the red carpet for me. 
 
Now I am working for the Burgermeister, one Herr Walter, who has the biggest farm in this locality, and is 
a member of the Nazi party. The local population regard him with respectful caution, for he is a man with 
influence. He is also a quick-tempered slave-driver, and given that I have a natural allergy to manual 
work, I think we are unlikely to hit it off, except perhaps in the more literal sense, which might not be in my 
best interests. I have been here a month now, and we do not see eye to eye on how hard I should work. 
This morning I am axing hunks of wood, being careful not to damage the axe, when he comes storming 
up, and wrenching the thing out of my un-resisting hands, proceeds to give a demonstration. 'So, und so,' 
he cries, as he brings the whirling axe down on the quivering wood. He warms to his task: 'So macht 
mann,' he shouts as with frenetic energy he brings the blade down once again, and I move out of range of 
the flying chips. He would undoubtedly win a Gold in any Olympics wood-splitting contest, but noting his 
fiery countenance I fear a heart attack and back away to look for means of bringing him water, but he 
throws the axe down and with a withering glance in my direction strides off. On inspection the axe does 
not appear to be damaged, but I am unshaken in my belief that all tools should be treated gently, 
especially by me. 
 
Walter's live-in girl friend Anna sometimes helps in odd jobs. She is tall, big boned, and handsome in a 
rugged way, and although on familiar terms with Walter she seems a little wary of him, which is hardly 
surprising in view of his short-temper. Walter's mum is a motherly character who bustles about 
domestically while giving good advice to anyone who will listen. Then there is old Moraynitz, a dour 
character of eighty-four years, who for all his bent old frame is capable of a good days work, as I find out 
when he, the two Polish lads Yashik and Frannik, and I are required to spend four long days scything for 
the winter's supply of hay. We work in line abreast with a steady rhythm, and oddly as it may seem, there 
is a certain pleasure in the work after the muscles recover from the initial crippling aches. Just what the 
old man's place is in the hierarchy I never discover, but he seems to work only when he is so inclined. 
Yashik and Frannik, who sleep in the stables, are unpaid slaves, but they are good humoured, spirited 
lads. Completing the menage is Maria from the Ukraine, who, with sickle in hand, is as dangerous as a 
tigress as she keeps the Polish lads at bay. 
 
I contract mumps, and the Posten takes me to a cottage hospital in Leibnitz. It is a welcome rest from the 
daily grind at the farm, but I am alone in the small ward, and with nothing to read the hours go by on 
leaden feet. Breakfast is a small roll of bread and a pat of butter. Lunch is a bowl of soup, and for supper 
bread with a tiny pat of butter and ersatz coffee. It is enough to keep body and soul together, and who am 
I to complain? If food to eat is in short supply there is no shortage of food for thought, for I see nobody 
apart from the young nurse, who retreats faster than she comes in when she brings me meals. She is a 
nice girl, with brown, trusting, innocent eyes, but is she frightened of me, or am I just the hated enemy? 
She might well think she is in danger of being raped if she believes the propaganda put out daily by the 
Deutsches Rundfunk, and hasn't Goebbels told them what barbarians we are? They are nice people here 
but I'm a pariah and not wanted. My body may be rested, but I'd rather be on the farm facing the slave-
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driver. At least I can hate him back. Don't look for peace, there is none to be found anywhere in times of 
war. Oh well, I am going out tomorrow. 
 
The Geneva Convention lays down that prisoners must be paid if they work. The Germans observe this 
rule in the deed if not in the spirit. We are paid a mark a day in Gefangenen Gelt (prisoners money). This 
is printed on bits of cheap paper like tram tickets, but with the restrictions on our movements it cannot be 
spent, and it accumulates. However, the Posten eventually agrees to take me to the village shop and after 
getting a list of the lads' requirements, we set off, with two hundred marks in my pocket. After viewing the 
goodies in the small shop I approach the shopkeeper:  
 
'Bitte, verkaufen Sie socken?' (Do you sell socks?) 
'Nur mit Zinschein.' (only with coupons) 
'Habe nicht Zinschein.' 
'Kann nicht verkaufen ohne.' (can't sell without) 
'Haben Sie Chokolade, SussStoff oder?' 
'Nur mit Zinschein.' 
'Habe nicht.' 
'Kann nicht verkaufen ohne.' 
'Was haben Sie ohne Zinschein?' 
'Ach' (scratching his head) 'Nagel schere?' 
'Wie fiel kosten?' 
'Ein Mark.' 
 
And so I return with one hundred and ninety-nine marks and a pair of nail scissors. The comments with 
which my purchase is received are not printable. 
 
Occasionally my Nazi boss loans me out to his brother, Herr Lachner, who owns a neighbouring farm. On 
the occasion of my first visit I notice a large Alsatian which eyes me with a hungry look. I give the animal a 
wide berth though I see that he is chained up, but to my misfortune I am unaware that the chain is about 
thirty yards long, and that the dog has a predilection for a tasty piece of khaki-covered rump, but I 
discover all this a little later when I pass by him, albeit at a respectable distance. The rattle of the long 
chain gives me insufficient warning, and strong teeth grip me in the round. I sit down very carefully for 
several days following the incident. It wasn't so much a case of 'laik mein Arsch' as the Austrians 
sometimes say, but more like 'bite mein Arsch'. Perhaps the dog was trained as a guard, and if so he is 
clearly an intelligent animal, for the German word for work is arbeit, pronounced ah-bite! 
 
In late summer 1942 I am sitting on a heap of bricks, scraping off mortar. Recently fire swept through the 
village, the sparks jumping from roof to thatched roof in unusually high winds. No fire-brigades here, and 
the hastily formed chain gangs passing buckets of water had little effect. Because of war-time shortages 
the bricks have to be re-cycled so here I am 'Ziegel-putzen', and after several days of this monotonous 
drudgery there seems to be no light at the end of the tunnel. The slave-driver has just been to rave at the 
slow progress, threatening to have me sent to Wolfsburg if I don't get on faster. With some difficulty I 
resist the temptation to spit in his eye, but I could do with a rest, so I slow down a bit. 
 

 
Fig 3:  Hard at work on a pile of bricks   
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In September, after the maize is harvested, a ritual takes place on each farm in turn. The cobs are piled 
up in the Stube (main room) in a huge mound, and in the evening the females of the farming community 
assemble and sit around it. They then proceed to strip off, first the leaves round the cobs, which are 
thrown into strategically placed baskets, and then the reputations of absent members of the community. 
The former are taken outside, up a ladder, and tipped into a drying frame. The latter are also ‘hung out to 
dry’.  (Archivist’s Note:  the thin tufty silks at the upper end of the seed cob were cut and rolled as a 
substitute for tobacco by some PoWs.  Sam Brearley still had some in 2008 - it smoked a bit on the hot 
and dry side!). 
 
Christmas 1942 
 
The months drag on, and another Christmas passes. The local papers are full of accounts of the valiant 
defence of Stalingrad, and the successful withdrawal to stronger positions. The heroic Wehrmacht is 
consolidating and victory is assured. But even the brainwashed local population is now having doubts, 
and news of a different story is trickling back from the Russian front. The numbers of local lads who will 
never return are increasing. We have no means of knowing the real course of the war but we sense a 
turning of the tide. 
 
Farming is no life for a musician. My hands are becoming corny, and I feel the time has come to make a 
change, for better or worse. My constant complaints of ill-health, headaches and the need for a change of 
spectacles finally bear fruit, and the Posten takes me to Stalag XVIII A Wolfsburg, my farming career 
terminated. 
 
Stalag 18A Wolfsberg 
 
On arrival at Wolfsburg I am subjected to the ritual search and then locked in a cell for the night, together 
with a prisoner returning from another working camp. We chat for a while and he takes a pair of good 
quality brown shoes from his kit. I can have them if they fit, he says, and as it happens they do. How did 
he come by them? It appears that someone he knows liberated them from a large store of clothing 
somewhere out in the sticks, but don't ask too many questions. I don't. In the morning we are let out into 
the compound and I don't run into him again, but though the shoes are physically comfortable I become 
more and more unhappy about the fate of their previous owner. A Jew? Dead men's shoes? I finally 
discard them, and take to wearing sandals bought from the Russian maker for the price of ten cigarettes. 
 
Several hundred men are cooped up here in crowded and primitive conditions. Two large old stable 
buildings, each divided into two parts by an ablution area, hold six hundred, and the rest are housed in 
wooden huts each holding thirty. The three-tiered rough-hewn bunks and the stove in the middle leave 
little room but here we boil up for our brews, eat our tiny rations, and hang up our washing. 'You'll get 
used to it,' says Martin Larkin, who invites me to become the fourth member of his 'combine’, sharing 
rations and taking turns in looking after our meagre rations and washing up. The hot water with strands of 
turnip floating in it that the Germans call soup is not worth going for, and we live on the contents of our 
Red Cross parcels and the stale bread issued. The parcels are stored by the Germans but each man has 
access to his own at set times. 
 
The several compounds of 18A are linked together by barbed wire. The gates of the various compounds 
are usually open so we are able to visit the French or the Russians and some do, for the most part to do 
small trades, occasionally for social reasons and language interest. The Russkies, however, are in a bad 
way. They have no protection as Russia was not a signatory to the Geneva Convention, and they receive 
no parcels of any kind and no post from home. Here they starve, fall sick, and with no medical attention, 
here they die. A sack is circulated daily in our own compound and we all contribute what food we can 
spare for them, but it is far too little for so many. Bad though our own conditions are, most of us will 
survive. A high proportion of the Russians will not. 
 
A substantial building has been turned into a theatre, and some musical instruments have been provided 
by the Red Cross, including a piano and a violin, on which I cannot wait to get my hands, corny though 
they are. Surprisingly, the violin is not only a good instrument but quite well fitted up and with a little 
attention is ready to be played. Futhermore no-one else wants it so for the time being I can call it mine. 
Feeling like Santa Claus has paid me a special visit, I make my way to the theatre in the evening to look 
for a quiet spot to see if my work-worn fingers remember what to do. 
 
This week the theatre is not in use and no-one appears to be in the building, so I go onto the stage and 
begin to play. Little by little my technique returns, and time stands still as I become lost in my own little 
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world of music. About 1 a.m. a tousled fellow prisoner appears from back of the stage and in a visibly 
controlled state of emotion asks me in no uncertain terms if I would kindly pack it in so he could get some 
sleep, and with a bump I come down to earth. 
 
And so I meet 'Fritz' Southworth. This gentleman, for that is what he is, had volunteered to serve his 
country at the outbreak of war, and had left the B.B.C. Symphony Orchestra to join the army. A versatile 
musician, playing viola and violin, he is a 'leading light' in 18A, and has been dubbed 'Fritz' after the 
famous violinist Fritz Kreisler. In the early days of 18A 'Fritz' was pressurised by the Germans to go to 
work in a quarry, which he resolutely refused to do. He was finally carpeted to the Komrnandant who gave 
him a choice. 'Go out to work or face a firing squad', to which he replied 'If my hands are ruined by quarry 
work I'll never be able to earn my living again in music, so you might as well shoot me now'. It was a 
dangerous way to call their bluff but the upshot (no pun intended) was that Fritz was designated the 
librarian and allowed to stay in Wolfsburg, domiciled in a small room behind the stage and the only 
occupant of the building. 
 
There are several talented musicians in Wolfsburg and as the days go by I persuade them to get together 
and band practise is organised. After a few sessions it is proposed to put the band on the stage in a 
cabaret show. The suggestion has to be submitted to a committee, elected to ensure that the theatre is 
put to the best use in an orderly manner. I am given a forward date and rehearsals begin with unbounded 
enthusiasm. Now I meet a new friend who is destined to become a leading figure in the post-war 
entertainment world of the great city of Liverpool. Ernie Mack by name, he is an actor and compere, with a 
tendency to comedy. He writes the words, I write the music, and we have a signature tune for the band, 
which we name 'The Hottentots'. Willing hands turn whatever materials are available into music stands, 
uniform dress and stage sets, and finally all is ready. The show runs for four nights to accommodate all 
the prisoners, and is so successful that plans for another show are put forward without delay. The 
entrance fee for all events is two cigarettes, which are used to bribe the Germans whose cigarettes are 
very inferior in quality to our own. In return they provide us with electric fittings for the stage, photo-graphic 
equipment and much else, the result being a continuous updating of equipment, stage effects, and ever 
increasing sophistication. Men from all walks of life are here. Electricians, carpenters, dressmakers, sign-
writers et al, and they give their skills unreservedly. Now I am involved in what I do best: arranging music, 
playing instruments, and rehearsing the band. It will do much for my sanity in the months to come. 
In the middle of the compound is a long, low construction of wood containing a long line of seats, set back 
to back, with an open trench below. This primitive arrangement is open-ended, and in wintry weather cold 
winds are channelled onto exposed flesh, but here we put the world to rights in a friendly, if somewhat rich 
ambience. 
 
We know that when on commando raids our forces have tied the hands of Germans taken prisoner in 
order to keep them out of mischief. The German high command, apparently upset by such rough 
treatment, has decreed that retaliation must be taken against all British prisoners. So we are turned out 
one day and lined up in ranks facing each other. Large balls of string are produced, given out to every 
other rank, and the men told to tie up the hands of those facing them. What follows is a complete 
shambles as the lads laughingly play ball games, cats cradle or just pretend to tie up hands. In no time 
string is tangled up everywhere. 'What a balls-up' quips someone. The goons are unable to control the 
situation and finally the whole thing is called off. A small victory but one greatly relished. 
 
By the summer of 1943 an increasing number of inmates of 18A are suffering from ill-health due primarily 
to mal-nutrition. Some have contracted diabetes, many others have lost all their teeth from lack of 
calcium. The International Red Cross provide insulin for the former, but the 'gums' will have to await 
repatriation for their dentures. 
 
Of the several hundred men here a handful have recognised jobs but the remainder, unless sick, are 
liable to be sent out to working camps, many of which have bad reputations. The result is that most of the 
men prefer the idle life here, while those in charge do their best to send them out. And so it becomes a cat 
and mouse game. Thus, one morning at 8 a.m. Appel, the Kommandant appears on parade looking for 
workers. Appel is held between the two large stable blocks each holding some 300 men. Each building is 
divided in two by a through corridor containing wash-basins with cold water taps. The turnout is a 
shambles as usual, with no-one bothering to dress decently, no semblance of discipline, and late sleepers 
being chased out of bed and the buildings by guards who go round with fixed bayonets. When Hauptmann 
Steiner arrives he usually dismisses this pretence of a check without fuss, but this morning he starts to 
question those at the end of the two untidy ranks, and the work-dodgers, realising their danger, slide out 
of the ranks and vanish into doorways or round the far end of the building, dodging the goons who have 
been stationed to prevent them doing just that. The 'parade' disintegrates and for today at least Steiner 
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has lost his prey. Fortunately this middle-aged Austrian is no jack-boot type, and after making a show of 
being angry he and his goons depart.  
 
Adjacent to the compound is an open area used for sport, mostly football, and eventually it is decided to 
hold Appel on this ground, and it becomes a more organised, international affair. Three sides of a square 
are formed, with the British on one side, the French opposite, and a third occupied by Russians and odd 
bods of various origin, the fourth being reserved for the Kommandant and his retinue. Guards front the 
lined- up ranks and when Hauptmann Steiner appears on parade it is their duty to march up to him, 
salute, and give their report. Now it so happens that the Feldwebel (sergeant) fronting the British this 
morning is a squat, rather un-gainly figure of a man with pronounced 'Duck's Disease', and a gravelly 
voice, to boot. He marches (or to be more precise waddles) up to Steiner, and as he begins to give his 
report a wag in our ranks begins 'quacking' in unison with him. Others around him join in and in seconds 
the whole parade takes it up and the air is filled with a chorus of hundreds of Donald Duck quackers, their 
owners doubled up or falling about with hilarity. For a few moments Steiner struggles to keep a straight 
face, then he too shakes with mirth. This is a man with a sense of humour, and we warm to him, but not 
surprisingly the Feldwebel never appears on parade again. 
 
Once a year in the summer we have to deal with the bed-bugs. These repulsive creatures form colonies in 
the joints of the wooden structures on which we sleep. They are the size of marbles, fat and grey, and 
though not directly a threat to our persons they could carry germs, so we pull the joints apart and burn 
them out with tapers. Ugh! We can do nothing about the rats which scamper about at night. 
 
 

   
 
 

 
 
 

Fig 4a, b & c:  Max Mouna and the Wolfsberg Hottentots 
 . . . 1944 . . . 
 
At last the promised Allied landings have taken place and there is much excitement here in Wolfsberg as 
the news is read out. Overhead the Flying Fortresses increase in numbers daily, and the Russians are at 
the gates of Warsaw. Those coming in from working camps tell of mounting anxiety in the population and 
increasing shortages everywhere. The fear of the advancing Russian armies is palpable and the Germans 
here are getting more edgy as the days pass. They bring in Alsatians on leads when the planes are 
overhead, and we are ordered to stay indoors. If we do not readily comply they release the dogs and then 
there is a scramble for safety. 
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The location of our two radios, frequently searched for by the Germans, is a closely guarded secret. 
These searches are carried out by Majore Schafer, who is a Nazi, and it seems that Kommandant Steiner 
has no control over him. He comes into the compound with his chosen gang of thugs and they turn over 
all our belongings. Few prisoners have much more than the food provided by the Red Cross, but anything 
other than that, such as small amounts of flour, potatoes, or beans, for which precious cigarettes have 
changed hands in the French compound or elsewhere, is confiscated. But they do not find the radios, one 
of which is located behind a loose brick at the base of a wall. When the goons come in to search the radio 
is eased by someone's foot into the boiler room the other side, and when the boiler room is searched 
someone else's foot eases it back again. Fortunately they never search in both places at the same time, 
and the news from London is read out every day in every building. 
 
To relieve the boredom of life in Stalag 18A we have plays, variety shows, lectures, study groups, and a 
debating society. Even so, the days are long and tedious, so an ambitious undertaking has been planned, 
for which preparations have been under way for weeks, keeping many hands busy. The intention is to 
hold a Roman Holiday on a fine day in August on the open ground common to all nationalities. At last the 
day arrives, and led by the band the procession leaves the British compound and proceeds down the 
central way to its destination, passing the Russian compound on its left. After the band comes the 
elephant, followed by Nubians, heavily clogged 'ballet girls', beautiful ladies (of the male variety) and 
legionnaires. The procession reaches the Coliseum where Caesar is enthroned, and the afternoon passes 
with speeches about praising him instead of burying him, gladiator duels, and fierce battles with Ancient 
Britons, one of whom gets a ducking. The uniforms and equipment have been fashioned from paper and 
cardboard of Red Cross parcels and other oddments. 
 
(Dad would certainly have attended and enjoyed this magnificent spectacle if he had been in the Camp at 
the time - though he might have been out on the farm.  It would be nice to think that all the local Arbiets 
parties were given the day off and brought in for the ‘holiday’ celebrations.  It was obviously a beautiful 
Austrian summer’s day, and these delightful photographs record a rare and happy occasion.  A credit to 
creative ingenuity and bold spirit.  They also give some idea of the layout within the camp and views of the 
surrounding mountain ranges that Dad would have been all too familiar with over the years.) 
 
On this occasion Hauptmann Steiner has been helpful. He has allowed the two horses and cart to be 
borrowed from a local farmer, and during the afternoon he mingles with the spectators, even buying a 
programme with real money, though he must know that such is forbidden to prisoners. Steiner is by 
German standards easy-going, and in other circumstances would probably be a decent, likeable, and 
friendly man, though in the nature of his job he cannot appear so. Occasionally he puts on a show of 
discipline and reads the riot act, but mercifully turns a blind eye to much of what goes on. 

 

 
 

The Band leads the Parade - led by Ken Willmott - past the Russian compound - 
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- followed by the elephant -  
 

 
 

- a Nubian-powered carriage - 
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 - a borrowed coach and pair of greys, with dancing ‘girls’ -  
 
 

 
 

 - and beautiful ‘ladies’ - 
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 - Legionnaires - 
 
 
 

 
 

- and an Ancient Brit who gets a ducking 
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Much enjoyed by all - including Kommandant Hauptmann Steiner 
 

 
The 'Roman Holiday' over, life in this wretched place struggles on. Stalag 18A has been extended to 
receive Italians from the Balkans, who have laid down their arms following the fall of Italy, and are now 
prisoners like ourselves. 
 
The dark greenery of the distant mountains is a constant reminder that there is a different world out there. 
Here the earth beneath our feet changes with the seasons, mud in winter, dry in summer (except when it 
rains) and now turning dusty as we walk round the crowded compound.  
 
As the planes fly overhead in ever-increasing numbers we wave to them, sometimes with towels. The 
Germans don't like it and have given orders to stay indoors at such times, but with the Allies now on the 
move the mood of prisoners is changing and no-one pays any attention, though a look-out is always kept 
for trouble. Today Harry is on the watch by the wire, and he is holding up his hand. That means Schafer is 
on the war-path and heading this way. Now he comes into the compound and this time his three goons 
have Alsatians with them. An air raid is in progress and they order us inside. 'Hinein, aIle' they shout. The 
dogs are straining at their leashes, but there is a sense of defiance today and many do not comply, 
though the dogs are given a wide berth. Schafer gives an order to the dog-handlers, who bend to release 
their charges, and as the dogs bound forward courage dissipates in a scramble for safety. I run inside and 
close the door in the nick of time, and hear the scraping of paws on the other side. How we hate that 
loose cannon of the S.S. Majore Schafer. 
 
In this fourth year of our loss of freedom previous life seems remote, unreal as a fading dream, the 
images eluding as we clutch at them. Once upon a time there were clean sheets and soft pillows, carpets 
and furniture. Indoor lavatories with privacy. No rats scavenging at night around us as we try to sleep, 
layer upon layer and row upon row, some sleeping, some snoring, some lying awake in loneliness of 
thought. Of what? Of freedom, feminine company, and family life? Holidays by the sea, the happy days of 
youth, or perhaps just of proper, well-cooked meals? For the sake of sanity it is unwise to dwell too long 
on such thoughts. 
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The Padre 
 
The religious needs of 18A's inmates are taken care of by Padre John Ledgerwood. This tall and lanky 
Australian holds an open-air service on Sundays when he is in Wolfsberg. Always helpful and 
encouraging, he is popular and much respected by prisoners, who look to him for guidance and support. 
His calling gives him a limited amount of freedom in order to visit outlying working camps, always under 
the watchful eye of the Germans, and when he is in Wolfsberg he has a small room and a degree of 
privacy denied to the rest of us, all of which is a great help, for there is more to the Padre than meets the 
(German) eye. He presides over the escape committee and helps to hide those who are in trouble with the 
Germans. We know that he keeps a diary and intends to write it up for publication after the war. 
 
Recently he helped a young prisoner bent on escaping by having him dressed as a girl. How he got the 
good-looking lad out of the camp is a mystery but as the story goes Leslie Smith, (now call yourself Lesa 
Schmitt said the Padre) had got a mile or so out of Wolfsberg when he passed a group of prisoners 
working by the road, from whom he collected some wolf-whistles. They were very surprised when he 
turned and hissed 'knock it off you idiots,' but the damage was done. The guard's attention had been 
drawn and he, evidently a man with Romeo tendencies, approached Les and tried to chat him up. Les's 
atrocious German delivered in falsetto was his undoing and an hour later he was back in the slammer for 
fourteen days on bread and water.  Well, not quite, because the corruptible goons were persuaded to look 
the other way while Les was slipped a few supplementaries during his punishment. 
 
Man of Confidence 
 
Every working camp has it's 'Man of Confidence,' usually someone who has at least a smattering of the 
German language. In Wolfsberg Joe Gretton is the 'Chief M.o.C.'   Hauptmann Steiner depends on him as 
an interpreter (Dolmetsch) to our considerable advantage and sometimes amusement. Every man fit 
enough to work is liable to be sent to a working camp, and every so often Steiner makes a check to find 
them, and for this he is dependant on Joe, who in his 'office' by the Kommandantura keeps a card record 
of every inmate. Some have recognised jobs, and some are sick, but many have no reason or excuse for 
being here and are vulnerable. But Joe arranges the cards so that those of us involved in theatre 
productions escape the net.  We are listed as sick, or have fictitious camp jobs, and thereby hangs a tale 
 . . .  
 
. . . Everyone having been turned out of the compound Steiner, accompanied by Joe, walks round on an 
inspection. Entering the boiler room Steiner sees two leading lights of the theatre, the Two Ernies (Ernie 
Mac and Ernie Carroll). He turns to Joe: "Was macht diese Leute?" (What are they doing here?). Joe 
explains that they are caretakers, but Steiner is sceptical. "Ach Ja? Auf welche Befehl?" (Oh yes? On 
whose orders?"). Joe, equal to the occasion, has his answer ready: "Why you signed the order, Herr 
Commandant." "Ach so, dann ist gut." Steiner is no body's fool, but no more is heard of the matter. At a 
guess, Steiner has a quiet chuckle. 
 
Late summer, 1944 . . . 
 
The large stable we inhabit, once the home of forty horses, becomes more than ever crowded, and the 
rats get ever bolder. We hear them at night rustling for food in the boxes we keep by us. They are the only 
other living creatures here. Even the birds shun this God-forsaken place. The top of the brick stove in the 
middle of the stable is packed tight with our dixie-cans, and we brew  up several times a day. Those who 
live on the top of the three-tiered constructions which serve as bunks are on a level with the hanging 
washing drying around them, and since there is never enough room for everyone's washing at any one 
time it seems to be permanently in place. 
 
Daily we crowd round the newsreader who goes to every building and hut after the one o'clock news from 
the B.B.C. and we avidly follow the progress of the war, currently the battle of Cassino, the unrelenting 
advance of the Russian armies under Generals Zhukov and Rossakovsky, and the break through in 
France, raising hopes for release soon and return home. Hopes which will not be realised for many 
months yet. In the meantime the daily issue of bread has been reduced to small hard-baked field packs. 
Reserves of Red Cross parcels and cigarettes are dwindling and further supplies are not getting through 
as the German railway system crumbles under the daily onslaught. In the months to come we shall be 
less able to help our Russian neighbours, though heaven knows it is little enough at the best of times. If 
the outlook is bleak for us it is already desperate for them and if the war drags on through another winter 
few will survive. 
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September 1944 
 
Max Mouna has been in the hospital block for several days, and the word is that nothing can be done for 
him.  He has irreversible cancer.  Those who know this gentle, unassuming, and gifted young man are 
devastated.  It is understood that every effort will be made to have him repatriated, but Max deteriorates 
as the days and weeks go by and nothing happens.  By the end of August he is a gaunt shadow and by 
mid-September he is dead.  It is said that the International Red Cross would have arranged to fly him 
home but the Germans refused to release him.  The truth of the matter is unknown to the writer. 
 

 
 

The Auditorium, August 1944 (Tim Sayward foreground, Max Mouna 3rd from left, rear) 
 
Late Autumn, 1944 . . . 
 
Christmas is only four weeks away when Glamorous Night is staged. The hard work put in is well 
rewarded, for no West End performance ever had more rapturous applause from capacity audiences. 
After four memorable nights the final curtain turns out to be very final indeed, for an hour later the whole 
building goes up in flames, an all-consuming spectacular disaster. Scarcely have we adjusted to this 
calamity when a much worse disaster occurs. About one o'clock on the 18th December, having decided to 
give violin practise a miss for once, I am in the stable block drinking tea when a string of bombs descends 
on the compounds, dropped by our American friends. A near miss on the stables shakes the building and 
sends objects flying, but when the dust settles we emerge to see what damage has been done. The 
hospital, no more than a collection of wooden huts in the middle of the compound, has received a direct 
hit, and a section has collapsed like a pack of cards. Beneath the pile come muffled cries for help and we 
tear at the boards with our hands, but the cries fade and die even as we work, and there are no survivors. 
In the centre of the deep crater lies the mangled dentist's chair. Between eighty and a hundred men have 
lost their lives today, including fifteen in the British compound, but most of the bombs fell on the Polish 
compound and the unfortunate Poles suffered the heaviest casualties. 
 
Christmas 1944  . . . and the New Year . . .  come and go without ceremony. Once again we must tighten 
our belts now that reserves of Red Cross parcels are exhausted. Very few men have any cigarettes left, 
so smokers are deprived and we can no longer trade. It seems inconceivable that the war can drag on 
much longer. The pall of uncertainty and the population's fear of the immediate future is apparent by the 
reactions of the guards and prisoners returning to Wolfsburg. I see one such whose face is vaguely 
familiar (a 4th Hussar?) poking around desperately and fruitlessly for scraps of food. He tells me that he 
has just returned from a working camp, and frightened people in the sticks are hoarding what they have 
against increasingly severe shortages. 
 
The Germans have been persuaded to allow us to dig trenches outside the camp wire, and additional 
gates are constructed on the perimeter to allow for quick exiting when the sirens go. Many hours in the 
sunny days of this unusually mild winter are spent around the trenches, watching the unopposed armada 
overhead. 
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Spring 1945 . . . 
 
Through the gates we see refugees from the east heading westward. At first a trickle; as the days go by it 
becomes a stream, an finally a flood, the road packed with vehicles of all kinds, families on the move 
ahead of the relentless Russian advance. Farm carts, sorry nags, pale bleak faces, stooping figures, 
salvaged possessions, handcarts, old bicycles. Where are they heading? Somewhere. Anywhere. The 
sense of defeat and hopelessness hangs in the air around this slow-moving endless mass of misery.  
 
The March to Freedom 
 
April 1945. The gates of 18A are opened and in batches of 100 we are turned out to begin the trek to the 
west, leaving behind in Wolfsburg only the sick and medical staff. Some of the remaining Red Cross 
supplies are shared out, enough to keep us going for a day or two with care. 
 
An ageing and consumptive guard accompanies us. He is a conscripted Czech, and his thin body is 
racked with frequent bouts of coughing. The poor fellow has difficulty keeping up, so he is happy to let us 
relieve him of his rifle. Freedom in the open countryside is heady but it is not easy going after being 
cooped up for so long, and we stop several times for a brew up, not sparing fencing if it is needed for 
firewood. After covering about fourteen miles we have had enough, and late in the afternoon it is a relief to 
relax on straw in a large barn. The occupants of the farmhouse, if any, do not put in an appearance. They 
are probably terrified at the invasion of so many soldiers of unknown identity, and understandably so. 
After a brew up I wander into a nearby hen-coop and see a sitting hen. It eyes me warily but I give it 
soothing noises and stand guard protectively. Ten minutes later the grateful bird rewards me, but soon is 
watching with beady eyes as I guiltily consume it's offspring. It ignores my excuse of pressing need and 
stalks off clucking indignantly, it's head poking back and forth in disgust.  
 

 
Ken’s map of the march to Markt Pongau (now St Johann im Pongau) 

 
Day after day we trudge on. Never was the advice 'go west, young man' more applicable than at this time. 
The euphoria of freedom and anticipation of home-coming keeps up spirits and gives added strength to 
tired bodies and aching limbs. What matter that food is in short supply and must be carefully eked out, or 
that living is rough? Who cares that feet are ill-clad and sore? Anything could happen in these uncertain 
times, but trees and grass were never greener, and the sun never shone more warmly. A short distance 
away a train waits in a country station, engine lightly steaming. Suddenly, out of the blue a fighter-bomber 
swoops down, and scores a direct hit on the engine with spectacular results. 
 
We pass a group of black uniformed S.S. still carrying side-arms and they glare at us darkly, but the fight 
has gone out of them, and they look anxious, as well they might. Far ahead are the dark shapes of the 
mountains in the direction of Salzburg. A light Storck plane can be seen as it approaches the mountains, 
reaches them, circles around, slowly descends and finally drops out of sight. With the war now in its last 
throes, it has to be bringing a high-ranking Nazi to a last refuge. (Archivist’s Note:  Hitler had his own 
reasons for wanting to bring PoWs into the approaches to Berchtesgaden - as a human shield.) 
 

Berchtesgaden 
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Markt Pongau - the end of the line 
 
On the fifteenth day we come to our last camp at a place called Markt Pongau, just outside Salzburg (40 
km). Hundreds of prisoners are converging to this area and it is clear that the war is over if not yet in 
name. Close by is a train full of refugee children from Berlin. I wander over and make the acquaintance of 
one of the adults in charge, who turns out to be a music teacher. We sit in a compartment and discuss this 
common interest warmly. Suddenly a bell rings out. "Ach, Essen," he says, jumping up to reach down his 
dixie-can from the luggage rack. "Only meal of the day, musn't miss it," he says as he dashes out to join 
the queue, leaving me alone with Beethoven and Co.  
 
Tents have appeared from somewhere, but they are designed to hold four and there are not enough to go 
round. Ten of us manage to squeeze in at night but legs are poking out in all directions and footwear has 
to stay outside. It is cold up here in the hills during the night and it snows. Legs and feet are frozen, and in 
the morning boots are full of snow, but who cares, the war is over. The guards have vanished, and a radio 
has been hoisted high, loudly broadcasting the B.B.C. 
 
Now we are in limbo, awaiting the arrival of liberators. With no restrictions I go walk-about with a friend, 
and come by a cottage. An elderly couple are outside and I say hallo. Their faces show their anxiety, and 
the lady is wringing her hands. "Krieg ist aus, fertig," (The war is over).  I tell her. "Aber wie wirt es, wie 
wirt es?" (But what will happen to us?) she cries shrilly and tearfully. I have no answer to calm her fears. 
We walk on. A Wehrmacht admin vehicle has been abandoned by the road, and out of its open back 
doors bundles of books, records, and scattered sheets of paper lie tumbled around. A little further on two 
S.S. soldiers are trying to repair a motorcycle. They are armed still and look at us with unfathomable 
expressions. This is still no-mans-land and anything could happen. We ignore them and walk past, with a 
sigh of relief when out of range. 
 
Another night in the crowded tents, and in the morning sunshine a GI is walking back and forth on sentry-
go, and everything is happening. K-rations and tents are distributed and I move to new surrounds in an 
adjacent field. Close by is a large barn-like building, shuttered and locked up. Curiosity impels me to 
investigate and I break in, to find it is a dump of food. Here in this land of severe shortages is a veritable 
treasure house of food, and apparently no-one knows about it. I liberate some bags of sugar, make some 
toffee, and set it out on a make-shift table by the tent. A small boy is hovering around and I send him to 
fetch his pals for a treat. Several arrive and stand uncertainly in a group a few paces away. I know they 
have seen no sweets for a long time and are probably hungry. When I tell them to come forward and help 
themselves I am nearly bowled over in the rush.  
 
In the afternoon I go for a walk and come to a somewhat isolated village shop displaying a violin in the 
window. I go in and the shopkeeper comes through a curtain. "Ja?" "Wie viel fur die geige?" (How much is 
the violin?). He shakes his head "Nicht zu verkaufen." (Not for sale). I go back to my tent, pick up a bag of 
sugar, and returning to the shop put it on the counter. Without a word the shopkeeper takes the violin out 
of the window, puts it on the counter, and disappears with the sugar. 
 
Back in the field a coffee stall is erected nearby and a busty Mae West type appears behind the counter 
adorned with a tall Uncle Sam hat, Davy Crockett leathers and medals of all kinds. "C'mon boys, it's all 
free from Uncle Sam," she cries as we stand wide-eyed and tongue-tied. She is a revelation to men who 
have been incarcerated for so long. 
 
Ten days later we are on our way home as our American friends take us by truck to a Salzburg airfield. 
The sky is overcast, the town grey and deserted, as surely the population must feel at this time. The 
airfield is littered with wrecked remnants of Goering's once mighty Luftwaffe. A Dakota transport plane 
takes us to Rheims, to be deloused and fed, and the next day, from the gun-tower of a crowded Lancaster 
bomber I am looking down at the white cliffs of Dover. (How fast beats the heart!) The dreams of four long 
years are at last realised, and there is not a dry eye as we set foot once again on 'This blessed plot, this 
earth, this realm, this England.' 
 
We have come home.  
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Padre Ledgerwood at the grave of Private Richmond Gerrard, 28 Btn 2NZEF, died 24 March 1942 
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