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"KED D'Evma/v

Qur Art Artificer says, "I was partic—
ularly pleased to do this M.N. sketch
since I had a great regard for their
complete lack of respect for the auth-
ority of the R.N. As a small ship
'Hostilities Only' rating, I never
cared much for discipline I spent a
lot of time knocking ice off the
whaler when I should have had my head
down! I earlier worked on a Port Sig-
nal Station for a few happy weeks and
remember clearly, how, when you hailed

them with 'What Ship?' the folk on the
bridge studiously ignored both me and
anything else in R.N. uniform. This
attitude on a cold, wet winter's
night shouting into the wind as the
ship glided past below you, did not
endear me to the M.N. then. But,
in retrospect I think 'You had the
right idea lads!'and I remember with
affection their wonderful 'Sod the

Royal Navy behaviour!"

Sieick Gaaced
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A MESSAGE FROM THE CHAIRMAN

I am very proud to have been
elected Chairman of the North
Russia Club. T would have liked
it to have been under different
circumstances.

Dennis Whitehouse is a very
difficult acl to follow and I
feel that if | can do the job
half as well as he did 1 will
have succeeded.

Norman Batchelor.
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A PEN PICTURE OF THE CHAIRMAN

Norman Batchelor, who lives
in Ash Vale in Surrey, served on the
KEPPEL on Arctic Convoys as a Teleg-
raphist. e s now Principal Cost
Engincer with British Aerospace.
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S.S. "DOVER HILL" IN RUSSIA - 1943,

By David B. Craig.

In the Supplement to the London Gazette on Friday 8th October 1943, there
was a list of 19 names of Merchant Navy officers and men; five were awarded the
Order of the British Empire and fourteen received the King's Commendation for
Brave Conduct. The citation read, very simply, "For dangerous work in hazardous
circumstances".

I feel that the story should be told in the 'Red Duster' edition of Northern
Light. I write the story as I remember it but I write on behalf of the 19 men, as
we all worked together and none of us did anything different from anyone else.

On 13th January 1943 I joined ™DOVER HILL" at Gourock. I had signed on as
Radio Officer and, on boarding the ship, discovered we were bound for North
Russia. We were heavily loaded with fighter aircraft, tanks, guns, lorries and
a large tonnage of shells and high explosives. Our deck cargo was made up of
lorries in cases, Matilda tanks and drums of lubricating oil covered with a
layer of sandbags, presumably to protect them from tracer bullets. Needless to
say we were not very happy about this last item.

We left the Clyde on 23rd January and arrived at Loch Ewe on 25th where we
lay at anchor until the rest of the merchant ships had assembled. On February
15th 28 merchant ships set out in a gale in the heavily defended Convoy JW53.
The escort consisted of three cruisers, one anti—aircraft cruiser, one escort
carrier, sixteen destroyers, three corvettes and two trawlers. This was a very
good escort and as the daylight hours were getting longer, trouble was obviously
expected.

Due to having to maintain absolute wireless silence, the Radio Officers
stood their duty watches on the bridge with the Navigating Officers. As we sailed
north the gale developed into a hurricane and ships began to get damaged. H.M.S.
SHEFFIELD had the top of her fore turret torn off and had to return to port along
with wthe escort carrier H.M.S. DASHER which was also damaged. Six of the merchant
ships were damaged and had to return to Iceland. On DOVER HILL the deck cargo
began to break adrift and we were not sorry to see the oil drums going over the
side, but when the lorries in wooden cases were smashed up and went overboard
things were not so good. But we managed to save the tanks and kept on battering
our way northwards. At one stage the convoy was well scattered but as the weather
moderated the Navy rounded us up and got us into some semblance of order.

The loss of our aircraft carrier meant that we had no air cover and, as
expected, a few days later a German spotter plane arrived which flew around the
convoy all the daylight hours to keep an eye on us. The next day we had a heavy
attack by JU88 bombers in which our ship was damaged and our gunlayer was wounded
by bomb splinters but we kept plodding on to North Russia. At this part of the
voyage we were steaming through pancake ice floes which protected us from the
U-boats and the blizzards when they came were very welcome as they hid us from the
enemy .

Two days later, on 27th February, we arrived at the entrance to the Kola
Inlet. We had not lost any ships to the enemy and I must pay tribute to the Royal
Navy and our own D.E.M.S. and Maritime Regiment Gunners on the merchant ships. Of
the convoy's 22 merchant ships, 15 were bound for Murmansk and the remaining seven
went on to the White Sea ports near Archangel. Little did we know at this time
that we would not leave Russia until the end of November. The ocean going escorts
would now refuel and set off homeward with the empty ships from the previous
convoy.



We were all very tired when we arrived because for the last few days we had

either been on duly or at action stations for most of the time. So after picking
up the Russian Pilot and setting off independantly up the Kola Inlet we were
looking forward to having a good sleep when we anchored at Murmansk. We were very
quickly disillusioned when, about a mile up the Inlet we passed a merchant ship on
fire with the c¢rew taking to the lifeboats. On asking the Pilot about the ship,
which was from the previous convoy, he cheerfully told us that on the way down to
meet us he had scen it being attacked by aircraft, obviously a common occurance.
We now understood why we had been fitted with so many Oerlikon and Bofors anti
—aircralt puns Lo enable us to defend ourselves.

After two days at anchor we went alongside at Murmansk to discharge our
cargo. The port was being bombed most of the time and one of our ships, the OCEAN
FREEDOM, was sunk alongside the quay near us. When we had discharged all of our
cargo we moved out and anchored about a mile apart on each side of the Inlet. We
happened to be on the side nearest the German lines which were only about ten
miles away, we werc regularly attacked by ME109 fighter bombers which used to come
tearing at us about twenty to thirty feet above the water, dropping their bomb as
they flew over us just above our topmasts. Our gunners were very skilled and used
to open fire only when the planes came well within range. These attacks only
lasted about a minute but were very vicious and we had gunners wounded and damage

again done to the ship. We shot one plane down into the Inlet and on another
occasion we damaged one which got out of range before we could finish it off. The
next ship anchored astern of us opened fire when the damaged plane came within
range and it blew up. We only got half credit for this one so ended up with one
and a half swastikas painted on the funnel.

We now come to the incident whereby, to our surprise our names appeared in
the London Gazette.

On Sunday, April 4th we were anchored in Misukovo Anchorage, a few miles
north of Murmansk and I was playing chess in the Officer's Mess as Action Stations
sounded and our guns opened fire. I went through the pantry, looked out of the
door, and saw two JU88 bombers coming up from astern, high up. Our Bofors shells
were bursting below them and when they turned away I assumed we had beaten them
off and stepped out on deck. This was a foolish thing to do, as, unknown to me the
planes had released their bombs before turning away. Four bombs exploded close on
the port side and one on the starboard and I was blown off my feet. As I got
up our gunlayer came down from one of the bridge oerlikons and pointed out a large
round hole in the steel deck a few yards from where I had been standing. It was
obvious that the sixth bomb had gone through the main and 'tween decks into our
coal bunkers and had not exploded. We informed the S.B,N.O. Murmansk of the situ-—
ation and were advised that there were no British Bomb Disposal personel in North
Russia. We then realised that we would have to dig the bomb out ourselves in order
to save our ship. The minesweeper H.M.S. JASON was ordered to anchor astern of us
and to come alongside to render assistance if the bomb should explode, although I
doubt if there would have been much to pick up. Incidentally, I did enjoy talking
to JASON by Aldis lamp during this time.

You must understand that though the DOVER HILL was only a battered old merch—
antman, she was our home and no German was going to make us leave her while she
was still afloat. The Captain lined the whole crew up on the after deck and asked
for volunteers and nineteen of us including our Captain formed our own Bomb Dis-
posal Squad. We had no bomb disposal equipment, in fact we only had a few shovels

borrowed from the stokehold - plus nineteen stout hearts when we started digging
back the coal, trying to find the bomb. The bunker was full of good British steam-—

ing coal which we were saving for the homeward run, so we used a derrick to bring
it up on to deck, hoping to replace it when we got the bomb out. When the Russian
authoritics heard what we were doing, although they had many unexploded bombs to
deal with in the town, they kindly offered to send one of their Bomb Disposal
officers Lo remove the detonator if we could get the bomb on deck. When we had dug
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about ten feet down into the coal we found the tail fins and, by their size, we
decided our bomb was probably a 1000 1b one. Unfortunately, the Germans also
discovered what we were up to and came back and bombed us again, hoping to set off
the bomb we were digging for. Between bomb explosions and the concussion of our
own guns, the coal used to fall back into the area where we were digging and
things got difficult at times. We had to dig down approximately twenty—two feet
before we got to the bomb, but after two days and two nights hard work we finally
got it up on deck.

I was standing beside the bomb with two of my fellow officers as our Russian
friend started to unscrew the retaining ring of the detonator, when after a few
turns it stuck. He then took a small hammer and a punch and tapped it to get
it moving. I can honestly say that every time he hit it I could feel the hairs on
the back of my neck standing up against my duffle coat hood. After removing the
detonator and primer we dumped the bomb into the Kola Inlet where it probably lies
till this day. We then moved back to Murmansk for repairs.

Of the fifteen ships which had come to Murmansk in February, one had been
sunk and four damaged. On 17th May, in company with three other ships we left the
Kola Inlet and set out for the White Sea. We arrived in Economia on the North
Dvina River where we stayed until 18th July when we moved to Molotovsk (Severod—
insk) and finally on 26th November, with eight other ships, some damaged, we set
out for home. Since it was now dark for almost twenty four hours each day and we
could only do seven knots maximum speed we went north to the edge of the ice.
Knowing that a Russian bound convoy was coming up to the south of us we expected
the Germans to attack it and leave us alone. This in fact happened and we event—
ually arrived in London on l4th December 1943, in time to be home for Christmas.

The time spent in the White Sea area was mostly peaceful but our main problem
was lack of food and for part of the time we suffered from malnutrition, but
we survived. I do not think it did us any harm as it makes us appreciate all
the peaceful times we now live in.

When we sailed up London River towards Surrey Commercial Docks to pay off,
with our Red Ensign flying and patches on our deck and side, we were as proud of
the old ship as if she had been a spick and span Navy vessel arriving in port.
Incidentally, the Red Ensign had a hole in it where an Oerlikon shell had gone
through it during the fighting, but it was the only one we had left.

DOVER HILL finished her days as a Naval Special Service Vessel and was sunk
as a blockship on 7th February 1944, but I do not know where. This is a kind
way of saying that the old ship had taken a bigger hammering than we thought and
she was now no longer fit to go to sea.

To finish on a personal note, I was the youngest of the young squad who took
part in the incident in Misukovo Anchorage, having had my eighteenth birthday on
my way up to Russia. I was no greenhand however, having joined my first ship in
Plymouth as a cadet in 1940 when I was fifteen years and three months old.

I have returned to Murmansk in 1980, 85 and 87. On each occasion we have had
great kindness and friendship shown to us by the people of Murmansk who greatly
appreciate the help we brought to them during the war. In 1987 I also found out
that the name of the Russian Bomb Disposal Officer was Panin and that he had
survived the war but had died a few years before my last visit. It would have been
wonderful to have met him after all those years — but it was not to be.
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THE MERCHANTMEN OF JW51B

Many words have been written of the Battle of the Barents Sea
and of Captain R. St V. Sherbrooke, V.C., D.S.0., and quite rightly
so. But little is said of the fourteen heroic merchant ships which

comprised this convoy, all of which, despite the enemy and atrocious
weather conditions reached their Soviet destinations. They were of
British, American and Panamanian registration, several with crews of
mixed nationalities.

Setting out from Loch Ewe on Tuesday 22nd December knowing that
they were to spend Christmas and New Year at sea, and in almost total
darkness. Leading the merchant ships was the Commodore, Captain R. A.
Melhuish of the Royal Indian Navy in EMPIRE ARCHER. She was a decep-—
tive looking ship, having been built in Dundee the previous year of
wartime design, having the engine room and funnel aft and looking like a
'pregnant tanker'. The Rear—-Commodore sailed in the U.S. Liberty Ship
JEFFERSON MYERS which was carrying a deck cargo of huge crates and
which would prove hazardous in high seas and winds, whilst the Vice
Commodore was the Master of the U.S. registered, small, Canadian built,
CALOBRE. Two British tankers, EMPIRE EMERALD and PONTFIELD both carried
cargos of aviation spirit. The crews were paid a pitiful 'danger Money'
allowance for sitting on these potential time bombs. The DALDORCH whose
master had reluctantly refused to take a deck cargo, because the crammed
hatches had taken the Plimsol Line well below the permitted mark. Two of
the remaining vessels were to ensure that the convoy's maximum speed was
not to exceed eight knots — VERMONT was a coal burning relic of
the First World War and the 22 year old American Export Line's EXECUTIVE
had a history of engine trouble. The U.S. ships, RALPH WALDO EMERSON,
JOHN H.B. LATROBE, CHESTER VALLEY, PUERTO RICAN and YORKMAR with the
Panamanian BALLOT completing the number.

Throughout the voyage and particularly during the period when
ONSLOW and Captain Sherbrooke were leading the naval action against
HIPPER and LUTZOW, the weather was the continuous danger to the convoy.
Five ships were to lose contact with the convoy, firstly by altering
course because of shifting deck cargo and other vessels playing 'follow
my leader' in the absence of clear signals, then as a strategic option
to avoid the enemy.

The importance of this small but valuable convoy can be measured by
the following charts drawn up from the ship's cargo manifest:-

Vehicles Tanks Fighters Bombers Fuel Aviation Gen.Cargo.

BALLOT 115 25 18 tons Spirit.Tons 54, yng
CALOBRE 166 8 - - 250 = L5
CHESTER VALLEY 2 25 10 5 250 - 4371
DALDORCH 264 - - - - - 1744
EMPIRE ARCHER 141 18 21 & - - 4376
EMPIRE EMERALD = - - - 2580 7400 -
EXECUTIVE 130 " - 4 450 - 4210
JEFFERSON MYERS 376 - - 4 500 - 5336
J. H. B. LATROBE 191 58 10 4 640 - 4397
PONTFIELD - - - - 5500 5250 -
PUERTO RICAN 14 23 15 8 100 - 5345
RALPH V EMERSON 160 45 ) s 780 - 5090
VERMONT 299 - - 4 300 - 4058
YORKMAR 8 150 5326
Total 2046 202 87 33 11,500 12,650 54321

"PQ17" THROUGH THE EYES OF A U-BOAT OFFICER

An excerpt from "U-boats at War™ by Harald Busch of the

U-boat Arm of the Kriegsmarine.

(Published by Ballentyne Books of New York in 1955)

We well and truly cursed the fog, the officers and I, at the contin-—
ually shifting vision, at the same time swearing, come what may, we
would be tough, wily and patient, like a true fox on the trail - our
emblem was a fox's head painted on the conning tower

At last, fortune relented. After thirty hours of groping through dense
fog, we came out of it at last and turning south lay in wait off the
Matotschkin Straits. Sure enough there she came rearing her fat funnel
right into the fox's jawsS...eeeo... improved position slightly, then a
textbook runout. We couldn't miss, but to make sure, we gave her a
salvo. Two explosions. She stopped, took on a list. Boats Ilowered.
One more from the stern tube, to finish her off. She split open and
sank. From a raft, with our scraps of English, we managed to get her
name and tonnage: the American ship ALCOA RANGER, 10,000 tons — some
hors doeuvre! The boats had red sails we handed them bread and water
and gave them a course for far off Nova Zembla - they'd have a rough
trip before they reached their 'friends'.

Victory mood in U255. We signalled headquarters with a suggestion that
the ships of the convoy had been told to try to reach Nova Zembla -
- we turned out to be right. Our long chase at high speed had brought
us to the van of the scattered merchant ships hurrying to reach safety,
while thier escorts were busy scrapping with other U-boats further
north or picking up survivors of ships sunk by the Luftwaffe.

Soon another pair of masts came out of the fog towards us, followed
closely by two more. The traffic here was about as thick as that encount
—ered off the American coast earlier in the year — the U-boat paradise
all over again, except that this one was rather colder. We had to fire
at the first ship at an acute angle because the second was almost on
top of us, and we missed. As a result, both got away. But we had no
need to chase after them, for at that moment a third conveniently put in
an appearance to the northward. This time the torpedo found its mark.
Then we got up the ammunition, and the sailors were allowed to amuse
themselves gunning her from the surface with the 88 millimetre. They
left the good ship OLOPATRA a blazing wreck. We were getting our hands
in now, and soon after our cannon claimed another victim. The gun's
crew were right in their element., Smothered with smoke and steam,
another steamer went to the fishes.

By now the area must be getting a bad name, we felt, so we headed
southwest to a position on the escape route to the White Sea, where
Russian ice breakers had cleared the approaches to Archangel. One
morning off the Kola Peninsula we saw a strange sight - two enemy
merchant ships with an escort apparently sailing upside—down in the
clouds, their inverted masts balanced on the tips of the real ones
which at that moment were coming over the horizon. We wondered whether
the outline of U255 was similarly stamped in the sky. Soon, in fact,






