Adelaide Hooker went
intn  Russia with her
vounger siater "out of
curicaity and cussedness™

YV SISTER Helen came crash-

ing into our hotel bedroom,

het fur cap and hair white

with fromen breath. Tears
solidified in a sheet on her cheeks be-
gan to thaw, thus releasing a captive
ETI_'I'i]{'..

“Tt's fifty below zero outside and
darlk at three. How can I paint under
such conditions?  The water-can
freezes as soon as L step out of the
door, and the only way I can moisten
my brushes is to suck them.'

She dropped her easel and ruck
sack on the fioor and s5.epped on first
one toe then the other, to loosen ber
preat felt snow boots. She failed and
flopped on the bed in a discouraged
heap. The snow and ice which were

caked about her thawed and sank gently

into the bed.

“Well, what do vout expect in Moscow in
Januarv?" I comforted. “Let’s go to the
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country on & spree. 'm sick to death of the political conversation here. A
murder i inevitahle the next time I hear the words ‘Tdeology’ ar *Prole-
tariat.’” And then. if a cable comes from home, we'll miss it."”

Wanting to miss a cable sounds unusual, but we certainly wanted to miss
this one. After three months in Leningrad and Moscow our life was
bounded by two hazards—first, that our father would iind out that we
were in Russia, second, that the G.P.U., or secret police, would find out
that Father was president of the American Defense Society, Discovery of
the former would make life in the future rather tenze at home., Discovery
of the latter would make life, in the event of its being allowed to continue,
rather tenze in Russia. Our reasons for being there at all were curiosity and
cussedness,.  We didn’t know much about Marx and Lenin, but from
Father's description they were bad enough to be interesting.

“Well, where shall we go?"' came in a tired voice from the bed.

I pawed some papers on the desk which was piled high with histories of
Russian art and architecture, “Logically and chronologically, we should
go to Kiev after Novgorod, but geographically that’s too difficult, Let’s

to Vladimir. I've done the ‘home-work,""

The “home-work' was important. We knew as Little about old Bussia
as we did about new. We had precipitated ourselves over the Finnish boe-
e as empiyv-handed of books as we
were empty-headed of facts, But the
dingy second-hand book shops of
Leningrad secrete & wealth of pre-war
Fussian culture, From these sources
we did our home-wotk—or rather |
did €, While Helen painted the old
monasteries, I read who was murdered
in them.

Where to po, and what to see, we
learned chiefly from the pictures in
Igor Grabar's five-volume “History
of Russian Art.” We could not read
the text, but the photographs of little,
white Novgorod churches and their
twelfth-century frescoes, the awirling,
blistered, scaly, burnished cupolas of
Yaroslavl, and the Fussian barogue
of Kiev spoke for themselves and be
came our Baedeker. We had picked
up just enouph of the Russian letters
to be able to read the names under
the pictures,

“Viadimir it is! Let's go tonight!”

Packing mm our household was
simple. A wardrobe is not required in
Soviet Kussia—is perhaps inadvisable.
With extra sweaters stuffed in the
rucksack, we started. The conclergc
politely inquired where we were going
We misinformed him, hoping in that
way to travel without a “suite.” A
“suife’ is the term given to the peopls
who shadow you in Russia. It is one

The Pokrov Bogoroditaa, or
Church of the Intercession—*the
moat beautifiul in Bossia, hidden
away on a distant plain far from
the prying eyes of tourigtg™

of the Soviet's ways of solving its

unemployment problem. Ewvery one

has some one to follow and feels awfullv
busy.

We were warned of this before and after

ctossing the border, but never actually
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saw it happening. But it was fun te pre-
tend, and every time we saw any one
hehind us for more than a block, we'd
whisper,

“There's our big black spy.”

It made us feel important and dan-
FEroils,
" We inguired of the Travel Bureau for
the mnecessary misinformation about
traing. You can get it there as well as
anvwhere else, and it iz interesting to
have something toaim at, even though

The famous ikon of Our
Lady of Viadimir. The
Misses Hooker saw it in
Moscow the day before the
Sowviet was to seal it in-
definitely from the public

you know that the train will go when it jolly well
|:|lla~.f‘5 regardless of timetables. A train should leave

n twenty minutes, we were told,

We hailed a s.lelgh “To Lhe ha?’lnﬂkv Station!
Twa rubles if we make the train!” we encouraged our

big, blue-coated fzoschik.

His tall hat wassnow-covered, and theiciclescrackled "'F
on his red beard. “Dapai!™ }w ghouted, cracking his |
whip. “Kkareski Loskad! {Fine horse! )

We scrambled in and were barely seated when the
horse started off at a gallop. We clutched each other
and the belt of the drver, It is the only way to stay
ont 4 Fussian sleigh, which is a narrow hox with no
rides, Only I fell ofi, But I picked myseli up out of

ie snow-drift and clambered back.
grip on the belt and shouted,
“Skarve! Skarve! {Faster] Faster!)™

We raced by the walls of the Tartar or Chinese

(ot a death-

)

A aunpihnl; aof Helen near
the church of Roatrov, Its

grouped cupolas are typical
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When Helen
Hooleer asked
thiz peagant to
sign her sketch
of him, he said
he was so old
that he had
forgotten  his
last pame, A
boy of the wvil-
lage aupplied it

town, through the
Loubyanka, see-
ing praciically
nothing 48 we
crouched with
gquinting eves
behind the huge
bulk of the irveschik. The wind whipped
our faces mercilessly., . With a swerve on
une runner we drew up at the station.
Tussing two rublea in the air behind us,
we jostled our way through a crowd of
peasants to the irain gate.

“Vladimir!  Viadimir!” I gasped,

“5 paguoidyves, Grashdanka, cheres chelyre
chirssal  {Be calm, Citizeness, you've an-
other four hours to wait!)” ]

We had forgotten to allow for the misin-
formation.

The air in o Fussian
stakion is just naturally
putrid. At fArst vou
{Condinued on page 174)
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A cloud of moths...
a closet full
of ruined clothes

Expewenve rurs, woolen blankets, draperies and
wearing apparel are nothing but so moch food to
the hungry moth larvae. A cloud of meths when
the closer door is ppened and clothes full of holea
—that is the peralty for moth protection that does
not protect, And there's pot the slightest emcuse
for 2 single moth hole now that Exeeizo s
available,

ExprLro is sure death to moth worms, [t is a
weonderful new moth worm exterminator in crystal
form. Bxerito emits 3 powerful heavier-thanair
vapor that penetrates dowmward into every pleat,
every fold, every wrinkle and thread, searching out
and killing the destructive math larvae. It has
been thoroughly rested in the laboratory and in
the home and in fully puaranceed. Harmless to
humans and andmals. Wil not stain or harm the
moat delicate fabric. Leaves no odor.

A %1 closet can of Exrereo will keep wyour
clothes fresh and sweet and moth-proof. Also
sold in handy, anow-white gauze bags for chests,
trunks, etc., at $1 a can. If not at your dealer’s we
will supply you direct, Please use the coupon. Tre
Exrerro Corroration, Dover, New Hampshire,

and
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| A High Time

in Red Russia

| (Continued from page 13) .
;

| think you will chole, but soon you realize that
if the others can beeathe it, you can, too. It
is combination of sheepskin coats, onwns,
vodka, bad tobacco, boots, and unwashed
i humanity, steeped together and mellowed with
ape. The fuel problem is acute in Hussia, so
that the air which is trapped and warmed in
COctober i3 conserved ontil May., It = con-

§ | crete by January.

We found places on the station benches,
and g crowd gathered. A crowd would have
followed us on Fifth Avenue because we were
s0 thabbily dressed, but in the Kazansky Sta-
Hon it was because we were 30 well-dressed.
An Fenostranke (foreigner) can be spotted im-
mediately. Yon may think that you fook just
too frightiully Wussian, but they can tell the
difference. Practicz!ly no foreign manufactured
goods are allowed in the country at present, and
with an eve attuned to the limited varety of
their own products they detect details which
stamp vou. Also foreigners are rare in Russia,

] |IL iz not Iike the Place Venddme, where vou

{turn around and stare if you hear French
| spoken.

i SAT and held court in the dingily lighted

hall. There wasa pontinuous flux and flow
{ of seething humanity from incoming and out-
poing trains. They were mostly peasants—tall,
red-bearded men and little, stooping women.
| They wore grimy shubar (sheepskins) of brown
or black, worn shiny at the creazes, and with
i the stringy fur hanging in a fringe from the in-
tgide, The men had fur caps and the women
brownish-gray woolen shawls, folded cater-
corner, with the points tied under their china,
Some had high felt boots, and many had just
hound their fect and leps in swathings of old
rags and lopdi (atraw soles), The most be-
draggled hadn't even shubas, but were clad en-
tirely in these raps. Each was laden with
bundles tied in burlap, or milk cans. It was a
different picture from our Chauve-Souris con-
cept of the Russian peasantry.

As they passed by, many stopped and
stared, Others gathered about 1n a semi-circle,
Time 15 cheap in Bssia,

“rboodad” [(Where from?) they asked us.

N, s Ameriki. Tam Eharasho shivool! (Oh,
from Americal There people live welll)™
wistfully.

“My father's cousin—Skazhite, luiche oo
Vas ikt oo nas? {Tell us, is it better where you
live or heref)” a flashing-eved young Com-
munist provocates,

We had learned to be careful in answering
thiz question, “Tt i diferent,” I zaid non-
committally.

In the group were several “drunks.” The

vernment fights it, but liquor has a strong

wold on the Slay, One dilapidated misterer
sat down beside me and looked at the English
book T was reading.

| “Kakoi bookrd! (What letters[)” He rocked
' with laughter. “English letters, Look, Com-
rades!"

Only one of the crowd evinced any interest.
To the others, Russian or English letters were
equally unintelligible.

*“Can vou read, Comrader” T asled.

Again uncontrollable mirth. The tears ran
down his grimy cheeks to his straw-colored
beard. He wiped them off with a burlap sleeve.
“(h, you and-l can read, Citizeness, We're not
Hoofigans like these people.™

He used the confidential fi (thou) of the
| peasant and deew cloger. I was all for atmos-
Phe:rc, but this vodka breath was overpower-
LOE.

“Kre skosal Hoolipani? (Who said Hooli-
gans?/)"” an angry voice said from the crowd.

“Pyan, Pyan {drunk).”

The insult was waived with tolerance,

The side and end of the waiting-reom was

iled high with bundles, bales, and sleeping
Eumanit}r. It was hard to distinguish one i‘r:}m
the other.

I made a tour of inspection, Two little pivs
were asleep, hali-buried under skins and rap;
and one bundle suddenly squealed-—twins
about two months old—not abandoned, jus
checked. Any one can sleep in the railw,
station. Sometimes the waiting-room floor 5
paved with stuzhiks {peasants) sprawling in 5
prasessivemannergver theirentirewardly goods,

This habit rather appalled us at first, b
the time was to come when we appreciated i

Three hours passed quickly, fraternizing
with the Hooligani, and drinking unhygienie
tea in unsahitary glasses, With one hour still
to spate I pot into line. For every obtainghle
commuodity in Russia there i3 a long line wait-
ing. It takes the first month to get uzed 1o
this, but then it becomes automatic, imoffen.
sive, and a matter of course. Outside every
bread store from five to seven in the evening
the queue winds half-way around the block
They are walting to hawve their bread-cards
purched and receive their daily rations. Itizg
depressing sight when the thermometer reads
fifty below Fahrenheit and the wind and snow
gre blowing in gales.

[ was highly amused one day, on picking up
& povernment photographic weekly, o see 4
large heading, “Americk,” surrounded with
doliar signs. There were Uwo or three pictures
of night clubs, jazz parties, lynching, and ather
of our national institutions, and under one
photograph, showing our deplorable economic
conditions, was wriktten,

“The atarving New York workers, waiting
in line to be fed by the Salvation Army."

I noticed that the “workers™ were dressed in
fedora hats amd overcoats, The rain-streaks
appeared to have been scratched on the plate,
and I strongly suspect the line of being that out-
gide the Metropolitan Opera House before a
matinée.

Hut in the Kazansky Station T was waiting
in line for a plofskerie. This entitles a third-
clags traveler to a whole shelf on which to sleep,
by payment of one-third extra. Now, a might
in & Russian third-class {there i3 no other on &
provincial train} is by no means ritzy, but it is
made bearable by the fact that you can stretch
gput. It is worth the hour you stand in line

for your plaizharia,
ﬁ BELL rang—our train was antounced “Ex-
press train, Vladimir! Nizhni-Nowgored™

The Russian trains have a wide gauge.
Therefore there is space for shelves in the usual
European position, an aisle, and another row
of shelves parallel with the direction of L]:!-E'
train. There are officially two layers of each,
but uneificially four.

You must pick your shelf according to your
type. The crossways ones are wide enough but
too ghort, and your feet hang out in the aisk.
Here they are jostled by the hands or knoees
of incoming passengers who can not see in 102
dark. If vou sleep parallel with the train, your
bed is long enough, but too narrow. The npper
berth is in each case propped up by a more of
less flimsy metal bar. %0 you have also to de-
cide whether you would rather drop with 2
crash and flatten out some unsuspecting
msushik, or have him do the same to you.

In spite of the bad air, though, we had 0
gense of uncleanliness on the shelves, The en-
tire car was lighted by two tiny oil lamps
placed over the door at each end.

Under me wae a young boy in the full regalia
of the Red army—pointed helmet of khak
with a red star an it, and a khaki coat with It
tabs on the collar, wery much shaped at (9%
waist and reaching down to the foor. He
couldn’t have been over sixteen, Was | 2
foreigner? From Americal Well, what fllﬂ_l[
think of Red Russia? OFf course, it was stll
very poot, but give it time. Why did Amenc
hate the Soviets sa?  We are all brothers and
comrades. How wonderful it would be
America could have her own Soviet and thed
there would be no more capitalist wars! Why
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were England and America so determined to
have a war against their Hussian comrades?
There must be no war, but revolution—Red
revolution=-and after liwal, freedom and edu
cation for the oppressed workers.

I a=ked if he wounld like to see 2 revolution in
America.

O, yes, it would come probably before two
YCArs oW,

1 inquired how he knew.

Why, not &0 very long ago many Russian
preople had tried to change their rubles into dol-
lars and hide thetn away. But the Soviets had
heacd of it and wamed them, They said there
would be revolution very soon mow, and the
American doHar would not be worth a kopeck.
The boy's eyes were bripht with health and en-
thustasm.

[ told him in my halting Russian that
America was nol remobely intereeted in making
war on the Soviets or anyhody else, but that
she was very much interested in the Soviet
experiiientl. Howewer, I saicd we resented the
Soviet's supporiing financially and encourag-
ing propaganda on our shores to tear down our
Government, [said that we loved peace more
than the Bussians, and thodrh we knew that
there were some bad things about our system,
amd occasionally economic conditions which
were unsatisfactory, we hoped to correct these
things by legislation and not by bloodshed.

He was interested but puzzled, *“But, Cit-
zeness, Ilyitch says there can be no revolution
without bloodshed.” (*Ilyitch™ is the pet
natme of the Communists for their leader
Lenin. )

“Will you shut up!™ whizspered Helen from
her shelf. “You foel, to talk politics with
strangers in a tram! We'll be in jail in half an
hour?'

Omn the shelf across the aisle were compactly
sandwiched a2 weazened old woman in a shawl,
a child of fourteen with two yellow hraids,
a burlap bundle, and bigrer than any, a brown
dog. The conductor looked askance at the dog,
but let him stay on condition that he did not
hark. He did bark.

The old woman had been following our con-
versation intently. “Oh, Barcsfimeya™ (pre-
revolutionary form of address for a girl, cor-
responding  to mademoiselle}, “do you really
think that Ameérica will not make war upon
st If I could only believe it! We have sof-
fered so0, our people have starved to death, but
we can stand anything if only there is not an
other war. They took my Vanya, my Aloyeha,
and our little Father Tear. And here my
Vanya's Masha is all I have left. Her mother
died of hunger. 0Oh, what sorrows has God
brought on Holy Russia !’

The little soldier looked up at me and

winked,
“She believes in God!™ he gid.

HE SPREAT himself out with a bundle under
. his head and his coat over him. He took a
b yellow [pin:kle from his pocket and munched
it a5 a pacifier. 1 heard the scrunch and peeped
lown from my sheli. He offered me a piece,
out I eouldn't go it. I dived into my pocket
“ar gome Moscow caramels. He and the obd
woman and little girl appreciated them. The
vusians have a very sweet tooth. [ sugpested
ening a2 window, but aroused a storm of pro-
-l Irom all zides, As Maurice Hindus said
i “Broken Earth,”
. "The simple Russian will fight to the death
o7 hiz privilege of breathing foul air.”

Iay on my back on the hard shelf and slowly
“hwrapped a caramel . . . 1 had an idea. I
beeked over again w see if the Comrade was
“iieep.  EHis arms were folded behind his head,
tid his wide, blue eyes looked up at me.
:"”UEE from him apd under my sister, an enor-
}112'-:;5! muskik was sporing through his red

“Comrade, if the Soviets are so peace-loving,
why is it that in the streets of Moscow now
YT can see more soldiers than in the streets of

in Red Russia

New York during the war?"

He knitted his eychrows and said eamestly,
“Bat, Comrade, you forget; we have to be
ready for when they attack us—the Capital-
iats.

I had forgotten.
had started from.
rade,™ I said,

*Cood-night.™

I put the Moscow caramel in my mouth and

We ware back where we
“Well, good-night, Com-

sunk my teeth into its eticky hardness. My |

two gold fillings remained imbedded therein.

Viadimirs*

“No," she snapped, “but I hope the jail is ¥

(i

At about two A, the conductor pulled our
boots and whispered, “"Viadimir™  With
aching backs we climbed down from our
shelves, left our sleeping comrades, and loaded
our few bundles. I should have liked to say
good-by to the little Ked saldier, but could
mot disturk his sleeping smile, He probably was
dreaming of a glonous battlefeld where single-
handed he hﬂt‘i; taktt J. P. Morgan and John
). Rockefeller prisoners and was bringing them
home for the merey of his comrades,

We came out of the station, and four foms- | |

chifs charged up with steeds and eleighs,  After
i minute or two of competitive price-stashing,

we ook the lowest offer and started up a long
and stecp hill.

HERE wasn’t a light anywhere or a sound,

except for the crunch of the horses” feet and |

the runners in the brittle snow. On the right
was 8 vellow and white church with golden
domes, We came up beside a fortress to the
main street. Here the houses were long and
whitewashed, We passed an open sguare, and
off at its farthest edge to the left was a great,
white stone building rising out of the snow.
We clutched each other simultaneoyslty amd
said,

“Tt"s the Duspensky!™

We knew our home-work. The Ouspensky,
or Azumption Cathedral, at Viedimir iz a
historical and architectural landmark of all
Fussia, Itz superb arches and gilded domes
ahone bluish in the moon.

The fsvoschik asked ws which hotel. We
weren't particutar, There were two white-
washed buildings facing each other, one big,
one little. He thought the little one was
cleaner, but it had no restaurant, We nsked
the big one. The entrance led directly to the
zecond story, where we found rows of numbered
doors and & bedrapgled little chambermaid
wound tightly in 2 red shawl and dangling
numerous keys. She showed ws a four-ruble
room ahd a three-ruble roomr—the ruble being
about Afty cemts. They hoth looked pretty
dubious, but one of the cots in the three-ruble

room was endowed with only three legs. 5o we |

splurped and took the better.

The chambermaid brought a2 pillowease and |

ane sheet ezch and asked for 2 night's payment
and onr passporis.

I gingerly lifted the ratty blanket and
scanned the mattress. “Bedbugs!™ was my
verdict, though I had nesver seen one,

I caurht three in the drinking glass and in-
dignantly showed them to the maid.

“Yes, it"s too bad,” she said, and dumped the
contents of the glass on the foor. The glass
she returned to the tray begide the drinking
water. “"You can look at another room if you
want, but they are all about the same.”

We found another room with six beds but no

occupants, and begged the mercy of two sheets. |

They were reluctantly produced, and we gin-

gerly crawled between them, fully clothed, for |
our first night in the capital of Kussia's preatest |

idustrial province. In front of the door was
set what we called our “Russian bear-trap.”
[t was a provincial precaution—a chair with
its back to the door, any odd crockery o the
seat, and Helen's easel balanced on top of the
hack. If any one so much as feernad against the

I
1

“Helen, do you suppose there’s a dentist im |
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make you lorget such things as
backache and leg cramp. You
can actually enjoy trimming
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have no levers to operate
with your hands or arms
and reguolre Ao adjust-
ments, OOCKLIFS are
pasy for women ar chii-
dren to operate. Truly
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ern folks. They're
duaranbedd,
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fingers when you use the standard
model

DOO-KLIP GRASS SHEAR

Arm, wrist and hand are al-
ways in a natural position.
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Price
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The
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Pruner

cuts diagonally,
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cut for any stalk.
It minimizes
bruising. Can
be used on
vines, shrubs
or bushes,
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| Look for the shears with the green handles.
[f your hardware or seed desler cannot supply
you, send coupon with your remittance and
they will be shipped at once.
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Every woman 0"6

knows that on a hot

day, watching the oven is no
help to comfort, the disposition or
the bloom of youth. (] To the rescue ...
the AutomatiCock| All you have to do is prepare

the food, slip it into the oven, set the AutomaltiCook
and then seek the coolest spot you can find ... and rest. The q’,
AuvtomatiCook will toke care of your cooking. When dinner time 6&
comes, open the oven and take out your meal . , fully cooked .. hot, .

juicy. . tender. (4 This improved oven heat regulater is automatic in operation
and never fails. Hundreds of thousands of careful housekeepers have found
the AutomatiCook accurate. Bread, meaat, game, fish, fowl—whola meals are
cooked by the AutomatiCook. (]l Home aconomics bureaus and gas
companies commend the AutomatiCook.
Although you can't buy it separately be-
cause it s part of the range, the Automaoti-

we

-

on more than 100 fine up-to-date gas
ranges. Any good dealer will
gladly show you one of them.

ROBERTSHAW
THERMOSTAT CO.

Youngwood, Pa.
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You Bowr an
sebad 1o ok — 9 mq:e'm
= griraciively ifwriraied,
Sriid 350 rodian for your esby
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door, the easel fell on the crockery, and Heloq
and Adelaide arose fully clothed and grabheg
for their only weapons—nail scissors, in the
right-hand pocket, The trap went off by itself
in Novgorod once, and we nearly died of frigh;

T EIGHT O'CLOCE, which iz well hefore

sunrise during a8 Russian winter, we break.
fasted on two Boofki (little brown loaves) and
tea. The samowvar was brought singing i
olr room, A samovar 15 & wonderful thing,
If you are cold, or blue, or scared, or miserable,
its cheery buzzing and bubbling raise your
morale right up to the gkies. And if you are

. alone, you feel all the advantages of a crowd

and friends about you, and none of the disad-
vantages. This was a luxurious breakfast. (O
cokrag, there was no butter, and we prawed
out loaves like beavers, but we each had a slice

| of lemon in our tea. A lemon costs about forty
| cents in Russia.

i SIIOW.

Cook is provided as standard equipment |

Just as we reached the Quspenzsky Cathedral
the sun peeked oiit, blogd-red among the mll.
ing, white fields. The great church appeared to
be made of the snow and ice from which it rose
It had a crimson auresle silhouetted againsg
the son and cast a long, blue shadow on the
The five golden domes, each with a
huge filigree cross, were greatly elongated in
the early morning light, and reached like grasp
ing arms for the center of the lown where the
anti-Christian government held sway.

Thia church is very much a part of old Rus-
sia. It was built in r158, when Viadimir was
the capital. Vladimir Monomakh established
a principality of Suzdal, which he left in charge
ﬂfp]]is gom, Juri Dolgorouki,  But Iuri's son,
Andrei Bogoliubski, developed it.  He chose
Viadimir for his capital instead of Rostov or
Suzdal, where there were many powerful nobles,
and became the first despotic prince of Russia,
He was not satisfied, however, with his north.
grn principality, and after hiz father's death
marched on and conguered Kiev, 'When asked

| why he ingisted on retaining his capital, at
{ Viadimir, he replied that the great wonder

working Ikon of the Virgin, which he had
braught from Kiev, would reside nowhere else.

This Tkon, the Viadimirskaya Bozhe Mat,
of Viadimir Virgin, 18 the altar of Russia,
More than any other single object is its history
interwoven with that of the country. It has
heen to war and brought victory; it has blessed
the ceremonies of peace. Countless miracles
are attributed to it.

Tradition says that it was palnted by the
Evangelist Luke, hut artistic recorda trace it (o
Constantinople in the eleventh century. The
faces of the Mather and Child, cheek to cheek,
are all that are left of that period. The ex-

ressions are moving beyond description. The
Mother's ¢yes have a haunting premonition
of the tragedy to come. Tt is almost impossible
to believe that & face of such tenderness and

' humanity was produced in that early epoch of

(Greek painting, which is vivid, but stark and
grotesquely simple in structure and coloring.
Andrei Bogoliubeki placed the Tkon in the
Cuspensky Cathedral and adorned it with gold
and priceless jewels. He worshiped it to tx
point of madness and attributed his wictor
over the Bulgarians to its guiding influsnce. it
watched over him even in death and met his
funeral cortege on the way from Bogoliubuv
after he had been murdered there, It quelled
the rioting which followed. .
Viadimir was sacked and razed by the Tar-

{ tars in the thirteenth century, and the cathe-

dral was burned. But the Tkon was saved, and
when the capital was eventually moved 19

| Moscow, the Grand Princes still returned f2

Vigdimir to be crowned in its presence. How
ever, when Tamerlane and his infidel hordes
threatened Russia, it was carried to DMoscus
by Grand Prince Vaseili Dmitdeviteh, and the
Tartars retreated in terror, The great {.':I.H'-[-"
dral of the Assumption in the Moscow Kremli
was copied after that in Viadimir, and the Ikar



was venerated there in the place of honor at the
left of the altar, until the revolution. No Tsar
of all the Russias could be crowned without its
blessing. . )

In 1019 Eidth;&;m Guwmmentntimk it from
iisshrine a its repaintings and reglazings
removed by the most modern scientific meth-
ods, It was placed in an exhibition of Russia’s
rreatest art treasures and for the first time ap-
preciated for ite priceless worth. HBut the ap-
pealing Mother's face was suddenly declared
contra-revolutionary, and the exhibition was
closed as 4 menace to proletaran ideals. Our
Lady of Viadimir was as a propagandist
for religion, a tool of the upper ¢ 10 cow
the workers, '

Helen and I refused to leave Moscow without
seeing this picture. We ded and cajoled
zt the Historical Museum, but were always put
off. Finally Helen produced her membershi
card from the Metropolitan Museum, calling it
a Union card in a proletarian land, and this,
plus the intervention of the art historian,
Annisimov, whe accompenied us, gaiped us
access to innetr shrines,

On the top floor of the museum are two apa-
cions galleries in hideous disorder, in which are
hung, crated, or stored most of the religions art
of kuaa-m.‘ ;regi_migihlaeﬂ'; of Russia, Iurlnﬁ‘: later
work is in comparison. In CAae3
of one room alone are six sand tkons. Tn
the farthest room hang pictures of the third
ceptury and on, which are famous in all hi
tories of art, and among these is the Viadimir
Virgin herself. The Soviets are right. The
picture casts a . We looked at it without

spukin%nf:r f an hour and then tiptoed
away. iz stricken Lo silence in its presence.

A few days later we penetrated this sanctu-
ary again and were told that we were abzolutely
the last people to get in. The next day the
department was to be sealed up for an indef-
nite peried of time. The Government could
not ocoupy itself with ikons in this day ﬂi&m.
ress. 1 gave a piece of my mind, in French, ta
one of the young sub-directors. Thinking I did
not understand jan, he commented in real
surprise to a companion,

“She thinks the ikons are the greatest art in
Russia. Isn’t that strange?”

Wl"];‘ﬂ all these thoughts going th our
minds, Helen and I had been standing in
our felt Falenki (boots), watching the sun rise
and the blue shadows ten at Vladimir, We
tramped around the Cathedral, sinking above
our knees sometimes in the d.niung snow, but
warming up with the effort.
_ The grizzly old caretaker, who lived in a hole
like & woodchuck under the cathedra), directed
us to the town musent, where we mugt get
permission to set the church. We found the
director, Comrade Selezmiov, who was most
fenerous with his time in showing us about.
We made quick work of the rooms containing
i were. aresiiy Tmpreased by the. Sorge
and were imp FOIZe0ls
collection u& ecclesiastical b vessels, and
paintings. There was Rublev's fifteenth-cen-
tury copy of the Viadimir Virgin. When the
original was taken to Moscow, be was com-
missioned to make its duplicate,

The museum director was reluctant to show
this room becanse of disorder, he said, but we
lound the disorder most entrancing. - The floor
was piled with glittering brocades, purple and
vold, greén and slver—an Arabian Nights
orgy.  There were luxurious crimson velvets
and strips of petit-point, all of them of an ob-
viougly ecclesiastical nature, The covetous-
ness of the bourgeois mind immediately took
Possession of us. What were these dazeling
robes and where had they come from? The
kindly Tovarishich (comrade) explained that
they were the church properties, altar cloths
ind vestments, nationalized by the Govern-
ment when the churches and monaateries were

These robes were to be looked over and same
of them sold to theatrical companies. 1 told
thﬂlllmgtu:thatlmahuandrﬁﬂh,mdl
sheuld like to buy one or two costumes. He

125 Million Explosions
in each grain of wheat

Food cells thus broken are
completely digestible...mak-
- ing these delectable dainty
graing virtually as nourish-
ing as hot cooked cereals,

EAL'.H grain of wheat or rice con-
tains over 100 million food cells.
Prof. A. P. Anderson said: "1 will ex-
g_llq:&e these hundred million food cells.

en every atom of these graing will
be made complerely digestible.”

He seals the grains in 5. Then
revolves them in fearful hear, When
the guns are fired, over 100 million
steam explosions occur in every kernel,

Puffed Grains more nourishing
Thus every food cell is broken open.
Every grain becomes as completely di-

estible as hot cooked cereals. There-

ore virtually as nourishing. The grains
shower forth from the guns 8 times
natural size. Every grain i1s made crisp,
crunchy. taste like fresh nut-
meats. They have a delicious flavoriness
wheat and rice have never had before.

Cereal food more enticing _
Quaker Puffed Rice is the creamy rich
rice grain puffed and oven toasted o the
burtery crispness of fresh roast, e digests
quickly. Turns to cnergy in a hurry. It
tastes as rice has never been made to
raste before,

Quaker Puffed Wheat offers whole
wheat minerals, protein for body build-
ing, plus 25% narural bran.

Order these delicious grain foods from
your grocer today. The Quaker Oats

Company,

guality rry Quaker Oats and Quaker Faring.

Quaker Puffed Wheat and Puffed Rice

In using advertisements see page O
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Home Canners:

Avoid

Disappointments!

SUEEESS or failure of your
home canning hangs on the
quality of the rubber in your
jar rings.

Only new five rubber seals with
safetv—and Aayr realed—because
only new live rubber keepr risr Itfe
after processing, Cheap jar rings
ufinfegiu{' mh-‘hl:r imperil your entive
SeA300'§ CARNINE.

Avoid loss and bitter diuppniut—
ment by joining the thousands of
other women who insure the success
of their home canning by always using

GOOD LUCK
* Jar Rubbers

WITH THE BIG, HANDY LIP

Made of new live rubber that »
alive and keeps a perfect seal r
all methods of canning. lﬁtf:r doz-
en. If vour grocer is not stocked with

Luck Rubbers, order direct.

Send for Qur Popular Year Book

New, revised, col editinn. 84
of R‘utipﬂ, NE':HEI: 5, eto. With #l:é
gumm

of 124 C Lahels,
mplp:;'inhd :ﬂ':ﬁ"ﬁ'."ﬂu of vegetables,

Eruits, eic., all for Lc.
BOSTON WOVEN HOSE & RUBBER OO,

20 Hempshire 5., Cambridge, Masa,
B hen g Hew jare—REMNENBER
fawad Lu ar Meubbers came packed wilh all

Alar B F Sealand Lilar Maron Fewil Fare

‘1“? ' MINUTE
is.. 4 CAKE ICING

PLACE an unbeaten egg whire, ¥ cup

sugar and 3 ublcsgaoua cold waier
in double boiler. Set over boiling
water and beat 7 minutes. Bemove
from fire, add ¥ reaspoon Mapleine
%rm:l on cake and sprinkle with

ely chopped nuts or candied
cherries, Ger spr peww "MAPLEINE
CoOOEERY.” 200 recipds, Free, Address
Depr. 4%, Crescent Mg Co., Senttle, U.S. AL
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A High Time

was willing, so we pawed the treasure heaps
avariciously. There were some old brocades of
softened and mellowed colors, with eighteenth-
century designs; some were modern, of silver
or thread from the looms of twenty years
ago, devoted exclusively to the weaving of
vestments., A church procession on a holiday
before the Revolution must hlﬂ&fh&;&;.: &x-
traordinary sight. They are now for t.

We unfo ﬁle after pile of diskons (dea-
cons), and swercheniki (pricsts), and the air
regked with must apd incense. Some wene
torn and stained with candle drippings; others
looked as if they had never -been worn, It
seemed as the whole province of Vladi-
mir had been unfrocked before cur eyes. I laid
aside about twelve which I thought 1 could not
live without, but gradually reduced the num-
ber. The customary bargaining began. One
great deacon’s robe of gold thread, which
wreighed at least Afteen I was told
had cost about three hundred and ffty dollars
to make. But now it went for a song, I asked
where the priests who were left got vestments
nowadays.

“{dh, they buy them back again from the
Government,” director nonchalantly ad-
mitied.

That seemed to us 2 bit thick.

There was & paper shortage in Russia that
wiel, and we have to wander through
the strects and travel back to Moscow laden
with unwrapped golden vesiments. Helen was
afraid the simple church-goers would say,

“First came the Bolsheviks, then the i
cans,”

We overcame our consciences, but left our
ngn:!:aaes with the comrade director until just

ore leaving town,

WE BUNDLED ourgelves up to wvisit the
churches. I have no skill to describe the
cold of an unheated Russian church in winter.
Even in those where a service is being held, two
sweaters, two fur coats, & fur hat, three pairs
of woolen stoc , boots and rubbers, and 2
muftler will not keep the cold from creeping
up through the floor and chilling your very
MAFTOW. o

Comrade Selezniov led the way to the Dmitri
Cathedral standing near the shy. It
is mach smaller than the latter and simply irre-

sistible, Each facade hae three exquisitely
beveled Roman arches reaching to the roof and
51 by deficate Corinthian columns,

There Is a narrow window in each. The

half of this facade is entirely covered with ﬁtﬂe
animals and flowers in sculptured retief. They
ATE togethet in rows surrounding the
window slits—perky griffons with flashing
tails, the shlr'ﬁfi!m, or fire-bird, of Russian
folk-lore, Scythian lions with threatening
tonguez, twisted necks, and tails ending in a
daisy, a row of squatty angels on horseback—
plaques of bulgy-eyed saints in with the griffons,
and rows of pak leaves for design. The detail
was 20 primitive that we jumped and squealed
with the glee of ten-year-olds, and the whole
was so stirringly beawtiful in its dead white
silence, that the frozen tears on my cheeks were
not entirely those of cold. I never realized
hefore seeing the twelfth-century churches of
Novgorod and Vladimir-Suzdal that I could be
50 senzitive to architectural design.

We crossed the court to the Cuspensky
Cathedral, and I asked the director what time
there would be a service. It iz beautiful to
hear the Slavonic chanting in these historic
apots. But he answered:

“This isn't a church any more. It Is an anti-
religious museum.”

T was surprised but interested.

“We have a fine exhibit.” He warmed u
with enthusiasm. “The Beshozhnik (Atheist
society is very strong here. We have closed
every church in Viadimir but i:wh:.nd we
to close them by Easter. Tt will be hand
but it will be a triumph.”

I thought of the Seciety of Cultural Rela-

in Red Russia

tions with Foreign Countries in Moscow and
the secretary who told me:

“RBussia and Amerce have so much iy
common. They both have absolute religious
freedom. ™

In the same office one day I met an American
wormah “gone Baolshie' and Iiﬁ“l'gle.irn Moscow,
her original birthplace. . I asked .

“I% it true that a Fussian a-r_lmnit:amer is
fired for being seen in a church?”

“Yes,"” she said, “but in America she is fired
for not Emng seen in it

Cur nice Comrade Director struggled with
the mammoth lock on the portal, We kicked
away the snow piled wp at the entrance, and
the door finally gave. It didn't seem as if
cither the Ruy frezcoes or the anti-religiois
exhibit had done much business this winter. A
sort of numb apathy seems to have settled on
the general mass of Kussian people. On top are
a limited number of Communists shouting their
theories and in absolute control of
method of spreading them. Underneath are a
limited number of wretched creatures ing
formery to s of aristocratic f
who are barely allowed to scrape together an
exisgtence, if they are at liberty at all, In be-
tween is the preat mass of Russians, oppressed
by the Tsars in the name of the Lord, and op-
Ereaaad the Holsheviki in the name of

herty. vlov, their greatest scientist, an
eighty-vear-old seer who honored America
with & visit and whao is ttputed ba b the ooly
Soviet citizen who dares to speak his mind, has

aaid
“The Russians have a reflex of slavery.”
The cold inside the church splintered our
bonres. Here the Rubley fragments were
barely more visible than in the other church.
We made a few acid remarks, but nothing
could be done. It was just one of those things.
However, with the cooperation of the Toeser-
ithtch and the caretaker, who found a wobbly
stepladder and was generous with matches, we
to see something of their beauties.
Thefwhule l;hiurﬁt was nifhﬂent with ita
dingy frescoes of a later pe The Byzantine
form remained with its narrow arches of ski-
ﬁddum height reaching up to the five Las.
from each cupola stared down the black,
haunted eyes of the faces of Christ or the Vingin,
perlﬂps ten feet in diameter—painted in an
era of faith, and wondering at this era of sk
ticism. The altar was marred by a ghastl
baroque ikemosias, or altar screen—the gn{
of Catherine the Great, I believe, Isn't it e
markable what people all over the world were
able Lo think of in that period?

IP.EKED to see the prave of the wife of Alex-
ander Nevsky, one of the most venerated of
Russlan-Saint-Princes, His body was removed
to the Nevsky lavra monastery in Petrograd
many years before, but the graves of his wile
and daughter were supposed to be at Viadimir.
“They are in the anti-religious musewm,”
the director said, and he led us back through
icy corridors to a chapel near the entrance.
Here he was in his element. On the walls
were hung gross caricatures of Christ leading
the workers over a precipice, Christ and the
¥irgin as profiteers, and many others. They
were artistically engaging as poster designs,

but the subject matter was most nt.
Good taste is a bourgeois quality not fostersd
by the Bolshewiki.

The director asked us if we belonged to a
church in America. We admitted that we had
never been christened or confirmed.

“Then be warned in time,” he said, and
showed us a big poster of 2 minister a5 a mari-
onette being tweaked by strings controlled by
Lloyd George, Coolidge, Ford, and Rockefetler.

The text said to beware of the insidious
teachings of these rprea.chers who would t
to draw one away from the Orthodox churt
and then would plunge one in a still deeper

abr
F"?"he religious menace is great in Americs,”



A High Time

we were tald in fatherly tomes, “Protect Four-
Iq_'."l.?l:E- fﬂ:lm 'i-:- e

We came out into the glaring snow, and the
tkirty-below-zero air seemed warm after that
inside. Once more m}—' £Ye caugnt the shim-
mering outlines of the Dmutri Church.

“You're an archaeologist, Comrade Direc-
tar,”" I said. **And you know that such beauty
rani be created only in an age of Faith. Yet
you canl remain so hostile,”

“Religion iz the tool of the capitalists to
subjugate the workers and make them think
nf 1?;& next world and forget the misery of this,”
he quoted from Marx, ““And anyhow my sub-
ject is arrowheads]”

Helen and I shuddered and took refupe in a
fea station,

We had a mousing lunch of dublous meat
balls and a three-inch slice of black bread each.
It is remarkable what you can eat in Russia if
you just get cold enough. Coming out into
the street we saw a group of boys with empty
wood sleds drving towand the station,

“Moghno ' (May 17} 1 shouted, falling
into the hack of the sleigh.

“Mothao." (You may) be answered and
cracked his whip,

Helen fell into another, and they proceeded
to gallop furiously down the long hill. There
was a mad race. Helen rolled neatly off her
sled at the station, and 1 about two hundred
feet beyond. We picked ourselves up, waved
goodby to pur benefactors, and brushked of the
snow. We caught the local train which just
pitlled in, and after twenty minutes ride de-
scended at Bogoliubov,

BUGULIUBD"LI" was the country-seat of old

Prince Andrei. His palace and church are
still there, and aleo his famous Thon, the Vingin
of Bogoliubov. This is the Fir.tun: he ordered
painted of the Virgin's appantion to him in this
little town, when he was bearing the Vladimir
Ikon to Suzdal.

According to the chronicles  the horses
stopped dead at Bogoliubov. The gruff old
prince was angered and tried to force them,
but they would not budge a step further,
Suddenly in the night the Virgin appeared and
told the awe-struck prince that it was her
will that her picture should be at Viadimic
and that he should make his capital there.
Two hundred years of Russian history were
chanzed by those horses and that vision,

On arriving we tried to buy a leather belt in
the village cooperative store, but the store-
keeper did not know how to sell it when we had
no workers' cards, so we could not carry off
our purchase. As per custom we made a bes-
fine for the biggest set of golden domes and
tried to find some one who knew where the
palece tower was. It was a race apainst time
and daylight. Ewerybody pointed ocut the
tower, but no one knew where the key was.
We finally pounded on a door at rapdom,
Those Russian doors are v inhospitahle-
oking in winter, A wistful little old woman,
clutching a shawl about her head, appeared
2t the inner crack. We told her our wish, and
she begged us to come in.  She wag curious.
Had never seen a foreigner before. Bepged us
o sit down and pet warm and let her set
the samovar, We were frozen blue, and it was
lempting, but daylight was on the wane. We
Promised to return if we could, after dark,

She directed us to & leather shop in the
ronastery where the young caretaker was
working, and he unchained the tower doot for
L, I“E&-idl& the entrance was a well with a big
Russian “four-poster” over it, painted bottle
bilise, orange, and vermillion. A “four-poster™
I5 our name for those porte-cochéres with bulgy
mlumns so common in Russia, A white-
#ashed spiral staircaze wound up to the prinee’s
-bambers. They were small but dazzlingl
Tescoed on a bright blue backgronnd w'jlz
i:']l_ml!- drooping in one direction or another like
Lies,

At the monastery entrance was the usual

in Red Russia

towering belfry with its rows of graduated bells
from six feet to six inches in diameter. On the
ground in front of it lay one of the monster
bellz, shattered.

“Hak Zkal! Kgk Zhal! (What a shame?),
Helen and I both remarked, on seeing it.
“How did it happen?™
I did it," answered the boy proudly. ““We
aon’t necd them any more, No one wants to
hear them but the old women. We are poing
to throw all the rest down tomorrow. Will you
be herer All the young communists are com-
1 for the celebration?™

We protested vigorously, but roused nothing
but scorn from him.

Leaving the monastery, we walked around
the narrow sledge road to the church where the
Ihon was. The priest's son showed us through.
He was a thin, pallid boy of fourteen or so and
looked a bit hunted. I asked hirm if he expected
to become a priest, too. He didn’t know,
would like to, hat doubted whether they would |
allow priests at all when he was grown up. |
Because of his father's profession he couldn't |
ga to school, and the children wouldn't let him |
be a “pioneer” (children's patriotic organiza- |
tion corresponding to the Boy Scouts).

The church was disappointing. It had a
beautiful gate, but ghas.t%y modern decorations
inside—aa  tawdry as the modern Italizn
churches, And the Tkon of Prince Andrei was
hidden by a metal okled leaving only face and
hands visible. These metal coverings placed
over Lthe Thons for their preservation and glori-
fication are the bane of a sight-seer’s existence
in Hussia,

THE aun was setting, leaving the country-

side streaked with red and lavender. Wehad
still to see the Pokrow Bogoroditsa—the Church
of the Tatercession of the Virgin, It was about
three miles away, on a lonely river. We hailed

a little boy who was passing in the bashet of |

a rickety old sledge.

“T°li give you two rubles if you will take us to
the little church on the River Merli.,”

“Al right,” he agreed lackadaisically,

We fell in the back of the hasket, shuffling

about until we had made 2 nest among the |
I

rags and hay. |
We had gone up and down hill about hali- |

wiy when our chariot stopped. '

“T don't want to go any farther," said the
little boy, looking of in the distance at the
church sinking in the shadows with just a
faint .touch of reflected pink, *“T don’t know
the road, and I'm afraid of the dark."

“Are you cold?* [ ashed.

We were froren ourselves. A biting wind
had set in at sunsct, and my fur coat seemed

flimsy protection.

“No, I'm not cold, but muye nve bhocketsva |
(It does not please me togal.’” |
He used an arrogant Russian idiom with his |

chin high.

There was nothing to be done. No cajoling or
offers of more money would change his mind.
But we were determined to see the church.
He left us standing in the middle of 2 bridge
and turned back home.

An old peasant passed. “There is no road,”
he said. “You must walk as the bird flies."

So we turned off to the right and picked our

wiy along the little river bank under a railway |
bridge, |

It was practically dark hy now, but the snow
had an almost phosphorescent glow. We kept
our eves rlued on our objective and trudged on.
Sometimes the surface was frozen and we could |
trot, but occasionaliy the drifts almost reached
pp to our knees,

After clawing our way down one side of a
ateep cliff and up the other with the aid of some |
willow bushes we came at last to the church. i
Around it was a low white wall, into which
were huilt the belfry and a crumbling, wooden
dwelling. We sat huddled together on this wall
and contemplated the white picture in front of
us. It needed no light. It spread its own, and
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—at their source!

{ Note Coapon Below)

THE"?E unsanitary and destructive pests
are now quickly destroyed at their
source . .. in the nest.

The Antrol System consists of amall glass
containers, filled with special Antrol Sy
rup, and placed around your house or gar-
den according to gimple directions. Ants
carry the syrup ta their nests for food. ..
the entire colony is soon exterminated. ..
gurely...permanently,. .and at little cost.
Antrol is safe to use around children or
pets.

(et the Antrol System from your leading
good, hardware, or drug dealer today. If
he does not have it, mail the coupon be-
low giving dealer's name. We will aend
you free, instructive booklet on pest con-
trol, and refer you to nearest Antrol dealer.
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your dog well and happy by
feeding him properly.  He will thrive
on Chappel's Ken-L-Biskit. .. the gold-
en cakes of energy. .. entirely different

it SOpasIiIan . .||:|.:.|.'Eﬁ:|f full of che food
clements vital o che dog,
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Why Play is the most

1mpnrtant
single factor
in your

child’s life

Read what o famous
American educator says on
this all-important subject:

PLJ"LT is the essential part of a child’s
education,” says Joseph Lee in his
vatuable book, Play in Education (printed
by the Macmillan Company). “It 18
nature's prescribed course,”” he continues.
"Without school, a child will not grow
up to fit our institutions. Without play,
he will not grow up at all.”
This attitude on the part of our great
educators and psyvchologists is respon-
sible for the whole change in our methods
of bringing up children.
We have learned that, to bovs and
pjrl.s. play is serious. It is their torm of
Watech any boy practicing on a
fm-thahl field or any girl playing basket-
ball. Could any school or home tasks
call forth the same ability and perse-
verance? .
Since play is 30 necessary to children,
take an interest in your voung son's
prowess on his baseball nine; in your
dayghter's Girl Scout achievements.
And be sure to see that they are
properly equipped for play—with sweat-
ers and shorts or bioomers and, above all,
with the proper play shoes. For, in
active sports and games, footwork
i3 all-important in developing shill
and poizge,

Barefoot Freedom
without Burefoot Risks

N Keds, you have the perfect play
Iks.hne, They are designed and bailt
ike no other play shoes. They have
light-weight porous tops, so active feet
can breathe. They have arch and ankle
supports and “‘Feltex” insoles. Many
have extra reinforcements at toes and
anklesz, In fact, Keds give barefoot skill
and freedom without barefoot risks of
injury and infection.

Koda " Spor-Tie" =
A gracciul strap pamp
fior girls and misass. Ad-
justable snap fastemned.
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Physicians and gymnasts have for years
recommended Keds because of all these
deszirable qualities,

S0, as your contribution to your chil-
dren’s play. take thern to your favorite
shoe dealer and have them fitted in the

styles of Keds best suited to their
strenuous activities. Reds come in over
thirty styles, so your choice will be wide.

Keds ""Conguest™ =—

; Muade with crepe nole,
!? fatncdis for wedr, Papu.
3 Iar with boys and gicls,

United States @1 Rubber Company

ARG, 1, B, PET, CFF,

THE SHOE OF CHAMPIONS

The name ™ Keds” is stamped on
all gennine Keds. Look for the
name and besure. Kedsat£1,31.25,
$1.75 and up to $4. The more you
pay the more you get—but full
value whatever you spend.

e

A High Time in Red
Russia

our eyes were acclimated like g cats. Eygy
the single golden dome caught a faint radian.,
from somewhere. The style and decorating
are similar to that of the Dmitrd Cathedral, Ly
the proportions are more beautiful. There
wasn't another building for miles around,

It had a human quality. It seemed bt
unpm[ulcd deserted, FOung, and fr.ul
though it had stood there since the ¥ear 116,
The wind whistied through the belfry and
roared around the side of the church., W
tingled with esthetic satisfaction, but were
awed at the loneliness of the place.
both magnificent and creepy.

There were portals on three sides, but the
first two we tried were barred and bolted. The

It Was

| third iron door was hanging loose, We stond
| beside it and whispered before having the conr-

age to drag it open. Suppose there were
“"Hooligani" (bandits), the great fear of the

| Hussian peasants, insldel Well, take a chanee!

| archacologist.

We vanked, and the door gave., Some snow
fell on us from above, and an icy draft stormed
outward,

A black hole vawned in front of us, T was
supremely confident that 1 would be murdercd
the pext moment. We could see nothing,
onow was swirling down from the high window
slips, and the one board we stepped on creaked
and snapped in two, I shuddered and closed
the portal hurriedly, 1 told mysell how
glad I was that I dide’t believe o spooks, |
caurht Helen looking over her shoulder at
every sound.

We went back and sat down on the wall and
indulped in a few chilly day-dreams. What
fun it would be to put it in order, restore the
interior, give it an Thomosfes of all Rublev
Ikons! We would repair the adjpoining house
and live there in summertime. It would be
just another American concession in Ruasia,

I was slowly solidifying with cold. Smow had
got in the open tops of my boots and was caked
solid down 'to the ankles, [ know now how joe-
cream feels in the freezer. We pulled ourselves
away, and the little church pulled us back.
Itz windy voice beégped not to be left alone
apain. But we had to go—down the chif,
hand over hand, bush by buszh, up the other
side, always stopping and looking back, |
waved a farewell once. Never has cold lime
stone come 50 near to speaking.

E FOUGHT our way against the wind over

the snowy fields and-® reached the main
road in about an hour. In the same time again
we wearily approached the town, A little band
of marching soldiers passed. Omne is eternally
conacious of the military in Russia. I won
dered why they were marching thus at mid-
night. T looked at my wrist-watch, Tt was
only six-thirty,

In Moscow, later, just belore leaving for
home, I met a famous Russian scholar amd
T asked him what he consideted
the most beautiful church in Russia.

“Fhe most beautiful church in Russis =

| hidden away on a distant plain, far from the

m———

prying cyes of tourists. It is on the RLHF
MNerli in the Province of Vladimir, and ¢
called Fokrov Bogoraditza.™

Helen and 1 smiled knowingly at each
other,

“That, sir, is our American concessian,™ we
said.

(To be contisesied)
Jr H:f next instolment the Misses Hooker cruh
@ pouwng Communists’ Fancy Drs

fi-:]!f become favolved inm o mu!mm{ dediir.
Then .E.ﬁu::p drite over frozen platns in an of
sieigh fo the small provimcial lewn of '5'14!5'1' '
where Adelaide fell (8 with aﬂﬂﬂemu izid -"Fi'
get only casual medical cave. And into her st}
romr one day came an oficer and Hve ﬁﬂi’ﬂ L
from the Tcheka, or G. P, UF, the Soviet secee!
imlelligence service.  In fhe tocal prisom, B0 h
Helen had beem sketching, are incarcergied (07
renaining members of the old royalisi Dumd
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