


On behalf of The Cambridge Russian-Speaking Society we 
cordially invite you to mark the 75th anniversary of VE day 
and Remembrance Day 2020!

Over the years of our charitable work in the UK we have had 
the pleasure and honour to get to know our local heroes – 
veterans of the Second World War, who eventually became 
part of our communal family.

We would like to use this opportunity to introduce them to 
you, many of whom, as you will see, took an active part in 
Arctic convoys. You can read their short autobiographies 
and view photographs of “our” veterans in the first half 
of this booklet called “Second World War Veterans in 
Britain” pp 3-20.

Second part – “Living Memories of the Second World War” 
pp 21-43 – is a collection of stories contributed by  members 
of our Cambridge Russian-Speaking community – from 
fascinating personal recollections of the war years to fond 
memories of their family members, who experienced the 
Second World War first hand – during the Blitz bombings, 
whilst serving in the Royal Air Force or fighting selflessly on 

the Eastern Front – on land, sea and in the air.

We are most grateful to all contributors who helped 
to bring this publication to life; veterans, their family 
members, members of CamRuSS who kindly prepared 
their stories, CamRuSS volunteers, designer, printers and 
Cambridge City Council, whose VE Day Community Grant 
was essential in realising this project.

Please join us in marking this seminal anniversary, 
celebrating the remarkable members of our community 
and keeping memories alive. 

With warm regards,
CamRuSS

11  November 2020
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My dear friends at the Cambridge Russian-Speaking Society,

Thank you so much for your lovely get well card. Your good wishes kept me sane 
during some of the darkest moments of my life.

This outbreak of coronavirus is causing havoc and disruption in our lives but it 
will never do anything to spoil the love and friendship which exists between us.

I will miss attending the various anniversaries taking place during 2020 but my 
main aim at present is to regain my good health and celebrate my 97th birthday 
in September! And hope very much that we meet again in the not too distant 
future.

I treasure our friendship very much and send my best wishes to you all.
                                                                                        Love,

                                                                          Jimmy (James) Baynes

February 2020

Jimmy Baynes passed away in late July 2020, about a month before his 97th birthday. Our thoughts are with his 
family, widow Maureen and daughter Geraldine.  We will always treasure memories of the time we spent with Jimmy. 
You can read about him on p.15.
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All the veterans 
mentioned here were 
presented the Ushakov 
Medal, a Soviet military 
award created in 1944 
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Russian admiral Fyodor 
Ushakov who never lost a 
battle and was proclaimed 
patron saint of the 
Russian Navy.

2



Image: Feliks Topolski, Archangel 1941
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The convoys experienced a heavy setback in July 
1942 when they suffered a week of heavy attacks by 
the Germans. Convoy PQ17 was almost completely 
destroyed - 24 of the 35 merchant vessels were sunk 
with the loss of 153 mariners. The 35 ships and six 
naval auxiliaries making up the convoy contained 297 
aircraft, 594 tanks, 4,246 vehicles and gun carriers, 
and more than 156,000 tons of additional cargo, 
enough to equip five Soviet divisions. Only ten ships 
and four auxiliaries reached their destination.
In July 1942 only 11 of 39 ships reached the Kola 
Peninsula. Hundreds died as ships were picked off by 
German aircraft and U-boats. More than 200 aircraft, 
400 tanks and 3,350 other vehicles were lost.
About 3,000 Merchant Navy and Royal Navy men 
perished in the Arctic between 1941 and 1945 while 
attempting to deliver supplies to the Soviet Union.

Arctic Convoy: counting the cost 
More than 3,000 British men and women died 
on the convoys which began in 1941.
A total of 78 convoys sailed to and from 
northern Russia during the war.
5,000 tanks and 7,000 aircraft, as well as trucks, 
ammunition and other supplies were delivered.
More than 100 ships were lost to surface, air 
and submarine attack.

The vast majority have no grave. They simply 
disappeared into grey-green depths - freezing to death 
in minutes after falling into the water, or succumbing 
to wounds or the cold in open lifeboats. Others were 
simply blown apart by bombs or torpedoes delivered 
by Luftwaffe bombers or U-boats. Winter provided 
24-hour darkness but pack ice forced convoys to move 
nearer to German bases in Norway. Summer provided 
more open sea but 24-hour daylight for the attackers.
All the Arctic Convoy veterans mentioned here were 
awarded the Arctic Star campaign medal in 2013 - as 
a result of a 16-year-long campaign by Commander  
Eddie Grenfell, Lieutenant Commander Dick Dykes and 
Merchant Navy veteran Jock Dempster, who stressed 
that service north of the Arctic Circle was entirely 
different from that in the Atlantic, for which the 
Atlantic Star had been awarded, with different aims 
and different conditions.
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 Mr Ernest (Baden) HALL
(b. 1 June 1925 in Deanshanger, Northants)
Photo: July 2014

Baden attended the local school and took up an 
apprenticeship at Wolverton Carriage Works at 14. 
When he was 18 he received call up papers and joined 
the Royal Navy. His first posting was Portsmouth Barracks 
which served as a hoofing post until a permanent place 
was found. He was only there for 6 weeks and then 
was sent to HMS Revenge in Faslane, Scotland, to a 
seamanship training course. After completing, Baden 
was sent to Southampton to join the destroyer HMS 
Zodiac which became his home for the next 3 ½ years. 
It was during these years that he went on the Russian 
Convoys.

They sailed either from Loch Ewe or Scapa Flow, out 
into the North Sea, to make their way to Polyarny in 
the north of Russia. Each convoy took 10 days, weather 
permitting, and then spent 10 days in Russia before 
making the homeward voyage, bringing the unloaded 
merchant ships home. He spent VE Day in Denmark and 
received many awards for his service.

Baden left the Navy in November 1946, and returned 
to complete his apprenticeship. After several years 
working at the carriage works he decided to leave and 
take up employment at Vauxhall Motors in Luton, where 
he remained until his retirement. He went to Russia 
on multiple occasions and was awarded the Russian 
Ushakov Medal together with other veterans.
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Mr Cyril BANKS 
(b. January 1925)
Photo: 2019

We saw bodies
floating in the water, 
including an American 
paratrooper who became 
caught in the cords of his 
twisted chute when he 
came down in the water. 
We found him drowned 
but later gave him a 
decent burial at sea. The 
horrendous things that were 
happening will live in my 
mind forever.

I never thought retirement could 
be so full of life. The Not Forgotten 
has given me so many opportunities 
to meet other veterans, young and 
old, and I have made so many good 
memories.

Cyril enlisted in the Royal Navy on 1 February 1943, 
aged 18, and joined the minesweeper HMS Ready. 
His first months at sea were spent in the harsh Arctic 
convoys and in the North Sea patrolling for German 
U-Boats. HMS Ready was then deployed to the Channel 
to help with the mine-sweeping efforts leading up to 
the D-Day Landings. On D-Day itself HMS Ready led the 
mine-clearing flotilla off Gold Beach. Under constant 
threat of being hit by coastal guns or German aircraft, 
it was a gruelling task, both physically and mentally.
Cyril later served on LST (Landing Ship, Tank) craft in the 
Channel before sailing to the Far East, where he took 
part in operations against the Japanese and assisted in 
the repatriation of Australian POWs. 

In 1999 Cyril first encountered The Not Forgotten, found 
a community and has become a great ambassador for 
The Not Forgotten, fundraising for them at Stansted 
Airport, abseiling 110ft off a water tower at the tender 
age of 88 and wing-walking for 12 minutes on a bi-plane 
that reached speeds of 90mph.
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Mr Stanley (Stan) BALLARD
(b. 21 June 1923 in Pimlico, London)
Photo: September 2015

On 21 June 1941 Stan joined the Royal Navy.  During 
the War, he was a leading seaman in the submarine 
detection service (ASDICS) on board HMS Southdown 
Destroyer in 1941 and later HMS Cotton in 1943, 
which took part in the Arctic convoys. He was part of 
the convoy to Iceland and then to Russia in 1945. HMS 
Cotton was in the last convoy of the war, the last ship 
that sank. Stan saw the HMS Goodall sinking.

Stan is very proud of his white beret, worn only by 
those who fought in the Arctic. It has a black band to 
represent the shipmates lost there. For his bravery 
in the Arctic convoys, Stanley Ballard, among other 
veterans, received from President Putin the Russian 
Ushakov Medal in 2012.
 
Stan has a great voice and likes singing ‘The Way We 
Were’.  He sung this song in the Hall of Glory at the 
Central Museum of the Great Patriotic War in Moscow 
on 29 November 2013, when he was visiting Moscow 
with a group of British veterans of Arctic Convoys 
who were awarded the Arctic Star medal by the UK 
government.
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Mr Frederick Victor (Vic) BASHFORD
(b. 28 December 1920 in Portsmouth)
Photo: May 2019

Vic volunteered for Royal Air Force service in December 
1938, trained as an electrical fitter and was deployed 
to France in December 1939. He was at RAF Kenley at 
the time of the Battle of Britain. Vic was involved in 
Force Benedict, a secret mission to protect the northern 
Russia port of Murmansk, which was a crucial lifeline to 
the Soviets. 

The aircraft, the first 39 of nearly 3,000 Hurricanes 
supplied, were transported in August 1941 by the 
Aircraft Carrier HMS Argos and the RMS Llanstephan 
Castle in the first Arctic Convoy between the UK and 
Russia, known as Operation Dervish. 

From late 1942 Vic was posted in the Middle East: Egypt, 
Palestine, Iraq, and Greece, until his demob in January 
1946.

In 2016 Vic went back to Russia to celebrate the 75th 
anniversary of the Operation Dervish convoy and was 
overwhelmed by the reception of the Russian people. 
Vic will celebrate his 100th birthday in December.

We left Russia
at the end of November 1941, and my trip 

home was aboard HMS Kenya, with a captain 
who enjoyed giving the Germans a bloody 

nose... instead of a straight passage as escort 
to the returning convoy (QP3), we spent some 

exhilarating moments bombarding the German 
coastal installations at Vardo... Never a dull 

moment! That’s why I joined the RAF – for a 
quiet life!... that convoy experience is the part of 

my life that is truly unforgettable.

«
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Mr Ernest Albert William (Ernie) DAVIES
(b. 18 March 1925 in Islington, London)
Photo: May 2018

At 18 Ernie signed up for the Royal Navy. “Almost all of 
my friends went to war – I simply had to do my part,” he 
says. He served in the Navy for 3 years – from 1943 to 
1946 and took part in the convoys to the Atlantic and 
the last two convoys to Russia as able seaman: on HMS 
Cotton together with Stan Ballard.

All Arctic convoy ships braved German air raids to 
deliver the much needed military equipment and food 
supplies to the USSR. It was then that he came to Russia 
for the first time, and the only thing he regrets now is 
not having learned the language. His ship was patrolling 
the English Channel during the D-Day landing. He does 
not consider himself a war hero. 

Ernest Davies travelled to Moscow for “The Arctic Star 
to Russia” event in the Central Museum of the Great 
Patriotic War. He was a member of the Kennington 
branch of the Russian Arctic Convoy Club until its closure 
in 2017.

On the last Russian convoy our sister ship,
HMS Goodall, was hit midship by a German U-Boat

torpedo... The forward part sank... left the stern floating.
Ships near started to rescue men from the stern.

But the stern caught fire and had to be sunk... those poor souls...
«
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Mr Ernest Alfred (Ernie) KENNEDY 
(b. 12 July 1924 in Middlesex, London)
Photo: October 2017

As a Royal Navy gunner, Ernie served on an American-
built Liberty ship which sailed to the Russian ports of 
Murmansk and Archangel between 1941 and 1945. 
He sailed to Russia on the SS Samlyth and HMS Ocean. 
Unlike many Royal Navy seamen who never had the 
chance to set foot in Russia, he spent time on land. Ernie 
visited Russia many times after the war. In 2005, among 
the British delegation of survivors of the Arctic convoys, 
he visited Murmansk to meet the Russian Convoy Club 
veterans and to remember those who lie at the bottom 
of the Barents Sea.

In 2015 Ernie visited Moscow again and watched 
the Russian military parade on the Red Square to 
commemorate the 70th anniversary of the great Victory 
over fascist Germany. Together with two comrades, 
Geoff Shelton and David Craig, Ernie was seated by 
President Putin in the VIP booth. The strategic positioning 
ensured that TV images that flashed around the world 
included the three Britons wearing their medals and 
Arctic convoy white berets. Ernie was a member of the 
Russian Convoy club till its closure in 2017.

You were so bloody cold.
You wore a life-jacket in bed – not for safety but 
to keep warm... If the escort was depth-charging, 
dead fish would come to the surface, instantly 
frozen. Being sunk didn’t bear thinking about. 
I saw two ships torpedoed in my convoy. They 
didn’t blow up but just lost speed and started 
lagging farther and farther behind. Poor b***ers. 
You just hoped a rescue ship got to them... The 
Russians didn’t talk to us much – there was the 
language barrier and they were scared of being 
seen with foreigners. Stalin, you see. They were 
starving – they ate our scraps, anything.
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Mr David Arthur KENNEDY 
(b. 19 March 1926 in Wood Green, North London)
Photo: May 2014

David joined the Navy at Devonport and served on HMS 
Domett 473 which was an American-built Captain Class 
frigate on loan from the USA. This ship formed part of 
the 3rd Escort Group and was sold for scrap in America 
in 1947.

One of the journeys was from Loch Ewe to Polyarny, 
Murmansk. When his ship was unable to dock she 
moored along an adjoining river. They tied up and there 
was a field with some Russian children playing with a ball. 
Some of the shipmates joined in a game of football and 
soon became very warm due to the heavy clothes needed 
for crossing the Arctic. Meanwhile, German artillery fire 
could be heard from their position in the field.

On another occasion when HMS Domett tied up, it did 
so alongside a Russian ship. Domett’s postman had 
to board the Russian ship in order to reach the shore 
and collect the post. He was invited below deck for a 
celebratory vodka or two. Needless to say, shipmates on 
HMS Domett never received their post that day. David 
was a member of the Kennington branch of the Russian 
Arctic Convoy Club until its closure in 2017.
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Mr Seymour William (Bill) TAYLOR  
(b. 7 December 1924 in London)
Photo: May 2018

We carried on with the convoy
until we reached our base at Greenock,
Scotland just as Peace was declared in Europe.
As we entered the harbour everybody was 
cheering and the merchant ships were blowing 
their sirens and effigies of Hitler were hanging 
from their derricks. Our captain ordered “Splice 
the main brace“ (a double issue of neat rum). 

At 17 Bill volunteered for the Royal Navy in 1942. After 
training at Portsmouth he was sent to a Royal Naval Cruiser 
HMS Emerald – part of large convoy escorting troop ships 
to the Mediterranean, then joining the Eastern Fleet 
covering a lot of the Indian Ocean, the Bay of Bengal and 
the Burma сoast.  On return to Portsmouth he was sent to 
Newcastle and joined the crew on a new Corvette named 
HMS Farnham Castle K413 as Quartermaster (Helmsman). 
After sea trials this ship joined the Home Fleet and became 
part of the Russian Arctic Convoys. In 1944 he returned to 
Britain for the D-Day landings as a part of the 10th Cruiser 
Squadron, crossing the Channel on the 6th of June with 
the invasion force. HMS Farnham Castle K413 followed 
the minesweepers clearing a channel to the French coast. 
There were six Cruisers in line along the coast. Bill’s action 
station was on number 6 Gun, a 6 inch Gun. When the 
landings started they commenced shelling the German 
positions until the troops had secured the beaches. They 
were still at their original position in July, keeping watch 
and sleeping on the coconut matting around the gun. The 
last convoy Bill escorted was JW66 to Murmansk. They 
docked alongside two Canadian Destroyers whose crew 
made the Brits most welcome. 

After a few days HMS Farnham Castle left Polyarny with 
Convoy RA66, homeward bound. He completed a radar 
course on the Isle of Man, received the Radar badge and 
left the Royal Navy, A1, in July 1946.
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Mr Hubert John (Hugh)  DESBOROUGH
(b. 9 June 1925 in Elsworth, Cambs)
Photo: May 2016

In 1942 Hugh signed up to join the Royal Navy at an 
enlistment station on King Street in Cambridge.

He served on three Arctic Convoys aboard HMS Striker 
aircraft carrier. He now lives in Waterbeach and has 4 
children, 6 grandchildren and 10 great-grandchildren, 
and his memories of the Arctic Convoys are still as strong 
as ever. Hugh believes in the importance of keeping 
alive the memory of the sacrifices made by seamen on 
the convoys. 
 
Hugh was awarded the Ushakov Medal by the Russian 
government. 

I was too young to understand 
because I was 17 when I joined 
up. I’d done my training and 
presumed I was going on a 
submarine. I suppose we were 
all nervous – you thought of your 
mother a lot, I did anyway... It 
was very cold, we’d got no warm 
clothing at all. Our feet were 
always frozen (but) on the second 
convoy we did have big long 
socks that came up to your thighs 
that kept your feet and thighs 
warm.
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Capt Rolfe MONTEITH
(b. 30 October 1923 in Chatham, Canada)
Photo: May 2018

Rolfe joined the Royal Canadian Navy (RCN) in 1941 and 
served with the Royal Navy until the end of the war. 
During 1943 he served as a Midshipman in HMS Hardy, 
a Royal Navy destroyer that was part of the Home Fleet 
based in Scapa Flow. They met the Arctic convoys that 
had been assembled at Loch Ewe and escorted them 
from the entrance of the Loch to Russia. Shortly after 
Rolfe’s appointment ashore, while shepherding another 
convoy to Murmansk, HMS Hardy was torpedoed and 
sunk on 30 January 1944. Twelve of his close shipmates 
perished. He received officer training at the Royal Navy 
College Dartmouth in 1941 and continued to serve in 
the Royal Canadian Navy until 1969 receiving a degree 
in marine and aeronautical engineering. Rolfe never 
believed in war as a solution to solve conflicts which 
was one of the reasons behind his decision to leave the 
Navy. He moved to the UK in 1970 and joined Babcock –
a major engineering conglomerate where he worked for 
over 16 years, travelling the world. 

In 2014, Rolfe was awarded the Arctic Star and the 
Russian Ushakov Medal. He is a member of the Russian 
Arctic Convoy Association.

These journeys were extremely dangerous; to witness the suffering 
and loss of life will be forever etched in my memory. My cousin and 
seven of my Canadian schoolmates were killed serving in the Royal 
Air Force.

«
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Mr Frank James (Jimmy) BAYNES
(b. 7 September 1923, d . 30 July 2020 )
Photo: May 2018

This was my baptism to the war at sea and there were several 
hairy adventures. In February 1943 while bringing a convoy from 
Benghazi to Alex we struck a mine. One enormous explosion, Erica 
sank and I suffered severe burns. It’s a small world... I found myself 
on the Southern Maid, one of the escorts, and her signalman had 
been with me at Collingwood. I was flown to the 63rd General 
Hospital in Cairo. There were beautiful beds that didn’t roll about, 
beautiful clean sheets and beautiful nurses. When I was discharged 
and given a warrant to travel back to Alex I looked like something 
out of a pantomime. I had lost everything and the hospital patched 
me up with whatever gear they could find.

«

Jimmy left school at 14 to work as an apprentice in 
the printing industry. In 1942 he began a career as a 
signalman on HMS Collingwood. He was drafted to the 
Middle East, joined a Flower-class corvette Erica based 
in Alexandria, Egypt, part of the Second Escort Group 
which escorted convoys along the North African coast 
in support of General Montgomery and the Desert Rats.

Two years later he joined the Colony-class frigate Anguilla 
and took part in the Arctic convoy. In 2014, Jimmy was 
presented with the Ushakov Medal by Ambassador A. 
Yakovenko at the Russian Embassy in London. He feels 
extremely fortunate to have reached the age of 96 and 
able to have contact with events which took place a 
lifetime ago.
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Mr  Sid Francis TIFFIN
(b. 23 September 1924 in Kingston-on-Thames, London)
Photo: May 2018

I could not have imagined 
myself how hard these 
missions would be.
In those harsh conditions 
we all grew up and 
matured quickly.

After turning 18 Sid enrolled into the Royal Navy. From 
the very beginning he took part in the Arctic Convoys 
going to Russia. He served on  the cruiser HMS Berwick 
as a sailor of the 1st class. Usually they would depart 
from Scapa Flow in Scotland and sail to Russia protecting 
convoy ships loaded with goods. Sid’s duty post was on 
the low deck by the crates with ammunition. “If our 
ship had been bombed he would not have survived. 
Of all the hardships of the sailing, freezing cold was 
the worst thing to endure. Waves crashed on the deck, 
water froze on the deck, the rigging, guns and weapons. 
Sailors constantly had to break off that ice using axes 
to prevent icy cover getting too thick making our ship 
extra heavy. Besides, there was an ever-present danger 
of attack by German U-boats and air bombers”.

After that mission Sid was sent to the Far East, 
Philippines: “When we arrived there we were given 
orders to proceed to Hong Kong which we then had to 
liberate from the Japanese”. 
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Mr Cornelius A.R. (Tony) SNELLING
(b. 1 April 1923 in Twickenham, London)
Photo: May 2017

At 18 Tony signed up to the Royal Navy and was given 
just six weeks’ training. For 4 years, between 1942 and 
1946, he served as a Seaman on HMS Wild Goose, a 
Black Swan-class sloop, employed on anti-submarine 
operations in the North Atlantic, the Bay of Biscay and 
the Arctic under the command of Captain F. J. Walker. He 
completed one Arctic Convoy mission on HMS Goose. 
The conditions endured by the men on Arctic Convoys 
were horrific. The thought of family and friends back 
home helped him through. 

Tony has two children, five grandchildren and four great-
grandchildren. He has made an effort to stay in touch 
with other veterans of the Arctic Convoys, joining Capt 
Walker’s Old Boys Association, then the Russian Convoy 
Club as a way to make sure their memories stayed alive. 

Tony has been decorated with medals from the UK and 
abroad, including The Arctic Star Medal and one of the 
highest honours in Russia, the Ushakov Medal. He had 
the privilege of meeting the Queen after receiving the 
Ushakov Medal.

You had at the back
of your mind if you have to abandon your ship 
the chances of survival were almost nil. In other 
words, death sentence. Maybe I was lucky to go to 
Murmansk and return safely. I always carried what 
my mother gave me, a knitted sailor, and I carried 
that throughout the whole of my naval career.

When the presenter introduced me she (The Queen) 
congratulated me on the receipt of the Ushakov 
Russian bravery medal. She was very pleasant... 
smiled... It was fairly brief, but rewarding.
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Mr Albert George FOULSER
(b. 11 August 1924 in Walthamstow, London)
Photo: May 2017

Albert left school at 14 and trained as a cabinet maker. At 
18 he received his call-up papers and had a four-month 
basic training at HMS Glendower at Pwllheli. He was 
posted to HMS Walker converted to a Long Range Escort 
(LRE) where he met Bill Perks, the two became shipmates 
and close friends on Atlantic Convoys to Gibraltar and 
Arctic Convoys to Murmansk until HMS Walker was paid 
off at the end of the war. They next met at the Cenotaph 
in 2005 when they were awarded the Arctic Emblem.

By April 1943 Londonderry (the shore base for escort 
duties to Gibraltar) was responsible for 149 escort 
and anti-submarine patrol vessels, 2,000 shore-based 
personnel and 20,000 British and Canadian seamen. 
Albert was on five Arctic Convoys to Polyarny, the Russian 
naval base near Murmansk on the Kola inlet from 1944 
to early 1945. He took lots of photograph as the only 
person with a camera on the ship. In January 1944 they 
were fitted out with cold weather gear for escorting 
Arctic Convoys. HMS Walker with HMS Keppell, Beagle 
and Boadicea formed the 8th Escort Group, part of the 
Close Escort for convoys to the Kola inlet in North Russia 
under overall command of Vice-Admiral F Dalrymple-
Hamilton RN. The convoys of merchant ships formed up 
in Loch Ewe. HMS Walker escorted ships from Liverpool 
and the Clyde to the assembly point at Loch Ewe.

Albert is in good health living with his wife in Essex.
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Mr John WASS
(b. 25 December 1923 in Nottinghamshire)
Photo: November 2014

...Scorpion went down to Portsmouth in 
preparation for the invasion of Normandy on 6 
June 1944. Again, Scorpion was in action early 
escorting the mine sweepers in their task of 
clearing the mines on the night of 5 June for 
the invasion fleet. At dawn on 6 June (D-Day), 
Scorpion was in place for the bombardment of the 
shore defences. The first British ship to be sunk by 
German E-boats was a sister ship of Scorpion, so 
she chased the German E-boat but did not catch it.

John left school at 16 and joined the Royal Navy in 
November 1941. After training as a Telegraphist/Coder, 
he joined the newly-built fleet destroyer HMS Scorpion at 
Scapa Flow, a class of the most modern destroyers with 4 
guns of 4.7 inch caliber, 8 torpedoes, 20 mm guns in pairs 
and a Bofors gun of 8 barrels for defence against aircraft, 
plus a large number of depth charge throwers to combat 
submarines. With radar, sonar and high speed she was a 
very formidable ship.

As part of John’s combat service in the Navy, he spent 
1942 to 1945 aboard HMS Scorpion, whose main duty 
was escorting and defending merchant ships in convoy to 
Russia carrying war materiel to Murmansk and Archangel 
for the use of the Red Army. John completed 16 convoys, 
seeing many important events of the war such as the Battle 
of the North Cape on 26 December 1943, when German 
battleship Scharnhorst was sunk by the Royal Navy.  

After several months off the French shore, bombarding 
gun installations, including V1 rocket sites, in October 1944 
Scorpion was ordered back to Scapa Flow and continued 
with Russian convoy duties, thus John served on HMS 
Scorpion for 3 years until war ended on 8 May 1945. He 
worked for the Forestry Research Centre travelling all over 
England and Wales, later starting his  own company. John 
has 3 children, 6 grandchildren (2 went into maritime 
jobs). 
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From A Survivor to The Lost
by Mr Stanley BALLARD

I saw them first in dawn’s grey light
And gazed upon that wondrous sight
A Cockney lad of nervous years
Too young to stem those heartfelt tears
Caressed by rain from leaden sky
Shielded shame from dampened eye
The oil and grime of Gladstone Dock
The fleeting glance of Liver’s clock, 
The journey that’s so far from home
Boy turned to man so much alone
To follow in ancestral ways
Kismet, Hymns in halyards stays
Murmurs from those gone before
In distance from that valiant shore
The danger from beneath the sea
No thoughts of death caressing me
In trackless wastes we know not where
In tempest then no time to care
Destiny blends our happy crew
Steel plate and sea a life anew
No time to question pain or fear
On Friendships that we hold so dear
And when fate showed its ugly hand
And took those from this happy band
In their place reality
Bonded in immortality...

From the Likes of You and Me
To Them Lest We Forget

HMS Goodall
Sunk with a loss of 150 men

29 April 1945
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When my father, George Adamson, joined the Royal 
Air Force Voluntary Reserve in 1940, little did he know 
that he would end up helping our Russian allies in the 
Arctic. After training in Devon, the United States and 
Canada, he joined Coastal Command and was posted 
to the 210 Squadron at Sullom Voe in the Shetlands, 
the northernmost islands of the British Isles.

From there he was sent with a detachment to north 
Russia to carry out reconnaissance flights around 
the Arctic coast of occupied Norway and protect a 
convoy bound for Archangelsk. By September 1942 
he had joined Tim Healy’s crew as second navigator 
on board a Catalina, an American-built flying boat 
and amphibious aircraft. “This crew had already 
done outstanding work in the Arctic Circle,” my father 
wrote later, “so I was in good company. By the end 
of the month Tim had died in a Ju88 [Junkers JU88] 
attack and the aircraft was in poor shape in Grasnaya 
being refitted.”

My father recorded the fateful flight of 25 September 
1942 in his diary: 
We were about 70 nautical miles from the north coast 
of Russian Lapland. . . . 
There was the bark of gunfire and the metallic
splutter of hits we were receiving.
The pilot’s cockpit was dulled with smoke . . .

Tragedy in Russian Lapland.
George Adamson (1913 – 2005)
by John Adamson, son
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G Adamson at home 1950
by Frank Muscroft

G Adamson, Dallas 
Aviation School, 
Inc., Love Field, 

Dallas, Texas,
1941

I looked through the window over my table to see a 
glimpse of a Ju88 heading away at right angles to our 
track.

Tim was falling from his seat. I caught him, heavily, and 
pulled to keep his weight from the stick. The winco [wing 
commander] called out. Two of us got him through 
the doorway and laid him huddled on the floorboard; 
unconscious, if not dead. I thought how futile it was, 
a fine lovable youth one moment, a helpless body the 
next. And I thought this is War. We gave Tim a charge of 
morphia, for what help it might have been, and roughly 
laid him more comfortably, his head resting on my knees; 
and covered him with a sleeping bag in hope that only 
shock and wounds were the trouble.

The aircraft made a forced landing in the sea near Kildin 
Island. “[I]n a couple of hours as dusk fell,” wrote my 
father, “we were all aboard a Ruski submarine chaser, 
ploughing through heavy coastal seas to Polyarnoe . . . 
and the [flying] boat secured to a buoy, stripped of her 
special apparatus.”

Tim Healy was given a military funeral, with Russian gun 
salute, on a hilltop above the coastal town of Vayenga, 
now named Severomorsk.
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Pavel Ivanovich Afonin (1920 – 2011)
by Ksenia Afonina, granddaughter

My grandfather, Pavel Afonin, had just finished his third 
year at the Moscow Architectural Institute when war 
broke out in the Soviet Union on 22 June, 1941. First, 
he took part in camouflaging important architectural 
buildings and monuments from Nazi air raids in 
Moscow. After completing a training course for officers 
of the engineering forces at The Military Engineering 
Academy named after Kuibyshev, based in the town 
of Frunze in Kirgizia (now Bishkek), he was sent to the 
Kalinin Front. Pavel led the engineer-sapper unit – part 
of the 17th Brigade of the 5th Shock Army – through 
to the end of war. Pavel’s unit took part in liberating 
Leningrad, Vyborg, Poland and Estonia, as well as the 
Berlin operation. He received several severe injuries but 
was lucky to stay alive.

Captain Afonin was awarded multiple medals and several 
Orders for his services during the war: the Order of the 
Red Star, two Orders of the Great Patriotic War (1st and 
2nd Class), Order for Services to the Motherland, and 
eighteen medals, including one for defending Leningrad.
He never stopped drawing throughout the war. In the rare 
moments of lull between battles, whilst recovering from 
serious wounds in hospital, he created over two hundred 
portraits of his brothers-in-arms and sketches of life at the 
front. Many of his drawings served as illustrated letters 
from the front for the respective families of combatants, 
and provided vital reassurance and proof of life for their 

Pavel Afonin, 1943
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Pavel with Ksenia, 1999

beloved sons, brothers and fathers.

Until his very last years Pavel refrained from talking 
about his experiences of war. He used to say that all 
they (combatants) did was to fulfil their duty to defend 
their homeland, protect families and support friends. 
He felt that there was nothing special; “it was part of 
life’s challenges my generation had to confront”.

My grandfather taught me many lessons in life by setting 
his example of hard work and self-discipline, as well as 
an appreciation for nature, art, humour and friends.

Pavel Afonin. Self-portrait, 1942

25



Yuli Lvovich Aptekar (1925 – 2017)
by Larissa Fradkin, daughter

My father, Yuli Aptekar, was born in Odessa into the 
family of a printer and spent most of his childhood in 
Kiev. When the war began, his father went to war, and 
Yuli was evacuated with his mother to Astrakhan; first 
he worked at a military factory, and then entered the 
Frunze Higher Naval School, which was evacuated to 
Astrakhan from Leningrad. The school was relocated 
back to Leningrad before the end of war and Yuli, 
along with other cadets, took part in military action.

 In 1948 he married Klavdia Aleksandrovna Prokhovnik, 
whose father was also a printer, and began serving as 
a torpedo officer in the Baltic Navy. In 1949 the couple 
had a daughter. Subsequently, Yuli studied at the SKOS 
(Special classes for officers) at the Naval Academy. He 
then served for a year in Germany. In 1956 he served 
on the Russian battleship ‘Ordzhonikidze’, when it 
brought Khrushchev and Bulganin to Britain on the 
first-ever visit of Soviet leaders to the West.

Yuli finished his military career as a chief engineer 
of the naval base in the city of Svetly, Kaliningrad 
Region. After demobilization in 1971, Yuli and Klavdia 
returned to Kiev, where until 1985 Yuli worked as a 
military representative at a factory in Kiev, then as an 
engineer in the quality control department at another 
factory. In 2006, after the death of his wife, Yuli moved 
to join me in the UK, where I lived since 1983.

Yuli’s whole life revolved around the sea and Navy as 
well as friends, poetry and fishing! Optimism 
and independence did not leave him until the very 
end. At 91, he was good at using technology and, 
thanks to Skype, the Internet and a motor scooter, 
continued to lead an active life. In the last 10 years 
his quality of life was much improved by the NHS and 
CamRuSS.
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William Barber (1904 – 1984)
by John Barber, son 

My father was an aircraft engineer, and during the war 
he worked at the De Havilland aircraft factory in Hatfield. 
Its main activity was the production of Mosquitos, fighter 
bombers which were both fast (even quicker than the 
Spitfire) and could carry a significant quantity of bombs. 
Many would argue it was one of the most successful RAF 
planes in WW2.

One day in 1942 or 1943 workers were told that they were 
to be honoured by a visit from King George VI and Winston 
Churchill. They were lined up by the production line and 
told to cheer when the distinguished visitors arrived. But 
things didn’t work out as planned. Men like my father 
greatly admired the valiant fighting of the Red Army and 
thought Britain’s bombing of Germany and fighting in North 
Africa, worthwhile as they might be, were no substitute for 
fighting the Germans in Europe.

Consequently when the King and Prime Minister entered 
their factory, instead of being met with cheers, they were 
greeted with chants of ‘Open up the Second Front’. Their 
bosses’ attempts to silence them was unsuccessful, and the 
King and PM had to be quickly escorted from the factory.

This was one of many such protests at the time. But it 
would only be in June 1944 with the invasion of Normandy 
that American and British armies joined their Soviet allies 
in fighting the Germans on the mainland of Europe.
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Nicholay 
Sergeevich
Bukin (1909 – 1942)

In 1941, my great-grandfather 
Nicholay Bukin, who had 
previously been working 
as First Secretary of the 
Komsomol Committee, went 
to the Russian front. He 
became the political instructor 
of the Tank Battalion. He was 
sent to Kyrgyzstan to train, 

thence to the front to defend Voronezh. In 1942 the 
battles around Voronezh were crucial for the fate of 
the War. Defending Russian forces diverted German 
forces from Stalingrad where that fate was about to 
be decided. On just one day, 3rd July, Soviet troops 
destroyed 250 German tanks and over 15,000 German 
soldiers were killed. On 5th July 1942, in the battle at 
Latnoe Station in the Voronezh district, Nicholay was 
burned to death in a tank hit by the enemy. Now on the 
site of the battle there is an obelisk to commemorate 
the fallen, one of whom was Nicholay Bukin. He was 
posthumously awarded the Red Star.

Fedor
Ivanovich
Zhigailov (1912 – 1998)

My great-grandfather, Fedor 
Zhigailov, was sent to the Front in 
1941 and fought to the end of the 
war. He worked as a driver - one 
of those who carried supplies to 

and from Leningrad under intense artillery fire, carrying 
women and children out of the city on ‘the Road of 
Life’. Once a bomb exploded right next to him and he 
almost died with a car full of starving children. Fedor 
died peacefully in 1998. He was awarded many awards, 
including the Red Star. 

Efim
Fedorovich
Trinko (1906 – 1972)

My great-grandfather, Efim Trinko, 
served on the Caucasian front in 
the first days of the war, joining in 
1941 to drive back the enemy. He 
became the commander of a tank 

squad, and the right-hand of the the commandant of 
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Gleb Berloff about his ancestors

Berlin. His participation in the liberation of Prague 
and capture of Berlin saw him awarded two Red Stars. 
He died peacefully in 1972, decades after the war was 
won. 

Gennadiy
Efimovich
Trinko (1937 – 2013)

The war touched my grandfather, 
Gennadiy Trinko, when he was 
just a child. A group of boys took 
advantage of his tender age when 

he was five years old. They sent him on ‘assignments’ 
to rob ammunition from a local Nazi camp. On one 
such occasion he was caught. Thankfully, the German 
who caught him just gave him a smack over the head 
and threw him over the fence he had climbed to get in, 
letting him go.

After the war ended he served in the army in Moscow, 
Guinea, Ethiopia and Orenburg. He died  of cancer in 
2013. 

Peter
Petrovich
Berloff (1910 – 1986)

My great grandfather, 
Peter Berloff, was an 
engineer in the Ministry 
of Communication Routes. 
During the years of WWII 
his task was to  rebuild 
destroyed railway lines. In 
1945 he received awards 
directly from the Minister of 

Communication Lines, L.M. Kaganov.
He died peacefully in 1986. 
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Eleonora
Ivanovna
Bulatova (b. 1937)
Eleanora Bulatova 
about her family
during the war

In June 1941, my mother, 
Antonina, together with my older sister Margarita, set 
off from Kiev to Dnepropetrovsk, where I was staying 
at my grandmother’s. The railways were classified as 
military assets, so the two had to travel by steamboat. 
When, near the city of Uman, German fighters 
damaged the steamboat with shells, my mother and 
sister had to continue on foot. Villagers and townfolk 
helped those who walked along these dangerous 
roads. It took almost a month for my mother to reach 
my Aunt Nadezhda’s house in Dnepropetrovsk, where 
I was staying because my grandmother’s whole family 
had been evacuated. 

Life under the occupation was extremely difficult, 
with hunger, cold and depression. My mother was 
sent to work as a forced labourer, and my older sister 
often helped her. Children of my age grew up without 
much supervision, our neighbour looked after me. 

In September 1943, the Red Army launched an 
offensive to recapture Dnepropetrovsk, and all the 
residents were driven into the field, next to a railway 
line, put on train carriages and locked up. Eventually, 
the carriage door was opened in Ljubljana, Yugoslavia. 
There my mother worked as a forced labourer in a 
German hospital, my sister and I worked as kitchen 
helpers, cleaners and sorters of dirty linen. We 
lived in a small suburb Studentsy, in the barracks of 
a psychiatric hospital, ate leftovers of the hospital 
patients’ meals and wore hand-me-downs from local 
residents who also worked in the hospital.  

On a bright, sunny day, May 2 1945, we were put into 
a train. After three days the train finally stopped, we 
found ourselves somewhere in the liberated zone; 
a reception centre for internees was in the nearby 
barracks in Wiener Neustadt. From there we were sent 
to Ukraine, and in August 1945, after long suffering, 
our family was happily reunited – my mother, father, 
sister and me.

Eleonora with
Kamill Bulatov,
2007
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Ivan Afanasevich Filichev (1907 – 1986)

At the start of the war, my father, Ivan Afanasevich Filichev, 
joined the ranks of soldiers as a professional singer with 
the Ensemble of the Kiev Special Military District (later 
the Ensemble of the Ukrainian Front). During the war 
the Soviet army sent ensembles, artistic brigades, and 
journalists to the front to keep morale high among the 
soldiers. 

This military ensemble performed near Stalingrad, on the 
Kursk Bulge, at the Dnieper, the Vistula, the Oder, and the 
Spree. Our family album contains a photograph of the 
entire Ukrainian Front Ensemble taken on May 3, 1945 
after the concert, near the Brandenburg Gate in defeated 
Berlin. It was the most important concert of their lives. 
Everyone sang along and danced. Egorov and Kantaria, 
who hoisted the Victory Banner on top of the Reichstag, 
requested a song that had gone along the battle path 
with the soldiers, «Rise up, our huge country! Rise up for 
a mortal combat». 

My father went through the war with the Ensemble of the 
Ukrainian Front - from Kiev and the Volga to the Spree, 
carrying the songs, which found their way to the hearts of 
soldiers, calling for courage, fortitude, and Victory!

Kamill Sharipovich Bulatov (1925– 2008)

May 9th is a double celebration: Victory Day and my 
husband, Colonel Kamill Bulatov’s birthday. In January 
1943, he was drafted at the age of 17 in the village of 
Chetbashevo, Tatarstan. The young recruit was sent 
to the Gorokhovets camps for military training as a 
radio-telegraph operator and soon after, in August 
1943, to the Moscow Military District to join the 
communications battalion of the 97th Rifle Corps. 

In 1944 Bulatov was sent to the Leningrad Front near 
Vyborg, where the breakthrough operation of the 
«Mannerheim Line» had begun in June. One of the Red 
Army divisions was rapidly moving forward and could 
have been destroyed by the enemy. Kamill managed 
to relay an urgent radiogram to them, the order to 
retreat, and the divisions avoided the encirclement. 
In July 1944 Sergeant Bulatov was awarded a medal 
«For Courage». 

From Finland, his Rifle Corps was transferred to 
the Baltic states. Kamill, then the head of the radio 
station, celebrated Victory Day on the shores of the 
Baltic Sea, near the city of Liepaja. After the war, 
Kamill continued his military service in the Soviet tank 
forces in Germany, as well as in the Urals and Kiev.
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A Surrey War 
by Jane Fenton

Jane Fenton
with her pony Sammy,

1946

Jane’s father,
John Fenton,
mowing the lawn
at Old Vicarage
cottages,
1946

I was seven years old when Germany invaded Poland 
in September 1939. My mother explained that England 
was going to fight Germany, but she never frightened 
me or my older sister.  She simply said that if we heard 
a siren wailing up and down on the way back from 
school we were to lie down in the nearest ditch.  I was 
rather surprised and asked if I should do this if I was 
wearing my very best clothes and it was a very muddy 
ditch. Her firm ‘yes’ convinced me that it was a serious 
matter, although I still did not really understand why.  
She was probably told this by the Civil Defence team 
in the village and of course we had blackouts too with 
wardens checking up to see that there were no lights 
chinking through our curtains to show German pilots 
the way to London. It was not long before they began 
to bomb the docks in the East End and if the siren went 
when we were at home we would all crawl into the 
cupboard under the stairs in our not very large house in 
Thames Ditton.  My father’s long legs stuck out into the 
hall and we laughed about that; in fact there was a lot of 
laughter which seemed to be the English way of getting 
through hardship.

Then in October 1940 during an air raid on the railway 
line passing through Surbiton, eleven miles south west 
of London and only a mile away from Thames Ditton, a 
stray bomb scored a direct hit on a neighbour’s house, 
killing the mother and two of the three children. 
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I was not told this at the time, but it changed our lives 
for good.

Deeply shocked, my parents decided we must leave 
Thames Ditton for the duration of the war. We became 
involuntary evacuees moving 20 miles along the 
Portsmouth Road towards a village called Send, near 
Guildford. My godmother, Judy de Casembroot, lived 
there and suggested to my mother that we should all 
move to the relative safety of the country.  First of 
all we lived in a small cream coloured caravan called 
the Dough Bun parked under a large oak tree by the 
side of a field, later on moving to the Old Vicarage 
cottages, both not too far from the farmhouse.

It is amazing what people can do when they have 
to.  My godmother lived in the farmhouse with her 
mother and stepson.  Her Dutch husband had fled the 
country when England declared war on Germany as 
he was, like many people, convinced that we would 
be invaded.  My godmother simply said it would not 
be British to desert her country in its hour of need and 
stayed behind.

We used to go to the farm for hot baths and it was not 
long after our arrival that the Germans bombed an 
aircraft factory at Vickers Aerodrome near Weybridge.  
I happened to be in the farmhouse when this 

happened and my godmother took me out into the 
lane to watch the dramas in the sky, while my furious 
sister was made to go under the rather small caravan 
table to avoid any possible shrapnel. In fact the only 
things that ever landed on the roof were acorns from 
the oak tree. Weybridge was not all that far away 
and I have to this day a vivid memory of searchlights 
crossing the sky lit up by flames, the dark shape of a 
German fighter plane spinning to the ground, followed 
by its hapless pilot under a parachute.  He landed in 
Ripley High Street just a few miles away and the scene 
must have been something like a scene from ‘Dad’s 
Army’ when he was arrested…

I had two bomb scares while in Send, neither of 
which fortunately exploded on landing: one was a 
‘whistling bomb’ screaming overhead, the other was a 
‘doodlebug’ that cut out while flying past the kitchen 
window of our cottage. «What do they put in the 
newspapers in peacetime?» I once asked my father; 
answer came there none.  He could barely remember, 
we just lived as best we could like millions of others 
fighting together to win the war.
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Farida Mazitova
with Firuza, 1964

Little girl Farida
in Leningrad of 1941 – 1942
by Firuza Melville, daughter

My mother, Farida Mazitova, now 93, is Professor Emerita 
of St Petersburg Deep Frost Academy. She, her mother, 
and her older brother Shamil were living in Leningrad 
when the siege started. Shamil was already working as 
an engineer at the Steel plant. Since public transport 
soon stopped working, he was instructed by the Plant’s 
management to stay there day and night and visit his 
family in the city centre only from time to time. 

By that time Farida’s other older brother Burhan was 
already at the front (first in Finland, then in Iran and then 
in Hungary) - he was called up when he was a first year 
undergraduate at the Polytechnic Institute.

At the beginning of the siege, Farida was still going to 
school but gradually classes were cancelled and she had 
to stay at home, reading, listening to the radio, trying not 
to think about food but her mind in the stories she read 
was fixated only on the episodes when the characters 
were eating. The starvation was reaching its peak by late 
autumn. In winter the conditions worsened due to the 
exceptional frosts. She could hardly walk, exhausted from 
hunger and many layers of heavy clothes. In winter she 
volunteered to help at the post office. Once she brought a 
letter to her neighbour, whom she could  hardly recognise 
in the walking skeleton with the glaring eyes who opened 
the door. She grasped Farida, and for several minutes they 
were struggling on the threshold but the girl managed to
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escape. Another neighbour died entering the house; 
he froze almost immediately but nobody had enough 
strength to cut him out of the ice, he stayed there until 
spring. 

Farida lost the fear of bombing, shelling, or death. She 
believed that her mother would somehow protect her 
and she did. Her mother invested all her love for her 
children in three objects in the hope of seeing them alive 
at the end of the war. They were two gold chest watches 
for her sons and one gold bracelet for her daughter. 
She put them aside and never dared to sell or exchange 
them for food.  All three children miraculously survived 
the war. When it was over she presented them to her 
children. My mother’s bracelet is now with me. It was her 
grandmother’s wedding present.

Firuza’s bracelet

Firuza’s father, Ibodullo Abdullaev (1918-2007)
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My father was called up to the Far Eastern
front when he was learning violin at the
Moscow Conservatory.



Robert Melville (1918-2017)
 by Charles Melville, son

My father, Robert ‘Bobby’ Melville, was born in 1918 
and joined the Sharpshooters, a Territorial Army 
unit, late in 1938; after training at various camps in 
England (including at Linton and practising driving 
tanks at Six Mile Bottom near Newmarket), he was 
eventually posted to North Africa, arriving in Egypt 
via the Cape of Good Hope and Suez – the long way 
round! Almost immediately he was involved in the 
North Africa campaign, after which he was posted to 
India – Sekunderabad – Jordan, the Sudan, and back 
to Jordan to serve in the Arab Legion after the end of 
WWII. He seems to have served mainly in a training 
role, with plenty of time for sailing and ‘being paid 
for doing nothing’ and had little active fighting; the 
nearest he came to action was in North Africa. Here 
are a few extracts from some of his letters at that 
time. 

On the first day of battle, we lost most of our tanks 
and two or three days later, the remainder were 
handed over to the first armoured division and the 
reg[iment] broken up and used as reinforcements. Not 
a particularly brilliant record. I was given the job of 

recovering up to five Churchill tanks which had been 
tried out for the first time at El Alamein. I had done a 
course on these in the UK. They carried the wretched 
little 2-pounder pot gun. I found three of them. Tracks 
broken in each case, possibly by mines. Managed to 
start one of them, no serious damage as I can recall. 

I’ve just found an airgraph from you dated 13.10.42 – I 
say “found” because I get a bundle of letters to reply 
to and always overlook one and have to start off again 
and acknowledge it! Didn’t see the hailstorm you 
mentioned but we had a colossal rainstorm a week ago, 
which turned the desert into a bog. I had to be towed 
out of it three times in one morning. Shell holes, tank 
craters etc. were full of water and the mosquitoes had 
a good time breeding in them. The desert is full of flies 
just now (after the battle) and though one gets used to 
them, at first it’s a bit revolting. You never know where 
they had their last meal. I was on a recovery job at the 
time and it got so bad that it was only possible to eat 
at sunrise and sunset when the flies had gone to bed. 
[…]

This time I think the job will be completely finished 
out here, as we have the means of doing it. Our tanks 
were like the London policemen, wonderful and 
better than anything the Boche has. I’m beginning to 
feel a little sorry for him. 
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Don’t know if I told you that I got a welt on the ear 
from an airburst, which made 3 jagged holes in my tin 
hat. We were mending a tank when for some obscure 
reason the Hun started shelling us and with his 5th shot 
got 6 out of 10 who were sheltering behind it. I was 
very lucky, as another piece went clean through my 
jerkin and shirt and took about 1 thou of skin off my 
back. I’m going to hire out the tin hat to fellows who 
can spin a good yarn in the local pub! 

(Letter from R.K. Melville to his father, A.D. Melville, 
from Cairo, dated 14 November 1942, a few days 
after the (second) battle of El Alamein in the Western 
Desert. Melville was a captain in the 47th Regiment 
of the Royal Tank Corps. This was his first posting in 
WWII. In his memoirs he records that they lost most of 
their tanks on the first day of the battle. It was on this 
‘recovery mission’ that he was wounded. After the war, 
he married Joan Hawkins (1924-1996), who served in 
the WRAF (Women’s RAF) in the
Meteorology Department.
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Vasiliy
Mikhailovich
Shevchuk
(1919 - 2003)
by Natalia Budanova,
granddaughter
My grandfather, Vasiliy 
Shevchuk, was born in 1919 
in a small Ukrainian village 
near Kiev. At the age of 17 
he enrolled on a military 

pilot training course following widespread  enthusiasm 
for the heroic appeal of the Air Force at the time. He 
graduated in 1939 with the rank of lieutenant. 

By the time the USSR entered WW2 against Nazi 
Germany in June 1941, Vasiliy was a young officer at the 
start of his Army career, as well as a happy husband and 
affectionate father of a one-year old daughter, my future 
mother. His regiment was stationed in Tbilisi,  the capital 
of Georgia. However, with the start of the war it was 
quickly relocated from the Caucasus to Ukraine which 
was one of the first Soviet Republics to be subjected 
to a full-scale offensive of German troops. Vasiliy was 
appointed a fighter squadron commander. The unit’s 
main task was to protect Soviet bombers and cargo 

aircrafts against attacks by the Luftwaffe. 

During his first four months at the frontline he shot 
down three German airplanes, but on 1 May 1942 in a 
clash between two Soviet and six German fighters his 
own aircraft was hit by a Messerschmitt. His parachute 
caught fire and he fell to the ground from 200 m. He 
miraculously survived the ordeal, but was badly injured, 
breaking his backbone. After three months on  hospital 
bed and a long course of rehabilitation my Grandfather 
was told that his chances of being able to fly again were 
next to zero. He was offered an administrative position 
in a military recruitment office in Tbilisi far from the 
frontline, where his young family then lived. However, 
he did not give up his desire to get back into action. So, 
a year later in May 1943 he re-joined his fellow pilots 
and continued to fight the enemy. To fly his aircraft he 
had to wear a specially crafted rigid undergarment that 
sustained his injured spine. 

During the war Vasiliy Shevchuk made 204 military 
flights, participated in 46 air combats and personally 
shot down 14 German airplanes. He ended the war as a 
major and Air Force regiment commander. In June 1945 
he was rewarded with the highest military honour –  the 
Golden Star of the Hero of the Soviet Union. In 1980 he 
retired with the rank of Lieutenant General. He died in 
his Moscow home in 2003.
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Ivan Nikolaevich Timofeev (1912-1998)
by Ksenia Afonina

Ivan
Timofeev

with Ksenia,
1977

My grandfather, Ivan Nikolaevich Timofeev, fought in 
the Navy in the Murmansk region - on the Rybachy 
and Sredny peninsulas and took part in the liberation 
of Pechenga during the years of war 1941-1944. This 
operation was considered to be one of the most 
important military breakthroughs of the Red Army on 
its northern borders. For his contribution and courage 
he was awarded the Order of the Red Banner and the 
Order of the Great Patriotic War (2nd Class). 

He was lucky to return home to Murmansk where 
he had a successful career in the city and regional 
administration, becoming the chairman of the Polar 
District Executive Committee and the Kirov District 
Executive Committee of Murmansk. For over fourteen 
years he headed the regional committee of the trade 
union of workers in the fishing industry. He was behind 
the construction of housing for the workers of the 
fishing industry in Murmansk and Polyarny, and the 
creation of pioneer camps and recreation centres for 
them and their families. Largely thanks to his efforts, 
the Day of the Fisherman became a national holiday in 
1965. In 1974, Ivan Nikolaevich was awarded the title 
of Honorary citizen of Murmansk. In the years 1975-
1983 he served at sea as the first mate on the ships of 

the Murmansk trawl fleet. He was awarded the Order 
of Honour for his service to the country and its people. 
He continued working until his last days.

Ivan Nikolaevich was a hard-working, loyal and honest 
man, who truly believed in the Soviet ideals and tried to 
promote them at every opportunity, especially among 
representatives of younger generations. I fondly recall 
his visits to Leningrad, when at family dinners I had to 
report my progress at school, recite pioneer slogans 
and listen to his teachings about Lenin, the prospects 
of a bright communist future and the importance of 
everyone’s contribution towards making it true. I must 
admit that he made me believe it at times! I am truly 
grateful for the example he set for me as a young girl, 
which I have been trying to carry out: to be true to 
yourself and follow your 
beliefs, whilst respecting 
and supporting people and 
maintaining a 
«healthy mind 
in a healthy 
body».
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Valery Woods (1922 – 2014)
in memory of my mother
by Libby Howie, daughter

My mother was born in deepest Wiltshire, and her first 
introduction to London life was at the outbreak of war, 
when she was sent to St George’s Hospital to train as a 
nurse. 

Nurses, in my mother’s time, were expected to be as 
dedicated as nuns and as disciplined as soldiers. As the 
Blitz intensified, the air raid sirens sounded every night. 
The nurses and porters had to move the entire hospital 
of patients, however sick, down to the safety of the 
basement shelters. Managing this migration, frequently 
in darkness as the electricity failed at the height of the 
bombardment, was a nightly drama. As my mother, 
stuck in the hospital lift in the dark, struggled to hold 
up a patient’s drip, my father and the other medical 
students, armed with fire extinguishers, fought the fires 
from incendiary bombs on the hospital roof. St George’s 
was uncomfortably close to the great anti-aircraft gun 
battery in Hyde Park, so the hospital was filled with the 
roar of our guns and the scream of engines from the 
incoming bombers. 

As dawn broke each day, and the All Clear sounded, 
the nurses would set out with the ambulances to treat 
the walking wounded and bring in the worst casualties. 
However dirty and difficult the job, it was expected that 
their caps, collars, aprons and cuffs would remain white 
and starched. Irksome as this was, my mother could 
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see that her uniform comforted and reassured the 
frightened patients, and when she walked back to the 
nurses’ home in the pitch darkness of the blackout, her 
uniform cloak enforced respect even from the rowdiest 
drunks or the most aggressive pickpockets.

My parents never spoke of their wartime experiences 
with sadness or regret, and they never mentioned fear. 
Everyone who worked at the hospital had tremendous 
esprit de corps and a powerful sense of duty – but for 
the young it was also clearly a time of great excitement 
and new freedom. Young women were no longer at 
home with their parents, being lined up for marriage or 
domestic service. They were free, and in London, and 
they managed to have a great deal of fun – knowing all 
the time that their lives might end at any moment.

The suffering, death and destruction my mother saw as 
a young girl made self-pity impossible for her. As long 
as she was alive, she felt fortunate. In all her long life, 
no matter what happened to her, I never saw her weep. 

Her last years were spent happily in Cambridge.
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by Marina Zaretskaya, daughterDmitry
Yefimovich

Zaretsky (1920 – 2016)

Antonina
Vassilyevna
Zaretskaya (1920 – 2005)

Born in Belarus, the youngest of 
12 children, my father, Dmitry, 
had a gift for music, languages 
and the humanities. Although 
the family was dispersed due to 
Stalinist repression and although 
he spent most of his childhood 
recovering from TB in a sanatorium, 
he gained a much coveted place 
at the College of Drama in Leningrad. Sadly, he never 
finished his course. At the age of 19 he was recruited 
to fight in the Russo-Finnish war (1939-1940) and in 
1941 the Great Patriotic War broke out. He first served 
in the engineering corps and later served as director of 
a field hospital. As a young lieutenant he went through 
Europe and all the way to Berlin with the Red Army. 
For his outstanding contribution he was awarded the 
Order of the Red Star. When the war ended, he was 
the sole carer for his mother and his orphaned niece. 
He now had to provide for the family, so he couldn’t go 
back to his studies and pursue his dream of becoming 
a theatre critic. 

My mother,  Antonina, was 
born in the Yaroslav region into 
a peasant family which became 
a victim of Stalinist repression 
during collectivization. She was the 
youngest of 12 children and always 
top of her class, despite the hunger 
and privation of those times. She 
became the only female student in 

her year at the Mathematics and Physics Department 
of Rostov Teacher Training College. During wartime 
teachers and their pupils were evacuated to Dagestan. 
Outside school hours she and her two sisters had to 
spend all of their time growing food for themselves. 
She received a medal for Outstanding Contribution to 
the War Effort.

After the war she graduated with Distinction and 
dedicated her life to teaching. She was a kind and 
warm person who inspired her students and all 
those round her with her positive outlook and her 
generosity of spirit.  
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Ну что с того, что я там был...
Ну что с того, что я там был.
Я был давно. Я все забыл.
Не помню дней. Не помню дат.
Ни тех форсированных рек.
(Я неопознанный солдат.
Я рядовой. Я имярек.
Я меткой пули недолет.
Я лед кровавый в январе.
Я прочно впаян в этот лед —
я в нем, как мушка в янтаре.)
Но что с того, что я там был.
Я все избыл. Я все забыл.
Не помню дат. Не помню дней.
Названий вспомнить не могу.
(Я топот загнанных коней.
Я хриплый окрик на бегу.
Я миг непрожитого дня.
Я бой на дальнем рубеже.
Я пламя Вечного огня
и пламя гильзы в блиндаже.)
Но что с того, что я там был,
в том грозном быть или не быть.
Я это все почти забыл.
Я это все хочу забыть.
Я не участвую в войне —
она участвует во мне.
И отблеск Вечного огня
дрожит на скулах у меня.
(Уже меня не исключить
из этих лет, из той войны.
Уже меня не излечить
от той зимы, от тех снегов.
И с той землей, и с той зимой
уже меня не разлучить,
до тех снегов, где вам уже
моих следов не различить.)
Юрий Левитанский

So What if I Was There Back Then?
So what if I was there back then?
It’s long forgotten, it’s all spent.
I don’t recall the days, the dates,
the rivers crossed in the attacks.
I’m the dead they couldn’t trace.
I’m rank and file, I’m soldier X.
I’m a bullet’s undershot.
I’m slabs of bloody ice in winter -
I’m frozen in that icy spot, 
suspended, like a fly in amber.
So what if I was there back then?
I’ve lived out all that I can stand.
I don’t recall the dates, the days,
I can’t recall the names of towns.
I’m horses galloping in a daze.
I’m shouts of warning on the run.
I’m the moment of unlived day,
I’m the frontier’s desperate fight,
I’m the fire of the eternal flame
and of the dugout’s makeshift light.
So what if I was there back then - 
in that grim to-be-or-not-to-be...
I had forgotten all I can,
I’d like to forget all I’ve seen.
I didn’t take part in that war, 
the war became a part of me.
The blaze of the eternal flame
scorches my cheekbones to this day.
You can’t expel me anymore
out of those years and from that war.
And you can’t heal me anymore
after that winter and those storms,
and from that winter and that land
you cannot part me anymore,
Until that final snowfall comes - 
turning my footsteps to a blur.
Yury Levitansky. Translated by Maria Bloshteyn. 2020
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An Evening of Memories with British Arctic Convoy Veterans  
in Cambridge (organised by CamRuSS) 

24 September 2015
Churchill College, Cambridge

Seating (L-R): Tony Snelling, Ernie Kennedy, Ernie and June Davies, Eve Bagley, Baden and Eunice Hall,
Hugh Desborough, Seymour Taylor, Stan Ballard, veteran’s aide John.
Standing: members of CamRuSS and Churchill College.                                      
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Olga Bereznikovskaya

Olga Viktorovna Bereznikovskaya was born in Uzbekistan in the 
middle of the war. She has been pursuing her creative endeavours 
since her husband, Karim Mokhutov, passed away in 2010. This 
was a life-changing moment. They had lived happily together for 
over fifty years. Olga managed to find her solace in art pursuits – in 
wool watercolour technique, which she has been perfecting since 
2013.
 
She created felt poppies for the veterans of the Second World War 
in Britain on commission from The Cambridge Russian-Speaking 
Society. 

This brochure was initiated and created by the efforts of volunteers at CamRuSS: 
Yelena Karl and Ksenia Afonina
Designer: Maria Bestujeva
Editors: Yelena Karl and Ksenia Afonina
Proof-reader: Beverley Lott
Contributors: John Adamson, Ksenia Afonina, John Barber, Gleb Berloff, Natalia Budanova, Eleonora Bulatova, 
Jane Fenton, Larissa Fradkin, Libby Howie, Charles Melville, Firuza Melville, Marina Zaretskaya.
All texts and images were provided by the veterans, contributors and their families.
Cover image: Photo of the felt poppies hand-made by Olga Bereznikovskaya.
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