
LONDON ADVERTISER, SATURDAY, JULY 14. 1923.

PRISONSBOLSHEVIK he True FugitiveIN tory or
centration camp. We were put into 
a spacious house, where the women 
had a room to themselves with plenty 
of light and air. The house was 1 
surrounded by green lawns with 
gigantic old shade trees.

The men were employed at the 
works, while the women did the 
house work. I was appointed scullery 
maid, and very glad I was of it, as 
this is much easier work than scrub­
bing floors. The fact that I was out 
in the open air, as the kitchen had 
been established in the yard, was suf­
ficient to make me feel satisfied. My 
duties were cleaning potatoes, wash­
ing dishes and kitchen utensils, and 
cleaning up the kitchen each even­
ing. Our cook was a nice Polish 
land-proprietor, with whom I always 
conversed in French, to the intense 
displeasure of our guard.

This kitchen-idyll soon came to an 
end. One day, the commandant of 
the concentration camp. Serokin, ar­
rived on an inspection of the Gretter 
works, and found me working in the 
kitchen.

"What," he cried, “Kourakine 
cleaning potatoes! Didn’t I say she 
was to be given the heaviest work to 
do? Send her at once to wash floors 
and send someone else to the kit- 
chen."

I was then appointed to clean the 
enormous room where our guards 
slept. It was disgusting to wash and 
tidy that room, but still more dis­
gusting to see the guards lying 
around on the beds and listen to their 
insulting remarks. But even this did 
not last long.

On August 4 an order was unex­
pectedly given to take us back to the 
concentration camp. We were not 
informed, of course, of the cause of 
this change, but we knew something 
evil was being plotted against us. We 
knew that the Whites were already 
quite near to Kiev and that the Bol- 
sheviki were on the eve of catas­
trophe.

We reached the concentration camp 
toward evening and were horrified by 
what we found there. The camp was 
packed with thousands of prisoners. 
A new commandant had been sent 
from Moscow, a savage beast who 
was never seen without a revolver in 
his hand. Notices were hung up 
everywhere, warning the prisoners 
that no interviews, no packages from 
town would be allowed.

Sixty-Two in One Cell.
We were immediately locked up in 

our cells, and I will never forget 
what went on there. Instead of 
twenty people as before, sixty-two 
people, men and women, were now 
put into one cell. It was utterly im­
possible to lie down; it was very hot 
and even with the open window it 
was difficult to breathe.

Suddenly the rumor spread that 
we were to be taken to Moscow as 
hostages. It was a bolt from the 
blue.

On August 6 they woke us up at 
3:30 a.m. and told us to be ready in 
twenty minutes and to take our be­
longings with us. But they did not 
let us know our destination. At this 
news many of the prisoners wept 
and gloom reigned in the cell. We 
were all led out of the building and 
drawn up into line in the courtyard 
like soldiers. I saw Andrew standing 
there with his bundle, ready to go 
too.

They marched us off under strong 
armed guards to the railroad station 
in Kiev. The commandant, Ougaroff, 
accompanied us in person and fired 
his revolver in the air from time to 
time, thinking to intimidate us. We 
were two hundred hostages in all. 
and were loaded into several cattle 
cars. There were twenty-three 
women and we had a car to our- 
selves, but it had not been cleaned 
since transporting cattle and was 
horribly dirty.

The train did not leave until 1 p.m. 
The people in town had heard of the 
train of hostages being sent to Mos­
cow and our friends and relatives 
came to the train to see us. Only a 
sister-of-mercy and the president of 
the Polish Red Cross were allowed 
on the platform. Our poor nurse, 
who had come to the station, had to

but my health was giving way and 
I felt weaker every day. There was 
nothing to sustain our strength.

No Real Food.
We were abominably fed, or rather 

we were simply starved. We re­
ceived three-quarters of a pound 
(Russian) of black bread each day. 
three zolotniks of sugar (a zolotnik 
is a 96th of a Russian pound). Dinner 
was served at 12 o'clock, and con­
sisted of a thin. muddy-lOoking soup, 
with frozen potatoes or rotton cab­
bage or wheat, or sometimes as a 
treat lentils. No meat of any kind, 
and no fats. The feeling of hunger 
never left me. This was, however, 
but the beginning of our starvation; 
my constitution resisted as yet, but 
I felt weak and ill.

I was obliged, like the rest of the 
women, to wash the underclothing of 
the prisoners and of our guard. If 
we refused to do so. we would be 
transferred to another camp, which 
meant parting with my son for me, 
and for some Of the other women 
parting with their husbands.

After having been a kitchen maid 
and a scrub woman in Kiev, I now 
became a washerwoman. I must say 
that washing dirty clothes is the 
nastiest and most repulsive occupa­
tion of them all to me. I was the 
worst washerwoman in the house. 
We were allowed so little soap that 
there was not enough for a tenth of 
all the clothes we had to wash, for 
<ach of us was given from forty to 
fifty articles of underclothing that 
had been worn for weeks. Besides 
this, we were obliged to wash the 
big, heavy sheets and woolen shirts 
of the guards, and they were not as 
easy to deal with.

We had to do the washing in a 
cold, damp cellar, with broken win­
dow panes, causing a terrible draught, 
while we stood ankle deep in icy 
water, and at that time of the year, 
September, it had already become 
very cold in that part of Russia.

Hardships Bring Sickness.
After four days at this work I be­

came ill arid was laid up with an 
acute form of arthritis, extreme 
anaemia and a high temperature. 
Serious cases were treated at the 
general hospital of all the concentra­
tion camps, but I implored the guards 
not to inform the commandant of my 
illness, as I feared more than any­
thing being transferred to that 
famous institution, where human be­
ings died like flies for the lack of 
attention. Ordinary patients were 
put, moreover, into a ward with 
those who were ill with typhoid and 
other diseases, and the hospital had 
an awful reputation.

I preferred remaining at the camp. 
I lay there for six weeks without get­
ting up from my corner on the nary. 
This was torture indeed. I had no 
mattress, not even a sack stuffed 
with hay, and the pains in my shoul­
ders, joints and ribs was almost un­
bearable. The boards were laid 
crosswise, and when anyone climbed 
up on the nary all of them were 
badly jolted, causing me severe pain. 
The nary was empty in the daytime, 
but it was in the evening, when 
everyone lay down to sleep, that my 
tortures began. I waited for the 
night, after everyone had gone to 
sleep, to have a good cry. I hated 
myself for this, but it did seem to 
help a little.

After six weeks of Illness the tem­
perature went down and the pains 
subsided, but my body and limbs 
continued to ache, and I got up a 
wreck.

Two Weeks of Living Death 
—Princess Kourakine Is 

Given Revolting Tasks- 
Brutal Treatment By 

Red Soldiers.

^3

Son Gets 
Freedom.

sion for the Affairs of Young Crimi­
nals. I ought to have been over­
joyed at his release but the circum­
stances were such that there was 
really nothing to rejoice at, as this 
freedom was far from being real. 
Kiev had been occupied by the 
Whites and we were entirely cut off 
from it. Andrew had no place to go. 
He was released from prison but his 
liberty was as bitter as any deten­
tion; he was literally thrown out 
into the street, only half clothed, 
hungry and without a penny in his 
pocket. Such were the conditions

Neither Andrew nor I had ever set 
eyes on Tarabykin before; we knew 
nothing whatever about him. Who 
could guarantee that he was not a 
Bolshevik after all. that all this plot 
was not a trap? After long medita­
tion, I wrote the letter and gave it 
to Andrew to be handed to Tara­
bykin. I realized I was running a 
dreadful risk; if Andrew were caught 
in his flight, he would have to pay a 
heavy penalty for it; and If Tara­
bykin were caught with my letter to 
Wrangel I would have to pay the

CHAPTER IV. 
SENT AS A HOSTAGE TO

MOSCOW.
The concentration camp to which 

T was sent was situated in another 
quarter of Kiev. After the Ve-Tche. 
Ka. it seemed to me almost a luxuri­
ous establishment, with a large court- 
yard, high ceilings and spacious celle, 
but the conditions were those of a 
real prison; grated windows, a long 
corridor with uniform cells, heavy 
doors with ever-clicking locks. The 
women were in separate cells from 
the men. but the prisoners met In 
the courtyard, and I was allowed to 
converse with my eon, which was a 
great consolation.

Fresh surprises, however, awaited 
me here. No one was obliged to do 
any work at the Ve-Tche-Ka; it 
was a temporary camp for prisoners. 

Here everyone was made to work, 
both men and women.

My son was sent to dig a canal for 
water pipes outside the gates. He 
was young and strong and fond of 
physical exercise. Soon it was no­
ticed that he worked better and 
quicker than anyone else at the camp. 
The prison authorities, who were 
composed of "democrats,- proletar­
ians," so-called "hard working men 
with toll-worn hands," were pro­
foundly astonished. What, that young 

a prince, a mother’s pet and darling, 
afan offspring of that rotten aristoc­

racy, on which the Socialists and 
democrats poured out torrents of 

: abuse, that boy worked quicker and 
with better results than hired labor! 
It was a great moral support to me 
to see how bravely, almost gaily, my 
son bore his captivity. Always calm 
and in good spirits, he was a general 
favorite, and made many friends 
among the prisoners.

As for me, I was in no flt condi­
tion for hard work. The lung dis­
ease from which I had only recently 
recovered had left its mark, and I 
suffered from a severe pain in my 
side; But it was chiefly all I was 

Igoing through that affected my nerves 
and my whole constitution. I was not 
able to eat anything, although An­
drew’s old nurse brought us daily all 
kinds of nice food. I had lost a pood. 

'Which is about forty Russian pounds, 
and had grown very thin.

Given Heaviest Work.
I was obliged to sweep and tidy 

the prison office daily. This was com­
paratively easy, but besides this we 
were sent to do all sorts of dirty work. 
I tried to get out of it by referring 
to my illness, but did not succeed. 
The commandant, a former peasant 
of the village, shouted at me like the 
real boor he was. promising to send 
such “bourgeois’’ as I was to do the 
heaviest work.

After two weeks at the concentra­
tion camp, my son was sent to the 
Russian works in the south, and I 
was sent to the Gretter Iron Works. 
Parting with my son was painful, as 
we had been allowed to see each

clothes as often as I liked and send 
them out to be washed. The days 
of our imprisonment in Kiev were, 
in fact, days of comparative luxury. 

Transferred to Iron Works.
I was transferred to the Gretter 

works on July 12. Forty men and 
ten women were sent there besides 
myself. All of the women were Pol­
ish students, very nice girls, and it 
was a pleasure to find myself among 
a small number of clean and well- 
behaved people. My life at the Gret­
ter works was paradise in compari­
son to the Ve-Tche-Ka and the con-

..... price for it. However, my decision
in which my son, a youth of sixteen, was made and the letter was written 
brought up in luxury and in the * "
happiest surroundings, was now be- I was deeply grateful to Tarabykin 

because the shelter and food he bad .
ginning his independent existence.

After his release Andrew was al­
lowed to spend a few nights at the 
office of the commission. The chair­
man of the Commission of Affairs 
for Young Criminals, Tarabykin, 
took an interest in him and offered 
to take him in temporarily. He proved 
to be a fine man, gave my son shel­
ter and food and showed him many 
kindnesses.

Son Prepares For Kiev.
One day when Andrew had been 

allowed to visit me at the camp, he 
told me that Tarabykin was not a 
Bolshevik at all, but had been an of­
ficer in the Russian army, hated the 
government of the Soviets and long­
ed to join the Whites. He offered 
to arrange a flight to Kiev for An­
drew. His plan was to obtain an 
appointment for my son in the fuel 
supply at Cornel. Once there, An­
drew would be sent to different 
places to purchase wood, and on 
reaching some point not far from 
Kiev he could make his way to that 
city.

Although my heart stood still at 
the dreadful risk my son would be 
running, at the days of anxiety and 
torture I would live through, in utter 
ignorance of his fate, I gave my 
consent to his flight. His complete 
isolation in Moscow made me doubly 
anxious

As a price for assisting my son in 
his flight Tarabykin had charged 
Andrew to tell me that he begged 
me to give him a.letter of introduc­
tion to my cousin, Baron Wrangel, 
under whom he would like to serve. 
This was a risky step to take.

given my son had cost a huge sum at 
this time, and the feeling of obliga­
tion overcame, my fears. I could 
hardly refuse to do what he asked of 
me after his kindness.

Another month passed and my son, 
now an official in the service of" the 
Bolsheviki, left for his destination 
at Gomel. I shall never forget the 
day when Andrew came to see me 
for the last time. As he left, I 
watched his receding figure through 
the haze of a blizzard and a mist of 
tears. I did not see him again for 
a year and a half. Anxiety for the 
happy issue of his flight and a long­
ing for him night and day gave me 
no peace in the long months that 
followed.

(Copyright, 1923. in U. 8. and Greet 
Britain by North American Newspaper 
Alliance. All rights reserved.)

PRINCESS TATIANA KOURAKINE, 
in court costume. In this picture she wears some of the pearls whose 
possession she retained to the last, despite the sacking of her estate, and 
the sale of which eventually supplied the funds for her escape to Poland.

Stand fifty feet away from the train.
I shall never forget that awful 

morning. There was nothing more 
to hope for. It would have been 
easier if only Andrew had been left 
behind in Kiev; it was horrible to 
think of my boy, at that age, being 
sent as a hostage.

Six Days in Cattle Car.
Our journey lasted six days. Travel­

ing in a cattle car, sleeping on a hard 
board in a cramped space, is not as 
comfortable as traveling in a sleep­
ing car. On the whole, I stood the 
journey pretty well, though the 
prisoners were very badly treated.

We reached Moscow on the sixth 
day after our departure from Kiev. 
I had never cared for Moscow, now 
less than ever, of course. We were 
first taken to the Kojukhovsky camp, 
where we remained for nine days. 
We were all lodged—two hundred of 
us, men and women—In one enor­
mous wooden barrack, with two rows 
of narys one on top of the other. 
This method of living was, of course, 
aboriginal, and. our manners and 
ways involuntarily became primitive.

It was in Moscow that I took my 
first lesson in natural history, and 
became acquainted with vermin.

Installed in Monastery.
We had been informed beforehand 

that we were but temporarily quar- 
tered ta the camp. After nine days 
there we were sent to our real des­
tination. the monastery, whicli had

been turned into a concentration 
camp.

The monastery was situated some 
eight miles from the camp, and we 
reached it in the night. We stepped 
through the gates of the belfry into 
the courtyard of the monastery, and. 
though thoroughly tired out by our 
long march, had to go through all 
the usual formalities.

The women were put into a sepa­
rate building, formerly the arch­
bishops house. There was no elec- 
tricity, lamps or candles. We groped 
our way in the dark, like blind peo­
ple. feeling for the walls, the doors, 
the nary. I hastened, as usual, to 
settle down in the corner of the lat­
ter, as one always feels a little more 
at home in a corner, having a 
neighbor on one side only. It was 
cold, and the stone house, unin­
habited for some time, was so damp 
that when I crept into my place on 
the nary. I could feel that the boards 
were quite wet.

It was very picturesque in the 
monastery, and in happier times I 
might have enjoyed seclusion there.
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of Princess Kourakine’s own 
story. Last week she told of her 
arrest at Kiev by the Bolsheviki. 
Another installment will follow 
next Saturday.
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SON RELEASED, PENNILESS.
My son Andrew had been released 

during my illness, by the Commis-

other daily at the 
camp. 

In Kiev, during our

concentration. PRINCE ANDREW KOURAKINE, 
son of Princess Tatiana, who shared 
her imprisonment and perils under 
the Red rule in Russia. At the age 
of sixteen he was arrested at Kiev 
and was among the hostages sent 
to Moscow. His mother was brought 
to trial before Krylenke, the "Death 
Commissar," as the result of her 
plotting for his escape. Eventually 
he took service under the soviet rule 
and, while assigned to duties near 
the Polish border, escaped.

|a OMAN SUFFERED
FOR MONTHS

For Calendar and Booklet apply to Rev. F. L. Farewell, B.A.. Principalimprisonment,
we were fed and cared for by our rel­
atives and friends. My aunt, the 
Countess Nierod, the former stew­
ard of our estate, and others who 
served us there, had done what they 
could to make lite bearable for us 

s while we were in prison. Andrew’s 
old nurse had brought me a mattress 
and bribed the guards to let me have 
all kinds of necessary but forbidden 
things. I was able to change my

i

Weak and Nervous. Made 
Well by Lydia E.Pinkham’s

Vegetab e Compound
Webbwood, Ont. — “ I was in a very 

weak and run-down nervous condition, 
always tired from the time I got up 
until I went to bed. Sleep did not rest 
me at all. My sister recommended 
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com­
pound to me and others told me about 
it, but it was from my sister’s advice 
that I took it. It did not take long 
until I felt stronger, headaches left 
me and my appetite came back to me. 
I am a farmer’s wife and have many 
things to do outside the house, such 
as milking, looking after the poultry, 
and other chores. I heartily recom­
mend the Vegetable Compound to all 
who have the same trouble I had, for 
it is a fine medicine for women.”- 
Mrs. LOUIS F. ELSASSER, Hillcrest 
Farm, Webbwood, Ont.
Another Nervous Woman Finds Relief

Port Huron, Mich.—"I suffered for 
two years with pains in my side, and 
if I worked very much I was nervous 
and just as tired in the morning as 
when I went to bed. I was sleepy all 
the day and didn’t feel like doing any­
thing, and was so nervous I would bite 
my finger nails. One of my friends 
told me about Lydia E. Pmkham’s 
Vegetable Compound, and it helped 
me so much that I soon felt fine.”- 
Mrs. CHARLES BEELER, 501-14th St., 
Port Huron, Mich.

Women who suffer from any femi­
nine ailment should try Lydia E. Pink- 

( ham’s Vegetable Compound. c 

THE NEW FRENCH REMEDY.

THERAPION NO. 1 
THERAPION No.2 
THERAPION No.3 
No. 1 for Bladder Catarrh. No. 2 for Blood & 
Skin Diseases. No. 3 for Chronic Weaknesses. 
SOLD BYLEADING CHEMISTS. PRICE IN ENGLAND.Ss. 
Dit LECLERCMed.Co..HaverstockRd..N W.S.London. 
SEE TRADE MARKED WORD ‘THERAPION’ IS ON 
BRIT. GOVT. STAMP AFFIXED TO GENUINE Packets.
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Make Perfect Preserves with Lily White Com 
Syrup and Use it in Cooking and Candy-Making,1

HOME-MADE PRESERVES—there’s 
nothing to equal them when put up with 
half sugar and half Lily White Com Syrup.

Experience helps, but even the 
beginner gets wonderful results. Preserves 
retain much more of their natural flavor 
than when sugar alone is used,

The Lily White Com Syrup prevents 
crystallization and improves the keeping 
qualities of your preserves, jams and jelly.

When a woman starts the use of Com 
Syrup for one thing, she soon extends it 
to others.

Added to bread and rolls, it gives 
that delicate sweetening that good cooks 
appreciate. For some purposes many 
people like Crown Brand Corn Syrup 
better. It particularly helps the flavor 
of fillings for pies and tarts.

UICK PUDD GS
D CUSTARDS Skin Eruptions 

|Are Usually Due to 
| Constipation

When you are constipated, 
not enough of Nature’s lu- 

Ibricating liquid is produced 
|in the bowel to keep the food 

. waste soft and moving. Doc- 
| tors prescribe Nujol because 

it acts like this natural lubri­
cant and thus secures regular 
bowel movements byNature’s 

| own method—lubrication 
j Nujol is a lubricant—not a 
| medicine or laxative—so cannot 
[gripe. Try it today.

Let the young people use 
,White or Crown Brand for 
Taffy, Fudge or Divinity.
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Puddings 
Chocolate 
Cocoanut, 
Tapioca
Custards 
Lemon 
Vanilla
Arrowroot 
Nutmeg 
Almond 
Plain

ALL you need is milk and a package of INVINCIBLE Quick 
Pudding. Mix the milk and the contents of the package.

Boil for a few minutes—and you have a delicious dessert, 
ready to serve. No eggs to beat. No sugar or flavoring to 
add. No lengthy cooking over a hot stove. No uncertainty 
of success!

Full directions for the use of Lily White in preserving, 
cooking and candy making, are given in our neu) 
illustrated Cook Book. Sent free to you on request.
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oTHE CANADA STARCH CO., LIMITED, • MONTREAL 14The many different INVINCIBLE Quick Puddings and Cus­
tards afford tempting variety of nourishing, economical 
desserts. Prepared in an instant and enjoyed by everyone.
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CORN1Don’t just ask for McLarens— 1

Specify McLAREN’S INVINCIBLE—and you get the best.
Sold by all ' Grocers.

Made by McLARENS LIMITED, HAMILTON and WINNIPEG

N.1D 

EDWARDSBURG Baup;

12 W

7


