
Bridge Travel with Andy Hung 

By Pauline Clayton 

A section of our club notice board is 

lathered in flyers advertising bridge 

tours. 

Having ventured on one - a bridge class 

weekend at Byron Bay with Joan Butts, 

I took a bigger step and headed off to 

Russia, on a trip organised by one of 

our regular teachers, Andy Hung. 

Naturally the 10 day trip included 

lessons, but that was most afternoons, 

the mornings were for exploring Saint 

Petersburg with Andy and a Russian 

guide, 33 year old Alexandra Zvereva, 

from the Russian Government’s 

Committee of Tourism, Development. 

Our evenings were dinner at local restaurants (not MacDonald’s) and one evening at the 

Mikhailovsky Theatre for a performance of the ballet Don Quixote. 

(Two intervals with caviar and a swish of vodka). 

We were a diverse group of 19, (a good manageable number), from various Australian clubs, 

and with a range of bridge experience, from novice to directors. 

Sisters, Marina Noud and Tania Perry from Brisbane with just eight lessons were a little 

overwhelmed by the classes, but great ladies and major assets to the group as they spoke 

fluent Russian.  

Andy arranged for them to have a one-to-one private lesson. 

At the other end of the bridge scale Betty Mill,(Melbourne), at 86 years of age, a master 

player who teamed up with the youngest (who joined the group from Germany) 14 year-old 

Emil Langer who has already competed in Europe and more recently in Canberra at Youth 

Week. 

Fair to say most wrapped an extended European holiday around Andy’s bridge tour. Some 

of us arrived in Saint Petersburg from a week or so in the United Kingdom, Dubai and 

Sweden, and several went on to Moscow and/or other destinations. 

I spent two weeks in London, enjoying glorious late September weather, and after Andy’s 

Russian adventure caught the train (with two other players) to Moscow and then home with a 

four day stop-over in Shanghai.  

Back home, have since played bridge with my Saint Petersburg partner, Angela Robertson 

(aka Demarr) a director with the Surfers Paradise club, who bought her 15 year old 

grandson, William (a competing ballroom dancer) on the trip. 



He found plenty to do, including a Russian dance class, while we played bridge. 

Despite having been on organised trips with small teams of journalists, I had reservations in 

joining a group of strangers in a strange land. 

I need not have worried. 

Andy Hung is not only an Australian bridge champion; he is a great organiser and stays calm 

under even the slightest pressure. 

Not that there was any, with the exception of two ladies in the group moving out of sight in 

the depths of the Saint Petersburg underground train system. 

The four-star Holiday Inn was comfortable, (heated bathroom flooring and a great bath) and 

next door to a small local supermarket, bakery and the entrance to the subway. 

Alexandra an excellent guide, friendly, informative, and, as an arts graduate, bought so 

many of the works we saw alive. 

As for Saint Petersburg, purpose built by Romanov Tsar, Peter the Great, 10 days is hardly 

long enough to explore the heavily gilded: 100 palaces and castles, the cathedrals, the art 

galleries along with the gardens. 

The famous Winter Palace home to the Russian monarchs, now The Hermitage Museum, is 

not only a breathtaking building, but the works of art contained there-in are also priceless. 

We could explore at leisure and surprisingly, maybe because of the time of year, it was not 

crowded. 

Peter the Great had visited Amsterdam and so this city has canals and 300 bridges. We took 

a boat trip down some of the canals, gaining a different view of just part of this, the second 

largest city in Russia. 

The day we visited the Peter and Paul prison fortress was Russian leader Putin’s birthday 

and so we watched a small military parade attending the daily canon shot from the fortress 

parapet. 

This famed island fortress is also the home of a remarkable, gilded spired cathedral, where 

most all the Romanov rulers are interred. The white marble caskets shine from the hand-cut 

crystals of dozens of chandeliers. The walls and ceilings are works of art in themselves. 

We did not have to put our hands in our pocket at any time during the holiday, except if we 

chose to tip. 

Andy even carried a bag of subway tokens for us. 

A bus or cab was at the front door of the hotel whenever we stepped out. 

For me, the tour was faultless. 

Have to say, it wasn’t just good, it was great. 

 


