Linbow Alexan-
droyng told howr
she once chased
A Water sprite
from her kitchen

DELAIDE and Helen
AHmkcr went to Russia
out of curiosity and cussed-
ness. In addition they shared a
genuine enthusiasm for the al-
most unknown Russian ecclesi-
astical art and architecture,
which is rapidly disppearing
under the neglect and even active
hostility of the Soviet govern-
ment. After three months in
Moscow, Helen painting while
Adelaide read up on history, they
decided on & sudden excursion
into the country, where many of
the miost noted monuments of
Russian history were located.
After a visit to Viladimir to see
the famous Ouspensky Luthcdml
they went to Bogoliubov to visit
the Church of the Intercesszion of
the Virgin, on the River Neri,
the moat beautiful church in all
Russia,

UR train back to Vladimir
was an hour late, and we
stalked up and down the
platform to keep warm.
The waiting-room air was as im-
possible as usuwal. The train
came—at last-—and we watched
Bogoliubhov out of sight with
affection and regret. An inevita-
ble feeling of sorrow always came
over me in leaving Russian wil-
lapes and pecple—a sort of cer-
tainty of neversecing them again.
The mapgic word “foreigners”
spread through the coach in a
minute, and we were surrounded
bv a questioning mob. “T'his has
to be faced often in Russia and
coped with guardedly. It is bet-
ter to be asker than the an-
awerer., Nobody trusts anvhody
else in 8 Russian crowd, and no
one wants an answer held up
against him, but everyvbody is
willing to ask anything. ‘‘Are
vou a spy?” and “What is your
allowance?' are pood general ex-
amples of the type of inquiry.
We arrived at Viadimir at
about nine o'clock and drove up
the long hill past the monastery.
A soldier paced up and down in
front of the gate. We had
wanted to go In in the morning
but the museum director said,

“Ch, no, one caonot enter there!™
B4
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Helen Huntington Hooker, whose aketeh-book and
camera led to difficulties with the secret police
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This young Cossack asked if
Ford's workmen are mangled in
their machines for reporting late

and we wondered why, We did
get 1n later, but in a very differ
ent way from that which we had
hoped.

{On the public square a build-
ing was decorated with red
lights and & poster saving
“Young Communists’ Masquer-
ade Ball." We were tired, and
had to mse at six the next morn-
ing, but this was too good to miss.
Couid we crash itr We tried
Everybody was being turned
away at the gate—mno more
tickets. I tried the word *‘lo
l,'.igtll".‘.."‘ﬁ-.” The ma,g{r; wirked.
The young and harassed manager
appeared 1n the midst of the
squeering, pushing rabble. We
stated our case—said we wouldn’t
dance and take up room, were
srndents  from  America, and
were awfully interested to see
Russian students—would just =it
in the gallery and watch for a
few minutes. He was wvery
leasant  and was about o
weaken when the crowd roared:

“Who are these Etrangua that
can get in when we can not? The
devil take them! Aren’t Ruﬁt.mn“
good enough for this ball?"

The manager reluctantly re-
fused us, but we pressed our pass-
ports on him, and he said he
would ask his superior. A few
minutes later he appeared outsiile
with the shoving rabble and con-
ducted us back through andunde:
DUMerous coat racks, to the stairs.

“Moshno? (May 17)" 1 asked.

“Moghno (You may),” he an-
swered.

“But we must buy tickets,"
said.

“(h, no, Comrade, you will [
the guests of the Communs!
studentz

He was a nice boy, pale blewd
hair and direct blue eyes, an
with him was another boy with @
simple Slavic face, thin awl
worn, with a rather wistful chann.
This latter one wore trousers &
large, brown '['I-].:Lil’_:l. They woi
both about eighteen years obl
I should sav.

Helen and T scooted up to the
gallery, ashamed of our coul™
grimy faces, gnd boots anwvd
these ribald merry-makers in £+
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colors. The room was huge. At least six
hundred dancers were seething in it-—falze
heards—girls dreszed as bovs and wice
rersa—pink paper costumes—travesties
on religion—mostly creations of wit rather
than material. Accordions wheezed, and
evervbody shouted. Ages ranged from
twelve to twenty-two. Eyesand cheeks
were bright from excitement and hot
air. There was no Fox-trotting, only
polkas and semi-folkk waltzes. The
fox-trof is taboo among Communists
a5 wvilgar and bourgeois. {However,
Helen danced it with Comerade Lit-
vinnov, the Acting Minister of Foreign
Affairs, at his yearly ball for the Diplo-
matic Corps at Moscow!]

COur two friends came up for us.

*Youcan't stay up here, Comrades!
Vou must come down and play with
us and tell us about America! - Are vou
Communists? Does America really
hate Russia as much as they say here?”

We preferred Lo stay upstairs, being
almost too tired to speak. [ could not
even take my coat off, 1 had such
ragged and ill-fitting garments under-
neath. We showed them our boots.

“Neechewo!  Neeckevol (It doesn’t
matter!}™ they assured us, and dragged
us down to dance.

The new steps were too intricate
for us to grasp in our weary condition,
w0 they sat with us on the stage and

watched., Others pathered around. It was-

almost impossible to talk againat the noise,
but we got snatches of conversation here
and there and ohserved much. There was
no paint and not a sign of liguor, The
Communists are wery gdhstemious. I
thought of the many stories of corrup-
tion among children, sad resultz of lax
marriage laws, but this looked like as
happy and healthy a bunch as you would
sce in any high school at home.

There were a few faces of delicacy and

refinement, but the average had a prole-
tarian cast of features. Their ideas, too,

weré simple, more recited than reasoned.
The forebesrs of these minds have remained
dormant for centuries. Quickening to life
for the first time, they have bitten off large
mouthfuls, perhaps more than they have

Madonna and child in besutiful 16th
century hand embroidery; bought
by the author from the Soviet

the ability to handle just vet. Thete is no
hereditary mental discipline to fall back on.
» They wanted to discuss every imagina-
ble question with us and were curious and
interested in everything we said about

A scene in Suzdal, paitited by Helen
Hooker. This town of only two
thousand people was a famous
ccclesiantical center of the past
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America. How they would love to see it—
the preat machines—the many automo-
biles! Did workers really have them? But
why did we hate Russia so? Why would
America lend her no money to help her
workers along?

I knew I was treading dangerous ground,
biut took achance. “*Because the Soviets
spend money for propaganda against
our Government,"” [ =said.

Most of them were surprised.

A tall, stringy Jewish boy who had
just come up snatled, *“Well, why don’t
you get a decent government like ours,
and then we wouldn't have tof™

He slunk off in the crowd without
waiting for my answer. I was furous,
but said nothing. A moment later he
returned, whispering something to the
blond manager whom he brought with
him. Blue eves narrowed and looked
at me sternly. “Nu shio-zhe® {(What's
this?})" T could see his thoughts in his
worried face.  Had we brought contra-
revolutionary influences into the midse
of the voung Communists? What a
fool he had been!

I had no time to answer hefore all the
people around me chimed in.

“Avram was & fool and very rude.
He had insulted the Comrade Guest’s
country when they were all having a
friendly discussion and had not even
wailted to hear her answer. That was

no way to behave!™

The blond boy teprimanded Avram
and apologized to me. Avram slunk away
again, muttering something about bowrzlui
toreigners, which | omitted to hear.

The costume prize was to be given, and
every one marched across the stage. Ap-
plause was the judge. The prize was
given to a rather crude anti-religious joke—
two boys harnessed together in what rep-
resented a confessional —one as priest and
one as a layman. (Confinued on page 194)




104

How Red Is Red Russia?

carried a board paj ith the words,
“R 'gh_rﬂknumh[m;?the;my&

mﬂ pletely los voice by this
O t my by this Hime,
so we said good-night to our host, who came
to the door with us, The brown checked trou-
sers saw us home.  His hame was Kotsakoff, and
he studied geology at Mozscow University.
He had a sensitive face. He came to see me
two or three times fater in Moscow, but the
effort of conversation was pretty strenuous.

Just a5 Kussian hunger can be satisfied By
Russian food, so our rather repulsive Vladimir
beds looked good to our weary bones; and
ﬁinfuuyduthﬂdwemmmthm I fell
. asleep wondering how it was possible to have
seen inside of three hours the Church on the
Merli and the Bolshevik Ball.

NEKTmm'ningw:umarmadatsi:. ‘The
maon and stars were shining, and the bugs
werse hil'.ing through our hoots and fur coats,
But it didn’t matter. We were going to Suzdal
for the day., Comrade Selezniov told us to take
the bus at seven A M. Suzdal is twenty-five
miles back in the country and has no railroad.
We were to ask for Tovarishtch Alexandrov
at the vi museurn.  He would show us all
in the guickest ible time, and we would
return ko Viadimir with the bus at five in the
afternoon, call for our purchased “loot,” and
catch the night train for Moscow. [ had a bit
of a cold, so he insisted that I take his warm
throat scarf for the day. But these were

We had our tea and “hoclfs"” by candle-light
and were at the bus atation at seven, The hotel
chambermaid told us it always leit promptly.
At seven fifteen, still no hus. I inquired of a
strect cleaner if this were the right corner.

“It's the nght corner, miss, certainly, but
the bus only runs for two months in summer
time,” :

The dear uldt::jisinfmmlhn[ I was des-
perate. He pointed out a First streaks
af dawn appeared. In ﬁ rarage were two
buszes of a fairly primitive t I asked if
thers were amall cars in imir. There
were none.  Would he take two fadies in a bus?
Mo, he wouldn't, not in that smow! What
could be done? Obstacles always whetted our
enthusiazm for a place,

Two fzeoschiks (drivers) were slesping and
freezing slowly in their sleighs ata comer. T
cracked them both, s Suzdal as a trip,
and set them tounderselling cach other while [
th Hefen. We hoth came down to the
curb et and found the price had sunk from
forty to twenty rubles in my absence. A little
more work was necessary. They talked their
horses up, and [ talked the price down, until
we settled with one for fifteen rubles, about
weven dollars and a half,

I went back to the chambermaid to ask her
if she would let us take two of the blankets off
the beds i

She amswered without a m:u.li ! no,
baroshnays, that's just the kind &E we
We left our kevs with her, and our
she had already. Our simple ings and
hooks remained in the S as we Come
luuﬂwrhedmuﬁbir:mitdidammuﬂ

1t ovtve . penchant for deighriding, g0 3
you've a penchant igh-riding, go to
Ruzzial Not a wheel in sight for six months!
We passed a beautiful new tal under con-
striction and a large cemetery at a convenient
distance—crossed a creek and left the town
behind. Our harse was frisky and strong. and
we climbed a curving incline of considerable

(Contimiied from page 55)
height at a brisk trot. At the top was a
typical Russian viillage—one main street with
a long row of brown wooden houses om each
side, cuckoo-clock style, one story high. At
one end is & church and belfry, at the other a
great, coverad well. Past the last house and
out on the rolling plains.

As far as you could see, a white sheet was
spread, tucked in at the horizon, [ have
never before been conscious of such EXPATHES,
A horizon on shipboard has no such extent,
There was not a single tree to break the monot-
ony. Only a wandering lne of telegraph poles
which served us as a puide. There is no road
in winter. You travel cross-country.

The steppees rolled like the sand waves of the
Sahara, and the wind blew and was murder-
mﬂytﬂlﬂﬂtthﬂt::}lfﬂfﬂﬂhﬁdgﬂ. We
crouched topether, collars up, faces wound
around with scapves. Two pairs of ﬁﬂa
were no warmer than tissue-paper. Bre
was powhere [ could hide my hands from the
prying cold. Our heavy, leather boots wers
no protection at all, They only carefully kept
our feet in the frozen condition they were in
already. We couldn’t even shift our stitfening
limbs, because moving a muscle alwavs let in
another darting fork of the enemy, The wind
came from the ri t,mweﬁwght sides and
slegves were caked with snow.  Little icicles
of frozen breath hung from our hats and
SCATVES,

Thus "'l":,amt for an hour and a half, seeing
nothing. ring nothing, harely able to think.
Om the ,Imrimn. like & ship ar sea, was alﬂ;}r

gpeck., It became hrst a belfry, then a village,
It was a hope, but another -hour passed
before we actually reached it. I was vaguely

conscious of a row of houses,

“Chas! Chadi!!™ (Tea! Tea?l) called our driver
as he helped us out at one of the doors.

He threw the one robe over the horse, whose
Cyes were bulging and sides heaving with
sirzin. He had trotted the whole way, His
belly was fringed with icicles, and they hung gix
inches long from his muzzle,

There was a sign, “Traktr," on the house,
and we our way up o rickety stair to
the doar, We almost fell into a low-ceili
room, tiny and dark, with two wooden tables

'l:l dilapidated range. It was all I could do
o
utnvfp We took off our boots warlly, net
knowing whether our Feet would come off in
thern or not. The room seemed warm, but

our breath caused clouds of steam, so [ imagine -

it was only refatively =o0. Anyhow, glasees of
scalding tea were soon in front of us, and
shortly within us. All of a sudden warming
from within and from without met at a point,
and our minds .
wer Almost half-way! I couldn’t bearit! To
Mvaidtu h:i“ thri:mghmmtt again, Wﬂlli we
WOl ve to live through it again if we
turned back, 3o we
REE were several muzhiks ts) in
the traktir. They are a beautiful race. Such
atmiﬁm and radiant coloring, and such
red rds! Two rather debonair-looking
uths sat down with us and began .
satisfied themselves that we were not in
the G.PU, and then proceeded
themselves about the Government. Their
language #uthem:i: unprintable. I am sur-
prised that Soviet did not collapse from
absent treatment’” 1 asked them if they
were not afraid of being put in jail for talking
that way

to

Mmﬁggnm and they'd have no one to till the

There were potatoes and onions frying on
the stove, and we asked for same. The woman
who was in charge said she was sorry, but that
it wasz for her and the children. However, we
coild have some ————or somE——— )
she mentioned two dishes. We had never

Helen from climbing right into the

to work. Where wers -

might az well go forward. .

to talk, -

heard of either, so we ordered the fire It
turned out to be hlack bread and prey humis
of sausage. It was a welcome gagﬂe W are
enormously of it, and what we [eft o our
tes our x.rm:ci’ ik gathered up in 4 hand,
rchief and put in his pocket.
One muzhik with curling mustache o5 X
roving eye was also on his way to Suady| and
invited us to spend the night with him (here
We were interested in the proposition, gnd
when we found that he had a wife and thiee
chifdren, and that it would be a sociobuica|
ﬂpﬂm;;jne :rutllln*.r ﬂm:ln{a rOmantic ofe, we
accepted-—in the event of its being too I
zeturn to Vladimr. AR Too fute 1o
Having finished four glasses of tea ench,
wers ¥ to face the elements again, ﬁ
irvoschid took off one of his in shybar
and gave it to us a5 an extra robe. We wep
reluctant, but accepted when we saw that g
had two others undetmesth. That explained
the well-stuffed look of the average Bussy
driver. With a crack of the whip we were: of
"*'?'r“"‘- “Cne hour to Suzdal," said the driver,
We wondered.

GN THE outskirts of the town a dog wi
sitting straight up in the snow, He
looked a bit unnatural. I inguired.

“()h, that dog has been sitting there for three
months, The wolves killed him, and ke froze
in that poaition, 3o they E:“ gat him there
All the wolves don’t know he's frozen, so when
they come back for him, they are shot at”

%0 there were wolves about® 1 smiled

- nonchalantly. It was a sweet thought,

“Oh, ves, baroshnave, but they haven’t been
bad this year. ﬂmg&&mmm&ugw to
kill them off.”

We had forpotten our mowvie concepiion
of Russia~—(irand Duchesses in freifas heing
chased by herds of wolves, the left horse un-
hum&ami and turned loose as the victim, the
rAght horse next—the center horse dropping
dead at the door of the Church—the Grand
Duchesses saved by a miracle. 'Well, here we
were on the steppes with only one horse,
Deéar! dear! it was nice to know that the
wolves weren't 8o bad this season,

In a few minutes our casis was far behind,
and the wind came roarng down the valleys
of snow. The horse's pace was not what it once
waz, and he looked pretty %Zt- )

“Mark my words,” said n, “this feshod
{homse) is for another ten minutes qnllf-
You should have taken the other one. We've
saved five rubles, but we're going to freese 19
death. By tomorrow we'll be sct up as wili-
bait, so get yourself in a pretty position!"

The doshad certainly was ing. Hewas
ambling along at a slow walk, Our laughter
kept us warm. We followed the poles down 2
long, gentle At the bottom a hridge
was barely visible. Just before reaching it
our lashad shied to one side. What could it he?
A dead loshed, frozen stiff, four hoofs in the air.
It mR-nn'liunua, but we mmﬂ;:ttlfn“g!hn“}l[
more. Rigor morlis was already m.
will spare you further description of the tem-
perature. Enough that two hours later W&
were cracked off - the seat mﬂféﬁdﬂ;ﬂm‘
irakiir on the open marketplace of Huzdil-

As soon as tea had seeped through to our
minds, we told the izroschik we would have 1o
stay all night. What was a toothbrush to on
who had made such a trip, and nightgowns
had passed out of our consciousness.

In the traktir was o wonderful collection of

. " peasant . We were back in the coun'ry
“Then they'd have to put us all in jail, - an?.pﬂ

b
there was no city veneer on i
ple. - Helen reached for her sketchbook. bt
fpwc:nd that her mind had thawed before h'-lf
An.old seer was sitting at the table
with us. His white beard was fully & fool "“":J-
and his hair hung thick over the za!lunull:['-'f_-“m1
his long linen blouse. He would not be dri
into conversation, but shook his head @
~murmured every few minutes: -
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vt Ameriki!  Delyoke!  Dalyoke! (From
\n . rical Far! Farl}”
" lis eyes followed us wherever we moved,
sl e seemed to have a continuous mental
srouole to reconcile our presence in Suzdal
wityn his conception of America’s location, He
aaiched us wistfully out of the door and then
ceesil at the window, his head, until we
were gut of sight,  He never been away
iorn Suzdal, had never seen a foreigner, and
rould not cope with this sudden enlargement

his horizon.
11dl‘.."fia found Tovarishtch Alexandrov in the
\useurn. It was located in the former Theo-
tugical Seminary, a heautiful seventeenth cen-
wry building. From the twelfth century on,
wypdal was always o great ecclesiastical center.
Though row & small town of abaut twa thou-
sand inkabitants, it had, up to the Revolution,
fate monasteries besides the semimary, and an
amazing number of saints, martyrs, venerated
refics, ete.

The Pokroveki Cunvmmﬂt}haa hﬂ;ﬂ the valun-
tary or involuntary exi many istu%'mshed‘ i
Hu':sinn rincesses, among them the Taaritsa
idoxin ina. She was the first wife of
Peter the Great, and after the ili-fated re-
bellion of the Streltzi she was sent there by
him to be shorn and imprisoned.  She was too
reactionary for his Western reforms.  With a
wornah this did not matter so much. She could
tnke vows, and he could marry again, HBut
when her son, the Tsarevitch Alexie, betrayved
similar ideas, he died in a peculiar manner.
Peter the Great was ruthless,

In the little village museum are priceless
Ikons and embroidenies taken from the treas-
uries of Hlﬁhe mduenastei'lﬁ Russian sixteenth-
century embroideries impress the foreigner as
very ugly at first, but when used to them you
like their stiff, gray, stitched faces with the
features outlined in black. ‘There s one
masterpiece here, done hy the unlucky Tsaritsa
herself, The collection of crosses here was the
most Interesting I had seen outside of Lenin-
grad and Moscow,

Tovarishtch Alexandrov was a nice litthe
man with an air of being “city folks.” He had
been a school teacher Iﬁm revolution and
appedred now 1o be a town official as well as
museum director. He was polite and
and wore ome of those black coats, with collar
and peaked hat of Persian famb, which

opper” Russlans wear. For some reason or
other he wanted to rush us through the center
room which was plastered with anti-religions
gg“&;m Maybe he thought that what was

tor Russians would create a bad im-
Presson o ﬂmﬂmm_.

HE CALLED his assistant and ve him
iy what looked like the keys of ngaﬂutill!;
and directions about where to take us, We
the cathedral, but did not go in until

ter. It wasin typical Vladimirstyle, but rather
%:ermd by being restored in a mud-brown color.
! domes enraptured us as usual—fve colos-
sah, bottle-blue onions with gold stars all over
:Juhgl:; d;:ihuwend]mnlacr cross with
cha, 5 dopping down to hold it in place. Each
ha the usual second iece near the bot-
bam placed an aslant, and an upturned crescent
Rrn':‘!.th that. It seems that according to
thum legend Christ had one foot shorter
hunn!:ilfm ather, thus proving His earthly
; ty. Thed!_ nal, at the place where his
;&t are nailed side, symbolizes that
. ®CL. The crescents are a relic of Tartar in-
ﬂm _The Christian churches had been
s, ﬂ'uemlt{:: mosques by the Tartars, but
Teft b BSIANE  recomnquered t.h-:r& lh:l;

CrESCEn
as Hvitsbﬂﬂmcmw

by & followed uur_.;uid: down the main street .

; ted churches. Omp every side mose
mﬂi’ﬂikmdunﬁﬁﬂ;nw? on the altar of
inquired aboug the onion fmmw“::?iuﬁe r'.lh:

Rizopolozhenski monastery, with its white
walls and beautiful, double-turreted gate, but
were noi allowed to enter—it is & military
Farrison now.

Down a hill and out a way into the country,
and we saw the Pokrovsky convent—not o
beautiful a5 it is historically interesting, He-
yond, however, on a bluff across a stream, was
& long, red fortress wall with twelve massive,
red-and-white turrets,

“Shto taqusi (what is that?]"? T asked our

He looked at me queerly. *“That iz the
Epum—&'ﬁ.m:l;ir maonastery, formerly a prison
for ccclesiastical misdemeanors,” he hesitated,
“mow a contea-revolutivnary prison.” He
changed the subject quickly. *There was
once a church deacon imprisoned there for
life, because he dro the communion cup. '
Inordinate laughter followed,

This guide of ours was an odd creatore, tall,
dressed practically in rags, but with an intelli-
gent face. His intention of being clean-shaven
was poorly executed. He had little keen eyes,
a big blue nose, and a generally moth-eaten

CAMRNCE.

‘Member of the Party™' T asked.

Y0, " he answered.

M;May I take a picture?” The sky-line was

“Of everything except the prizon,” he said.
I iﬁudai the prizon, but he didn't seem
to mi

I‘TW.&S getting dark, and Pokrovsky convent
looked gray and hleak. TIn the big gateway
was the diminutive cetl of Eudoxia adjoining a
retty Annunciation chapel, Here she lived
or twenty years, until she was moved north ta
Oid Ladoga., She was kept prisoner there un-
til her grandson, Pyotr Alexeivitch, came to
the throne.

Wadlﬁ the snow away from the door of the

t. ™o one had been in for six months cer-
tainly. It was horrible and dank, and we had
to rub our noses every minute to keep them
from freezing, The Comrade struck matches,
We were in 2 maze of frescoed arches. Like
billowing scarves they hovered low over our
heads, the corners pulled down to short
columns not more than two feet high, Ttisa
style peculiarly Russian, You can pass from
one arch to the other only in the middie, if you
dor’t want to bump your head. Under these
frescoed canopies are slabs with the names of
the ruyal, or princely, nuns.

Here lies Solomonia Sabourowa, wife of
Vassili Ivanovitch, canonized as Saint Sophia.
Intheyea.rrsﬁt:heﬂmndPﬁmducidtdm
&I]l andddemandni E‘ﬁ. all the beauotiful

aughters of the Boyars princes be poraded
before him. Out of the ffteen hundred beau-
ties he chose Solomonia as his bride, but when
she had no children he consigned her to the con-
vent at Suzdal and married Elena Glynskaya,
who bore him his son, Tvan Grozni {the
ment decply, but resigned hersell to the sy
ment , but resi raelf to oly
life and became 2o loved for her goodness and
piety that her grave was venerated as & holy
shrine. It isin sad decay now,

Wegrby slabs cover remaing of Alexan-
dra, sister of Vassili Tvapovitch, and his
daughter Anastasia. Then there is Anna
Vassiichikova, the fourth wife of Ivan the
Terrible, and Alexandra, the little wife of his
soni and heir, whom he murdered in a Rt of
;gﬂ.lmu}". T thought of the ghastly canvas of

ep{nmthiﬁmhjuct.,nhlthhm%shtht
Tretyakov Gallery in Moscow. A few years
ago a fanalic into the gallery with a
razor and slashed the two faces in the portrait,

crying:
“Beloved Rusgia has seen so much blood!

- Why must blood be painted on the wall of her

x 5?" -

The canvas has been so nlmcn:ﬁ repaired
that o ane would ever know of disaster
now, and Ivan's neurotic and tragic face
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still continues to weave its nauseating spell.

The liar, perverse nature of Ivan the
Terrible is shown in the story of his own wisit
to the Dokrovaky Convent. He was on bis
“i; to Kazan to fight the Tartars, and the
Abhess predicted that he would become Tsar
of Kazan,

“Very well,” said Ivan, “for your kind
?I‘u‘pllﬂ:]’ I will not order you executed, but if
ddu not become Tsar of Kamn, then beware

I'I'I’E!"

Muany other lamous princesses lie in that icy
posterity, but we shuddered and crawled out
to the waning daylight, 1 asked our strange
comrade what he thought of the ascetic life,
and his cynical answer was:

“Spasso-Yelimsky monastery was for men;

e it was the Pokrovsky convent for
women. Half the time the monks went over
1o pray with the nuns, and the rest of the time
the nuns came to pray with the monks. The
State supported them all, and the workers
starved."  He snapped his fingers. “That is
Eha.: r{ think of the ascetic life. Swine, all of

em!

We walked almrli;' back to the museum and
cathedral. The bells were tolling for afternoon
service, Our Tovarishtch was carrying the
Abbess” tall stick which Helen had found in
the church., [i was modern, and valueless
from a museum's point of view, but Helen
wanted to buy it 23 a curio. Our companion
brought us to the cathedral door. He had spent
three or four hours of his time with us and
nearly frozen to death for us, What were we
to do about it? We would have jolly well
known what to do about it in France or Italy.
but this was Russia, and this man was a
Communist, though he was In rags. We
thanked him profusely and said we were at a
loss to show him our appreciation,

“¥ou have thanked me. There iz nothing
else, citizenesses,” he said abruptly.

We understood and admired the Communist
principle which scorna gratuities.

A moment later he opened the great bronze
doors with considerably more noise than we
conzidered necessary. It echoed up the vast
heights of the Byzantine arches. The Areki-
yerie, or arch-priest, was reading the service by
a taper in the center of the church. He waited
for quiet. Our Comrade dropped the stick
and began t.n.li:ing to us in a voice three times
a& loud as the priest's. We were furious and
both in the same breath whispered to him to
keep quiet and met out of the church. IHe
mwerad ﬁmh?ah“d guffaw. The priest stood

flent, and long, purple-striped gown
trembled. He looked op al:g crossed himself,

THE church was gorgeous with frescoes and o
sumpluous gold Fkeiostes. Tt was lighted
only with . The effect was mysterigus
awe-inspiring. The most barbaricunbeliever
%qd not help I::Et be esthetically igﬁm&ed.
prieat started reading again, I COm-

nion turned on his heel and walked out,
ing the bronze portal so that the cathe-
shook. Istood frozen with rage. I felt as

if méfa;ntiﬂ: nervous system had been sand-
‘or two hours we stood in the shadow,
watching and absorbing the beauty of the
arthodox service. People who have been to
the Russiin church services in Paris or New
York have no conception of the Triﬂr beauty
of those in the historic shrines of Russin her-
welf. Ttis hard far untemperarnental Amenicans -

to iate the deep, religious ticiam
whix has hmughtuguwn the B?ﬁeﬁka'
criticism, and the just as fanatical Communism,
which Is as much a religion as that which it is
trying-to destroy.

I was chilled to the marrow, and my throat
Was 80FE, 30 we crept out on tiptoe, leaving a
comparalively large sum of money in the
plate as a partial-apology for our guide, We
went to’ a larger frakfiy which Alexandrov
had recommended and asked for a “number,”
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How Red Is Red Russia?

a3 rooms are called in Russia. Downstai,
a restaurant and tea hall jammed witl, vi_%j._.[:i
and so smoky fou couldn't breathe, Wy oy,
directed ug; fi l.l!':h}r staircase, the walls of w]ﬁ._%
were covered with ooze, I eould hard]
touch the doorkrob. ¥ barsg
nice, bright-eved little man
mystified at two American girls wandeﬁ].;mg
hiﬂ "jn-i“tr" ﬂ-]ﬂ -l-ﬁkﬁi 1o se¢ Dur I].ﬂﬁ,ﬁp.nns
We had never given them a thought. Wh,.
they were in the hotel at Vladimir. Well, 111':‘,_'
citizenesees could not stay withour shey,
Didn't we know that nobady could rent a rogry,
in Russia without a pass® We did, by 4,
had not intended to stay all "ﬁht’ and it ws
too late to return now. He shook bis head
said he would have to telephone for e
mission, but would show wus a moom in g,
merntime,

They only had two. A big room, it was per.
haps more airy—two free beds in the mn—,cp:;.
three men had beds in the other corner—ar w,
might prefer to be alone, in the little room,
we didn't mind ing two in one bed. The
bed was a narrow, beard cot, and 1 suppesie
bringing one in from the large room, so a3 1
leave the three men in peace. He was willing
and =aid if we wﬂuld‘io'eduwnmdgetmé
supper, he would light the stove and have {he
beds ready when we came up.  He would el
phone the G.P.U—and he was sure that under
the circumstances it would be all right abou
the passports.

We ordered the “menu'—you can’t get any-
thing else—and the usual meat balls came in,

¢ mot balf bad this time. My cold was very bad,

however, I drank many glasses of tea and went
up to bed. The Htﬂ!,{ﬂd}"-ﬁ}’ﬁi man showed
us aur chamber with pride. He had procured
sheet for each of us, if we were willing to paya
ruble apiece for the night, otherwise it would be
fifty kopecks. One sheet is worse than none,
because vou have to decide whether it is more
unpleasant to touch the blanket or the mai-
tress, and the difference is hardly worth the
effort of decision. There was z horrible sort of
pad on the bed, and T sank wearily on it
wﬂm certainly felt queer. My thoughts

to  Peterhof, ter the Great's
Versailles, On the mantelpiece of one of the
guest chambers, with satin bed coverings and
hangings, are framed the “Rules of the Palace™
in Peter's own handwriting. Rule number ten
reads, “Guests are requested not to go to hed
in their boats." 1 drowsily reasoned with mﬁr-
self. Well they probably had two sheels in the
Palace and no gadl:rug*s I wrestled with the
tatter all night and after a few minutes' fitful
sleep woke up =lifling for air and fechng
dizzy.

INJOW, if yau have to have the flu, don't have
itina Park Avenue apariment! Have il

Suzdal, as I did. It's much more interestme,
I ate nothing, but drank quarts of weak s,
and Helen went in search of a dm:tnr.bl WL
nervous—expected an old peasant o bring 2
leech and bleed me—but a nice-looking youns
man came, seeming very harassed and wor
ried. He, too, was shabhy, but “city folks.
We had & bit of difficulty getting on at #rsf.
hecause my Russian vocabulary was mors of
lesa confined to architecture amd econoiic
subjects. Anatomy was excluded. But mw
can only lve and learn, and I learned muby
new words, I think I could have anyuim:
fram leprosy to housemaid’s knee in Ru--
now, and cope with it. At least the wonl
“influenza™ is the same in all languages. e
wrote out a prescription, used a sl.ethﬂsl'ﬂllﬂ‘
fram the Paleolithic age, and told me I wiid
Ew: to stay in bed at least four daye, pethays

nger.

I asked him to call again the next day.

Why should he? Wouldn't 1 know when 1
was well? He was terribly busy with with

e Just remember and don't keave Lhis

room until fever and cold are over. _

I thought T was pretty sick and needed a 14
of attention. But I was scon put in my pla.t



not he bothered with anything sa
;’,’ilfﬁ“l.:mem. He said he was the only
st i ol .
d'jiléwtm i hﬁmmm m“r:d“nttg-d

' ld, thoug already gradua
Ly ¥ ihe Leningrad Medical Academy. I told
hirn that we had made several visits to the
experimental laboratoties of the great Pavlov,
in Leningrad, and were most interested in
Kissian science. Oh, he would love to hear
about it, and medicine in New York, but he
couldn’t stay. There were sa many sick
le. He shook his head, and I noticed the
ﬁE:h;d:-mnndtimdli:minhiufm:. ]
1 ashed what T owed :llimcﬂ;r his nw ]‘HI:

no special charge—anything
quw. I took out a five-ruble note

1, },bul%e said:

)k, no, that is much too II!'I.H.‘]"I. ciHzeness]
ne ruble would be very generous!™

ﬂlh'lsintad.,undhehuk&d dazed, but finally

took it and thanked me profusely. ’ ‘

“I can buy a pair of warm ' he said,
smiling. “I{ is terrible to have to operate
when your hands are half-frozen, Good-by,
drink lots of tea and don't go out.”

He was gone, and I heard his hurried foot-

alip on the oozy staircase.

felt so badly that 1 gigﬂ’t gi}vﬁl: whm;'n
about my surrcundings. TOVE n out o
the mﬂ—nn:mhem where she wouldn't
carch flu. A peasant woman who lived down
helow came up and stared silently at me for a
while, She went out and returhed with three
children. Thg}'nl'!h:dagmdlmk. She re-
turned again in half an hour with a dish of
hot cersal—*“manna kesha,"” as call it.

“ Koarkitye, vg imye Bogoo! {eat in the name
of the Locd)™ It was first word she had
uttered. )

The kaska did taste good! I asked her if she
knew of any place where my sister could

“%he can come right down with us," she
said; “we have extra space.”

That was a load of my mind.

Helen went to the “apieke’” and pot my

medicine., The little box was written in

German. T couldn't believe it. Yes, the man
was & Uerman, she gaid, To think that the
apethecardes of the world have penetrated
even to Susdall
(ki the same foor with us, at the end of the
hall, was the Krasni Oogel, or “Red Corner.”
Every town in the Soviet Union has one, and
it is the Communist social center. There is a
radio, newspapers, books, agricultural journals
for the peasants—it ia, in fact, the culture and
prop: “E:hﬂ:]'t:li;f the new régime. Yakow
“aasilievitch, ady-eyed man, walked in,
h?:ﬂn: ever knocks, ,

Any time you would Jike to visit the
Krasni Oagol, we would be delighted to wel-
come you, I belong to the Party. Do you
come from the Commintern (the Communist
International Organization)*”

No,” Helen answered, “I am a painter,

and my sister is an archaologist.
othing sy pul?ﬁua D logist. We know
He looked at me with his lips pursed up.

“You shauldn't have come without & rt.

N :!:"r..:'ﬂ,rthas trie&i to telephone to Viadimir,
5 A

h“hm s, re down, w long will you

ree or four days. the id."”
He shook his heud?:jmimugﬁ?n resid

ri'I' lock my medicine. The sanitary con-

cltions were unhelievable. T washed my face
. Helen went downstairs for the

Lt certsin] '
LSy e e o e
e up & -|:|-:[E'|'!Ilil'l'l]'l.ﬂ.i:ﬂ-'l..l‘ﬁ:lj;Fp|;|.5;i|ﬁ,|]|;[r
mal:mm,! appeared at the door looking rather

I.I'Hu'n Was it_’?” I uk!d.

Il.x .
mnigéff_h“ffh";“' 1 think T will corme hack here

f& was a marrow bench all

ciled, though twelve yvears have gpone by,

around the wall, t}nitwer:sleﬁllnglnurmm
in sheepskins, two women, and three children,
but 1 had all of six feet to myself. Everybody

horribly and spat on the floor rm%
the night, and it was gol-darn cold. I think 1|
wuuldmﬂiersleepwl you, because if T catch:
something, at least IEI'ﬂil. know what I'm!

E!‘tﬂl'lﬁ-”

The day was social. I was feeling
better and could look around. Helen left me
to rest and went out in the street to sketch:
during the short daylight. 'I'ludéun began. |
The door burst open, and a ¥ peasant
looked in at me. 1 said nuthlgu.gj and after
atudying my face and every object in the
room, he inquired,

A merikanka?"'

“Amoribanka" T answered.

He shook his head. “Dalyoks (far),” he
commented.

“Dafvoka,” T agreed.

HE WENT out, and outside the door I heard
lwo women's voices whi i
Americans—one sick.,” They enjoyed a
g{l long stare and passed on. Omne by one
whole village tramped by my door. Some
pcesulmdhurrindnn. Some made an
analytic study, some came in and asked
?unﬁws, but all had wondering, curious eyes.
felt just like a corpse laid out in state, only
o one left a .

The same ﬁfe women brought me basha
again, and this caused much congestion in the
hall. Every one wanted to see the dwmeri-
so Tunny that T gigeied to mysell occasionaly
50 fu tlg to ] Y.
E‘mmeugnughl: it was part of my malady, and
others laughed a bit pervously with me.
Helen came home and drove out the hordes
m}l‘inﬁcﬂtzﬂ the Ameribanka was tired. She
had sketching peasants all day in the
iraktir and was ecstatic about the types she
had found. -

One old crone remained in our room. Helen
asked her to pose.  She sat as still as a mouse.

I asked her her name.

“Liubov Alexandrowvna, of the family
Faprudnova of Suzdal.” She smiled slowly,
and her face wrinkled like & baked .
She adjusted her scarf. ““What is yourst”

“Adelaida Flonovna {daughter of Elon) of
the family Hooker of New Yarl."

She shook her head, “Dalyoka!™" she said.

“Dalyoka,” 1 said. ,

“Are you o Communiztr” I asked.

“Oh, 1 doo’t understand politics,” she
answered.

“Have you ever seen a rusalka,” 1 asked

again.

She looked frightened and nodded her head
quickly. Rusalkar are water sprites who live
at the bottom of the pools and have long,
green hair, They are mischievous and cause
the pegsants many little worries. They have
even been knowm to spirit away young peasant
girls, who join their mysterious bamds and
never come home again.

“The last ome I saw,” said Linhov Alex-
androvna, “was two years ago at the tme of
Peter and Paul. She ran out of my back door,
and [ chased her, but she got away. Gospodi
Pamilnit (Lord have Mereyl) = The next
morning all the mitk was sour!”

“Tell me, Liubov Alexandrovna, when is the
festival of the Christening of our Lordz

She sat and counted ot her fingers. “On
the seventh, by the old; on the twentieth, by
the new. At four o'clock, by the old; at three,
by the new.''

This may seem like Greek to you, but we
understood. Up to the revolution the Russian
calendar was thirteen days behind ours.
Lenin changed it to the weslern system, but
the church and the peasants are not yvet recon-
Im
Suzdal the time meridian was altered as well,
ﬂ:litismrethanthes{mplupmphm

£
Helen had supper upstairs, and a fresh
galaxy of visitors came into our room. There

were three young Communiets, ope wvery
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How Red Is Red Russia?

lame, and one with his right hand and two
fingers of his left missing. The latter was a
( from the Don, named Luks Petro-
vitch. They cxplained to us that there was an
invalid home in Suzdal for old people, and an
occupational center for wounded velerans of
the revolution. .
Luka Petrovitch was about the most
sympathetic HBolshevik 1 had yet met, He
was about twenty-seven and had been in the
5 OWD regiment, 1 told him
OnCe
“It is hard for us Apgle-Saxons to under-
ital:ld vou Russians. Human life is so cheap
Ere.‘"

“Yes,” he said, “in the Tsar'z regiment we.

wsed to gallop along. the road, and if a peasant
wWas in our way, we would lash him with a long
whip, leaving him lying along the roadside
p-_erﬁps hurt, Fmrql.lipﬁ dead. It didn't matter.
You are right. Life is cheap here, but ideas
are expensive,” )

He was very charming and had beautiful,
black eyes.

HE next evening I got up and sat on a chair
Ti.n the hall, huddling close to the stove.
The beady-eyed Yakov came, Luka Petrovitch,
Sergel Alexandrovitch, a tall and very nice
director of the home, and we had a delightful
but ing evening, discussing America and
Fussia. I learned 2 lot of Russian in two or
three hours. Their ideas of America were
fantastic, Luka Petrovitch asked me in all
sincerity,

“Is it true that in Mr. Ford’s factory, if 2
workman is two minutes late after the lunch
hour, he iz pushed into his machine so that it
will mangle him?™

His dark eyes were pleading for me to deny
the awful story.

I was really enraged. “You Bolsheviks talk
about enlightening the world with your
science and culture, and then you believe such
nonsense, [t's ridiculous!™

We discussed pros and cons most ani-
matedly, and I shall never forget Luka Petro-
vitch's beautiful reciation of the Sowviet
overnment. His eyes glowed.

“Just suppose I had lost my hand in the
Tsar's . I would have been thrown aside
to die. In those days the boys were forced into
the army, horribly treated, and if sick or hurt,
thrown out without a thought.*”. -

“He told other stories of cruelty mdﬁippna—
m:dwhmh are inconceivable to the Western
mind.

“It must have been like the Middle Ages
here in those days,"” [ said. .

“It iz like the Middle in America mow!"
a woman's volce shapped from out of the dark-

ness,

Against the wall was leaning a dark-com-
Elenoned yvoung woman with a cigarette dang-

ng from her Eﬁedﬂﬂ slanting, Oriental eyes
were almoat , and ber upper lip was
raised scornfully.

“When were you in America? I asked

Pﬂ“tﬂﬁ;
" ven't been there, but your workers
have sent delegates here, and they have told
us. I know MI what it is like there[”

“There are di tented people who leave
every country,’ I tried to ignore her insulting
tone, “but do you think I form my t
of Soviet Rusgia from the stories told by the
Grand Dukes in Paris? If the workers are so
miserable in America, why don’t they come
over here to live?”

She was furdous. “They would come here
every Russian who ever sailed to America,

r Government would allow them to leave,

ut the cursed capi keep them there as

glaves and do not them to get pass-

ts]" ‘
Fn;hnktdhar straight in the face. “Thatis a
lie,” T said slowly, “and you know it, or, if
you don't, get some education, and you'will soon

tind it out! An American citizen does not

have to ask his coun
wherever he lems.
into Kussia?”

“¥Fou liel You're E;;ﬂ:ﬂh]r a swine of 2
cami;lt:rlist rself i aneered and turned
on .

I stood up, seeing red. I know now what the

g permission to travel
ow do you think 1 got

impulse is that makes people want to kill.
Petrovitch grabbed my arm with his
three and held it like a vise, “Sit

fingers
down!" he said. “She's crazy "
Nice Sergel Alexandrevitch looked [right-
ened. Yakov Vassilievitch watched me in-

tently.
' “%'ho +5 that young woman? She is not a

Ruszian,” said Luka,

“She is 8 Jewess from the Ukraine, a dele-
gate to a Party meeting,” answered Vakov,

“Well, I thought the Communist Party had
more braing than that!” was my rather rude
comment.

I lay down on my board cot, trembling
frorm excitement and the flu, and the three men
stood in the doorway.

“Don't let it worry you. I told you she was

3;;!::: " it fee Mﬂtdm]
¥ ARy K - t)," all
said, and closed the door. b they
w out my . I thought of the way
that woman ha&]?wgfked away, and felt ap-
prehensive,
_ Next mminﬁll was better, but still cough-
ing and weak, Helen had just got into ber coat
for a sketching bout, when the door opened,
and old Liubov Alexandrovna came flutiering
in, wringing her hands.

*“Oh, baroskna baroshnaye™ she whis-
pered in a weak, frightened voice,

I was startled and felt chilly. Behind her
were three soldiers—an officer and twomen,
They knocked. The officer was fairly voung,
pock-marked and stern-locking. The soldiers
were mere boys.

The officer made a polite speech, the gist of
which was that we were wanted by the G.P.U.
No one who has not lived in Russia can imagine
the feelings that go through one's mind on such
anoccasion. However, ] pretended to feel very
casunl, T said I was 50 sorry to have caused
them trouble about our pasees, but surely they
had telephoned to Viadimir? They had only
to ask at the hotel. I opened my eves ve
wide and spoke and understood wvery lit
Russian all of a sudden. Well, what could we
do for them? They wished us at the G.P.U.

Bureau immediately.
“But I have been ill, citizen, and the doctor
has forbidden me to go out of the house.”
Helen shook her

“Very, very sick,” she aaid. will go with
you, and then I can tell my sister afterward
what it 15."

AF'TER muych persuasion, he seemed satisfied,

though I was hardly to st my

e sister walk off in the & of the Secret

vice. Still T decided that if it were really

serious, they would have insisted upon my
going, too.

But what a three-quarters of an hour until
she returned] Strange 85 jt agem, I had
never heard of the Feheka, or G.P.U., before
coming to Russia, but you heay of nothing else
after a.rrﬁ::n there—the dread Iﬂ;fellig'em:e
Service, L yvour thoughts before you
think them. If arrested % the police,
have & ¢ e's trial™ but if arrested
the G.P.U. your life is in the hands of a small
tribunal. It is a discomcerting combination
of protection and menace,

letters stand for the Russian words
“State Political Administration.” You can not
say those three letters to any Russlan without a

of expression coming over his face. It
may be fear or horror, it may be self-satis-
faction or enigmatic “in-the-know,”" it may be
mnocence or innocence, but there is
always a reaction of some kind or other. The
G.P.I} is the Force that rules Russia, and no

and Elommi at me.



C_not eVER Trotsky, as hI:J.F\. :'Ir:l:l:nﬂ_].r_ been
o has the upper hand with it. Tt is the
SE which makes & little over a miliion Com-
P - able to rule a hundred and fifty million
ull'u-' Whether for good or for evil, take off
=f:1...”'-|.11 to its strength,  But at the same
i’i,':_ ihink of my feclings when Helen was led

wov oy iE!
‘ IE-:.u.-u?wr, she returned.
ool yer,” she exclaimed. - ]

What did they want? Cuick!" T said.

“1 was Laken in a little oifice, and a rather
styrii-looking officer asked for my boomashki
(papersy. L explained in my initnitable Kus-
cian, and he could hardly keep the stern air
when he heard it He gaid no nnclr_nu]t] COrme
in Suzdal at all without a permit from the
Kremlin at Moscow.

wiell, if that's so, vou should let them
Liow in Moscow. The Voks Bureau knew we
wepe coming,” T said.

oA Fut ﬂf];_.,,- have you come? he asked
everely again
hr?-ﬁ-w}l]-,}- ﬁuum anybady come and make that
horeible trip except to see the glorious old
churches and monasteries, and learn more of
Kussian history?

“His face 'Pgﬂ a perfect blank,
licve he knows a thing about Suzdal except the
political prison.

“+But where did you hear of Suzdal?' he
asked,

WiFram books, from architecture hooks,
history books, from your own Soviet guide-
haouk !

“[t was more than he could grasp, and he
lpoked at me curiouzly. He told me we would

"MNot poing to be

I don't be-

have to leave immediately—that we ocould |

not stay  here another mwoment  without
honmmashki, )

“1 said ‘Impossible go today! Doctor say
siater meed bed.  Sister very, very sick. Sister
die if po away.’

“He kept mormuring ‘Boeomaosfls, boonwa-
il but finally said we could stay until you
were well ehough, but that we must report to
hirn before leaving.

“T agreed and asked about going to see the
church at Kideksha, and he siid thet was all
right, though he still registered a blank about
aLE archmlﬂl:ﬁ-:al interests; so here T amt
Tosra-lee! Oh, but T did find out something!
The reason they are so scared about our being
fere ia because the members of the Duma wko are
dill alive are in prison heve.” That's pretty ex-
citing, isn't it? Well, we can po home from
Hussia with our experience complete now. We
fave seen the inside of the G.P.U. My, but

['d hate to be caught red-handed by th i
ple, though. whfw!,, : ¥ Lhose peo

She sat down to blow off steam. “Let’s have _

some: chaf for a change!™
{(T0 BE concLUDED}

A Man of Honor

(Continned from page

Mademoiselle Ma.ri].,[ny. f:;gw Eglt past her
_-.-r.uu'r]:r, rejoiced with him and volunteered
sweelly to share his duties, It was a wile's
_;:;_t:;:tm tlt:r help ber hushand, she declared.
uwa.:E fm; i.h:;::. modest, and life was slipping

CIE T can make vou happy i
I-'I‘llh a Ef'”‘“ Hush, '?:h ' d:ﬁ?l"nusl}]];tt?li?}:}m
. ?I:IH ve made me ti':-: happicst man in the
'r-’l-f]JrH. he declared, “But I'd hate myself if
; brought you the hardships that I suffer. I
Ve & despicable sham, The pay for this
I-‘:*:-‘ﬂ'f!h:m 13 something to be ashamed of; it's
MJ"P::;' EI‘.“‘“{?’"‘ to keep body and soul together.
w{f:'m-“lr'ﬂ.!;- In my eves you're not just a
_ N 10 poasess, to enslave in the chaing of a
m‘-‘tff"i Poverly. ¥You're my goddess. |
tion P ¥ou. Your unselfishness is an inspira-
» nd it convinces me that this embarrass-

et 3 .
U'Er-.?'t. s only temporary. Something will tum
Once again Delnhi i
i phine knelt hes
of woddns Earments pad bt ide her chest

As for Alcée, he togk comfort out of the

hat better friend has the

human skin?

Children. Boys and girls
who go in for summer sports
{there's really no age limit),
must expectasaorted bumps and
bruises, skinned knees and blis-
terad heels. Tesch the children
not 1o overlook the danger of
minor injuries—that “Viseline”
Jelly promptly applied i3 a real
s-nfcguarr]. It’s so handy, 2o safe
and healing for them to nse,

Women. Mast of us try to
pidestep the roughness and
toughness thatgo withaummer
punbaths and exposare to dry-
ingwinds. And how**¥aselina™
Petrolenm Jelly doeshelp! It's
botha preventiveand a remedy
—use it before you go out to
avoid burning and afterwards
to heal and relieve inflamma.
tion if you dida't use it beforel
Carry & tube with you,

Babies. Too bad baby can't
tell you how miserable he foels
when his roze-petal skin ia irri-
fated snud sore ! Use “Vaseling™
Telly daily to keep the baby froe
from leat rash, sunburn and
chafing. It is so0 pure and heals
ing that doctors advise it for
seratehes. bruises, bumps and
childhood’s other skin troubles.

Men. Out in the Southwest,
even the hard-boiled armymen
use* Vaselineg™ Jelly to protect
ekin and lips against dryness,
dust and sunburnl It is an
ideal amollient, safe, easy to
nae, can be bought everywhere.
Fine for shaving, too. A light
film applied before lathering
prevents razor pullandingures
a close, smooth shave, After
it the face feels soft and com-
fortable, Get a jar and recom-

mend it to your menfolles.

8 Cheseirough Mig, Co, Coog'd, 1930

Many skin specialists use and prescribe

i . i .
* "Vaseline” Preparations

*

In using advertizements see page O
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