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"GO SLOW IN BELGIUM"

A BELGIAN FACTORY WORKER

Following is the script of this evening’s 6 o’clock postscript:-

When the Germans came into Belgium, they made me go and work for them in a big
service depot for German cars and lorries. Most of our jobs were cars coming from

Germany to the Coast which had broken down. There were a lot of very big lorries,

long distance vans, towing two or three waggons which belonged to the German rail-

ways. They carried troops, ammunition, drums of petrol, and there were special ones

carrying aeroplanes. They used to send flat barges up on them too.

When I left Belgium - eight months ago, conditions in the factory were not too

bad - the Germans were still trying to persuade the Belgians that it’s a good thing
to be under German rule. We used to start at seven in the morning, and finish at

six o’clock, with half an hour for dinners.

The foremen were all Germans, and several of the older ones used to say how they

wished they could get back to their families in Germany. The manager was a man who

had been an aviator in the last war. He seemed a decent sort of chap, and spoke very

good English and French. Some of the German foremen could be pretty brutal if any-

thing went wrong; but on the whole as long as we behaved ourselves, or seemed to

behave ourselves, the Manager treated us fairly well. They didn’t bother very much

about our conditions. Our greatest trial was the cold - and when we could bear it no

longer, we said that we wouldn’t work unless they put fireplaces in. They did put
some in then, but not nearly enough. Perhaps they thought we could have kept warm if

we’d worked harder - we could all have done five times as much work if we’d wanted to.

The foreman would give you a job, and we’d just set about it as though it didn’t

matter whether you took three days or three weeks.

One of the times the Germans really got angry was when it was discovered that five

bottles of cognac had been stolen from a car. The Gestapo came and we were all lined

up and questioned. One man was suspected and they searched his house. They didn’t

find any cognac, but they did find some coke which he’d stolen from the factory. We

never saw or heard of that man again. He disappeared.

There’s not much you can do directly against a strong enemy in control of your

country, but there’s a lot of things you can do to make yourself a nuisance in little

ways - and they all give trouble. We were always searching round in the vans, and

pinched anything we could lay our hands on. Even if it was only a handful of ammuni-

tion, we used to think, "Well, that’s five rounds less for the Germans." Once we

emptied some bottles of white wine and filled them with the acid we used for the

batteries, corked them up carefully and put them back in the car where we found them.

I’ve often wondered how Jerry enjoyed that little drink.

At nights, some of us used to stay behind after the lights were put out and creep

under the cars and open the petrol taps. The petrol would drip steadily all night and

the morning the tank would be empty. We used to break as many lamps as we could,

and, of course, if we took a car or lorry out for trial, we took good care that the

tank was empty when we brought the oar back. The Germans had plenty of other difficul-

ties. Often their cars and lorries had to stand about for three or four months waiting

for spare parts and tyres.

I got extra food coupons because I was working for the Germans, and my father got
them because he was an invalid. And we were earning good money. This sounds all right

on paper, but it doesn’t mean a thing in the shop - it’s no use having plenty of money

and plenty of coupons when the stuff isn’t there to buy. At dinner time, in the fac-

tory, all the talk round the fireplaces was about the British - how we would get our

revenge when they came back. We talked about the B.B.C. news, and we knew that what

they said about Belgium was true. The sight of the British, bombers flying over our

village gave us hope and confidence. We often used to watch them and wish them luck,

and wish, too, that they could land and take us all home with them. The Germans were

rather funny. They tried to be nice, clicking their heels and wishing us "good morning."

And they sent their crack troops running through the streets in the early morning, sing-

ing at the top of their voices about bombs on England, trying to convince us that they

are unbeatable. They even tried to persuade the young boys that they would be far better

off working in Germany. We just laughed at them, and said, "Wait till the British come

back.”
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