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Thanks for all contributions, these are very well 
received, I will endeavour to get them in within the 
limited space available.   Terry Francis (Editor)  

newsletter@westwoldsu3a.org 

Chairman Thoughts 
Dear Members 
 
What am I thinking about at the moment? I’m 
thinking that since the pandemic began and all of us 
went into lockdown we have been re-evaluating our 
lifestyles. In many cases our social circles have been 
decreasing and we’re circling the wagons. Within 
our U3A we have seen fewer hits on the website 
and the interactions with members has decreased. 
That said, the positive responses we had from 
members during the renewal period has been very 
gratifying. 
 

Technology Keeps Us Together 
Another obvious change is the use of technology to 
keep in touch. Prior to March most of us thought 
“Zoom” was something you could do on a camera, 
not a means of meeting friends and colleagues. Prior 
to Zoom I was happy to use Skype but preferred to 
meet in person. Now Zoom is used as the word to 
describe video conferencing in the same way 
Hoover is used to describe vacuum cleaning, but 
what about all those people who are not sure about 
using technology? As time passes those not using 
the internet are becoming disenfranchised and 
unable to conduct their daily lives. It seems the 
advent of Covid-19 has accelerated the onset of 
online services. More banks are closing and online 
shopping is the way forward.  
If you feel you are at a disadvantage in this skill 
area then please get in contact and we will do our 
best to signpost you to ways of learning about the 
online world. 
 

West Wolds AGM 
As a charity we are required by law to hold an 
Annual General Meeting. We could delay it for six 
months, however the committee is of the opinion 
the best way is to do this via an online voting form. 
We have asked the Group Convenors to Propose 
and/or Second the key documents and these will be 
circulated to the complete membership online and 

by post to those who have not supplied an email 
address. We need you all to participate in the vote 
by the closing date of midnight on 12 November. It 
should take less than 2 minutes to complete and 
couldn’t be easier. 
 

The Future of West Wolds U3A 
The running of our organisation depends on a small 
core of people, some of who have been involved in 
key roles for many years. Currently we have seven 
committee members three of whom wanted to stand 
down in November, however with so few people 
coming forward to participate they have decided to 
remain until we can find replacements. Would you 
be prepared to be co-opted onto the committee? We 
are looking for members who have good computer 
skills to help run the Beacon database system, 
specifically membership and finance. I don’t think 
we are at the stage of having to close down our U3A 
but without sufficient support that will be the worst 
case outcome. 
 
And Finally… 
We still have a number of groups meeting via Zoom 
and many of our members have learned new skills 
as a consequence of Covid-19. Long may we all 
continue to learn new skills. 
 
Steve McCarthy—Acting Chairman 
 

The Digital Photography Group’s  
Monthly Challenges 

 
The Digital Photography group remains active 
despite the virus lockdown … 

How has your interest group managed to cope 
during this year’s troubled times? The Digital 
Photography group’s members have remained 
active despite not being able to meet for the 
fortnightly chat and to take a look at what members 
have been up to with their cameras.  We have 
maintained a programme of monthly Challenges, to 
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stimulate our minds and our lenses, and the results 
of these have been posted each month on our 
Gallery of images, which we invite you to look at 
when you have the chance.  Just visit the West 
Wolds U3A website and go to Interest Groups – 
Arts & Crafts – Digital Photography. You can see 
the images which we have taken under each subject 
heading, and by moving your mouse over any 
image, you will see the initials of who took it, and 
the title where it has been given one. 

The first theme in September was Autumn/Harvest. 

The second theme of last month’s subjects was 
Monochrome – in other words, not the colour photo 
which is so widely accepted nowadays, whereas 
when most of us were young ‘snappers’ colour was 
for the rich ones!  I happen to think that black and 
white (or shades thereof, eg sepia), can be 
sometimes far more eye-catching for certain 

subjects, and possibly more effective.  See what you 
think. 

Happy Browsing, and we hope you enjoy the 
various photos which members have been 
stimulated to take.  We hope you like what you see, 
and perhaps it might give your some inspiration for 
when you are out and about as well.  You might 
also like to join our group. 

Brian Ward. 

 

SOVIET  TANKS  IN PARTSCHENDORF  
(Joe Willisch’s Father’s story) 

 
The short but fierce battle in the village lasted well 
into the night.  The German infantry was 
outnumbered and overwhelmed by the numerous 
T34 tanks and their accompanying grenadiers.  
After Franz and I had thrown our rifles, 
ammunition and hand grenades into the river, we 
were hiding in our root cellar.  Breathless and 
shaken, we badly needed a slug of slivovitz.  
Outside there was a lot of shouting, banging and 
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shooting.  We talked and wondered about the fate 
of our wives and what the morning would bring.  
And we must have slept a bit. 
 
Early in the morning, as I came out from the cellar, 
the first thing I saw was that the front door of our 
house was wide open.  All sort of household debris 
was scattered about.  Inside all was just chaos, 
mindless vandalism.  Outside, the stable doors had 
been opened; the animals were wandering aimlessly 
around.  Franz helped me to put some sort of order 
into this mayhem and I set about to milk the cows 
as usual.  Apparently, the Nazi administrators, the 
Mayor and his SS guards had left before the first 
shot was fired.  The surviving, defeated German 
soldiers retreated, leaving all their equipment 
behind. 
 
The two of us were having a late breakfast, made up 
from what we could find, when with shouts and 
brandishing guns, Russian soldiers ordered us:  
“Rucky verch”, (hands up).  They were looking for 
weapons.  If they found any, everyone in that house 
was shot.  And the soldiers were furious and 
intimidating, because they could not find any 
women; even after searching every house.  Tanks 
and soldiers were everywhere; looting, ransacking 
and stealing; they had free reign.  The whole village 
looked like a battlefield.  Dead soldiers, friend and 
foe, dead animals and household goods were 
scattered about. 
 
All the remaining men in the village were rounded 
up and herded into the school playing field.  Here, 
the feared local self-styled militia, the “Vybor”, who 
had suddenly appeared from nowhere, made us sit 
down on the grass, with our hands joined at the 
back of our head.  It seemed like ages that we were 
like this.  If anyone moved his hands, he got a kick 
with a rifle butt.  It really was very painful.  I felt 
that I would not be able to carry on much longer. 
Franz was also suffering beside me.   

Two local communist party members, who had 
been employed in the Baron’s estate offices, 
accompanied by a group of militia men, walked 
slowly along the line of sitting men.  They pointed a 
finger at any person who had been a Nazi Party 
member, or someone who had denounced 
communist party members to the authorities.  The 
marked men were dragged up, stood against the 
school wall and shot.  We had to throw 27 bodies 
into the village’s cesspit.  The Russian soldiers just 
stood and looked on.  Seeing and doing all this 
made me feel really nauseous; I was sweating and I 
was shaking like a leaf.  At that moment I was truly 
terrified!  I raced all the way home and sought 
shelter in the cellar.  Karl soon joined me there.  We 
sat there, just looking at one another, when hoarsely 
I asked:  “Whatever comes next”?  Two days after 
the battle and the massacre, the soldiers and the 
tanks moved out; leaving us subdued men and a 
plundered village behind. 
 
Karl could not go to work, the trains were not 
running.  I suppose out of habit, we did the farm 
chores and we tried to tidy our houses.  The village 
shop had been completely cleared out and had been 
vandalised.  Russian soldiers shot the owner of the 
neighbouring hotel, “The Peter Hof”, when he tried 
to stop them from looting his wine cellar.  We had 
enough to eat, but we wondered how the men who 
were not farmers were coping; so we tried to help 
out where we could. 
 
It was made widely known, that a former local 
Concentration Camp Inmate from the camp in 
Terezin had assumed the role as village mayor.  He 
was assisted and sheltered by the guns of that local 
band of Vybor militia men.  I can’t even remember 
his name.  But I must admit, he did try hard to get 
village life going again, with very few and scanty 
resources available ; - like organising transport for 
our milk to the dairy.  Now that the state owned 
everything, we were just workers, whom he could 
use at will. 
 
It was 15 days, since the wagon train with our 
women and children had left.  To me it seemed like 
a lifetime.  For some time now, we have not seen 
any Soviet soldiers.  One afternoon, Franz came 
running across, shouting:  “The wagon train, our 
women and children are coming back”!  Both of us, 
with many more men were running over the debris 
on the road to the square in front of the church.  I 
shouted for joy as I saw my Steffi sitting on her 
driving seat.  I got there before she could step down.  
I lifted her to the ground and silently we clung 
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How to Subscribe on the West Wolds website to receive 
updates and notice of New Posts by email. 

Opening the West Wolds website homepage, look for the area shown on 
the right.. Enter your email address and click on the ‘Receive Updates’ 
button. You will receive an email from Wordpress, which refers you to 
opening your account. Make sure you click the link shown. 

together; as if I did not want to let her go again.  All 
round us was joy, weeping and kissing.  All the 
women looked tired, dispirited and slightly 
unkempt.  Amid kisses, Steffi called out: “Thank 
God we are alive and together again”!  Now I saw 
those two skeletal ponies in the wagon’s traces.  
“Steffi, whatever happened to our beautiful 
horses”?  She replied:  “Let us go home first and 
then talk. I am sure there is a lot for us to sort out”. 
 
Mitzi, Karl and Wanda, our neighbours, collected 
their bundles, hugged and thanked us, then went 
happily to their home.  Hilda and her 3 children, 
stood beside their bundles, looking uncertainly at 
me.  She started to cry, came over to me, hugged me 

and chokingly said: “Thank you, thank you so 
much”.   The children were clinging to Steffi’s skirts.  
I told Hilda: “If your house is damaged, or if you 
have no food, come back here, we will look after 
you.”  I stabled those two tired ponies; I fed and 
watered them and I talked to them, saying: “I will 
soon get some flesh back on to your ribs”.  And I 
thought about our poor horses, whoever would be 
looking after them now? That night, blissfully and 
happy, the two of us slept again in our bed.  It 
seemed to be a miracle that we were still alive and 
back together. 
                                                                                                      
J.Willisch 
 

EVACUEES WANTED 
 

I have been collecting World War II Evacuee stories 
for five years to publish a book, so Evacuees can 

read about people in their situations.  
 

If you would like to contribute your own, parents’ 
or grandparents’ memories, you will receive 1 

complimentary copy. 
  

I will be pleased to hear from you. 
Heather Barrett 01673 84 9393 
bruin10@spitfire24.plus.com 

Lockdown Woes 

Another day dawns in Covid world, 

I’ve dug the garden, the soil I’ve hurled, 

I’ve read books until my eyes are sore, 

Puzzles and quizzes have been done galore. 

 

What to do to keep myself busy, 

I could try knitting, but I’d get in a tizzy, 

I could go for a walk, but it seems to be raining, 

And baking a cake is really quite draining. 

 

I think I might phone a friend for a chat, 

Or turn on the computer, or brush the cat, 

Then maybe I’ll sit and think all is OK, 

I’m happy and healthy at the end of the day. 

Julia Francis 

Len, Vic, Stan and dad evacuated at Ticknill  


