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EDITORIAL

Welcome to our special edition of Northern Light. A:
mentioned in my previous editorial, this edition is
devoted entirely to our recent visit to Leningrad, Moscow
and Murmansk. Hopefully, it will bring back a lot of happy
memories to the participants, and will make interesting
reading te all members ~ perhaps whetting a few appetites
for future tours.

First, on your behalf, I say thank you to the committee
for agreeing to my suggestion that we run this issue as an
extra. They did so without hesitation by saying, "Go ahead
Dick, spend a few roubles - it's the members money, they are
entitled to it". It is qulite a few roubles too! With the
preparation, printing, envelopes and postage we get very
1little change out of £500. Thanks also to the many volunteers
who have contributed with reports and reflections of the
visit. It all goes to make the largest edition of Northern
Light that we have produced - 28 pages!

The tour was first announced at the Annual Dinner Dance
at South Normanton last October. Little did we know what was
ahead of us - it certainly was not all plain sailing. Over
the next few months we had several 'off-on' situations and
many minor hazards to navigate. But finally, the tour was a
great success and one which we will be repeating in 1989
and 1990. Also, we did it without the additional middleman's
charges, no tour operator was involved thanks to the very
helpful advice from Intourist Moscow Ltd and the sSoviet
Embassy.

The last few days before the 'big one' had Arthur
Willis and myself om the hop - we didn't know if the next
pipe would be ‘'Hands to stations for Leaving Harbour®,
‘Special Sea Dutymen Close Up' or ‘Action Stations'. But,
being ex-torpedomen (a TGM and LT0), everything was in the
hands of the elite! and the pipe turned out to be 'Hands to
Dance and Jskylark'. we @ach made two visits to London and
came away with seven carrier bags of documents, air tickets,
visas, etc. etc., to be dished out at the airport, also calls
on the embasuy and visa department, phone calls to as far away
as British Columbia and to 40 participants to inform them of
a change in ‘'take off' time - we couldn‘t start the tour
with a dis-satisfied crew. A happy ship makes an efficient
ship and that was always important when you were on a voyage
to the Kola Inlet.

As well as being a pilgrimage and hollday the tour served
one other very important purpose - we all made a lot of new
friendships amongst ordinary people in the Soviet Union,
people just like ourselves. Most importantly, amongst the
younger generation - if any of you have grandchildren who
would like to write to children of their own age in Murmansk
please let me know. Let's start the N.R.C. Pen Pals Club.

Recarding tours being planned in 1989 and 1990, see
Stop rress on Page 28.

SATURDAY P.M. 7TH MAY. Reported by MAURICE CROSS.

Our brave 120 took off in their Tupelov 154s from
Gatwick and Heathrow bound for Leningrad and the U.S5.S.R.
The Heathrow departure was covered by Soviet Television
and we were to meet people in Leningrad, Murmansk and Moscow
Who were able to tell us that they had seen us leaving. I
had a slight colly-wobbles as my feet kept sliding away from
me - especially at take-off. Later I was to discover it was
the bloke in front of me nervously pushing along the loose
carpet with his feet.

Leningrad Airport, surprisingly small for Russia's
second city, was reached without incident and’ three coaches
soon whisked us off to our hotel - the Pulkoskaya in Victory
Square. The countryside appeared drab compared with home,
the city trees were leafless - their Spring must be later
than ours.

The Pulkoskaya's corridors were a ‘jogger's trip® long,
three thousand rooms and splendid rooms they were. We were
not too carried away with the food, but perhaps we had not
settled down to a different diet, with soup coming half way
through the meal.

Our three lovely guide interpreters - Natasha their
attractive leader, Nadja the beautiful, with an accented
volce that would make a bishop kick a hole in a stained
glass window, and sweet little Lena. They told us they would
remain with us throughout the tour and that it would be their
first visit to Murmansk. They were always efficient, caring,
very patient and ready with a smile - even when some of us
were late boarding a coach.

One of my cherished memories of Leningrad, was an
incident in one of the bars at the hotel. The somewhat
fierce barman, who greeted every request for drinks with a
look of barely supressed fury, refused to accept Deutchmarks
from a party of German tourists. So I ostentatiously waved a
Fiver over their square heads, which the barman accepted
with a snarl. The Krauts meanwhile were grovelling about in
their wallets for American Dollars. A moment to savour
indeed ~ a quick burst of 'Rule Brittania' would have
rounded things off nicely. What were Germans doing in
Leningrad on the eve of Victory Day? Bearing in mind that
their countrymen were responsible for more than a million
Leningrad dead - but sensitivity was never a strong Germen
trait.

SUNDAY 8TH MAY. gontinued by Maurice (Cross

A new day dawned, a sunny day with peerless blue skies.
In fact we took the sun with us all around the U.s5.3.4. even
to Murmansk. We set off on a tour of the city and were
Joined by a retired admiral of the Soviet war Veterans
Committee in Leningrad. our guides allocated uz to the
three coaches and I was pleased to listen to the dulcet
tones of Nadja Melinkova as she showed us various parts of
the city as well as giving us the names and history of the



grand buildings, canals and rivers. The city's streets
were an intriguing mixture of the regally resplendent and
the tatty. One minute you could be driving along the
imposing Neva Embankment, or through spacious squares of
magnificent czarist mansions and the next minute through
semi-derelict side streets.

All the cars had a vaguely 1960°'s look about thenm,
mainly ladas, apart from the occasional massive black Zil,
carrylng presumably, Soviet officials. I noticed a great
difference between the generations. Most Russian young
women were smartly dressed, very attractive and with
modern hair-do's. But the middle aged and elderly women
looked as we probably visualised them - vaguely peasant-
ish in the true sense of the word (a peasant is a farmer).

I didn't teke much notice of the men.

To return to our tour - after driving along the
beautiful Neva river, we stopped for a photo break by two
'Rostral’ towers overlooking the Peter and Paul Fortress.
The towers have sculptures of ships bows projecting from
the sides. These were trophies representing enemy ships
sunk or captured by Peter the Great's new Navy. The enemy
being the Swedes - who were a very warlike nation in that
century. A different story to the last war, when they
flogged arms to both sides, and remained neutral.

A change of mood. Qur visit to the mass graves of
the Piskarjovskoye Memorial Cemetary. Six hundred thousand
dead surrounded us in mass graves. The burial mounds hit
you as hard as serried ranks of Crosses in the Normandy
war cemetaries. The Nazi ring of steel encircled the city
for 2% years. Towards the end of the seige twenty thousand
people per day were dying of starvation and wounds. Nadja
Melnikova told us that Hitler had planned a Reception in
the hotel Astoria = he even had invitation cards printed.
He did not make it = but neither did 1,200,000 Leningrad
soldiers and civilians.

The N.R.C. and hundreds of Russians thronged the
cemetary. Some of their war veterans had about fifteen
medals each side of their chests.

At a given signal the N.R.C. wreathlaying party of
120 quietly paced down the central path to the giant
statue of 'Mother Russia®' - her arms outstretched to
receive her dead. Ken Bull and Dick Squires advanced to
the flower covered plinth and laid the wreath of roses,
carnations and alsroemeria, reverently to rest.

Dick then gave the 0Ode to the Fallen. A very moving
and emotional moment. I think that the hundreds of
Russians present thought so too. I would imagine that
they were vastly impressed by foreigners honouring the
Leningrad dead so sincerely.

"who are you?" asked a T.V. team, who were preparing
for the Victory Day celebration. Dick Squires told them.
"We just had to include this cemetary in our Pilgrimage
to Murmansk and we are very proud and humble to lay our
wreath". And so the N.R.C. featured yet again on 3oviet
T.V. and Radio - it would be more when we reached the
Arctic Circle - Dick assured us of that.

So, in a sombre mood we arrived at the Leningrad
branch of the Soviet War Veterans Committee to be greeted
on the pavement by some of the officials, one of whom had
obviously met Dick before, by the way they greeted each
other. It is an intriguing fact that every time we, ex NCOs
and matelots, meet Russian Veterans, it is always the top
brass, nothing below a Commander or a Colonel - not that we
mind, we just wonder where their lower deck types are? e
were ushered quickly iato a Baronial mansion, up a noble
staircase and into a lofty-ceilinged chamber. Russian
Admiral Alexandel gave a speech of welcome and referred to
Victory Day and our part in the convoys, together with the
Russian forces. He introduced us to a couple of Red Navy
captains who had commanded destroyers during our time in
the Kola Inlet.

Questiontime brought out one of the N.R.C. humourists.
"Why are there no breweries in Leningrad?" -~ that broke the
jce! and brought a quick retort from Dick Squires, "In our
circuses, just like the Russian ones, we always bring on
the clowns first". We exchanged plaques and speeches and
talked about the make up of their veteran's organisations.
All this, of course, via the nimble brain and tongue of
our star performer Natasha Yurkova. What a performance -~
interpreting quickly back and forth, she made it look so
easy. Without our three girls, we would have been voiceless
and earless in the U.S.3.R.

later in the afternoon, Nadja Melinkova lead a party
of us to the Hermitage Museum and Galleries (The Winter
Palace). This magnificent building could make some of our
palaces look like nissen huts. Once inside we were dazzled
by the opulence of the czar's reception rooms. High pillars
covered with gold leaf, precious stones set in embossed
walls and all lighted with dazzling chandeliers. The
picture galleries casually displayed two Leonardo da Vinei
paintings, a Michaelangelo sculpture, about ten Rembrantis,
some Rafaels and a host of others. I wondered at the 100%
survival of palaces and mansions through the holocaust of
the 1917 Revolution. Evidently that uprising was initiated
by both workers and intellectuals. The intellectuals more
or less said "for Christ's sake don't burn the bloody
place down, or the world will think we are thick savages”.
I quote that well known historian, Kenneth Yarwood, N.R.C.
In one resplendent chamber, Nadja pointed out a circular
mosaic, which according to Nadja, filled a large hole. The
story is this - Catherine the Great got a mood on, moved
into the Winter Palace and refused all contact with her
court and subjects. She had a dining table and floor
arranged so that the table could be lowered down to the
kitchens and then raised complete with food. This, to
avoid having servants standing about near her. "Only the
mice and I shall admire all this!"™ she said, referring to
her paintings and priceless artifacts. So her subjects
called the palace 'The Hermitage' because of Catherine's
self imposed exile.

By the way, did you know that Tolstoy's 'War and
Peace' should be 'War and People' according to Rosa,
another interpreter, the original Russian word had three




meanings - but the ignorant foreigners translated it in
error. Not many people know that, apart from a few million
Russians!

Back to the Pulkoskaya for a free evening - we'll need
it, because tomorrow it's off to Murmansk and the Victory
Celetrations.

VICTORY DAY, MONDAY 9TH MAY. Reported by CHRIS.B.TYE.

At 0500 in our hotel a buzzer sounded at the bedside tc
herald Victory Day. No dawn was to break as it had been day-
light since the previous evening. No dawn chorus was heard
only the chorus of 120 of us, who had probably not been
awakened so ear.y for many years. A great day was ahead of
us. Breakfast at 0630 consisted of fish, cheese, yoghurt,
brown bread, etc. (no bacon, eggs or milk in sight). Then
followed the coach journey to the airport where we arrived
at 0730. We took off on our flight to Murmansk at 0850, soon
We were to see snow on the barren wastes and hills below us.
Although bright early morning sunshine, it had not Dbeen
strong enough, or warm enough to melt the snow. A truly
fantastic sight from the air, as this was our first view of
the real Russia and this desolate panorama lasted until we
landed. We then viewed the same scene from ground level at
Murmansk Airport.

Dick insisted that he and Peg disembarked first and we
soon knew why. He was aware of the welcome we were to have
and had kept it from us so that it was not spoiled. As we
walked across the tarmac the first of many greetings
awaited us, School children, some of them mere tots, from
local schools, each standing with a flower in their hand
and white, cut-out, dove of peace badges in the other. They
could not contain their excitment and enthusiasm and ren
out from the terminal building steps to give us each a
tulip or carnation and to pin a dove on our lapels. And,
with child like laughs and smiles said, "“welcome to the
Soviet Union of Russia and to Murmansk". This very moving
and emotive welcome touched us all, there was not a dry
eye in sight, even from the toughest ex-matelots.

At this stage we were informed that it was Jjust
possible for the fittest of our members to dash away and
join the Victory Parade and that a coach was waiting to
speed them away for what was expected to be a four-mile
march. Dick called for volunteers and he had to find more
transport, as he had 56 volunteers to £ill the 40 seats on
the coach. Who ever heard of 'Jolly Jack® volunteering to
march? Not wishing to risk my gammy leg I did not raise
my hand but reported 'Excused boots, 3ir'. 3o, the story
of that march is reported later.

After booking in and having lunch at Murmansk‘s best
hotel, the Arktika, our coach took us on & short tour of
the city, our three interpreters being assisted by a team
of local guides. They thanked us many, many times for
bringing the glorious sunshine, especially for their big
day, Murmansk has an average of 16 sunny-ish days-each
year and we had brought 4 of them! Our return to Murmansk

brought back nostalgic and polgnant memories of the wooden
city and docks devastated by bombing in 1943, We gazed in
admiration on their truly fantastic rebuilding programme,
although signs of the dereliction could occasionally be
seen to remain. Especially noted was the building of the
massive Arktika Hotel and surrounding buildings visible
from our bedroom windows. Dick 3quires said in October 1987
at the start of his months of planning and organisation of
the tour, that we would be in Murmansk on Victory Day, and
right on time and on cue, we certainly were.

At 1630 our coaches took us to the docks where we
boarded the superb cruise-ship 'Vatslav Vorovosky*®, where
we were joined by Soviet war Veterans and members of the
public. We were all allocated cabins (did they expect us
to be seasick?) We cast off from the jetty and headed out
towards the Kola Inlet under glorious sunny skies. The
ship's tannoy announced, "Please listen to announcements
regarding photographing restrictions". We wondered how far
we were going to sail and what we were going to see. Would
we go as far as the highly militarised area around
Polyarnoe? This was again another scoop for Dick, but I
doubt if he knew just what had been planned for us by
Intourist, the Murmansk Veterans and the Murmansk Steam-
ship Company, the owners of 'Vatslav Vorovosky'. We all
assembled in the Passenger Lounge to receive a further
welcome by the veterans, this developed into a mixed dis-
cussion and Don Allen, Percy Price and George King related
some of their personal memories of PQl7. Our hosts seemed
to be greatly interested and impressed by this. Plaques
and souvenirs were presented on behalf of North Russia
Club.

The meeting closed and we all went on deck as the
vessel hove to. Imagine our feelings as we gathered on the
poop-deck to find that we were actually out of the Inlet
and in the Barents Sea, not far from the spot where H.M.S3.
Gossamer had been sunk. That cruel, forbidding sea paid
its respects too, it was like a millpond. It did not
surprise me that Dick had detailed our wreath laying
party - Colin Page, a survivor of Gossamer, and ex-merchant
seaman Terry Gilligan of S5.3. Empire Buttress, who had
spent more than a year in Murmansk docks acting as 'heavy
1ift' ship. The ship's ensign was lowered to half mast, as
Colin and Terry gently and with feeling, laid our wreath
on the water. At the same time, two Soviet veterans laid a
similar wreath. The ship's siren sounded to commence two
minutes silence throughout the ship. As the wreaths floated
slowly away the ladies in our party cast stems of
carnations on the sea. The wreaths slowly sinking below the
waves to those who's memory they were intended. None of us
will ever forget this ceremony.

we remained on deck for a while, during this time we
continued to mingle with our hosts and we were presented
with three statuettes by the Commodore of the sSoviet Trawier
Fleet, himself an ex-Red Navy, Kola Veteran.

As we sailed back down the Kola Inlet for the return
journey, I secretly left the Dining Saloon where dinner was
being served, as we were about to pass Polyarnoe. I donned






