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HIDDEN TREASURES

By Nicholas Roerich
( Diary Leaves )
( Continued from our last issue. )
In Kuchar you will hear of King
Pochan, ruler of the Tokars, and how, when
the enemy approached, he disappeared and
with all the treasures of his kingdom,
leaving only sand, stones and ruins be
hind him.
Each entrance to a cave suggests that
some one has already entered there. Every
creek—especially the subterranean creeks—
draw one’s fantasy to the underground
passages. In many places of Central Asia,
they speak of the Agharti, the subterranean
people. In numberous beautiful legends
they outline the same story of how the
best people abandoned the treacherous earth
and sought salvation in hidden countries
where they acquired new forces and conque
red powerful energies.
In the Altai Mountains, in the beautiful
upland valley of Uimon, a hoary Old
Believer (Starover) said to me : “ I shall
prove to you that the tale about the Chud,
the subterranean people, is not a fantasy !
I shall lead you to the entrance of the
subterranean kingdoms.”
On the way through the valley sur
rounded by snowy mountains, my host told
us many tales about the Chud. It is re
markable that “ Chud ” in Russian has the
same origin as the word wonder. So, per
haps, we may consider the Chud a wonder
ful tribe. My bearded guide told how
“ once upon a time, in this fertile valley
lived and flourished the powerful tribe of
Chud. They knew how to prospect for
minerals and how to reap the best harvest.
Most peaceful and most industrious, was
this tribe. But then came a White Tzar
with innumberable warriors. Then for the
first time, a white birch began to grow in
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this region. And, according to the old pro
phecies, the Chud knew that it was the
time for their departure. And the Chud,
departed under the earth. Only sometimes
can you hear the holy people singing; now
their bells ring out in the subterranean
temples. But there shall come the glorious
time of human purification, and in those
days, the great Chud shall again appear in
full glory.”
Thus the Old Believer concluded. We
approached some stony hill. Proudly he
showed me, “ Here we are. Here is the
entrance to the great subterranean king
dom ! When the Chud entered the subter
ranean passage they closed the entrance
with stones. Now stand just beside this
holy entrance.”

off countries ”. When we saw entrances of
caves our caravaneers told us, “ Long ago
people lived there; now they have gone
inside; they have found a subterranean
passage to the subterranean kingdom. Only
rarely do some of them appear again on
earth. At our bazar such people come with
strange, very ancient money, but nobody
could even remember a time when such
money was in usage here. ” I asked them,
if we could also see such people. And they
answered, “ Yes, if your thoughts are simi
larly high and in contact with these holy
people, because only sinners are upon earth
and the pure and courageous people pass
on to something more beautiful. ’’
II
Great is the belief in the Kingdom of
the subterranean people. Through all Asia,
through the spaces of all deserts, from the
Pacific to the Ural, you can hear the same
wondrous tale of the vanished holy people.
And even far beyond the Ural Mountains,
the echo of the same tale will reach you.
Often you hear about subterranean tribes.

Sometimes an invisible holy people is said
to be living behind a mountain. Sometimes
you hear how the sands of the great desert
shift and for a moment disclose treasures
of the entrances of subterranean kingdoms.
But none would dare to touch those trea
sures. You will hear how, in the rocks, in
the most deserted mountain ranges, you
can see openings which connect with these
subterranean passes, and how beautiful
princesses once upon a time occupied these
natural castles.
From distances one might take these
openings for eyries, because all which
belongs to the subterranean peoples is concealed. Sometimes the Holy City is sub
merged, as in the folk-lore of Netherlands
and Switzerland. And there is folk-lore
that coincides with actual discoveries in the
lakes and along the sea coasts. In Siberia,
Lithuania and Poland, you find many legends
and fairy tales about giants who lived at
times in these countries but, afterwards,
disliking the new customs, disappeared. In
these legends, one may recognize the spe-

We stood before a huge tomb encircled
by great stones, so typical of the period of
the great migrations. Such tombs, with the
beautiful remains of Gothic relics, wo saw
in South Russian steppes, in foothills of
the Northern Caucasus. Studying this hill,
I remembered how during our crossing of
the Karakorum pass, my sais, the Ladaki,
asked me, “ Do you know why there is
such a peculiar upland here ? Do you know
that in the subterranean caves here many
treasures are hidden and that in them
lives a wonderful tribe which abhors the
sins of earth ? ”
And again when we approached the
Khotan the hoofs of our horses sounded
hollow as though we rode above oaves or
hollows. Our caravan people called our
attention to this, saying, “ Do you hear
what hollow subterranean passages we are
crossing ? Through these passages, people
who are familiar with them can reach far-

Menhirs in Mongolia - by Nicholas Roerich
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cific foundations of the ancient clans. The
giants are brothers. Very often the sisters
of the giants live on the other shores of
the lakes or the other side of the mountains.
Very often they do not like to move from
the site, hut some special event drives them
from their patrimonial dwelling. Birds and
animals are always near these giants; as
witnesses they follow them and announce
their departure.
Among the stories of submerged cities,
the story of Kerjenetz city in the Nijni
Novgorod section possesses a superb beauty.
This legend has such an influence on the
people that even now, once yearly, numerous
religious folk gather in holy procession
around the lake, where the holy city was
submerged. It is touching to see how vital
are the legends, vital as the bonfires and
torches of the procession itself, which
resounds with holy songs about the city
Afterward, in complete silence, around the
bonfires these people await and listen for
the festal bells of the invisible churches.
This procession recalls the sacred festival
of the Manasarowar Lake in the Himalayas.
The Russian legend of Kerjenetz is attri
buted to the time of the Tartar yoke. It
is related that when the victorious Mongol
hordes approached, the ancient Russian city
of Kerjenetz was unable to defend itself.
Then all the holy people of this city came
to the temple and prayed for salvation.
Before the very eyes of the conquerors,
the city solemnly sank into the lake, which
thenceforth, was regarded as sacred.

result. When you collect all the fairytales
of lost and subterranean tribes, will you
not have before you a full map of the great
migrations ? An old Catholic missionary
casually tells us that the site of Lhassa
was sometimes called Gotha. In the TransHimalayas, at heights of fifteen thousand
and sixteen thousand feet, we found several
groups of menhirs. Of these menhirs in
Tibet, nobody knows. Once after an entire
day’s trip through the barren hills and
rocks of the Trans-Himalayas, we saw, at
a distance, some black tents prepared for
our camp. At the same time, we noticed, not
far from the same direction, those long
stones which are so meaningful for every
archaelogist. Even from afar, could be dis
tinguished the peculiar design of their
construction.
“ What kind of stones are these on the
slopes ? ” we asked our Tibetan guide.
“ Oh ? ’’ he replied, “they are Doring—
Jong stones; this is an ancient sacred place.
It is very useful to pat grease on the heads
of stones. Then the deities of this place
help the travelers. ”

By Colonel A. E, Mahon, D. S. 0.
N 1904, Professor Nicholas Roerich, the
artist-philosopher, whose work in the
cause of international peace is known
throughout the globe, outlined his idea of
a Banner of Peace in an address to the
Society of Architect Artists in St. Peters
burg. This idea was to create a flag to be
respected as international, in the same
way as the Red Gross is today, and the
places under which it is flown would be
treated as neutral territory. It would be
raised above cathedrals, museums, libraries,
mosques, temples, universities and other
centres of culture in every country with the
object of preserving them in times of war
and similar calamities.

I

Again in 1914, when numerous irrepa
rable historical monuments perished, pro
fessor Roerich submitted his scheme to the
late Emperor Nicholas II and to the late
Russian Commander-in-chief, the Grand
Duke Nicholas. Both proposals met with
great sympathy, and it was only the war

that prevented the immediate development
of the scheme. Had it been possible to
adopt the idea at that time, the Cloth Hall
at Ypres, and the irretrievable treasures of
Rheims and Louvain might have been saved.
In 1929, Professor Roerich proposed to
the nations the establishment of a pact for
the preservation of treasures of art and
science of the world, by means of such a
Banner. This proposal was made public
in the U. S. A. through the New York
Times and at the same time Professor
Reerich commissioned Dr. Georges Chklaver,
Doctor of Laws and Lecturer of the
Paris University, to draft the legal form
of the Pact.
This Pact has been signed by the 21
Governments of the Pan-American Union,
and this Union has now approached the
British Government with the object of
inducing the British Empire to become
signatories to the Pact.
—The Indian Ladies’ Magazine.

“ Who laid these stones together ? ”
“ Nobody knows. But this district from
ancient times has been called Doring-long
stones. The people say that unknown people
passed here long ago.”

Ill

Across the relief of the Trans-Himalayas
wo saw distinctly the long rows of vertical
stones. These alleys finished with a circle
with three high stones on the centre. The
direction of the entire figure was from west
to east.

The endless Kurgans of the southern
steppes retain around them numerous stories
about the appearance of the unknown war
rior, nobody knows from whence. The
Carpathian Mountains in Hungary have
many similar stories of unknown tribes,
giant-warriors and mysterious cities. If,
without prejudice, you patiently point out
on your map all the legends and stories of
this nature you will be astonished at the

After encamping, we hurriedly proceeded
to the site. And with the full evidence
before us we realized that here was a typical
menhir, such as gave its glory to the stone
field of Carnac. On the surrounding slopes
no objects were found. Not far from the
menhir was a trace of a small river tempo
rarily dried. No excavation was permitted
because of the prejudice of the Tibetans who
( Continued on page 176.)
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STALIN, the Man on the Wheel
By Abdul Ghafur B. A. Hons. ( London ).
USSOLINI standing on the cannon round the three children of Stalin and
and thundering out his bellicose matters of a happy domestic life, throw a
speech; Hitler raising his right hand to
sidelight on that aspect of his character
receive the salute of the Storm Troops; which is often kept in the background. The
Stalin standing on the steps of Lenin’s recent book of Henri Barbusse gives some
monument to receive the ovations of the extremely interesting and entertaining anec
Moscow crowd; the dictators of Europe form dotes of his private and political life and
an impressive portrait gallery. A dictator often let us peep into the small insignistays so long as he can hold the imagi ficent building behind the high wall of the
nation of his people; Goebels blazing out
Kremlin where sits Stalin ( the Russian
into fiery eloquence in praise of the Fuhrer, for steel ) hard but flexible like the
the speakers broadcasting from the Rome metal, smoking an evening pipe in his
Station and bursting into flamboyant enco scantily furnished dining room or enjoying
miums of the foreign policy of IL Dnce, the gleeful shouts of his eldest son, Jashika,
demonstration meetings, the staging of the playing outside in the courtyard.
political stunts, the marching past of the
Stalin was born at Gori, a small town
troops of Black Shirts all tell tale of the
contrivances of the Super Man, to hold still in Georgia in a hovel with brick founda
tions, timber walls and a plank roof. His
tighter the grasp on the public mind.
father Vissarion Djugashvili worked hard
To the man in the street, their lives as a shoemaker in the neighbouring town
might seem one long series of public acti of Tiflis and, in one of the museums, is
vities and condemned to pass in the glare still exhibited the mean rope-seated stool
of the public limelight. The recent visit of which gradually wore out beneath his
Stalin to his mother living in the distant weight. Although a poor worker, he took
Georgia, when their affectionate talk hovered great pains to educate young Joseph and

M

( Continued from page 171
invented the story that Buddha forbade the
touching of the soil. But no excavation wa3
needed to recognize the typical Druidic
construction so carefully transported from
the shores of the ocean... “ The strongest
have passed this way and found the most
suitable sites .”

of those in tho Altai and Caucasus
revealed. Before me, from the same spot,
is a characteristic fibula—the two-headed
eagle. The same design is known to из from
the graves of the northern Caucasus. Before
me are Tibetan swords, exactly like those
in the Gothic tombs.

During the noxt four days we found
four other groups of menhirs. Some of
them had the same rather long alleys of
stone; others consisted only of several long
stones encircled by smaller stones. When
we approached the high passes before the
Brahmaputra, these constructions ceased. In
connection with these old sanctuaries, we
found several tom'03, a square outlined by
huge stones. Again a complete repetition

As you travel through the heights of
Tibet with their unbearable cold hurricanes;
as you mark these savage Tibetans in
decayed furs, devouring raw meat, you are
deeply astonished when out of the far hat
peers apparently the face of a Spaniard, a
Hungarian or southern Frenchman. Admit
tedly, they are somewhat distorted of feature,
but they have no relation with the Mon
golian or Сhіnеse type.
( To be continued. )
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he was sent to the Seminary at Tiflis, bnt
was soon expelled on the ground that he
displayed a lack of “ political balance. ’’
Then began his career as a revolutionary,
the life of a hunted fug itivc which supplies
events of hairbreadth escapes, the play of
the hide-and-seek in the defiles of the
Georgian hill hamlets or in the blizzards
of the Tundra.
Once, when he was working in the Southern
Georgia, he had to carry a secret printing
press which was his ‘ loud speaker in a
whisper. ’ He used to work on it in the
jumble of the Muslim graves in a cemetry
and when the Dogberries of the Police
ferretted out his hiding place, he shifted
to the house of Khashim, an old peasant
who idolised him as a hero made of
“ thunder and lightning ”. Every day
the neighbours saw bevy of veiled ladies,
rather strongly built and tall in stature,
visiting the so-called zenana of Khashim.
They were the printers and the confederates
of Stalin. Every morning old Khashim
used to go to the city with his basket of
vegetable and fruit and with the copies of
the new issue of the pamphlets and procla
mations concealed carefully under them.
He would go to the gates of the factories,
waiting for the ‘ hands ’ to come out. To
some of his chosen customers he would sell
his wares packed neatly in the current
number of the paper.
The Okhrana (the Police Service) was
once the indirect means of saving his life.
Under the pressure of heavy work carried
in conditions and environments, not very
favourable for health, young Stalin had
fallen a victim to tuborculosis, Once he was
in Siberia, on the high Steppes, he was
given a hot pursuit by the police on a
very cold morning. It had blown a bliz
zard all the day, but Stalin sallied forth
into the dreary weather to follow the
course of a frozen river aud it took him
several hours to reach the nearest place of
shelter in the face of such a severe snow

storm. When he entered the hut, he was
a human icicle from head to foot. A
heavy slumber of eighteen hours saved his
life and by this ordeal, he had shaken off
all traces of tuberculosis.
While the other dictators mostly depend
on the power of their lungs, the aerial de
signs of their gestures and their violent
language, Stalin, like his master Lenin, is
sparing in his words, a master of simple
and direct speech. It was an early trait
of Lenin and, when in his early youth, his
elder brother Alexander was hanged for his
extreme political views, the young Vladimir
remarked with his far-away look: “ No, we
must follow a different path. That is not
the one that we must take ” and talked no
more. The curtness of Stalin’s replies
once took the turn of grim resolution and
finality when advancing on the head of a
crowd of Tiflis railway strikers, the police
threatened tc open fire if they did not dis
perse. “ You do not frighten us; we will
disperse when our demands are fulfilled, ”
was the cool reply of Stalin.
“I never met,” says Gorki, “whose
laugh was as infectious as that of Vladi
mir Ilitch (Lenin ). ” And Stalin also
laughs at the top of his voice. He is full
of a rather queer kind of humour and has
the caustic touch of one for whom the
course of life has not been a ballet room
dance. Orkhalashvilli, one of his compa
nions during his work among the Tiflis
labour, relates a highly diverting incident
during the course of a meeting of the party
held at the house of an important Cauca
sian comrade. “ During dinner the young
son of the master of the house came and
sat on his father’s knee, and the father
petted him and tried to calm the impa
tience of the child who was too young to
be interested in the serious discussion.
Then Stalin rose, took the child gently by
the hand and led him to the door, saying,
‘ My young friend, you are not on the
agenda to-day ’. Irony was the chief ele •
ment of his conversation with the Krons-
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