


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.





Image: Feliks Topolski, Archangel 1941
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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 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
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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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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.





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.

37




















