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NOTE

L
IKE a great reverberant note, the voice of Nicholas Roerich—master of our 

day—has penetrated into all countries and resounded in the spirit of all 
peoples.

His paintings are treasured in the greatest museums and collections of the 
world, and America has dedicated a permanent monument to his art in the

Roerich Museum in New York, devoted to his works.
As his latest step Roerich has turned towards the East. There, facing the white ram

parts of the world, the Himalayas, his genius sounds a cosmic note, and he fulfills that 
magnificent panorama of art to which this Monograph is devoted. Transmitting for us the 
beauty of those summits which surmount the heavens, Roerich proclaims his message—the 
message of the victory of the spirit of man, and of the approaching unity of all peoples in 
the name of Beauty and of Truth.

Roerich’s own impressions of his journey are presented in his article, “Banners of the
East,” included in the monograph. One feels that these thoughts were set down into his 
notebook upon the peaks of the mountains, in temples and in the tent during the camp
ing of the caravan. In his words, as through his paintings, one feels the summons to 
achievement and to the attainment of new spiritual realms, where all men, united in com
mon brotherhood, will proclaim the “formula of the international language: Love, Beauty 
and Action.”

In presenting the Monograph, the publishers wish to thank Corona Mundi, Interna
tional Art Center, of New York, for its cooperation in obtaining the material as well as for 
the use of the reproductions from the Roerich Museum, New York.
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VOICE OF AMERICA
By Frances R. Grant

“Hunter, walk in Victory------
“Repeat Beauty, even with tears,

until you reach your destiny.”

“ SEE America go singing to her destiny,” proclaimed Whitman. His was the pro
phetic voice in the wilderness. For Whitman’s soul, pronouncing its prophecies 
like great gusts of wind, though beholding America still inarticulate, nevertheless 
foresaw those others who should come after him.

And Whitman also foresaw how, in the days when those others should come, led 
by their spirits the hundred throbbing melodies of his country, her pulsating rhythms, the 
chaos of her virile song, would become coherent in the united Voice of America. His America 
must become vocal in a great song—greater than all the voices which had gone before it, and 
which, reverberating to the far corners of the earth like the “roar of Zion,” should summon 
men to a new peace ! By those who have listened for that eventual song—the song is already 
heard.

It was America’s destiny that Nicholas Roerich should come after Whitman!
For to no man more than to Roerich has it been given so to impress his word upon the

utterance of America’s voice or to pronounce more beautifully the formulse of her creative 
destiny.

It was not accidental that Roerich came to America, not as her own by birth, but with a 
culture culled from his intimacy with the history of human spiritual evolution, and with 
achievements which had already inscribed themselves upon the history of some twenty-one 
countries.* America’s own fortune has necessitated that such should be the goal of her cul-

* Full Biographical Material on Roerich’s life as well as a symposium on his art, will be found in “World of Roerich” by Nina Seli
vanova, Pub. by Corona Mundi, International Art Center, New York, 1924. Supplementary data will be found in the Monograph on 
Roerich, Leningrad, 1916.

15



“Sanctuaries and Citadels” Series Roerich Museum, New York

ture and art. It was this synthesis within Roerich of the international approach which called 
forth from America such enthusiasm for the man whom she found the consummate ideal of 
her culture and creation.

It would not be unwise to glance back briefly over the remarkable history of Roerich. 
Born in Leningrad on September 27, 1874, his name recalls the Rurik of old. His father, 
an eminent attorney, was of Scandinavian stock long settled in Russia, while his mother’s 
line can be traced back to old Pscov of the tenth century. In Roerich is therefore com
bined the Viking and the pure Russian. As a boy, Roerich spent much of his life in the old 
family estate at Isvara, where days were devoted to outdoor wanderings. Even as a lad, he 
was fascinated by the mounds which dotted the estate and he determined to explore these 
visages of antiquity. From this time on begins his great interest in archaeology, for he un
earthed many ancient tombs and became one of the world’s great archaeologists.

The desire of Roerich’s father, was that his son follow his footsteps in the study of law. 
But the boy had already beheld the image of beauty and longed for a life of its creation. 
However, then as throughout his life, he was able to reconcile the most widely varying 
factors. Not denying his father’s wish he went at once to the University and to the 
Academy, accomplishing both courses with honor. His teacher at the Academy was 
Kuindjy—one of Russia’s great workers for art—and the genius of Roerich was evident 
to him from the first. His opinion was shared by the world on the first occasion of Roerich’s 
exhibition in 1896 when the painting “The Messenger” was shown and immediately bought 
by that astute connoisseur Tretiakov, for the Tretiakov Collection—the greatest honor 
Russia could bestow upon the young artist at his first appearance. From that time Roerich’s 
artistic life has been a constantly growing power, which has spread its influence world-wide. 
16
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In 1900 Roerich went abroad to study and travel. His trip served to strengthen and 
crystallize that form of expression which became his own so completely. Thus, synthesiz
ing his forces, he is able to turn with freedom to that inexhaustible range of subject mat
ter revealed by his art.

Upon his return to Russia, Roerich was chosen Secretary of the Society for the Encour
agement of Arts, and later Director of the School of the Society for the Encouragement of 
Arts. His vast organizing abilities demonstrated themselves in these positions and under 
his guidance the School became one of the most potent forces in all Russian education.

It is difficult to encompass in a few words the activities of Roerich and the widely 
varied fields into which his genius turned its expression. His work in every phase of Russia’s 
life—as architect, as writer, as educator, as president of the Mir Iskusstva—manifest that 
strength and insight which designate the great creator in whatever fields he turns his cre
ative ardor.

At the same time Roerich continues his own creative output and his paintings find their 
way into the museums of the world. His exhibitions through Europe constantly increase 
the understanding and recognition of this great contemporary master who can so encompass 
all the world’s visions and ideals in his paintings. Roerich’s writings, as well as his travels 
through Europe, also bring his personal word of that ideal to which he has devoted him
self side by side with his art—the idea of brotherhood through beauty and of greater inter
national understanding among men.

The year 1917 found Roerich in Finland. Opportunities presented themselves for ex
hibitions and there followed immediately a series of exhibitions in the Scandinavian coun
tries as well as in England, where numerous of his works were acquired for museums and 
private collections.

It was in London that Roerich received the invitation from the Chicago Art Institute 
to exhibit his paintings throughout America and resigning his plans to go to the East at that 
time, Roerich turned his steps to these shores.

Roerich’s relationship with America began some twenty-five years before the artist had 
stepped upon her soil. It was then that he had forged the first link between himself and 
America’s artistic life. In a day when Europe still looked askance upon America’s cul
tural possibilities, when she regarded America as fallow spiritual soil, rank with an over
growth of prosperity, Roerich understood that this was but a superficial view of this youth
ful country, and detected more deeply a spirit teeming with potential spiritual achieve
ment. It was then that he brought to Russia the first exhibition of American art works, 
and thereby pronounced his word in America’s future—a word whose power could well 
turn the tide of artistic opinion.

The memory of Roerich’s faith in her leaped forward when America saw the man, as he 
arrived in her midst in 1920, at the invitation of the Chicago Art Institute, to exhibit his 
works throughout this country. Roerich’s coming was not that of a stranger. America recog
nized someone who was essentially hers, a spirit come to summon forth something beautiful 

19



within her—one who could touch to flowing an inner spring unseen by those who came pre
judging and censuring her.

“I have often heard America spoken of as purely materialistic,” said Roerich once. 
“But every man finds what he seeks, and we are often deaf and blind to the miracles 
around us. My interest has been in the blue and violet rays of your national life. And 
I have found them plenty and they thrilled me. This country is young and great. Great 
and young are its aspirations.”

To such confidence, akin to inspiration, America readily responded. Ever since that 
first day when Roerich’s exhibition opened in New York in 1920, Roerich’s paintings have 
laid claim to the love of thousands. And this, by a strength beyond the visual and intel
lectual. To their grandeur, their radiance, their artistry, they added the simplicity and 
spiritual import which are the ingredients of immortal things—truth which speaks directly 
to the hearts of men. This truth America recognized as calling to her own spirit of creation. 
And from that first day when a never-precedented crowd thronged into the Kingore Gal
leries to behold the flights of this man from the north, Roerich’s way through America has 
been unmarred.

“If as Dostoyevsky believes,” wrote an American poet, Mary Siegrist, “beauty will save 
the world, then this man will do much to relight the world’s old altar-fires.” And so truly, 
as his exhibition made its journey through the expanses of America, into its many cities, it 
was as though altar-fires long since set, flared up anew and America made obeisance to 
deities which she recalled from immemorial times.

Seeing Roerich’s creations, she remembered her morning-twilight—out of her past came 
memories of golden Atlantis, of tribal songs and dances to the gods of nature, of a virgin 
country, of the coming of the Viking. She could now better understand that beautiful 
tradition which had glorified her dawn.

But even beyond this, Roerich’s universe did not only beckon backwards to yesterdays—• 
in its expanses was pointed out a future of such allure as nations dream: a tomorrow linked 
with great fulfillment. This gesture towards the future, Roerich crystallized into an un
forgettable message and symbol for America, in the paintings which he completed here, 
and in his organizations which he founded for her creative endeavor.

Linking idealism and practice, Roerich did not leave others groping for paths into which 
to turn the new creative tide; the soil must be furrowed for the planting of those seeds of 
beauty which were pregnant with life. Here, Roerich perceived, was the country where 
should flower those visions which years before he had foreseen and forespoken. Here was 
the land whose young generations should learn to walk with Beauty as fellow traveler; 
where art should enter intimately into the homes of men; where artists should clasp hands 
in comradeship; and whence the clearly defined message of brothership in art should be 
transmitted to the world.

“Art will unify humanity,” wrote Roerich. “Art is one—indivisible. Art has its many 
branches yet all are one. Art is the manifestation of the coming synthesis. Art is for all.
20
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Everyone will enjoy true art. The gates of the sacred source must be wide open for every
body. And the light of art will influence numerous hearts with a new love. At first this 
feeling will be unconscious, but after all it will purify human consciousness. And how many 
young hearts are searching for something real and beautiful. So give it to them. Bring art 
to the people—where it belongs. We should have not only museums, theaters, universi
ties, public libraries, railway stations and hospitals, but even prisons decorated and beauti
fied. Then we shall have no more prisons.”

And the repetition of this mantram, the sonorous force of its message was crystallized 
into the founding of the Master Institute of United Arts, as a school which would unite the 
teaching of all arts, and which might provide America’s youth with a true ideal of the mani
fold aspect of beauty. The dream which to some might have seemed like a mirage, became a 
reality when the Institute opened its door in November, 1921. Since that day, 
the strength of its initial aims and its creative purposes have been vindicated in the growth 
of different departments of art side by side, working abreast towards the final glorification 
of beauty.

Nor did Roerich forget those great numbers for whom a school was beyond approach. 
He saw that the day was at hand when the solace of beauty must enter into the hearts of 
America as a welcome guest. To this end, he founded Corona Mundi, International Art Cen
ter, a year later. This institution leaped at once into a rich, active life, and made its way into 
corners too-unused to beauty—schools, settlements, factories and prisons benefit by its ex
hibitions : The environs of the poor must blossom with works of art, which will bring a new 
aspect of life and color into byways of our city. To those, erstwhile unmindful of the call 
of beauty, and the search of its solace—Beauty herself has traversed the narrow alleys seek
ing hearts with outstretched hands.
22



For the workers for beauty—the artists—Roerich conceived an international society of 
artists, Cor Ardens, which would unite the creators through the world.

And for those lovers of art and culture, in far off places, there remained Alatas, an in
ternational publishing association, which should bind together news of the constant creative 
output, and the new ideas of men in relation to spirit, through the written word. It was 
a many-sided stronghold which Roerich bestowed upon America—new young forces which 
should have in their charge the blossoming of America’s power for beauty.

It was not then unusual that the first two institutions which Roerich founded, respond
ing to the call of America, should wish to found some permanent center where the vast 
army of Roerich’s followers should have constant recourse to the spring of his teachings. 
Following Roerich’s departure to India, in the summer of 1923, on his great art expedition, 
plans for the Museum were crystallized, and in November of the following year was 
founded the Roerich Museum, which opened its doors in March, 1924, with a permanent 
collection of more than 400 paintings of the master.

The effect of such a cultural event as this in the life of a nation is multiple, and hence 
one may not encompass in words the ultimate future of this Museum. Civilization is not 
measured by conquests upon battle-fields, but by such victories of the spirit as this. Great 
is the victory for America that upon her soil, in the erection of a monument to this artist who 
strove for the canonization of beauty, she proclaimed the symbol of the international aspect 
of art, of the universality of Beauty. Roerich’s art, transplanted upon the soil of this 
country, has become an expression of America’s soul, and its great sustenance. Around the

Mendang {“Himalayan” Series') Roerich Museum, New York
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beacon fire of this Museum, around its glow and warmth, thousands have sought to find a 
new force; a new creative purpose of life, a more exalted destiny of humanity. The spring 
of a truly great creative endeavor does not dry but brings to men an inundation of vital 
force; so have these works brought their flood to the tide of America’s achievement. Before 
the creations of this artist, simple souls have learned to reiterate those truths proclaimed by 
the wisdom of the heart; children have found the garden which is their heritage, and youth 
has seen new boundaries of achievement and has felt that the creator’s chalice is a true Grail.

Nor can one forget the artists who have come to see the work of this fellow-creator they 
who perhaps, above all others, could measure the spiritual vision which called forth these 
paintings. Such artists as Mestrovic, Zuloaga, Rockwell Kent, and a host of others have 
passed through the rooms of the Museum, paying their tribute to a fellow creator, in those 
terms which come from the spirit. With sentiment, one remembers the visit of Zuloaga 
big spirited artist—and seeing him pause in admiration before the paintings, one after 
another, exclaiming, “Great artist. Here is evidence that from Russia is coming some great 
force to the world—I cannot measure, I cannot impart what it is but it is here. What grand, 
lofty and profound sentiment.”

Before these creations of Roerich, Rabindranath Tagore exclaimed, “How great is your 
art!” Leonid Andreyeff wrote with devotion about the greatness of Roerich s realm, and 
Stravinsky, Steinberg, Zavadzky and others brought to him their best musical creations.

And so has the realization come to the procession of all men who have come to look upon 
these masterpieces.

Of the quality of Roerich’s art of that panorama of creative works which his genius had 
pronounced before coming to America, it is not need for me to speak of here. Many have 
already told how Roerich in his need has wielded thunderbolt and freed the arrow from his 
shaft; how he has gathered and released the clouds, now as swift couriers of morning, now 
as the lowering, sullen evening hosts, now as dark vessels brimming with rain the secrets 
of the skies have been his own. In rocks he has beheld and revealed grave sentinels, 
guardians of the eons, unchanging forces, unmoved as they witness the repetition of the cen
turies; ramparts of the world where man—infinitesimal—is yet the most potent force of 
creation.

Nor shall we speak of those 2500 paintings which Roerich completed before his com
ing to America, and which with the magnetic force of creative works have been sent out into 
the world, each to find its destined place in some great museum or collection and there to 
create its own current of influence, perhaps to awaken the impetus for a new center of ar
tistic achievement. But our burden now is with those paintings which America evoked from 
the spirit of Roerich as well as those paintings, which—after beholding America he accom
plished in India and Tibet.

Before speaking of that consummation of his art, it is perhaps wise to pause and regard 
the man, Roerich, himself. Perceiving him and speaking to him, studying his paintings,
24
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reading the writings of this man—no less philosopher and poet, than artist,—one is minded 
of certain arch-types. His was the spirit of Asvagosha, seer of the Indus; of Amos, the 
prophet; of the Assisian—of those men whose utterances, enwrapped in the veil of the 
spirit, thundered out for their generation and for posterity. Calm, impersonal, unat
tached to the fruits of their labor, they allied themselves with Beauty, and by this in
vulnerable spiritual strategy conquered their day and the generations.

Akin to these same great progenitors of his spirit, Roerich crystallized a message of uni
versal aspect and one which he so completely lived and experienced that he pronounces 
it not only in the medium of his paintings, but transmits it as readily to words and deeds. 
One is so often minded of the great impersonal loftiness of spirit with which was greeted 
the foundation of his Museum in America:

“You ask why is my Museum in America and how do I myself regard it that my pictures 
are attached to a foreign soil outside of Russia. But, first, why is the soil of America 
foreign? Even Alaska which was Russian was voluntarily conceded to friends. Then why 
shall we limit ourselves by the boundaries of old restrictions. All the cruel wire is already 
being removed, and our eyes begin to look far beyond.

“But now, most important, why should we speak of a man’s feelings when the question 
concerns itself with the movement of objects which have their individual life? Often, 
we see that an object, preserved and cherished in every way, perishes, while beside it a 
thing which is all but cast out into the street, endures for centuries. Now it is especially im
portant to say, that as in human life, so in the life of objects, one must say: Give freedom, 
allow to objects life; to move about and to bring new conditions of life where they are at the 
time most needed. Especially is this important in objects of art and science. Ridiculous 
are taxes, obstacles, or restrictions where a pure human spirit has created! Therefore, we 
will say, let objects there carry their flame of purification, where circumstances at the time 
demand. Who can know what causes have brought about just these results? And who 
would affirm that by attaching creations to the casual soil of their conception or to the inci
dent of their author’s birth, we prepare for them a more fitting place and importance ?

“It is especially easy for me to say this, because I have so often spoken about the beauties 
of Russia and have pointed out all the inner significance of the Russian people. And why 
not to look into the future now, when unforeseen but deeply logical bridges are being built 
between nations and when verily it is difficult to say just which stone appears to be the best 
foundation for the future necessary structures? If I love Russia, why should I not love 
America? If I perceive the wonderful qualities of this young country—heritage of At
lantis—why should I forget the Russian treasure trove interwoven with all the gifts of the 
wisdom of the East?

“Verily, less of denial, less of ignorance, and the boundaries will be extended and the 
brilliant possibilities will entwine themselves into wreaths of Beauty. And what was im
possible yesterday will become practicably attainable tomorrow. Therefore, more simply 
and more easily, and in the name of labor a nd beauty, let us think more broadly—and let 
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us also give freedom to objects. Let them create their own life wherever and however has 
been designed for them by that destiny which brought them together.”

Answering Roerich, one may with conviction pronounce that these paintings must 
have been destined for America, here to reiterate again and again their profound and com
pelling message—until the tomorrow of America’s victory. Of those paintings which per
petuated his American way, it is needed but to look upon his views of the spheres of this 
land, to love more preciously the face of America. The Ocean Series, the fragments of 
Santa Fe, the Canyon, and others, reveal the panorama through which Roerich journeyed. 
Beholding and touching her soil, he loves it; he loves her moods—and in his landscapes he 
has saluted her physical beauties and the primeval unmarred quality of her earth and skies.

Beautiful is America’s countenance, beautiful her spirit! Recognizing her aspirations, 
hearing the voices of her people, it is decreed that this man who came westward to us would 
leave here a message synthesized—the ideal of her future, as proclaimed in the final Ameri
can series. Out of the “Messiah” Series and “Bridge of Glory”—a divine, uncompromising 
force beckons upwards to us and pronounces the word that across the bridge of beauty and art 
shall we pass to a future of achievement based upon the victory of human right and human 
love. Those benign souls who tread their way through the paths of his “Sancta,” who open 
the gates at morning and proceed through the day of labor and of fearlessness, through a 
night of the bringing of light unto a morning of illumination, of the beholding of Man 
Glorified—are these, too, not known to America? Young America ponders upon these 
tidings.

Shall we Americans not rejoice at the message of the blue night that unfolds the “Bridge
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of Glory”—a night not of the end of day, but night which precedes the coming dawn, blue 
with the depths of sapphires ? And in this night before sunrise, Sergius, the righteous, be
nign spirit of benevolence of the old world, walks abroad. And walking upon America’s 
soil he sees the northern lights glowing athwart the night sky, and perceives that it is the 
vision of the bridge which shall unite earth and a heaven of man’s own making. Sergius 
pondering, understands that across this bridge soon, shall pass an unending processional 
of the spirits of men, leaping forward to an all-embracing comradeship with their fellows.

Comes, finally, the Series “Messiah”—the last works in America—the crystallized image 
of humanity’s hopes for centuries. Upon the soil of America, Roerich pre-visions the com
ing of the New Era: Behold, America, upon the green expanses of your plains, against 
the immemorial temples of your canyons, Roerich sees fulfilled the dreams of the world! 
He it is who has pronounced the word that yours is the heritage to see fulfilled the legends 
of all men, of all times—the legends which foresee the approach of the exalted destiny of 
man. Upon your rocks, upon your seas, upon your skies, shall be reflected the Sun of that 
Coming.

This, then, is the voice of America: Young as a new spring, old with the dreams of 
eons—the theme of this country pronounced by Roerich, is of the regeneration of spirit, and 
of the brotherhood of men. America’s song must be a harmony of those races which inter
woven make up its strain.

Leaving America, Roerich turns eastward to the summits of the world. There, facing 
the white ramparts and beholding the symbol of those snow-crowned turrets and that White 
Mother of Himalaya, Kinchenjunga, with her aureole of heaven, he affirms the larger as
pect of his message. From those high places of earth, the perspective of life reassembles 
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itself, and looming, man-made obstacles array themselves proportionately into the great 
design.

The works which comprise the series “His Country,” like a progression of pulsating 
chords, bear to each other an undeniable relation, yet each pronounces its own theme of 
universal achievement and the salvation of men, and its own vibration of the world’s 
heart-string. This panorama of Roerich’s Himalaya, ravishing to the vision, is yet more 
seductive to the spirit, which recognizes it as the record of man’s upward journey towards 
light. Here is reiterated the profoundest and simplest truth in the life of man—that the 
spirit knows no boundaries of race, that beauty transcends nations, that the treasures of 
creation are designed alike for all mankind.

So, too, in the Series, “Banners of the East,” Roerich perceives—like the lightning 
traveling westward—the Processional, still unended, of those great Victors who each in 
turn brought His message to men. And we understand that the call of Moses upon the 
Mountain, Gautama’s sacrifice upon the shore of the River Anouma, and the glorious 
Achievement in the garden Gethsemane, pronounce the same word of human understand
ing and love.

With this message, Roerich weaves together the invisible cords of the earth, thereby 
consummating for America the vision which Whitman’s clear spirit foresaw. Roerich 
heralds the voice of America—he hears her choir enriched with the timbres of the nations 
which combine its forces. But he recalls to America that she cannot rejoice until all other 
nations shall approach her destiny—the voice of no nation can be fulfilled until it resounds 
in symphony with the united voices of the nations, a symphony of universal understand
ing and peace. And from the summits—Himalaya—Roerich perceives the joyful vision of 
the Realization of that end—it is before dawn and the clouds, seemingly so foreboding, are 
dissolving quickly before the sunrise of that New Era.

Around whom, during his lifetime, have been woven so many legends? Who else has 
so touchingly spoken of the young ones and the new ones ? Who has so valiantly thought 
of the universal evolution? Who has placed beauty as the fellow of simplicity and 
fearlessness?

Roerich, in the name of Beauty—you have sent to America its perpetual challenge to 
greatness!
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THE UNIVERSE OF ROERICH
By Mary Siegrist

T
HE worlds of Roerich are one. Long ago he saw their star of Beauty in the 
East and fell down and worshiped it. Long ago he glimpsed the flaming 
suns beyond the horizons and went out upon the path of them. A conscious 
Pilgrim of Eternity on an endless journey, this Supreme Prophet sees the 
myriad manifestations of life as one life. For him the quest is endless. 

The humanity he sees is a divine humanity and it is Beauty that will save the world. 
Within himself—within every man—as without, he sees worlds upon worlds of beauty, each 
awaiting deeper insights and perceptions for its evocation and full recognition. From the 
beginning he has had the consciousness—the divine certitude—of the “yonder worlds” and 
like a fearless, full-plumed knight, he has gone out on the journeying. This perception of 
worlds many merging into one; this recognition of a divine humanity; these curves of bound
less horizons, have made the art of Roerich, great in itself, supremely great.

It is this experience in the beholder, of constantly unfolding vistas, of a thousand un
seen gateways opening out to the spirit, that gives the work of Roerich its ultimate chal
lenge to humanity. This flooding of the consciousness with a sense of new life, new mystery 
and wonder is a miracle that only genius of the first order can achieve. And just this im
mersion in an ocean of living beauty is what takes place when one stands, as it were, in this 
inner temple of an art that is made from the living tissues of life itself.

What is the meaning of the pictorial panorama that unrolls itself before the eye in the 
great canvases of Roerich? What is the meaning of this brooding, vibrant beauty that 
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follows one “down all the arches of the ways” ? A genius first of all Slavic, if you will, is 
evolving—has evolved—into cosmic movement. Many of these paintings are creations 
that develop Russian, Italian, Tibetan, Hindu, Persian and American traditions in a new 
synthesis. Pageantry it is indeed—pageantry of gods and men—sublime and awe-inspiring. 
Here are vast pulsations, mighty evocations, from which out-ray forms of eternal loveliness. 
These enormous canvases hold a tremendous interplay of forces. Immense groups of cloud- 
forms, crass jutting over dark abysses, brooding plains, lightning and whirlwinds, desolate 
seashores—these form part of the surging drama of nature. Oftener than not, however, 
they form a background for the ceaseless play of human forces. Here on mist-shrouded 
mountains or quiet lakes or sombre plains, are forms of the great human caravan out of 
legend and history and imagination—Vikings, priests, hermits, magicians, sons of God and 
daughters of earth, moving in worlds seen and unseen. These conflicts of gods and men, 
these heroes in ancient battle, these luminous ways of ascent, these frightful abysses, this 
dangerous river—the River of Life—all these are elements of a profound symbolism. 
Darkness, flame, conflagration, these prefigure a new era. What memorable protagonists 
and what a spectacle it is! What an orchestration of light and form and color and what a 
sense of life—of livingness! Such free ranging, such power of assimilation and synthesis 
is possible only to the highest creative genius, one that reaches into the universal.

To a nature such as Roerich’s all life is not only plastic but freely flowing. It moves 
onward in majestic rhythms, each scene and event depicted symbolizing or foreshadowing 
some deeper reality. Through the physical sheath, he sees the “true world in its true move
ment.” The ceaseless rhythms are to him a part of the movements of eternity. In many of 
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his great symbolic paintings it is evident that past, present and future are merged. The 
depths of being are probed; the spirit sends its shafts of desire into the long lanes of eternity. 
Here is the great processional of life and death and the cycles of rebirth. Here is the sense 
of “vast Rondure swimming in space, covered all over with visible power and beauty. 
Here are “alternate day and night and the teeming spiritual darkness ... the high pro
cessions of sun and moon and countless stars above.” Here, through spiritual insight, is the 
transmutation of “things terrestrial” into things eternal. “Peace and Wisdom through 
Beauty!” is the gospel of light. “The sign of Beauty will open all sacred gates!

Architect, archaeologist, educator, poet, painter, prophet—Roerich the Beauty Maker is 
all of these. To him the arts are one. But it is, I think, the poet and prophet in him that 
point, the peak, of his highest pyramid. The poet’s mood of ecstasy and seership is in 
all of his canvases and frescoes, just as it is the fountain of his daily living. Art to him is 
indeed “the expression of the radiant spirit.” His paintings have a peculiar radiance, an 
iridescence that is his alone. Into them he has resolved something of the light of his known 
worlds—other seas and shores of the spirit. His are the open paths of the ethereal regions. 
Always he follows his own line of light. The wings that cosmic consciousness demands, 
he knows how to use. Without bars, like some Bird of Heaven, he sweeps the infinite. In 
vast unbounded realms of the imagination, he rides free, a courser among the stars, an 
airman who knows how to govern his course above or within the whirlwind and to bridge the 
abysses of worlds with paths of beauty. On the ever-widening path of Becoming, constantly 
transcending himself, he feels the challenge of the universe and blows his trumpets back. 
Mighty evocations lie deep in his canvases. The quickening vibrations of the Oversoul hover 
around them. Seas, mountains, chasms, valleys, are symbols of interior configurations.

The Holies (“Tibetan Path” Series') Roerich Museum, New York
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All nature has become a vast processional breathing forms of beauty, symbolizing the inner 
journey of man. These moods of ecstasy mean joy in creation. This is apparent in all 
that he has written, sung and painted. Everything should give us joy, he declares. Always 
he

“Works in freedom wild,
But works as plays a little child
Sure of the Father, Self and Love alone.”

Not strangely, in the genius of Roerich, lives not only the poet and painter but also the 
prophet. He sees an awakened mankind living the creative life of Love, Beauty and Ac
tion and bound together in brotherhood, all sense of race and creed dissolved. On every 
hearth and on every hilltop he sees its altar fires. His is the vision of men like gods (or 
men fast becoming gods) working together in the spirit of creative love. His series of 
prophetic pictures begins with “The Last Angel,” painted in 1912. The vision of a tor
tured earth enveloped in chaos and flames has in it the note of impending doom. The 
group that followed—among them “The Doomed City,” “The Lurid Glare” and “Human 
Deeds”—all have the theme of destruction and foreshadow the “birth of a new joy.” Then 
in the midst of the tumult of war, the prophet, envisaging a new world, paints pictures of 
peace and healing and spiritual rebirth that have the orchestration of light, joy, freedom, 
ecstasy. The works of the present period, cosmic in utterance, of rare freedom and radi
ance, are a synthesis of the outer and the inner worlds of legends and sagas and of visions 
and “unearthly revelations” drawn from the Great Within. Many of these have to do 
with the theme of light-bringing as in that remarkable composition “Burning of Darkness” 
and with the birth of a New Era as in “The Mother of the World” and “The Daughters of 
Earth.” These usher one into a fourth dimensional world of ecstatic vision and progression.

All great art embodies the dictum, “Make in flame as nature makes.” Roerich’s pic
tures are painted in flame. He follows no school or tradition, having in a sense absorbed and 
assimilated all cultures and gone on in paths of his own and in ways that his own genius 
directs. Of the symmetry of his works, their rhythm and pulsation, their majestic color and 
tonal quality, their masses of light and shadow, their vitality and power, tomes might be 
written by technicians. The beauty of his art is that method has become in large measure 
unconscious, subordinate to—or one with—the spiritual content of the whole. The iri
descence, the radiance of his canvases, is rather the product of spiritual awareness than of 
outward method. No man, woman or child can stand before these paintings without getting 
back “sounds of the infinite sea.” To each one who listens with the inner ear, sees with the 
inner eye, they bring back some tidal wave of beauty.

Light and vision irradiate themselves impartially. Roerich’s vision reaches out and en
compasses the world. Art must be international, universal. It must know no barrier of race, 
creed or condition. East and West must unite in a real brotherhood through the love of 
beauty. All life must become a ritual. Every man, woman and child in the world must 
have an open path to beauty, must be led to and permitted to drink at the fountain. “True 
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art is the expression of the radiant spirit. Through art thou hast light. . . . Open in all 
schools the path to creative effort—to the greatness of art. . . . Art is for all. . . . Bring 
art to the people where it belongs. ... A new world is coming.” Open gates! This is 
the imperative message. This bread of beauty must be broken, this wine of truth poured, 
for all humanity. As long as one child in the world is shut out, deprived of its birth
right, life upon this planet will not be whole for any man.

“The sign of Beauty will open all sacred gates,” declares Roerich. “Only those may 
make the sign of Beauty whose own lives are Beautiful. . . .” And again: “The ways of 
Beauty are countless, clear and straight ways.” . . . “If in the Mediaeval ages Beauty was 
considered the ‘Gates of Paradise,’ how necessary it is to take all practical advantage of this 
basis of life and to repeat as a prayer each day: Love, Beauty and Action!” This is the call 
to every man. It has been the call of poets, prophets and seers through all the ages. No 
wonder that all those who see and hear, feel an answering thrill before his canvases, the call 
to create new beauty and take the way of skies. Such art, like all that has greatness and 
permanence, is a trumpet-call to humanity. It has in it the liberation of wings. Wings not 
for the few but for every one who will be out upon the path.
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THE CALL OF ASIA
By George Grebenstchikoff

“Gul-Pary-Zat, looking 
aslant, a descendant of the 
higher spheres. . . .”
From the fairy tale of Sanaubar.

“ HERE is pitched the tent for all travelers and seekers,” says Nicholas Roerich
of Asia, and to him, who is creating a new fairy tale of the East and who 
has embodied in immortal images the features of the sacred Himalayas, I 
am dedicating these lines.

1

Every creator-artist, who thinks for all and who meets on his way lack of understand
ing and ignorant dissent, is comforted to learn that his work and thoughts are apprehended 
by the hearts and minds of his contemporaries. Like a real sower, he comes out early in 
the morning to the boundary of his field and contemplates with delight his wheat tossing and 
swaying in a gentle breeze.

What a joy it is to be a friend and neighbor of a sower experienced and wise in his sim
plicity; to come to him and to say, without envy, but with sincere love:

“I also work my field conscientiously, I plow deep, I sow lovingly, I patiently pull out 
the tares at the time of sprouting. But your field is so beautiful and clean and fertile that 
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one wants to stand on its dividing line, protect it from the evil eye and come to it first with 
a scythe to help you with the harvest.”

What would the wise sower answer to this?

Silhouette (“Sikhim” Series') Roerich Museum, New York

He would modestly cross his arms on his chest, smile serenely at his neighbor and silently 
look at his field.

And the neighbor would understand that his question was superfluous. How can one ask 
why the cosmic blue of the sky diffuses in the silence ? Or why do flowers, never sowed in 
the meadows, bloom so beautifully and with such variety? How then could a field, cul
tivated through self-denial, love and a continuous thought of eternal beauty for all man
kind, fail to beautify the earth?

Thought, self-denial and a serene smile—these are the keys to the altar where are hidden 
the records of the work and achievements of him who sows the field of the world.

With these keys every one who strives might open the gates into the kingdom of thought, 
virginal stillness and joy.

With such armor, even in the midst of soul-destroying influences, without favor to any
one, without answering distorted inquiries, it is easy to overcome any obstacle and reach 
the promised heights.

Thus I begin this epistle to all my friends whether far or near.

H

When one consciously listens to silence—there is an extraordinary wisdom woven from 
every fragment of passed events.
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I do not remember whether it was a dream or whether I imagined it listening to one of 
my mother’s fairy tales, but I vividly recall the following picture:

Somewhere in central Asia a desert, sultry, a red hot steppe spreads into infinity. 
Thousands of horsemen with sharp-pointed heads,—either Kirghiz or Uzbeck,—fly across it, 
their sabres glittering in the sun. No enemy faces them, no infidel army, yet they speed on, 
felling the invisible foes, their horses knee deep in blood. Drops of this blood splash like a 
rain of rubies and in the red heat of the battle there mounts a ruby rainbow; while a dark 
red cupola of smoke hangs over the whole picture.

At the same time I recall quite clearly a funny little detail so characteristic of the psy
chology of my childhood.

While the Asiatics were destroying all and everything alive, not sparing young nor old, 
I, of course, hid under the logs prepared for our new hut so that no one could find me. But 
I was worried about the fate of my play-fellows, and especially about the very small chil
dren. What if, with merry laughter, the horsemen would pick them up on their spears and 
to amuse themselves would throw and catch their bleeding bodies, while galloping at full 
speed?

Another detail: Like a devastating storm the galloping horsemen disappeared. The 
night passed, the din of battle quieted down, and early in the morning, at sunrise, I crawled 
from under the logs. A more ghastly horror swept over me. The whole earth was empty; 
there was not a soul left alive, even the dogs and chickens had all been killed, and every
thing had been burned down—the wide world was now in a state of utter desolation. O 
Lord! Why did I hide under the logs ? Why did I need this helpless, lonely life of mine when 
1 myself could have no use for this loathsome, deserted world blackened by fires?
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This picture recurred often and tenaciously. In the dull winter evenings I would slip 
to the garret of our poor hut and, sitting under a leaking roof, would look north towards the 
horizon. There ended the earth leaning against the heavens. As my mind dwelt on the 
perishableness of earthly existence and the all-conquering cruelty of the Asiatic horsemen liv
ing around our mining town, I noticed silent shapeless beings flying in the blue heavens 
just above the edge of the earth. What were they? Whence did they come and whither 
were they going? Where did they live and with whom did they fight? And why were they 
suddenly transformed into terrible monsters, or temples, or snow capped mountains, or 
why did they all melt into one gray-haired giant?

“Aha,” I reflected in fervent awe, “that’s how he looks—God!” But suddenly God’s 
beard began to detach itself from the head and then the head itself glided away, while on 
the spot where the nose had been a ship with many sails had taken form; a little later when 
the ship disappeared in the West I could clearly see hosts of galloping horsemen, rosy, 
almost red, coming out of the sails ... no end of them, while the silence into which they 
disappeared was so lulling that I wanted to close my eyes and dream again of the galloping 
red hordes—for the silence was so all-conquering that I was no more afraid: like a knight 
on horseback of the clouds I also became invincible and beyond reach.

. . . More than thirty years have passed since that time, yet when I stand before the 
paintings of Roerich again I live through my childhood visions and dreams and it seems 
to me that only one minute has elapsed since then and that long ago, before I was ever 
born, I had already known Roerich and his world of vision. And I am certain now that on 
the other side of the grave I will continue to live m the same world of colorful visions which 
are always moving, continuously changing, but immutable in their prayerful charm and 
eternal mystery.

hi

I cannot refrain here from touching upon my personal thoughts and impressions, recall
ing my first meeting with Roerich, which was significant in its smallest detail.

Nicholas Roerich, a descendant of the Varengians, who came from the North of Russia, 
reared in the midst of the most exquisite images of the misty, lofty Leningrad, was already 
the creator of the first series of his famous paintings, when the author of this article, having 
barely freed himself from the beggarly life of a miner, was timidly thinking about a trip 
to Leningrad to start his literary career. And when in 1912 he finally reached the North
ern capital and was preparing the publication of his first book—there had already been 
written more about Roerich than about any of his contemporaries. Alexander Benois had 
already acknowledged Roerich as the head of a special school of painting, Stravinsky had 
already dedicated to him his “Sacre du Printemps,” Maxim Gorky was calling him the 
greatest intuitivist of modernity, Baltrushaitis had dedicated to him his “Crown of Graal, 
Sergey Gorodezky, at that time already the author of “Yar” and the representative of the 
daring literary youth of Russia, was worshiping at Roerich’s shrine.
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Ten more years went by fraught with formidable events. I found myself in Germany. 
And in the summer of 1923 I decided to write to Roerich in Paris. On the 18th of July 
I received his answer, which was not only friendly but affectionate. From that time, the 
date July 18th, 1923, became a glorious anniversary to me; because the friendship with the 
Roerichs has brought me much joy, enrichment and renewing of thought, much encourage
ment to high endeavor. I shall never forget the first days of personal contact with the 
Roerich family, which I will never be able to describe vividly enough. But I want to say 
that no other people have ever radiated such light and unconscious joy as Roerich and 
Madame Roerich. The days of our meeting were days of the highest uplift of spirit both for 
my wife and myself; at the bidding of one of the Roerichs either of us would have been 
ready to make any sacrifice.

The Roerichs were then on their way to India and were spending some time in Paris. My 
wife and I flew to them as though on wings, afraid of missing one minute of the allotted time 
and begging for one more evening of the week. This state of mind was surprising to us our
selves and even now when we are thoroughly acquainted with the beauty of the work the 
Roerichs are doing, we cannot understand the reason why the smile of former strangers 
could so powerfully inspire us to work, self-denial and sacrifice.

The Roerichs, who know the secret of profound spiritual foresight and who are turned 
towards the source of ancient truths, have by a single touch established in my heart the 
consciousness, latent heretofore, that I am a true son of Asia; that Russia is Asia and not 
Europe and that all the future of my best thoughts and images will only bear fruit in Asia 
and for all the sacred East.

IV

I can recall, far back in my talks with the wise leader of Siberia, Potanine, how sparks 
of an Asiatic way of thinking would flash forth within me, and sometimes involuntarily I 
would flare up with a fire of protest against my countrymen who tried to humiliate the 
Asiatics calling them savages, ignoramuses, half-men.

If I had become a renegade or had had a desire to change my faith—I would have been 
the first to condemn this thought and would have considered it a treachery to the Russian 
people of whom I am one and whose faith I honor and keep as the best gift of our forefathers. 
But the reason why I keep my faith is that, as I see it now, its most profound and attractive 
points are a gift of that same Asia. Isn’t there in the solemn service of my church, in the 
colorfulness and the charm of wedding rituals, in the luxury and lavish colors of holiday 
robes and especially in the deep mystery of Russian church songs—isn’t there the best, the 
most alluring call of Asia, the call to the true God, to the unity of all faiths and churches 
of God? And the prayer of the Russian liturgy “for the peace of all the world,” isn’t that 
the call of the eternally peaceful and wise Buddhism of Asia?

Therefore I solemnly declare that never before have I been so strong in the profession 
of my Russian Christian faith as now, since, owing to the Roerichs, I have come into contact 
with the profundity of Asiatic thought and religious tolerance which teach us to act not by 
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my God and for my salvation, but by thy God and for thy salvation. After that the most 
eloquent misanthropic sermons preached even by many so-called orthodox ministers could 
have no effect upon us. Because there is nothing more criminal than a distorted interpreta
tion of the principles of the Gospel and the ev en more blasphemous distortion of the clear 
and simple precepts of Christ himself.

Therefore how significant it is that Nicholas Roerich, not only as a painter, but as a phi
losopher, as a wise-man bringing to the world the teaching of the unity of all faiths and of the 
study of Buddha’s precepts, has undertaken at such a favorable time to preach also the 
organization of a true brotherhood of all peoples. Along these lines he is the best high 
priest and interpreter of Christianity. In his adherence to the most ancient wisdom of 
the East, Roerich by his own revelations renews it, and many of those who have written 
about him have called him the prophet of a new era on earth. Tolstoy taught that God is 
within us, but Roerich actually carries out this teaching into life not only through his 
thoughts and paintings, but through personal self-denial, perfection and self-introspection. 
Like Tolstoy, Roerich wants to give out all his best thoughts, all his penances, all his dar
ing wishes. And it is not in Europe, not in the West, but precisely in Asia that his prophetic 
call of the unity of all faiths can give actual results. It will not be the call of Roerich alone, 
but the call of all Asia, whose spirit and expectations Roerich had keenly divined when still 
in the valleys of the North.

At the same time we remember perfectly well that the tragedy of the peoples of the earth
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consists in this, that, as the precepts of Christ and Buddha, so the life-giving ideas of great 
men, are always doomed to distortion. Most frequently they become an object of greed 
for small or big swindlers. At best their followers, from the abundance of their zeal, freeze 
the great ideas into lifeless, icy forms of sectarianism. What then are the earnest pilgrims to 
do? The ideas remain by themselves for the chosen few, while the peoples with their 
prejudices and sects wander about by themselves.

This is why Roerich following his truly blessed path and often calling to self-denial, to 
sacrifice and to the highest strivings of the spirit, at the same time preaches earthly ways 
of attainment. He has chosen for a few of his companions the deserts of Asia with its trust
ing and simple peoples, with its most ancient religions and with its simplicity and natural
ness of sacrifice which had been established throughout the centuries and which is the most 
secure guardian of all principles of spiritual wealth. But at the same time Roerich has 
founded and directs many artistic-educational organizations spread all over the world. In 
America his work has taken deeper roots than anywhere else. Neither should one for
get that Roerich is directing the affairs of his organizations from a distance of several 
thousand miles, and that every detail of his work and his undertakings is connected with the 
peaceful development of peoples. And neither in his letters nor in his instructions is there 
to be found a hint concerning himself, or his family, a complaint of fatigue or of the in
conveniences and obstacles met in his travels, but always there is sounded one fundamental 
note—a call to action to surmount all obstacles, to build, to joyfully create for the wel
fare of all men, for the welfare of the future coming generations, and blending with it a 
wonderful, everlasting love to all men and especially to the peoples of Asia, America, Rus
sia and Siberia.

By the way it is very significant that in 1918 Roerich was even buried officially in Siberia.
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The church services and obituary notices spread the love of Roerich throughout Siberia. 
There are m fact few people to whose name so many legends are attached while they are 
still living as to that of Roerich.

I recall that at an author’s house in Leningrad it was mentioned that Roerich, who was 
taking an active part in the construction of the Buddhist Temple in Leningrad, puzzled 
many of his countrymen by his tendency to make the building as beautiful as possible. In 
connection with this discussion the genealogy of Roerich and his wife were thoroughly gone 
into. Were they not of Mongolian descent*? Because from where did they derive that 
Slavo-Mongolian type of face? It was then established that on the maternal side Roerich 
descended from the Russo-Mbngolian merchants Kalashnikovs, already well known at the 
time of Ivan the Terrible. In the same way the eastern type of Helena Roerich was de
rived from the Khan Khazar who had poured the wine of Mongolian blood into the family 
of the Golenistchev-Kootoozovs. Therefore there was nothing surprising in the fact that 
Mongols from Ordos, as I have been told, seeing Roerich, took him for one of themselves. 
Thus we see that often legends are transformed into living threads of truth which bind 
Russia with Asia and fill its finest vessels by a creative spirit.

I also recall hearing someone speaking of Roerich’s visit to Tolstoy in Moscow, in 
1897, together with Stassov and Rimsky-Korsakov. Tolstoy looked very carefully at and 
commented upon Roerich’s picture, “The Messenger,” which is perhaps the first painting of 
the artist inspired by the profound wisdom of the East and of Asia.

v
Thousands of books are written about Asia. The most ingenious designs of political 

intrigue and desires are woven around it. The Great Powers are continually dividing among 
themselves some of the separate parts of Asia. Vital questions have been created: 
the yellow and the colored, the Armenian and the Turkish, the Mussulman and the 
Hindu, the Persian and the Caucasian, the Siberian and the Mongolian, the Sakha
lin and the Far Eastern, and finally the newest—the question of Communism which in Russia 
has been molded into the images of Scythians in the beautiful poem of Alexander Blok. But 
hardly anyone of those who decide these questions with fire and sword could indicate the di
mensions and frontiers of Asia. Hardly anyone of those who have written beautiful books 
about Asia could in full sincerity affirm that he is a pure blooded European or American. 
Don’t we find that in the very center of Austria-Hungary dwell pure blooded descendants 
of ancient Ugrians? Haven’t the colored Huns and Gauls mixed with the Spartans and 
the Romans? Doesn’t the insinuating and never-to-be-exterminated Asia look out of the 
beautiful black eyes of thousands of elect Frenchmen? Wasn’t the blood of the old Rus
sian nobility half mixed with that of the Tartars, and finally, do not the Jewish peoples 
scattered all over the earth complete the full and final joining of the frontiers of Asia and 
Europe ?

Even territorially how would it be possible to make a boundary between Europe and 
Asia when such large Asiatic empires, like Turkey, are in the very center of European coun- 
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tries, or when scores of European cities are scattered in all the far off lands of Asia? And 
finally haven’t there existed in America itself whole states with a purely Asiatic population?

Therefore one could boldly say that there exists only one frontier between Asia and 
the countries of America and Europe—a mutual ignorance. Moreover, our haughty West
ern civilization has in such a degree blinded the Europeans that the majority of them con
sider China and India as barbaric, half-savage countries. And this when these countries

“Sanctuaries and Citadels” Series Roerich Museum, New York

have to their credit about five thousand years of highly spiritual and material culture. What 
then would be said of countries the age of which is seldom reckoned in hundreds of years 
but mostly in tens? Again how many of our clergy know that in the Eastern folklore— 
for instance in Mussulman folk tales,—Jesus, Moses, and Buddha are mentioned with 
prayerful reverence as the greatest prophets of Allah. On the finest Persian Gobelins 
Christ, Buddha, Moses and Mahomet are pictured together occupying the place of honor. 
Isn’t it then because of the ignorance of the Christians, that the intercourse with Mussul
mans, Buddhists and other “infidels” is considered sin and heresy?

For this reason the call of Nicholas Roerich to understand the fundamentals upon which 
reposes the eternal youth of ancient Asia is in truth an apostolic sermon. He was the first 
after Potanine and Przevalsky to raise his voice in defense of Asia before European 
“scribes” and clergymen. He was the first to say: “I wish our priests would think about 
Buddha in the same manner that the cultured Lamas speak of Christ. Only in such a 
sympathetic understanding lies the guarantee of future growth.”

However, I have no intention of making this article a propaganda of Buddhism and 
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Asiatism. I only wanted to point out the timely approach of Roerich to the questions of 
Asiatic cult and the reason why Europeans and Americans should lend an ear to the call 
of Asia, so far silent, and which, like the trumpet of Archangel Michael, will wake up 
throughout the universe the sleeping beauty of spirit, and having united the best among 
people, call them to new ideals, to a new sense of life. Then of their own accord will the 
partitions fall between countries and peoples, between radical ideas and destructive sec
tarianism which only bring forth enmity between nations and endless devastating wars. 
What is then Roerich’s fundamental idea for such an unity? A very simple idea, ac
cessible and natural even to savages,—the idea of beauty in art, beauty in thought and 
beauty in spiritual attainments. An idea in which there is and cannot be any political, 
religious or racial differences or arguments.

Of course opponents will call it Utopia or fancy. But we repeat that fancy and fairy 
tale not only do exist in life but science confirms it. And there is nothing more joy-giving 
than to participate in the creation of such a fairy tale in real life as at present is doing our 
contemporary Roerich in Asia, in the Himalayas and in Tibet.

VI

As a matter of fact I would have lessened the importance of Nicholas and Helena 
Roerich’s fundamental ideas had I confined myself to the above chapters. Yet I think that 
to speak of the essence of their fundamental ideas, which lead them into the depths and 
heights of Asia, would be impossible, because not everyone possesses such high spiritual 
attainments.

Verily, what is most sacred and perfect is only attained in the silence of contemplation 
and therefore, all words, be they uttered even by a genius, could only hinder the thought 
from penetrating into the joyful secret of silence.

But we can and must try to lift the veil into this secret mystery, not because of ordinary 
curiosity, but because every thinker is the bearer of a sacred vessel of the spirit and this 
spirit always tends towards its primal cause—the eternal truth which reposes within the 
cosmos.

It is sufficient to turn one’s spiritual perception, not even to the unexplored epos of 
Asia, but to the everyday life of her simple and variegated peoples, to hear this beneficial 
call to self-knowledge, to the cognizance of the inside world of each living creature; and to 
the understanding of the principle and infinitude of the Divine I Am which is reflected in 
everyone.

It is not necessary to mention the ancient perfect models of human thinking which we find 
in China and India, or to penetrate into the secrets of wisdom of the Yogis, not to enter into 
the various details of sacred memories in order to find marvels, because one can find won
ders of today in every country of Great As

Listen to the common howling of a drowsy Kalmik in the Altai Mountains and you will 
hear words of mystery and strength of expression, the beauty of which could be only com
pared to the verse of Byron or Lermontov:
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Gilgit Road (“Lakes and Gilgit Path” Series') Roerich Museum, New York

“Oh, ak-yaeek! White Spirit dwelling on the silver throne of Belukha! It is you who 
send crystal rays to the earth to irrigate the blooming fields of your faithful sons. It is you 
who punish the infidel with a whip woven of lightning. . . .”

Or where has the destitute baksha (dervish), who sings folk songs at a Kirghiz market 
somewhere in Semiretcheye, learnt the following recitative:

“Angel Gabriel is the closest friend of Allah. His wings are spread out in the heavens 
through a distance of five hundred years of way. . . .”

“I don’t want to rule the world because it seems to me to be like living in the under
ground. . .

“All the beasts and the birds, the insects and the geniuses obeyed the padishah Suleyman 
(Solomon) because his wisdom was the breath of God, the king of all kings. . . .”

While in Turkestan every woman knows the long fairy tale about the Prince Sanaubar 
who once dreamt of “Gul-Pary-Zat, looking aslant, a descendant of the higher spheres,” 
who dwells in the land of the midnight sun, in the fairyland city of Shabistan. The 
Prince abandoned all his friends and amusements, left his father’s house and went in 
search of the vision of his dream. He went through all the suffering and sorrows of the 
earth, he went through trials and temptations but reached his beloved because she was the 
embodiment of the highest human sacrifice.

Many are the fairy tales of the East and almost every one of them carries some wisdom 
or divine revelation. But one of them, the Hindu fairy tale about the beautiful Savitry I 
would like to designate as the most symbolic of all Eastern tales because it contains the key 
to one sphere of the occult wisdom of the East.

The young prince Satyavat, who belonged to the higher spheres, had been given Savitry 
as wife, and she had participated in every one of his sacrifices. When the evil Yam took 
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the soul of her lover, she followed and by her submission to Yam and her refusal at any time 
or under any circumstances to abandon Satyavat, astonished Yam to such a degree that he 
was conquered and returned to her the soul of Satyavat. Furthermore he compensated her 
and her relatives for all the misfortunes which had befallen them.

This perfect love of woman, this living embodiment of sacrifice and devotion to the very 
end, is one of the miracles of the Eastern wisdom which turns even evil to good.

And this call of Asia to sacrifice all for the sake of another, to a boundless, efficacious 
love, is, in our cruel days of materialism and atheism, the miracle which makes a fairy tale of 
everyday life. This is why so often true spirituality and an understanding of the beauty of 
life gleam in the eyes of a beggarly Asiatic, while in the glance of a European millionaire 
there are reflected yearning, despair and a curse.

VII

Not so very long ago Shabistan, the land of the midnight sun, or the country whence the 
snowstorms blew and the winter spread all over the earth, was mentioned only in the fairy 
tales of Asia and Europe. From thence came the most powerful wizards and thither were 
taken the souls of the dead; it was also the birthplace of enchantresses as beautiful as only 
the finest web of fancy could weave.

But other times came when in the land of the midnight sun sprang up Rus—the coun
try of Ladoga and the Varengian Sea; when from the foam of Lake Ilmen arose the 
fairy Princess Swan and when the marvel city of Czar Gvidon was built by itself.

From all parts of the world came merchants to the Great Novgorod and from the stone 
caves of wonderful India her sons came bringing diamonds as a token of reverent admira
tion for the Princess Swan and for a favorable look from the rich Sadko.

In this fantastic blending of untrue with the true is found the source of the fairy tale 
of our days. From the land of the midnight sun men of art were scattered throughout the 
world as well as beautiful Swan Maidens; from the white foam of snowstorms came the 
messengers of the gentle Lei and the generous Berendey, came the magic Lado song and the 
chiming echo of the monastery bells and the hopes of all the earth for the realization of all 
wishes.

And this fairy tale begins to be unfolded in real life. You, yourself, look around, pon
der over the current events, encompass by your thought the affairs and possibilities of man
kind.

We know that there are many who would not want to hear about Russia, yet the whole 
world is shaken by her powerful peal. There are thousands of those who would have never 
known about Gul-Pary-Zat from Shabistan, the fairy from the garden of the most beautiful 
roses of the land of the midnight sun, did she not appear to everyone in his dream. As a 
flock of swans she spreads over all the expanse of the seas and oceans, she flies on the wings 
of Gabriel stretched along the heavens for a space of five hundred years. And she is silent 
while everybody listens to her with awe. She stands humiliated, with tears of blood in her 
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eyes, but there is also the exultation of victory. Because there is no one more generous 
or richer than she, she who has laid upon the altar of human love all sacrifices, even giving 
for the sake of a better future herself and her hopes. Yet everything will be as Roerich 
has said:

“And your excavations will only show us the mountain paths.”
Thus silently but ceaselessly Nicholas and Helena Roerich sacrifice wholeheartedly to 

time what is most sacred to them—their mother country; but by doing this they are uplifting 
their country and bringing to the world a help that few of its rulers could render. The 
power of the Roerichs lies in their sacrifice, their self-denial and wise labor in the name of 
the highest principles of the spirit.

It is that power which does not force but gives joy and strength for flight.
When you come to the Roerich Museum in New York and when you enter into the king

dom of colors and lines, every painting opens before your eyes a window into a peculiar and 
always new and beautiful world, and you involuntarily feel that it is only the vicious who 
are unable to rejoice here and unable to acknowledge the power of the supreme principle 
which Roerich has divined and brought closer to man. And again you are convinced here 
that with the years the artistic mastery of Roerich becomes more synthetic, more crystallized, 
more penetrating in its spirituality, qualities which have by the way been foreseen by Serge 
Ernst in his splendid book on Roerich where in conclusion he says:

“The attainment of the latest of Roerich’s creations is the searching for the simplest, 
the broadest and strongest colorful expression which is harmonizing with the spiritual path 
of the master so beautiful in its purity and strength.

“At present we see only the first steps upon this new path, yet they are so firm and fruit
ful that there is no doubt the path will be successfully completed, crowning the work of the 
master who has stood steadfast and has always remained true to his one stern, magic dream; 
he has always been reverent to the precepts of painting and kept strong by the will of the 
ancient generations which has so wonderfully been embodied in modernity.”

In November, 1924, at the opening of the Helena Roerich Wing of the Roerich Mu
seum, the painter Boris Grigoriev, a friend and admirer of Roerich, said of him:

“In his searchings the master is acquiring youth.”
And in fact the last pictures of Roerich, painted in India and the Himalayas, sound like 

a joyous hymn to the morning of life, because here is truly unfolded the divine image of 
the Himalayas, not the geographical or ethnographical Himalayas, but those called “The 
roof of the world,” the “Dwelling place of snows.”

In front of these Himalayas, tinted by a rising sun, veiled in the finest haze of distance, 
purity and sanctity, one wants to prayerfully bare one’s head and keep a reverent silence.

So beautiful is all that is created by Nicholas Roerich and his companion and inspirer 
Helena Roerich.

Yet this is only the beginning of the fairy tale. It is the preface. The whole fairy tale 
is to come.
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THE INNER MEANING OF 
ROERICH’S ART

By Ivan Narodny

NE of the secret yearnings of my childhood was to invent a window through 
which I could look out on Eternity.

“Eternity,” said my mother, “is a sight of the spiritual wonderland, in 
which all that we imagine and dream can be seen as a marvelous panorama, 
materialized before our eyes. The whole secret lies in the proper glass of

an eternity-window.”
To see my visions materialized in a conjured-up phantom-land cast such a magic spell 

on my young mind that I felt impelled to attempt the impossible. Fired by such a phan
tasmagoria I began to read books on alchemy, astrology and metaphysics at the age when 
other children read merely the books of elementary education. Thus I started my learn
ing from the other—wrong—end. But the more I progressed in my reading and studies 
the more I came to realize that my boyhood wish was nothing but a Utopian dream.

Years passed, and I forgot my dreams of an eternity-window. But one day, while 
listening to a composition of Scriabine, played by a great musician, I closed my eyes and 
lo' I beheld a wonderful panorama of fantastic color-cycles, moving to and fro before the 
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eyes of my soul, and suddenly, like a flash of lightning, the Utopian dream of my child
hood came to my memory—the window to Eternity!

Here it was. It was not a material thing, but a spiritual fact. I saw something by 
means of my ears. Sound images had been transformed into sight images.

It was now that I came to the realization that the window to look into Eternity was
not in the physical but in the psychical dimension. In fact it was to be found only
in the realm of art—art that revealed itself to our inner eyes.

While sailing on the sea of life’s ups and downs I learned to look on art through
my soul eyes, and there lies the secret of my childhood’s yearning. I had dreamt of a vista 
into the spirit-world, which only the great art could give. The magic of a genius alone 
is able to create a window to Eternity.

There are artists who produce brilliant works of art, gain the plaudits of the masses 
and have the coveted success in material respect, but if they fail to give the idea of a 
beyondness—the sights of the soul—they are nothing but clever craftsmen.

The very moment when I saw the paintings of Nicholas Roerich exhibited at the Kin- 
gore Galleries in New York, I felt they lured my eyes into an unknown wonderland, by 
evoking my soul to hear the sounds of chimes, choruses, organs, orchestras and seolian 
harps. Some of his landscapes aroused in me images of the majestic Bortniansky’s hymns 
—the Koi Slaven—others suggested Glinka’s or Dargomyjsky’s heart-melting melodies, 
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Moussorgsky’s or Rimsky-Korsakoff’s heavenly harmonies, besides the fantastic vistas of 
hidden sanctuaries, magic trees, soothing silences. . . . Looking at Roerich’s pictures I 
have been lured to meditations, dreams and spiritual tears—emotions experienced by pil
grims while kneeling in prayer before the wonder-working ikons.

Roerich’s art has that peculiar inner appeal, which an onlooker feels—not so much 
through his intellect as through his intuition manifested by all the great masters of the 
Byzantine, Gothic and Renaissance periods. Look at his canvases of the Tibetan series, 
or see his masterful pictorial hymns of the Russian life, and you will feel in them not 
only windows leading into the wonderlands, but marvelous sound-centers of a different di
mension, emanating from a metaphysical No-Man’s Land. In looking on them with your 
soul eyes you will soon become oblivious of his masterly technique in handling the colors 
and lines, which only deal with the intellectual issues, and you will feel the thrills of 
the aesthetic-emotional only.

The marvelous side of Professor Roerich’s art is its intuitional appeal, which the artist 
brings about by means of his peculiar pictorial imagery and the chromatic harmonies that 
he has acquired from a deep study of the sacred arts of the East. From the first glance 
his paintings impress an onlooker as if they were replicas from the interiors of some un
known cosmic temples, temples the existence of which has remained a mystery to the men 
of this age. But a closer look will reveal a deep understanding of the effects of certain 
colors and surfaces that his works betray.

Roerich’s last paintings, especially those he completed in Tibet and on the Himalayas, 
are painted in dark blues and greens, glowing reds or yellows, the colors of the garments 
of the ancient priests. Especially noticeable is this style in his paintings of the Praying 
Buddha, Christ, Confucius and Moses, which evoke a feeling of metaphysical dimensions 
of a higher nature—the nature of which we dream in our elated visions. The blue, green 
and yellow colors that Professor Roerich uses are the colors of astral dimensions—such as 
the glowing sky or clouds arouse in us.

In a manner of the Byzantine and Gothic masters, Roerich covers the bodies of his alle
gorical or mystical people with long garments and solemn folds, while displaying freely 
their faces and hands, those most expressive organs of man’s spirituality. Even if an on
looker should not have the grasp of the transcendental values of his art, he finds the pic
tures extremely decorative and soothing, as he finds the walls of the Holy-of-Holies of a 
Byzantine temple.

The decoratively treated figures of Roerich’s paintings conceal a special meaning of 
the freely exposed hands and faces, as with their definite positions they suggest a serene 
solemnity of a veiled pictorial leitmotif. Like Wagner in music, thus Roerich in painting 
has used in his works of art the idea of a leitmotif, now in the epic, or lyric, then again in 
merely allegoric sense. In fact, all his language is legendary and allegoric, saturated with 
the idea of a chromatic leitmotif.
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As if wishing to surround his subject-matter with an outspoken atmosphere of cosmic 
sanctity, the artist has evolved a special symbolic language in the dark folds of the garments 
of his figures, and in the mystic shadows of his glowing surfaces of the mountains or the 
sky. But with all the sombre tones his art is not gloomy or pessimistic, as such is usually 
the case with the Russian music, but it has all the upward striving serenity and spiritual 
joy of the Beethoven’s symphonies.

Roerich’s paintings convey a strong musical feeling in their theurgical designs by sug
gesting the images of solemn polyphonic choruses or low-voiced chants of an invisible choir 
and priest, whereas the predominant leitmotifs bespeak the inevitable ways of Destiny— 
songs of the power of a divine Fate. His scale is macrocosmic, not microcosmic.

Following the foot-steps of the masters of the early Russian ikon-painters, Roerich has 
given the world a new sacred art in his symbolic paintings of hermits, sages, saints, pilgrims 
and prophets—the spiritual supermen. He is and remains a priest in the majestic temple 
of nature, with mountains, arcades of cliffs, deserts and idyllic hill-tops as the background.

While there is a suggestion of something ecclesiastical in the themes of most of 
Roerich’s canvases, yet like Bach he remains a priest only in the realm of art. Many of 
them evoke the moods brought about by Bach’s fugues or Handel’s oratorios. But they 
arouse in me the phonetic images of Bortniansky’s hymns or those of the polyphonic chorals 
of Archangelsky. By use of certain colors and themes, they remain abstract messages. 
Somewhat similar to the musical themes of a Parsifal or Goetterdaemmerwng Roerich’s 
Tibetan paintings convey a deep cosmotheistic feeling.

Astrological Observatory Roerich Museum, New York
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In his style Roerich is typically Byzantine, whereas in his compositions he is more a 
Chinese or Hindu. But unlike the masters of the Renaissance he is not interested in the 
pseudo-realism and shaded lights of indoor atmosphere; his ambition is the free outdoor 
spirit, the illuminated soul striving after the metaphysical. His idea is the divine majesty of 
nature. He is not the exoteric, but the esoteric painter of our age.

Somewhat similar to the early fresco painters, Roerich prefers the ecclesiastic blues and 
greens, the traditional colors of the transcendental distances of the sky and pure nature, in 
which one recalls the blues of the old Venetian masters which they used for the garments 
of their madonnas and saints.

In the tradition of the ecclesiastic painters, blue is the tone of eternity, and the Byzan
tine Church Fathers explained it as a yearning for heavenly joys. Look at the blues of 
most of Roerich’s works, and the greens of his mystic nature display, and you will find 
them similar to the lapis lazuli and the malachite—the stones that were used for the in
teriors of the temples and the altars of the holy shrines. His yellows are typical of the 
yellows of the lamaseries of the East. In fact all his colors are kept in the sombre major 
mode of the sky—vibrations of the celestial plane, which lead us into a world beyond—the 
hyper-nature of a higher dimension.

Roerich is a painter of cosmic oratorios, songs of cycles, symphonic sayings of centuries 
—his language is the language of aesthetic adepts intelligible to the illuminated minds 
of all nations and ages.

Universe is his temple, soul his subject matter. His “holy pictures” embrace allegorical 
images of the god-men of every evolutionary epoch—the Confucian, the Mosaic, the Bud
dhistic, the Christian and the Mohammedan religions. His ideal is the world-soul-—the on
ward leading spirit of cosmic evolutions.
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BANNERS OF THE EAST
By

NICHOLAS ROERICH
PART I

U
PON the mountain reverberate the drums and kettle-drums. A long proces

sion winds its way along the curves of the path, with colored lanterns and 
torches held high. It is coming toward us. The rising moon glows amid red 
fires. The entire lawn before the house has become vividly multi-colored. 
Suddenly there begins to thunder forth the dance, with its flame and fire

works. The terrifying “lion” stretches its carnal jaws, yearning to swallow the conjurer. 
And monstrous, woolly “yaks” threaten with their horns the fearless lama. Here is a 
veritable Bolovetsky night-camp! In this very manner did the horde of Chingis and Timur 
pursue its midnight games. Erect alike, stood the towering banners and the spears. Alike 
frenzied, was the throbbing of the giant drums and the ringing of the gongs. The sport of 
Asia Conqueress—the joy of Asia Unified!

Was it perhaps an eagle who darted from the rocks*? A rebounding sweep through 
the air! Across the gulley, the Sikhimese are shooting from the bows. And in the whizz
ing of the flying arrows, in the vibrating of the string, in the tension of the lips, in the acute
ness of the eye, is echoing something remote yet still vital. . . .

Two worlds find expression in the Himalayas. One is the world of the soil—full of 
the enchantment of these parts. Deep ravines and grotesque hills rear up to the cloud-line, 
into which melts the smoke of villages and monasteries. Upon the heights gleam banners, 
suburgans or stupas. The ascending mountain passes curve with sharp turns. Eagles vie 
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in their flight with the colorful kites flown by the villagers. In the bamboo-stalks and 
amid the fern, the sleek body of a tiger or a leopard adds a glimmer of rich supplementary 
color. On the branches skulk the dwarved bears; and a horde of bearded monkeys often 
escorts the solitary pilgrim.

An earthly world, this, full of diversities! A stately larch stands beside a blooming 
rhododendron. All is entangled. And all this earthly wealth shades into the blue mist of 
the rolling distances. A chain of clouds crowns the lowering mist.

Above this synthetic picture, it is strange, unexpectedly startling, to behold new ram
parts mounting the clouds. Above the nebulous waves, above the twilight, glimmer the 
sparkling snows. Erect, infinitely beauteous, stand these dazzling, impassable peaks. Two 
distinct worlds, intersected by a mist!

Besides Gaurizankhar (Mount Everest) fifteen peaks of the Himalayan chain surpass in 
height Mont Blanc. If from the great river Rangith we survey all the approaches to the 
snowy border and all the white domes of the peaks, nowhere, to one’s recollection, is there 
such an open barricade of elevations. From this superb prospect one obtains an especially 
seductive impression of the grandeur of Himalaya—“Dwelling of snows!”

To the side of the ascent, the summits merge into one implacable wall—the jagged, un
ending ridge of the Sacred Lizard. It is difficult to discern that just at that point are hid
den the snowy summits of Djelap-La on the way to Shigatse and Lhassa—the fog seems es
pecially often to envelop this road.
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The upper portion of the Buddhist banners bear the cross-shaped spear, disk, crescent 
and lotus petals. Are not the emblems of every religion intertwined upon one flag-staff? 
In these reminders of the symbols of the world’s fundamental beliefs everyone will find an 
image near to him.

Upon the ikons and sacred ornaments of Tibet, often is found glowing with precious 
stones the image of the fish—that same sacred sign found upon the walls of the Roman 
catacombs. In one conception is united the Buddha’s “Wheel of life,” the Circle of the 
“Elements forming the mystery” of the Christian church and the Wheel of Ezekiel. The 
many-eyed seraphim and the multiple eyes of the Luminous Spirit, Dukkar, penetrate 
equally into the recesses of the soul.

In the cults of Zoroaster there is represented the chalice with a flame. The same flam
ing chalice is engraved upon the Hebrew silver shekels of the time of Solomon and of an 
even remoter antiquity. In the Hindu excavations of the periods from Chandragupta 
Maurya, we observe the same powerfully stylized image. Upon Tibetan images, the Bod- 
hisatvas are holding the chalice blossoming with tongues of flame. One may also remember 
the Druid chalice of life. Aflame, too, was the Holy Grail. Not in imagination but in 
realities are being interwoven the great teachings of all ages; the language of pure fire!

It is said, “Faith without deeds is dead.” Buddha pronounced three paths: the long 
way of knowledge, the shorter way of faith and the shortest way—through action. David 
and Solomon also glorify the strivings of labor. Vedanta philosophy extols the manifes
tation of works. Verily, in the foundation of all covenants, action is placed foremost. This 
is the creative fire of the Spirit.

Are the symbols of the Hindu Trimurti alien to the Christian Trinity? Does the Bud
dhist Tree of Wishes, hung with the objects of all desires, not respond to our concep
tion of the Christmas Tree? What of the details of the arrangement of the temple 
altars? What of the ascetics and hermits, who buried themselves in their stony coffins? 
What of the image-lamps and the fires of conjurations; the wreaths and candles of heart
felt prayer, flung upon the bosom of the Ganges? And the birch of Trinity, the musk and 
incense? And the wrought gem-bedecked trimmings of the ikons? And the stones flung 
at Buddha by his kin—are they not like the stones of Saint Stephen? Verily, not by acci
dent have Buddhist legends been carved upon the frescoes of the Campo Santo in Pisa. 
Profound in its significance, too, is the Moslem legend telling of the visitation of the Holy 
Mother of Christ to the mother of Mohammet before the birth of the Prophet.

In Jiddah, the gateway to Mecca, the Mohammetans specially venerate and guard the 
so-called Tomb of Eve. And it is the same Archangel Gabriel—He of the two Testaments 
—who upon Mount Hira bade Mohammet commence his preaching—the same one! Mo
gul queens bore the revered title, Miriam. Miriam, Mary, Mother of the World. From 

79



times immemorial have the most ancient temples extolled the anticipation of the new 
epochs.

In the ancient city, Kish, has recently been discovered the Temple of the Mother of the 
World. __________

Sarnath and Gaya, the scenes of Buddha’s personal achievements, are fallen in ruins, 
now only the goal of pilgrims. So, too, Jerusalem.

According to the legend, Buddha’s initiation was performed in the presence of the Gods. 
The site of the initiation is called “the holiest stupa” but its location is not disclosed. 
Known are the spots of Buddha’s achievements on the Ganges, as well as the scenes of his 
birth and death—in Nepal. According to some indications the initiation was performed 
further north—beyond the Himalayas, because Buddha came down from the north for 
the performance of his works. But where was Christ until his thirtieth year? Who knows 
those haloed communal retreats? Whither lies Korya-Morya? Shall they be revealed?

The legendary mountain Meru, according to the Mahabharata, and the equally leg
endary height Chambhalla in Buddhist teaching, both lie in the north and served as the sum
mit for initiations. And not everywhere until the appointed date, can the details of these 
places of sacred light be told.

Wise is superhuman intercourse—one sees clearer from above. Instead of petty quar
rels of denunciation, history recalls to us truly international ties. It is pointed out as a 
historical fact that a Mongolian Bogdo-Chan was saved from illness by the appearance 
of Saint Nicholas—this is averred by the Mongolian Hutuchts whose knowledge and spir
ituality is considered very high. All is full of signs, only do not overlook them. Observe 
keenly and joyously, and flexibly—according to the time.

Upon the wrist of a Tibetan woman we observed a strange blue sign, which on closer in
spection showed the appearance of a tatooed blue cross of equal ends. When she was asked 
the explanation of this sign, the woman revealed that a Tibetan physician had applied the 
sign during “a very dangerous cough”—evidently pneumonia. Tibetan physicians gener
ally inject medicines, under such signs. This sign was made by the personal physician of 
the Dalai-Lama during his three years’ stay in Darjeeling.

According to the prophecy of Lama Tzarinpoche, the present attempt to conquer Ever
est will end only in losses. Let us see whether the old Lama is right.*

The Lama here seemed astonished at the desire of foreigners to ascend the summit of 
Everest, at any risk. “Why to expend such efforts in the physical body? Is it not simpler 
to be there in the spirit?” For lamas are able easily to project their astral body, for which, 
of course, no height is an obstacle.
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From this very window the high priest * sent prayers to Tibet which was troubled by 
the Chinese. For three years, facing the wall of the Himalaya, he kept vigilance. Dalai 
Lama sleeps not. He rests, sitting in the posture of prayer—for the released spirit knows 
neither wall nor war.

On the banks of the Ganges a gray-bearded man, cupping his palms like a chalice, offers 
his fortune to the rising sun. A woman, quickly telling her rhythms, performs her morn
ing’s pranayama on the shore. In the evening she may again be there sending down upon 
the stream of the sacred river a garland of torches as prayers for the welfare of her children. 
So that these fireflies of a woman’s soul, prayer-inspired, flit for long upon the dark surface 
of the waters. Beholding these offerings of the spirit, one can even forget the stout Brah
mins of the golden temple. We are minded of other recollections.

“Himalayan” Series Roerich Museum, New York

Like the tumuli of all ages and peoples, are the gigantic stupas of Buddhism—great 
barricaded burial mounds. The Kurgans of Upsala in Sweden or the Russian Kurgans 
at Volhov on the road to Novgorod, the Scythian Kurgans of the Steppes, surrounded by 
stones, tell their tale of the same solemn cremations as were described by the skillful Arabian 
traveler, Ibn-Fadlan. Everywhere are the same purifying conflagrations. Everywhere 
much incense, rose water and fragrant sandalwood. Hence not turbid is the smoke from 
the bodies in the burning Ghats of Benares. And in Tibet, also, cremation is used. And 
so again do writers misinform us in describing the specially “wild” burial rites of Tibet. 
Whence this desire to label as savage everything foreign? In besmirching others, one does 
not thereby become whiter.

* Publishers note—The artist lives in the house in which formerly lived the Dalai Lama.

82



The Holies (“Tibetan Path” Series') Roerich Museum, New York

Regard the gentle games of Oriental children—and listen to the complicated rhythms 
of their chants and soft music.

The Lama here bewails the visiting hunters—they came and killed many deer! And 
now when the Lama strolls into the forest, few are the stags that come to him. And he 
loves the animals to approach him! Not as that of a “savage” but of a fine cultured person 
rings out his complaint. We are reminded of the venerable Avramy, who was a shepherd 
beyond the Ural, and when he prayed to the East, all the sheep in silence turned Eastward. 
There was a true Shepherd!

In Buddhist monasteries there existed the custom to confine in the library, him who was 
defeated during a scientific argument. Let him learn more! An excellent custom!

“A certain Chinese Amban (governor), an evil and dissolute man, was desirous of visit
ing a venerated holy abbot of the local monastery in Tibet. By persistence and force he de
manded an audience, but when he entered the reception room of the abbot, he saw on the 
throne, instead of the holy man, the image of a hideous pig, and in fright he rushed from the 
presence. Thus the dissolute man, making his way by force, found an image worthy of 
him! A reminder to all despots: As ye measure so shall it be measured unto you.”

A legend of Central Asia tells of the mysterious sacred nation, underground dwellers 
—the Agharti. Approaching the gates into His blessed Kingdom, all living beings become 
silent, reverently changing their course. Recall, now, the Russian legend about the mys
terious “wonder” which went underground to escape the persecution of the evil forces.
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To this mystery also leads the legend of the subterranean City of Kitege. Everything comes 
from the North.

The whole world tells its tales of underground cities, treasure troves, temples merging 
under water! The Russian and Norman peasant relates about this with equal surety. So, 
too, does the inhabitant of the desert know of the treasures which sometimes glimmer from 
under the sand waves of the deserts and then—until the ordained time—recede again un
der the earth.

Around one beaconfire are gathering those who remember the predestined dates. We 
do not speak of superstitions but of knowledge—knowledge revealed in beautiful symbols. 
Why to invent, when truth is so manifold!

Many sources tell of the subterranean dwellings in the district of Lhassa and Koko-Nor. 
A lama from Mongolia recalls the following legend: When the foundations of the monas
tery Genden were built, during the time of the Teacher Tzong-kha-pa in the fourteenth cen
tury, it was noticed that through the gaps of the rocks there arose the smoke of incense. A pas
sage was broken through and there was found a cave in which, unstirringly, was seated an old 
man. Tzong-kha-pa aroused him from his ecstasy and the old man asked for a cup of milk. 
Then he asked what religion now existed upon earth. After which he disappeared. It is 
also pointed out that the Potala, the palace of the Dalai Lama, has hidden recesses of the 
greatest antiquity. Of course, casual travelers could not verify this. By the facial expres
sions of the high lamas one will not discover anything. One must seek through other paths.

If so much lies underground—how much more lies under the veil of silence. It is naive 
to insist, after the first cautious response. An authoritative astrologer assures us that he 
knows nothing—has only heard rumors. Another who is versed in the ways of antiquity 
just now insists he has not even heard of such things. And why should they answer other
wise? They must not betray. Most heinous is treason—and there are many traitors. We 
discern the true devotion and behind it the structure of the future.

It is said that such devotion did Solomon manifest toward the construction of the tem
ple. For even when breathing his last, he remained upright in prayer until an ant bored 
through his staff—lest he interrupt or harm the work of construction. The example of per
severance and devotion!

Unexplained have remained the strivings of Solomon for the One Temple, sheltering 
all forms of prayer. Abandoned Fatehpur-Sikri (near Agra) is full of the signs of the 
United faith, which was proclaimed by Akbar the Great who preached unity. In the center of 
the palace-court is still standing the Temple of united religions. Superficial writers wonder 
why the walls of this mysterious structure bear the remains of such varied signs—the traces 
of Buddhism mingled with Hindu and Christian fragments. This united torch was already 
manifested in life!

“Wise in heart and mighty in strength; who hath resisted Him and hath had peace, Who
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spreadeth out the heavens and treadeth upon the waves of the sea—Who maketh Arcturus 
and Orion and Pleiades and the inner part of the south—Who doeth things great and in
comprehensible and wonderful of which there is no number—” exclaims Job about the One. 
And are not the prophetic signs of Watan and Sensar pointing towards Him? We asked 
the Lama, “Is it true that the Festival of Unity is approaching?” He looked closely at us, 
then answered, “Such are the prophecies.”

In 1924, according to Tibetan calculations, the new century began, for here a century 
is not calculated as a hundred years, but as sixty.

One listens to the reading of the Bhagavad-Gita; one hears the exclamation of the 
Buddhists servants of the Temples. Does there not appear before you the One Image— 
the One common Will towards happiness and joy?

Should we not reflect why in all covenants is told of the same active beginning? Why 
is the manifestation of phenomena always accompanied by the same unexplainable words, 
but always by a vivid action of spirit? The writings say, The spirit revolted. And 
without the wondrous “uprising of the spirit,” without this invisible action, nothing is de
cisive.

The formulas themselves often astonish by their universality. In them are united the 
summons of the mysteries with the prayers of the most unexpected cults separated by whole 
epochs and whole continents. The language of the Mother of the World is the same for 
all cradles.

“Halleluja, Halleluja, Halleluja” or “Halelu, Halelu, Halelu” is a conjuration of the 
ancient mysteries. From the Chaldeans, Babylonians, through the Israelites it reached our 
era. It is also known by several tribes of India.

In this region the simple guide will suddenly turn around on his path and proclaim: 
“But men must finally realize that possession is one! But will That soon come, Which will 
unite man?” So thinks and ponders the simple, poor man, among the blue hills of Sikhim. 
In the hope of the guide you discern the powerful proclamation of Vivekananda: without de
preciation, only in all powerful unity and righteous understanding, he walked. One wishes 
that our leaders valued Buddha in the same way as the enlightened Lamas speak of us. 
Only in such benevolent understanding lies the certainty of the future structure.

Principally let us have less of ignorant denials.

Vivekananda asked of the pseudo-Christians: “If you love so the teachings of Christ, 
why do you not follow them in all things?” So spoke the pupil of Ramakrishna, he who 
passed through the substance of all religions and who in life learned “to deny not.”
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“Buddhism is the most scientific and most communal religion,” says the Hindu biolo
gist, Bose. It is a joy to hear how this true savant who found his way to the mysteries of 
plant life speaks about the Vedanta, Mahabharata, and about the poetry of the legends of 
the Himalaya. Only the true knowledge can find the merited place for all existing things.

And accompanying the voice of the savant, simple and comprehensive, the silvery tone 
of an electric apparatus tinkles out the pulse of the life of his plants, reopening pages of the 
world’s knowledge, long-since sealed.

Bose’s mother in her day sold all her jewels in order to give her son an education. The 
scientist, in demonstrating “his kingdom,” says: “Here are the children of the rich in lux
urious conditions. See how they become puffed and baggy. They need a good storm to

“Sanctuaries and Citadels” Series Roerich Museum, New York

bring them back to healthy normalcy.” Knowing the pulse of the plant world, the scientist 
approached openly all the manifestations of life. He values highly Timiryaseff’s review 
of his works. One of Bose’s best books was written on the heights of the Punjab in Maya- 
vati—in the monastery of Vivekananda.

Most often from Bhutan the ragged, deep blue, furling waves of fog crawl upward. 
Not only the snowy ridges but also all the steps to the mountain paths are wrapped in the 
dense mist. It is difficult to believe there is a hidden glimmer. Shall we not begin deny
ing the very existence of the Himalayas“? If they are invisible, that means they are non
existent! Whenever something is invisible to us we presume it does not exist. Such is the 
decision of ignorance.
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Manasbal Lake {“Lakes and Gilgit Path” Series') Roerich Museum, New York

Intricate are the mountain paths with their many turns. How many are the earth- 
covered pits under the horse’s hoofs. Many are the intercrossing currents and streams, 
with the torpid dampness under the green-blue foliage. Truly many are the serpents be
neath the flowers. And the language of the murmuring foliage is incomprehensible.

Early are the stars aglow here. Towards the East, undiminished, flames the triple-starred 
constellation of Orion, this constellation which finds its way through all teachings. In the 
archives of the old observatories, undoubtedly much remarkable data could be found about 
it. The cult which surrounds some constellations such as the Bear and Orion amaze you 
by their wide-spread popularity.

The wisdom of the Shamans designates them for worship. Nor did Job accidentally 
point to them alone as the supreme act of creation. The glimmer spreads everywhere. In 
the latest number of the bulletin of the London Asiatic Society, is this very important item : 
“The Emperor Baber near the beginning of his Memoirs says: ‘On the outskirts of Barakoh 
is a mosque called the Jawza Madjid. The real meaning of the word is “House of Orion.” 
Jawza is a name of Orion.’ ” With what ancient cult was the mosque pointed out by 
Baber identified“? It is now most likely effaced by the sands of the great desert. Thus we see 
how unceasingly does Orion attract the eye of men. Again are the astronomic bulletins tell
ing of the unexplainable pink rays, which hav e suddenly radiated from this constellation. 
This constellation of Orion contains the signs of the “Three Magi.” Orion, too, in ancient 
teaching was compared to Atlas, supporting the weight of the world. Verily, the Star of 
the East! __________

The air is clear. The small Lepchas, coolies of Sikhim—bear on their backs huge stones 
up to the mountain. It is for the unknown structure. Their heads are bent so low that one 
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cannot distinguish their faces, because of the shawl and metal rings and chains. Will they 
carry it safely? How is it possible to overload a body of four feet with such huge stones! 
Yet instead of groans you hear laughter from under the bent back. Much laughter is 
heard in Sikhim. The nearer to Tibet the more communicative are the people. And more 
often one hears singing accompanied by a pleasantry. The air is clearer here.

The chief of the caravan is called Sardar. He is mounted firmly on the white mountain 
pony in his purple kaftan. Many are the white horses here. And the caves of Kinchen- 
junga where were stored the treasures, are still far off.

In one of the caves is the statue of Padma Sambhava (teacher of Tibet) and behind it 
is seen a stone door—never yet opened by man. And yet they say: “Nothing still remains 
hidden!” __________

Why do you not write us all you know? As if you were strewing pearls or setting land
marks? By these sign-posts you yourself will pass the journey. You alone—on human 
feet. According to your growth shall you yourself gather pearls. By your own hands shall 
you match them. By your own hands will you develop dynamic power. You will your
self “return” and radiate it from your fingers.

Otherwise matter and spirit will again not harmonize in the “song of ceaseless labor.” 
In this way, superficial curiosity will be divided from true striving. There is told of one 
“modern sage” who offered to found an institute where anyone coming from the street 
could at once be convinced of phenomena. But this “sage” forgot to offer these strange 
comers from the street at least the wherewithal to clean their hands for the tests. There 
are ways which we must approach only with pure hands and with our own will.

And if through the shell of the objects of everyday you will be enabled to behold the 
summits of the cosmos—what a marvelous and undiminishing outlook shall the world have 
for the unsheathed eye. The medical lore of the ancients acclaimed laughter as useful for 
the purification of peltated glands. How useful then must a smile be for the brain? Then 
shall the trembling conjuries of fear be transformed into the valiant call of joy.

93



Sanctuaries and Citadels” Series Roerich Museum, New York



“Pir Panzal” Series Roerich Museum, New York

PART II

T
HE motley figures of hell are being trampled down by the powerful feet of the 

Benevolent spirits. Red and green “guardians of the entrances,” many
armed, and with horrible grins, are threatening the violators. In explosive 
gasps flare up the gold tongues of the primeval flame. The misty aureoles 
of lights are glowing. . . .

With cold respect or else with a clerical sense of the scientific, do we examine the Tibetan 
and Nepal banner-paintings in the British Museum, the Musee Guimet in Paris, or the 
Field Museum in Chicago. But in a completely different attitude do we approach the 
same paintings on this site, and they speak to you quite differently. Every gesture of 
Buddha’s arms is of vital meaning for the local world. The good and evil spirits with their 
endless symbolic ornamentation are transformed into a living epos. The images seem en
folded in a stirring harmony of tones. The finest of these are the ancient work although 
the new paintings are also at times excellent.

Let us prophesy for these images a great future—just as twenty years ago the future im
portance of the old Russian ikons was predicted. Just attention has been given to the 
Chinese and Japanese art. The intricate literature has explained this free art concisely. 
But after a study of classic Egypt, after the subtlety of Japan, after the romance of China 
and after the Arabesque of the Persian and Mogul miniature, now appears a new object for 
study and admiration. The art of Central Asia and Tibet is coming to the fore. In the 
fiery fantasy; in the dignity of the fine form; in the intense and complex gradation of tones 
is manifested this completely unique and striking art. But in its quiescent expression this 
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art responds to the mystery of the cradle of humanity. It forms a special hearth to which in
time shall be directed inquiries and researches.

Only, it is necessary to knock upon the doors of this beauty without threats, without
weapons, without pillage. With full readiness must we gather the pearls of profound and 
anonymous achievements; without superficial scientific hypocrisy and without bribed 
treachery.

To study the life of a nightingale by first killing it—is it not barbaric?

One remembers keenly some objects discovered by Kosloff in Kharakhoto in Mongolia. 
Especially does one recall the wondrous image of the woman’s head. If such a people lived 
in the silent cities of the deserts—how far were these places from wilderness.

With wisdom does the desert succeed in guarding for posterity new treasures, and not 
only material treasures. ...

One must recall not only the swords of the Tartar in measuring the life of Central 
Asia. There are also the tents of all explorers and searchers. The spirituality of Mon
golia also is now considered very high—even to the Khan’s camps were summoned the finest 
of artists.

I remember how badly fared one young doctor who was sent to Urga in Mongolia for 
service. Poor soul, he knew not what and how to search. If our young generation could 
realize what treasures were prepared for it, and lie at the end of the road unlifted. Some
times it is only a question of lifting up the treasures.

A little shepherd boy found 120 pounds of gold in Scythian objects, because he was at-
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tracted by the glimmer of metal which sparkled on the slope of the hill, washed off by rain. 
How many such sparks are glimmering! But often our eyes are full of laziness.

The blessed Maitreya is always represented crowned by a wreath, in a great image. In 
Tashi-Lunpo, the monastery of the Tashi-Lama, three years ago there was placed a gigantic 
image of Maitreya, Savior of the World. This idea has been invoked with the new era of 
Tibetan chronology.

During the service in the temples smoking Tibetan tea is being carried around. One 
must never leave the vessel empty—this is contrary to the custom of the East. Then the 
gigantic trumpets are sounded, like the thunderous blast of archangels, with their summons 
to the future. Backs adorned with their purple mantles are bent low, thinking of the fu
ture. And like a fiery field, under the image of the Savior of the World, one hundred and 
eight lights are glimmering, in the name of Unity.

In special compartments are guarded the masks of the keepers of religion. Is it possi
ble that these frightful visages can symbolize a religion of benevolence? They must not be 
regarded, however, as symbols of religion, but symbols of earthly elemental forces. For 
there is the sky and the earth.

Even the physical world, which includes the teaching of the Tantra and which has been 
so degraded in modern understanding, must be conceived sublimely. The Teacher, Padma 
Sambhava, would not have devoted himself only to material teaching.
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I look upon the ancient paintings of the Monastery Baling. Here are the acts of the 
Teacher, Padma Sambhava. All his forces are represented in action. Here is the teacher 
as a black-hatted lama with Solomon’s Star upon his head-dress, and striking a dragon. Here 
is the teacher summoning the rain. Here he saves a drowning one; he charms small evil 
spirits; weaponless, he conquers beasts and by a magic weapon he smites a tiger, first cover
ing his head with the sacred triangle. Here he makes harmless the serpents; here he conjures 
the stormy current; and he sends rain. Now he fearlessly intercourses with the gigantic 
mountain spirit. Here the teacher flies above all mountains. Now, out of the shelter of 
the cave he hastens to comfort the world. And finally in the circle of a poor family, he prays 
for a benign sea voyage for the absent master of the house. No matter how besmirched 
is his teaching now, the foundation still gleams through.

Or again, another ancient painting: The Paradise of Padma Sambhava. The teacher 
sits in the Temple surrounded by the Righteous Ones. The Temple stands upon a moun
tain separated from the earthly world by a blue river. Across the river are stretched white 
hatiks (scarfs) and upon them the self-denying voyagers are crossing to the temple. A 
clear picture of the ascent! Of course, his commentators have smirched even this manifes
tation. How encrusted with false grimaces are also all religions!

Of course, the Teacher, Tzong-kha-pa is already nearer. He rose beyond the confines of 
magic. He forbade the monks to have recourse to magic powers. His teaching—-the Yel
low Lamas—seems less spoiled.
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On New Year’s Eve, February 4, after sunset, the fire in the monasteries upon the hill 
darts up. And there reverberates the ringing gongs and the far-away drums. ... In the 
morning are held the dances.

Before the New Year, one must destroy the evil spirits by conjuring dances. In the 
Dance of the Elks, the effigy of the evil spirit is hacked and its parts strewn around. In 
the midst of the circle proudly walks the Guardian of Religion, brandishing his sword—while 
black-headed lamas whirl around, swirling the wings of their broad sleeves. Musicians in 
high yellow hats are coming to the fore, like Berendeys in “Snowmaiden.” And above the 
ornamental cornices of the temple, the eagles wheel, while from the turrets of the hill the 
assembled crowds stand out in colorful relief.

The dances themselves on the New Year’s day with their frightful symbols of evil spirit 
and skeleton, acquire significance. How far removed is the impression made by these awe
inspiring masks, against the sunny background of the Himalayas, from the oppressive dark 
corners of Museums where these examples are so often collected, frightening the visitor 
by the apparition of a conventional hell. Of course, this hell is invoked only for the terri
fying of the weakly developed souls, and much fantasy is devoted to the intensifying of 
these hellish countenances.

In the monastery of the Red Caps the impression is not so clear. In the Red Monasteries 
of Padma Sambhava this symbolization is more physically conventional. The play starts 
with a simple “mystery” of the judgment over the dead. The chief lord of hell is ap
proaching with his assistants. The beast-like servitors are dragging forward the black soul of 
a dead murderer. They are weighing out his crimes. The chalice of his sins weighs down 
the balance, and the murderer is thereupon thrust into a seething caldron. The same occurs 
to the soul of a female sinner.

But then there is summoned forth a Saint in the vestments of a Lama. He is adorned 
in a white scarf. Of course, the court needs must be just, so three messengers of joy lead the 
exalted one into Paradise!

Fifteen years ago there died a remarkable Lama who came from Mongolia. We saw 
his image—resembling the type of Russian ascetic. A powerful visage—unconquerably 
hard are the cheek bones; keenly piercing are the eyes. During the departure of this strong 
spirit, a rainbow shone over the monastery founded by him.

The Lama was noted for his rare books—and it is very difficult to obtain rare books. One 
must send a trusted person into the far-away. However, remarkable books exist; for in
stance, there is the book of one Tashi-Lama, concerning his visit to sacred Chambhalla. 
There are collections of symbolic proverbs. There is a treatise on the transmigration of souls. 
They are not translated.

The teachings brought from Chambhalla often find their way into the works of Euro
pean scientists. For instance, in the cemetery of Darjeeling is buried an enigmatic man,
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Hungarian by birth, who lived at the end of the eighteenth century. He came walking from 
Hungary to Tibet, remaining many years in unknown monasteries. In the thirties of the 
last century, Scoma de Keres, as he was called, died. In his works he pointed out the 
teachings from Chambhalla, designating the next hierarchy to succeed Buddha. It is very 
characteristic that this savant came here from Hungary. His activity was entirely enig
matic.

One more spark about Chambhalla. A very well known Tashi-Lama often fell into an 
ecstasy during his talks with his pupils. Sometimes he even physically disappeared, being 
transported into the sanctuary Dejung, meaning in Tibetan, Chambhalla.

At the same time, remembering exalted occurrences, one also recalls the turmoils of the 
spirit. “A slanderer once approached Buddha, but the Blessed One was so indignant, that 
a spark of lightning struck the offender. Of course, the Blessed One arrested the counter
blow and revived the defamer, but the latter had been so shocked that he forgot his plan 
of attack. Such is the force of the counterblow!”

“There is also told a case when Senghen Lama, before his execution in Lhassa, pointed 
out that he would soon reincarnate again on earth, and truly very soon in Chinese Turkestan 
was born a boy with the same rare and characteristic physical defect on his knee, which dis
tinguished the late Lama. Now this Mongolian prince is more than twenty years of age. 
At present in our service is the son of the servant of the late Lama, and he was wont to 
travel on the errands of his father, to the young prince.”

Whoever is acquainted with riding horseback in Caucasia or in the Arizona and Colo
rado canyons, will know how to climb the steepnesses of the hills of Sikhim. Only, instead 
of the colorful tragedy of American wonders, here you behold an ascending garden beauti
ful through the mysterious rise of the religious spirit. And in its unknown caves are sitting 
hermits, who upon the strings of earth are composing the legend of the celestial life.

He who has known the approaches to the old monasteries and ancient town sites in Rus
sia with their blossoming hills and fragrant pine groves, will understand the feeling on the 
approach to the monasteries of Sikhim. I always repeat that if you want to see a beautiful 
spot, ask the inhabitants of a town to point out the most ancient site. These people of 
times immemorial knew how to select the most beautiful places.

Every mountain summit is crowned by a beautiful Mendang, with its wheels of life, its 
prayers carved in relief and with its niches for seats and from which you behold the image 
of the far-off distances. Here lamas and travelers are meditating. Here banners are flut
tering. Here each rider will slow down his horse.

From the mountain summit you plunge again into the receding hills. The ribs of the 
chequered hillocks also disappear, like the backs of panthers, tigers and wolves.

After the hills, again the fairy-tales of the forest. Green elves and monsters impede 
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the way. The verdant webs intertwine. The snakes wind themselves around the trunks. 
The moss-like tigers and leopards here are lurking. An enchanted world this!

The most fantastic hills and rocks form themselves into a seeming Sacred Chalice—a vast 
valley. In the center of the valley unapproachably stands the mountain of the White 
Stone, girded by two rivers. It is crowned by the Monastery Tashi-ding, which means 
“Valley open to heaven.” An ancient place this. Try to search the endless wrinkles and 
cavities of its rocks. Try to unearth the treasures collected by the monastery the miracu
lous storie, fulfillment of all wishes; the immortal Amritha and a hundred images of 
Buddha; as well as all the sacred books temporarily hidden; and all other treasures spoken 
of in the ancient manuscript, “The Voyage through Sikhim.”

The approaches to Tashi-ding are very difficult. Only recently have the impossible 
trails been transformed into steep footpaths. Verily, the path of the spirit must be tra
versed by human feet!

One crossing on the suspended bamboo bridge is especially hazardous. Below, the moun
tain river rushes and roars, bearing down the sacred waters from Kinchenjunga. And above 
the bridge on the steep slope, many times you pause: Shall I at last reach? One must 
hold one’s breath to conquer this century old mountain.

Upon the upper slope is arranged an honorary reception for us by the land owners. Ale, 
sugar-cane and tangerines await us, under the canopy of rushes adorned with their yellow 
garlands. Further off are resounding the reverberant drums and silver gongs. On the last 
slope we are met by the pipers and trumpeters—the reception of the monastery.

Amidst the rows of a colorful crowd you reach the ancient place. Behind the gates of
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the monastery, in purple garments, the lamas receive you. In the front row a vener
able old man, head lama of the monastery, stands like a delicately carved image of the 
fifteenth century. So you will walk up to the spreading turquoise canopies amidst a forest 
of stupas and amidst resplendent banners, amidst the sparkling rows of sacrificial fires.

In the first full moon after New Year, which fell on the twentieth of February, there is 
an annual festival in Tashi-ding. The miracle of the self-filling chalice occurs at the time.

Since ancient days—more than eight generations ago—this miracle has been ordained. 
From a designated spot in the mountain river a small vessel of water is drawn and poured 
into an ancient wooden chalice. In the presence of witnesses, representatives of the Ma
harajah of Sikhim, the chalice is closed and hermetically sealed. A year later at sunrise dur
ing the same full moon, the chalice is unsealed, amidst due ceremony, and the quantity of 
water is measured. Sometimes the water has diminished but sometimes it has increased 
considerably. In the year of the great war, the water tripled in quantity, which meant war. 
Now the water has diminished by half, which means famine and social disorder.

This evil omen has been intensified by another sign. On February twentieth there oc
curred a complete eclipse of the moon. Never has there been so evil a sign.

The trumpets are blasting, piercingly shriek the whistles—the people in costumes as 
though from “Snowmaiden” proceed to the sacred stupa. The choir, singing aloud, winds 
its way around the crowds. Many prostrate themselves. Resoundingly thunder the drums 
of the lamas. At this moment darkness falls athwart the clear moonlight! The golden sacri
ficial fires gleam out as though against black velvet. Occurs a complete eclipse! The 
demon has stolen the moon! Never was it so until this day of miracle in Tashi-ding.

But there was also one good omen. At sunrise the Head Lama beheld that upon the 
peaks of the mountains there started to glow garlands of fire.

When the moon was restored to the world, the dancing commenced around the main 
stupa, a typical Russian round. The songs are also like the Russian, their import is spirit
ual. “In a monastery dwells our Lord Buddha. We bring to him our offering”—so be
gins one song; or, “Mighty is the sacred book but I shall find a spot for it close to my 
heart”; or, “I recollect the sacred monastery.”

In a white kaftan approaches the artist who decorated the local temple. We have ar
ranged for him to go with us to paint the Blessed Maitreya. He will demonstrate the tech
nique of the local painting.

Red, yellow, white, purple kaftans; women’s sleeves of crimson, green and white. 
Peaked hats, fur-edged. The people talk, pray, and for two nights walk around the stupa.
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They are kissing the stone upon which the Teacher Padma Sambhava gave his bene
diction of the site. They walk around another stone bearing the imprint of the Teacher’s 
foot and with the imprint of hoofs and paws. And again and again the chorus marches 
around the stupa, singing of the fulfillment of all desires.

Entering the temple, you walk along your left up to the wall of the altar. Within 
the temples of the Yellow Sect, in the center of the altar wall, is the statue of Buddha. 
Or now even of Maitreya-Buddha. In the Red Sect, Padma Sambhava is in the center, 
and Buddha is at the right. Sometimes the lower temple is dedicated to Padma Sambhava 
and the upper one to Buddha. These positions are closely related to the inner meanings 
of the teachings: Buddha represents heaven; Padma Sambhava the earth. Upon the 
side niches are images of Avalokitesvara—a spiritual conclave of brotherhood, many-headed, 
and many-armed, like our Russian Hundred-Armed One. There are also statues of the 
“Keepers of lightning,” of the founders of Monasteries and of sixteen Arhats, sitting 
in carved caves. Upon the altar are candlesticks and various offerings, seven chalices with 
water, saucers of rice, censers with incense and a shrine with relics.

The walls are covered with frescoes, generally but one wall, that of the altar. At the 
entrance stand the images of the four guardians of the four hemispheres. In every temple 
will be found an image of the seven treasures vouchsafed to humanity; among them on a 
white horse is the image of the miraculous stone.

In a special compartment are kept the sacred books. The one dream of the monasteries 
is to enlarge the number of books, but books are expensive—a sacred collection costs up to a 
thousand rupees.

Especially touching is the service of the thousand lights, on the eve of the “miracle,” 
here in the low frescoed temple, with its columns and ornamented beams. In the center is 
a long table on which fires are set; along the walls also stand rows of lights, and this sea 
of flame undulates and sways, wrapped in a veil of smoke from the sandalwood, wild mint 
and other fragrances, which are consumed in the urns. During this service the singing 
too is of exquisite harmony.

Along all paths, the caravans of the pilgrims wind their way. High saddles are covered 
with bright fabrics. Wild white ponies are bearing the bulging-bellied luggage. All is 
crowded with searchers seeking a resting place for the night. Here and there are a few 
banners raised in memory of living and oftener for the dead. A crowd up to 1200 collects 
together—but a peaceful, good crowd.

At early dawn, long before sunrise, when the snows on the mountain are still soft am
ber, the camp begins to stir. The drone of life creeps along and broadens; the cadence of 
early prayer mingles with the stamping of horses and mules.
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In the morning, a procession makes its way towards our tent. The Head Lama himself 
proclaims the bringing of gifts. After him follow high uplifted trays with rice, with the 
ribs of a ram, with sugar-cane, with braga and fruit. The lama himself makes the offering 
to our traveling kitchen.

Amidst the stupas are spread the tents of the pilgrims. Here under a green canopy 
are sitting lamas from Tibet, and women are turning for them the lengthy pages of the 
prayer book. The lamas are intoning Tantrik songs, to the sounds of hand drums and 
gongs. Where is Stravinsky, where Zavadsky, to portray the powerful modes of these stir
ring calls ?

Not far off, a group from Nepal are clapping hands in rhythmic beat and chanting. In 
the center, a woman, with features unmoved, ecstatically dances the Sharpa Dance, full 
of the fine gestures of conjuration. Sometimes she moves her hands in a fluttering motion 
like a bird and utters a weird bird-like call. It is indeed striking.

There the wanderers from Bhutan are praying under a red canopy. Before the miracle 
and the distribution of the healing waters, a sacred procession walks around the stupas. In 
the front are trumpeters in high red hats; after them the Lamas in tiaras, and behind are 
borne a long row of sacred books.

At sunset, within the tent, the Head Lama quietly speaks of the sanctuaries of Sikhim. 
He relates the miracles which he has seen, or has heard; of the buzzing of swarms of in
visible bees; of the singing of celestial music; of the apparition of sacred images. At our 
departure the lama pointed out two gracious omens. Upon our way, coming to meet us, 
were three brimming bamboo water pails carried by water carriers, and two woodsmen with 
full fagots of wood.
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PART III

T
ASHI-DING belongs to the parish of a great monastery, Pemaionchi, and is 

a day’s travel. It is also on the peak, standing like a bulwark. It has been 
newly rebuilt. Its renovation has been done with such sensitiveness that 
even the newest painting gives you joy by its fine ornate decoration. And 
the carvings on the casements are fairy-like. And the high heavy door

ways lead you into the ancient wooden temple of Russia. Dignified are the head lamas 
with their festive purple garments and with their portly red tiaras adorning their heads. 
Nevertheless one recalls with most pleasure the eighty-year-old-abbot of Tashi-ding, ever 
zealous and careful to improve his structure, with his economical eye penetrating every
where.

Behind the gates of Pemaionchi are standing as guardians three-hundred-year-old an
cient trees—like the fairy forest of the Tsar Berendey. A tiny street of the lamas’ homes is 
like the suburb of Berendey, painted and ornamented with its many-colored porches and 
stairways.

Here is “Heaven’s Sacred Mountain” and upon its peaks shines a small mountain lake. 
There also is a small temple erected on the spot where the founder of the Red Sect in Sik- 
him lived. From Dubdi, the founder passed to the Sacred Lake and thence into the an
cient Sanga Chelling.

The four most ancient monasteries of Sikhim are Dubdi, Sanga Chelling, Daling and 
Robling. And the meaning of their names is a noble one: “Place of Meditation,” “Island 
of Secret Teaching,” “Island of Lightning” and “Island of Happy Striving.”
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An interesting monastery is Sanga Chelling; nor do we forget Daling with its blue- 
white, porcelainesque entrance amidst bamboo groves. Here is preciously kept at the altar 
a sealed unopened box containing relics of the founder of the monastery. In Sanga Chell
ing there are no relics, but there rests a stone made sacred by the blessing of the founder; when 
the life of the monastery is unalloyed the stone is firm, but each deviation makes the stone 
creak. __________

Here in this monastery are those tiny doors, beloved to me in Novgorod and Yaro
slavl. Here is beautiful fresco painting. Here are the polychrome ornaments entwining 
casements of windows and doors. Here are the same rounded backs of pilgrims devoted 
to the faith, and the fires of dedicated offerings. Our coolies are also lighting a fire—a 
true widow’s mite. And above them adamantly rises “the Keeper of lightning.”

Although Padma Sambhava was never in Pemaionchi, yet in the monastery are kept 
the things which belonged to this founder of the religion. The things are kept sealed but 
on some occasions shown; a garment, head-dresses, beads, tiny bells of a wondrous chime, 
two magic daggers and a small exquisite image of Buddha.

And the trumpets sound more thunderous in Pemaionchi and the dragon guardians 
seem more terrifying and the influence of the monastery is greater. The ruins of the 
palace of the Maharajah are near; according to the biblical custom the first Maharajah was 
chosen to reign by the head of the religion. But there is no figure of Maitreya in the big 
monastery.

As we proceed on the way we see a few solitary temples with a single fire surrounded 
by peach and rose flowers and intertwining orchids and wild peonies. They still indicate 
closer the path of simple attainment of the Teaching.

Out of the forest walks a peasant, and his head is adorned with white flowers. Where 
is this possible? Only in Sikhim.

Are the inhabitants of Sikhim poor? Where there are no riches there is no poverty. 
The people are living simply. Upon the hills amidst blossoming trees, stand the quiet 
houses. Through the many-colored branches shine the bright stars and glimmer the snow- 
covered peaks. Here are people carrying their vegetables; here they pasture their cattle 
and smile kindly. Here with fairy-like music they walk along the steep paths in wedding 
processions. Knowing of reincarnation they quietly cremate the bodies. And they are 
singing. Mark, they are often singing.

Verily, one can sing under a canopy of various flowers and plants. Orchids like color
ful eyes cling to the trunks of the giants. Pink, purple and yellow bouquets are strewn 
along the way like bright sparks. And not simply plants are these but many have their 
ancient powers of healing.
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Nature awaits here full of gifts. Come hither and be cured. Charura, Parura, Orrura 
are the three important curative fruits against cough, cold and fever. Charura is like a 
yellow cherry; Parura like a green chestnut and Orrura like a yellowish green crabapple. 
All three are sharp to the taste and full of tannin. Here is the red bark of Aku Ombo, to cure 
wounds. Salve against fever is Sergi Pruba like a dry giant bean. Chuta, the dry bitter 
root, will cure swelling and heal the throat. Bassack is a brown powder for colds. The red
stemmed Tze produces magenta; bitter Purma is for incenses. A broth from the roots of 
Berekuro is effective for women’s ailments. The flowers of Dangero heal the stomach, 
much like the flower of the red rhododendron, while the leaf of Dysro is a disinfectant for 
wounds. Memshing Pati is a sacred plant in Nepal, where it is used for head ornaments 
at festivals. Endless are the useful plants awaiting the best application and study.

“The leaves of the herb Aua Duti are said to soften stones, just as do the snow-frogs 
in Himalayas. Therefore if upon a stone you see the print of an elk’s foot or the paw of 
an animal, it means they have eaten or touched this wondrous herb. One more turn to 
legends; near Phalut on the road to Kinchenjunga grows a precious plant, the black aco
nite. Its flower lights up at night, and by its glow one locates this rare plant. Here again 
is the trace of the legend of the Russian fire flower, that enchanted blossom which fulfilled 
all wishes—and which leads us not to superstition but 'to that same source wherein so 
much still lies concealed.”

Before our gates was found a strange gift. The branches of a fir tree, rhododendron 
and some other plant were there, with their leaves pointing to our house, and covered with 
a flat stone. This is a conjuration (Sunnium)—and the man who raises this offering re
ceives upon himself all which is sworn upon it, whether of good or evil, sickness or sorrow 
or joy. For many days lay this sunnium and even horses shied at it. The same con
juration we observed in the suburb of Jaipur—there in the middle of a street, in a flat 
basket, lay a lamb’s liver, flowers, and three silver rupees. None touched them. These con
jurations are of very ancient origin.

Everywhere are legends of the accidental encountering of sacred spots, the revelation 
of which was followed by dumbness and even death. Thus it is told that one Shikari (a 
hunter) in Assam, accidentally wandered into a sacred place and beheld its mysteries, and 
when he attempted to reveal them he was stricken dumb.

On the shore of the sea is moving a stick. It moves on alone, and near the top of it is 
tied a lighted tinder. Thus do the conjurers of the shore of Malabar invoke their con
jurations to burn the houses of the enemy. Dr. Jones of Calcutta tried to overtake such a 
stick but it “walked away” beyond his own pace.

A legend out of Mongolia: “A venerated mother died and her son was desirous that 
a high lama possessed of exalted powers should perform the services over her. But such



a lama could not be found. The son at the moment of death collected the spirit of the de
parting one into a sandalwood casket and strongly sealed this sanctuary and himself in
vited the best lamas from Tibet. The lamas concentrated upon the casket; one of them be
gan to change in countenance, first becoming red, then blue from exertion. Then sud
denly the casket burst into splinters before the eyes of all. This lama was enabled to free 
the spirit and thus could read the service.”

The people here know everything; they have heard everything. One can recollect and 
disclose all things in the twilight: of “Nam Ig” (heavenly letters)—the letters and sacred 
books which are falling from heaven; of rings of silver or turquoise which change their color 
as a sign of foreboding and warning; of Zi—the stone bead, sent from heaven to guard the 
health; of the finding of objects which disappear afterward. All this is known.

A woman was very pious and dreamt to receive the image of Buddha. Working in the 
morning amid her flowers she discovered an image and brought it into her shrine. But soon 
the Buddha disappeared from the shrine. Next time the woman found in her garden a whirl
ing sparkling stone and put it into a coffer and forgot it. Then the stone disappeared. 
Every neglect occasions the disappearance of the bestowed happiness.

Record not those things which can be read in books, but those that are related to you 
in person, for these thoughts are the living ones. Understand the sparks of the primordial 
teaching.

In the twilight under the flowing stars, in the purple sheen of the mist, sounds the soft 
voice of the lama, telling his calm tale of the “King of the World,” of His power, of His 
action and wisdom, of His legions, in which each warrior shall be possessed of some miracu
lous power. And of the dates, he tells.

The tale is taken from an ancient Tibetan book, wherein, under symbols, are given the 
future movements of the Dalai Lama and Tashi Lama, which already have been fulfilled. 
There are described the special physical marks of Rulers, under whom the countrv shall 
fall under the reign of the monkeys. But after shall the rule be regained and then will 
come Someone of greatness. His coming is calculated in twelve years—which will be in 
1936. __________

When the time came for the Blessed Buddha to depart from this earth He was asked by 
four lords of Dharmapal to bequeath to mankind His image. The Blessed One consented 
and designated the most worthy artist, but the artist could not take the exact measure
ments because his hand trembled so when he approached the Blessed One. Then said 
Buddha, “I shall stand near the water. Thou shall take the measurements from my reflec
tion.” And the artist was thus enabled to do so, and executed four images, modeled from 
a sacred alloy of seven metals. Two of these images are now in Lhassa and the remaining 
two are still hidden until the given time.
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One Tibetan ruler married Chinese and Nepal princesses in order to attract with them 
to Tibet the two sacred images of Buddha.

Twelve hundred years after Buddha, the Teacher Padma Sambhava brought closer to 
men the teachings of the Blessed One. At the birth of Padma Sambhava all the skies were 
aglow and the shepherds saw miraculous tokens. The eight-year-old Teacher was mani
fested to the world in the Lotus flower. Padma Sambhava did not die but departed to teach 
new countries. Had he not done so the world would be threatened by a new danger.

In the cave Kandro Sampo, not far from Tashi-ding, near some hot spring, dwelt Padma 
Sambhava himself. A certain giant, thinking to penetrate across to Tibet, attempted to 
build a passage into the Sacred Land. The Blessed Teacher rose up and growing great in 
height struck the bold venturer. Thus was destroyed the giant. And now in the cave is the 
image of Padma Sambhava and behind it is a stone door. It is known that behind this 
door the Teacher had hidden secret, mysteries for the future. But the dates for their revela
tion have not yet come.

Wherefore do the giant trumpets in the Buddhist temples have so resonant a tone? The 
ruler of Tibet decided to summon from India, from the place where dwelt the Blessed One, 
a learned lama, in order to purify the fundaments of teaching. How to meet the guest? 
The High Lama of Tibet, having a vision, gave the design of a new trumpet so that the 
guest should be received with unprecedented sound; and the meeting was a wonderful 
one—not by the wealth of gold but by the grandeur of sound!

Why do the gongs in the temple ring out with such great volume? And as silver, re
sound the gongs and bells at dawn and evening, when the high currents are tense. Their 
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sound reminds one of the beautiful legend of the Chinese emperor and the great lama. In 
order to test the knowledge and clairvoyance of the lama, the emperor made for him a seat 
from sacred books and covering them with fabrics, invited the guest to sit down. The lama 
made certain prayers and then sat down. The emperor demanded of him, If your knowl
edge is so universal, how could you sit down on the sacred books'?” “There are no sacred 
volumes,” answered Lama. And the astonished emperor, instead of his sacred volumes, 
found only empty papers. The emperor thereupon gave to the Lama many gifts and bells 
of liquid chime. But the Lama ordered them to be thrown into the river, saying, “I will 
not be able to carry these. If they are necessary to me, God will bring these gifts to my 
monastery.” And indeed, the waters carried to him the bells, with their crystal chimes, clear 
as the waters of the river.

“Sacred are held the talismans. A mother many times asked her son to bring to her a 
sacred relic of Buddha. But the youth forgot her request. She said, ‘Here I will die be
fore your eyes if you will not bring it to me now.’ The son went to Lhassa and again for
got the mother’s request. A half day’s journey from his home, he recalled the promise, 
but where to find the sacred objects in the desert? There is nought. But the traveler espies 
the skull of a dog. He decides to take out a tooth and folding it with yellow silk he brings 
it to the house. The old woman asks of him, ‘Have you forgotten again my last request, 
my son?’ He then gives her the dog’s tooth wrapped in silk, saying, ‘This is the tooth of 
Buddha.’ And the mother puts the tooth into her shrine, and performs before it the most 
sacred rites, directing all her worship to her holy of holies. And the miracle is accomplished. 
The tooth begins to glow with a pure ray and many miracles and sacred objects occur 
from it.”

“Himalayan” Series Roerich Museum, New York
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A man searched for twelve years for Maitreya Buddha. Nowhere did he find him, and 
becoming angry he rejected his faith. As he walked along his way he beheld one who 
with a horse hair was sawing an iron rod, repeating to himself, “If the whole of life will not 
be enough yet will I saw this through.” Confusion fell on the wanderer—“What mean my 
twelve years,” he said, “in the face of such persistence. I shall return to my search.” There
upon there appeared before the man Maitreya Buddha himself and said, “Long already have 
I been with thee, but thou didst not see me, and thou repulsed me and spat upon me. I 
shall make a test. Go to the bazar. I shall be upon thy shoulder.” The man went, aware 
that he carried the God. But the men around him shrunk from him, closing their noses 
and eyes. “Wherefore do you shrink from me, people?” he asked. “What a fright you 
have on your shoulders—an ill-smelling dog full of boils,” they replied. Again the people 
did not see Maitreya Buddha, for they beheld only what each was worthy of seeing.

The Lama says, “There are three kinds of teaching—one for teaching the stranger, one 
for our own, and the third for the initiated who can retain. Now through ignorance they 
slaughter animals, they drink wine, they have property and eat meat and live bestially. 
Does religion permit all this?”

Sensitive are the souls here. Your emotions and desires are being transmitted so 
easily. Therefore know clearly what you desire. Otherwise instead of God you shall be
hold the dog.

Not of importance is that which is hidden in the past, which, in age-old times, copied 
and unfinished, lies covered with dust. For the new construction, that which now resolves 
itself into life is important. Not through library shelves but through the living world is 
measured the possibility of future structures.

Under Kinchenjunga are secreted the caves, in which are resting the treasures. In 
stone coffins the cave-dwellers are praying, torturing themselves in the name of the future. 
But the sun already has defined the future and not in dark secret caves but in full sun
light one perceives the worship and expectation of Maitreya-Buddha. It is already three 
years since the Tashi Lama solemnly and publicly dedicated the great New image in his 
Tashi-lunpo. The intense, invisible work progresses.

Tashi Lama is now on his way to Mongolia by way of China. Unprecedented through 
the ages is this happening. Mystery! Incidentally, maybe through Sikhim passed only 
the abducting regiment and Lama himself moved on to Mongolia.

On a sacred morning upon the mountain started to glow the rows of fire—another 
mystery.

Just now the wave of attention is turned toward Tibet—behind the mountain rampart 
events are stirring, but Tibetan mystery is great. Information is contradictory. Whither
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disappeared Tashi Lama? What military manoeuvers proceed on the Chinese border? What 
transpires on the Mongolian line? A year of happenings.

Sikhim is called the land of lightning. Of course, here also occur lightnings, but is it 
not simpler to call it “the land of future steps”? For a better threshold to the mysteries 
of the future it would be difficult to imagine—this unexplored, rarely penetrated country 
of rocks and flowers.

As behind a tiny silver apple on a saucer so do the hills and steps of Himalayas reveal 
themselves. Hundreds are the monasteries in Sikhim, perhaps more, each crowning the top 
of a summit. A small temple in Chakong; a big suburgan and monastery in Rinchenpong. 
Upon the next mountain appears gleaming white Pemiaonche; still higher, Sanga Chelling. 
Tashi-ding is almost unseen. On the other side of the valley is Daling, and opposite, 
Robling and still nearer Namze. For forty miles distant one may behold the monasteries for 
we must not forget that here one sees extremely far.

And again before us is the wall to Tibet. And not the backbone of the lizard but the 
snow-white girdle is outlined upon the peaks of this wall—the girdle of the earth. Let 
us point the arrow northward—there must be the base of Mount Meru.

The Talmud relates that the dove brought the first olive branch to Noah from Mount 
Moriah. And Mount Moriah and the mountain Meru both lie in Asia. Here is the begin
ning of all things. Here is the fountain-head for all travelers and all searchers. Here is 
raised the first image of the Blessed Maitreya—Messiah—Muntazar.* Thrice powerful M. 
Here above all disputes, will rise the olive branch of the new world.

Someone voluntarily approached and touched our tent! Who is this man, with his long 
black braid and a turquoise earring in his ear, and garbed in a white kaftan? It is the 
lama, Pema Don-dub, the local ikon painter. We ask, “Can you paint for us the Blessed 
Maitreya, identical with the one in Tashi-lunpo? He consents and now he sits on a tiny 
rug in the corner of the white gallery, and with various pigments, paints the Image full of 
symbols. He prepares the fabric for the painting and covers it with levkas (a mixture of 
chalk on glue), and irons it with a shell. He works exactly like Russian ikon-painters. In 
the same way does he mix his colors, does he heat them on a coal pan and thus does he keep 
an additional brush in his thick black hair. His Tibetan wife helps him to prepare his colors.

And so, in the corner of the white gallery is being conceived the detailed image many 
colored. And each symbol upon it more clearly defines the Blessed One. Here is the 
frightful bird-like Garuda and Ganeshi, elephant of happiness, and Chintamani, the White 
Steed, bearing on its back the miraculous stone, treasure of the World. A sacred cycle of 
chosen symbols. And upon the image and the hands is laid pure gold.

And like our ikon-painters, the artist lama sings his prayers as he labors. The prayers 
become more fervent—this means he starts upon the Image itself.

* Muntazar—the Messiah now awaited by the Mohammedans.
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And occurs another wonder—only possible in this land. In the deep twilight when the 
rising moon possesses all things one hears through the house the silvery tones of a hand
made flute. In the darkness the artist lama is sitting upon his rug, playing with rapture be
fore the image of Maitreya-Messiah-Muntazar.

Such are the Strings of the Earth!
February, 1924. Bkra-Schis-Lding.
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Source of the Indus Roerich Museum, New York

PART IV

W
HERE have passed the hordes of the great Mongols? Where has the 

lost tribe of Israel concealed itself? Where stands the “Throne of 
Solomon”? Where lie the paths of Christ the Wanderer? Where 
glow the bonfires of the shamanist, Boen-Po, of the religion of de
mons? Where is Shalimar—the gardens of Jehangir? Where are the 

roads to Pamir, Lhassa, Khotan? Where is the mysterious cave, Amarnath? Where is 
the path of Alexander the Great, to forgotten Taksila? Where are the walls of Akbar? 
Where taught Asvagosha? Where did create Avantisvamin? Where are the citadels of 
Chandragupta-Maurya? Where are the stones of wisdom of King Asoka? All have passed 
by way of Kashmir. Here lie the old ways of Asia. And each caravan flashes by as links in 
the great body of the East.

And so the sandy deserts on the way to Peshawar; and the blue peaks of Sonamarg; and 
the white slopes of Sodji-La. And in the flight of the eagles is the same untiring spirit. 
And in the fleet steed is the same unalterable motion. Nor does the world of roses and 
shawls of Kashmir resemble that forgotten and hidden world of Kashmirian blades.

“Sacre du Printemps”—when we composed it together with Stravinsky, little thought 
I that Kashmir would greet us with its very setting. In Ghari, camping out by night, when 
the vivid spring sky became afire with stars, and the mountains were azured, we observed 
rows of fires upon the mountains. The fires started into motion, separated and strangely 
circled about. Then the mountain slopes became aglow with these fiery processions. And 
finally in the village below, dark silhouettes began to whirl about brandishing resin torches 
on long staffs. The flaming circles proclaimed the end of winter frosts. And the songs 
proclaimed the Sacred Spring. This is the festival of the ninth of March.
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Baramula {“Lakes and Gilgit Path” Series') Roerich Museum, New York

“Bul-bul,” the nightingale, sings on the apple tree. The cuckoo ruminates upon his 
long life. White linens are spread on the meadow and a samovar is boiling. Red and yellow 
apples and sweet cakes are being offered to the ones seated upon the spring grass. The 
eyes of the violets and the white and yellow narcissus are woven into a many-hued car
pet. At evening, flocks of ducks and geese completely cover the tiny islands over the lakes. 
Small bears steal out on the spring glades. But none fears them—unless it be the mother- 
bear with her cubs. . . .

Sloping are the riverbanks. A row of boatmen steer their canopied boats. . . . Upon 
a broad road the oxen drag themselves along and wheels grind loudly. Three-hundred- 
year-old plantains and tall poplars guard the ways. And the teeth of the encountered 
travelers gleam often in the smile of greeting.

In the sheds lie the sleighs—veritable Moscow sleighs. In the yard, a crane is screech
ing above the well. The straw roof is overgrown with green moss. Along the road are 
gnarled willow trees. And the greetings of the children are noisy. But where is this? Is 
it in Schuya or Kolomna?—It is in Srinagar, in the “city of the sun.”

Tiny, big-bellied pillars—small ornamental designs—steep little steps of stone—the 
gilded roofs of the temple—creaking, ornamented window shutters—rusty locks—low lit
tle doors with their “curtesy”—carved balustrades—slanting tiles on stony floors—the odor 
of old lacquer—small windows with diminutive panes; where are we then? Is this the 
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Kreml of Rostoff ? Are these the monasteries of Suzdal? Are they the temples of Yaroslavl? 
And what of the endless flocks of daws ? What of the naked branches behind the windows ? 
This is the chief palace of the Maharajah of Kashmir. How curious is everything which 
remains from antiquity. But the modern additions are terrible.

Upon the road are many Fords. In the hotel dining room are seen the faces of Ameri
cans. In the jewelry shop, side-by-side, hang two paintings—one of the view of Delhi, 
the other the view of the Moscow Kreml. Among the crystals into which one gazes for 
destiny; among the sapphires of Kashmir, and the Tibetan turquoises, are shimmering 
green Chinese jadaites—and like a garden, many colored, are spread the borders of the em
broidered kaftans. Like precious shawls the rooms of the museum are strewn with minute 
Iran-designs and bound by destiny, “Gandhara” unifies the cleft branches.

In the styles of the temples and mosques; in the angular carved dragons; in the tent
like, sloping hexagonal tower, is an unexpected combination of the wooden old churches 
of Norway and the Chinese pagodas. Out of one well is drawn the romanesque chimera, 
the animal ornaments of Altai and the tiny animals of Chinese Turkestan and China. The 
Siberian paths of the nations have carried afar the same meaning of adornment.

Firm stands the fort of Akbar. But when you have climbed all the steepnesses and 
flights, then you may perceive that the old bricks and the clay-beaten cement barely hold 
together. The arches are ready to give way.

Nishat, the garden of Akbar, occupies the site from the lake to the hill—a high place. 
The structures are modest and upon the corners are the little towers—so beloved by him. 
A simplicity and brightness lies in their character.

Shalimar—the garden of Jehangir—is also in character with its possessor, standing “for 
itself.” There is less of outward appearance. There is more of luxury—of that luxury 
which brought to poverty the descendants of the Moguls. The last Mogul, in Delhi, 
secretly sold furniture out of the palace and destroyed the valuable facings of the walls 
of Shah Jehan and Oranzeb. And so it ended.

The Maharajah of Myssore is awakened to the sound of special songs—the songs of be
ginning and of end.

In Madura in a crowded alley, an old man molds the images of the gods. He is the 
last old man—with him dies this knowledge. Thus is dying the past. So are approaching 
the appointed dates.

On the fields are standing, in circles, the figures of white ceramic horses. For what are 
these resplendent mounts? Upon them, the spirits of women are said to go galloping through 
the night. Backs, which are doubled during day in the household tasks, during the night 
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are made erect in flight. Shall one say it is a goat’s leap to the gathering of witches? No, 
rather is it the flight of the Valkyries—the virgins of the air, pursuing a beautiful and won
drous future. __________

Each day a woman’s hand molds the sand at the entrance of the house into a special 
design. This is the symbol that within the house all is well, and there is neither sickness, 
death or discord. If there is no happiness in the house then the hand of the woman be
comes stilled. A seeming shield of beauty is placed by the hand of the woman upon the 
benevolent hour of the house. And little girls in school are being taught a variety of de
signs for the signs of happiness. An inexplicable beauty lives in this custom of India.

The weaver of Kashmir accompanied each of his designs with a special chant—such 
searching of rhythm reminds us of the great harmony of labor.

No song relates why the mountain “Throne of Solomon” bears this name. This is so an
cient a place. Jalaka, son of Asoka, had already dedicated here one of the first Buddhist 
temples. Seven centuries later the temple was restored and consecrated to Mahadeva.
. . . But from where comes the name of Solomon?

The mountain received the name of Solomon from a legend that Solomon, desiring a 
respite from the conventions of a sovereign’s life and from the burdens of his court, trans
ported himself upon a flying carpet with his favorite wife to this mountain. Again is found 
mention of the flying apparatus possessed by Solomon.

Purple iris always recalls Moslem cemeteries. They are covered with these flowers. 
But there is also joy: lilac has blossomed; lilies of the valley are nodding and the wild 
cherry tree glistens.

It is not the mountain “Throne of Solomon” alone which transports the consciousness 
into biblical spheres. In the valley of Sindh, in a special manner, is reverenced the prophet 
Elijah. Most stirring are the legends: how the prophet sitting in his cave saves fishermen 
and travelers. Under various aspects at times benevolent, at times stormy, the prophet ap
pears to defend the works of justice and piety. Mohammetans and Hindus, divided by 
many differences, reverence equally the prophet Elijah.

After the “miniature design” of modern Kashmir, the eye rests before the ruins of Mar- 
tand and Avantipur. Here also, the ninth and tenth centuries have flowered. Here the 
fantasy of the Asiatic cradle of Romanesque art merges its solemnity with the joyous cult 
of Vishnu. One feels also that here, against the background of the sapphire foothills of the 
Himalayas, have stood mighty structures. They are but partly revealed, sloping massed 
hillocks are concealing entire palaces and cities. The spectacle of the might of Asia is not 
yet revealed. Only its sparks can be noted upon its fragmentary pages. Loving hands will 
fill the chalice of beautiful realization.
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Pearl of Searching (“His Country” Senes) Roerich Museum, New York





“Hail to thee, Hakaura, Our Gor, god of existence, defender of the land, subduing 
the desert by the serpent of His uraeus, dispatching the arrow without the aid of the bow, 
as is being done by the Goddess Sichmeth. The king’s word would turn the Asians to flight.” 
So speaks the hymn in honor of Senusert the third. Two phrases have special meaning. 
“Shooting the arrow without a bow”—acting upon the distance. “Bridler of the desert 
by the serpent of his uraeus”—reminds one of the most ancient cult of Asia—the wife and 
a serpent. The snake-like capitals of the pillars of Asia and of the Mayans, speak of the 
same cult of the wise wife. The old plaque of Kashmir points out the same tale; in the mid
dle sits the king of serpents with the magic flower in his hand. The king is endowed with 
two pairs of hands—black and white, because wisdom has a complete armor. Before the 
king is a woman with a veiled head, and to her the king entrusts wisdom. As the back-

Nanga Parbat Roerich Museum, New York

ground to this entire group is a multitude of snakes which have risen and united their heads. 
And around this united image is a procession of individual figures of rulers, each wearing 
around his neck the image of the serpent. This sign of wisdom forces the human-like and 
animal-like djins to serve and help the owners of the ancient sign. Into a long trumpet, 
the djins transmit far-off messages. Djins bring flowers for the adornment of life. Djins, in 
the image of animals, transport themselves upon the air. Djins bring the caskets with gems. 
Djins are present in the guise of the sentinels. So is preserved the ancient sign of wisdom.

“Gulidjan-Marda”—“Illo-Aladin-Shabasha”—“Ilaila-Suleiman”—so the rowers call to 
each other. Oars with corded blades are cutting the yellow waters.
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Lake Vular (“Lakes and Gilgit Path” Series') Roerich Museum, New York

Modern Srinagar is not more than 150-200 years old. From the ancient “City of the 
Sun” nothing has remained. The old mosques remained only in shell. In the ugly rivets of 
the “wharf” are seen the traces of the reliefs of the excellent stones of the ninth and eleventh 
centuries. There are separate fragments—nothing binds them with the small houses of the 
present day.

Old bridges must soon crumble.

Who originated the canals of Kashmir? Who has surrounded the roads by the fre
quent hedges of poplar? Was this not done by some of the nomads from Central Asia, 
where winter necessitates the marking of the paths, and where the sands demand the canals 
for irrigation? Where originated these shikara—the light, gondola-like boats?

Along the even bank one travels at the end of the tow-rope. And the yellow banks 
remind one of the Volga or the Mississippi. The river Jhelum is the nerve of Kashmir.

Vular is the largest lake, the most beautiful and the most stormy one. For two nights 
our boat was dangerously driven against the clay bank. We would still have remained 
there, still be working there, were it not that the “ark” might have cracked. On this lake all 
is so full of attraction. Over the west is Pir Panzal, glimmering with its snows. To the 
north and east are the weighty mountains. To the south stretch the distances of Srinagar. 
Before sunset an astonishing Valhalla rises up over Pir Panzal, and in the morning the east
ern mountains are crystal blue. Upon the sandbanks are herding flocks, and each horse is 
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visible miles away, so unusually transparent is the air. Upon the eastern banks is a small 
island on which stand the ruins of a temple, and often the fakirs and the sadhus in medita
tion are seated there. The world of religion is less apparent in Kashmir.

The details of the ruined temple on the island could be transported into any Ro
manesque cathedral, for the Goths wandered far, and everywhere sowed the seeds of their 
style. The adornment of the women’s caps recalls the Gothic fibula save that instead of red 
enamel we see red glass inlaid in copper.

Around the boat soar lovely little swallows. On deck, the hoopoos strut about. Above 
the fields resounds the song of the skylark. In the center of the village is a cemetery—a 
hillock strewn with stones, like our northern “zjalnik.” Upon the hillock is a chapel with 
a green, tent-like roof. Venerable, scrawny plantains are standing guard over the rest. Be
sides the villages are the remains of temples and “town sites” in ruins—sandy mounds with 
their sand-strewn antiquity. Towards evening the rowers commence their drawling songs 
__“like the Burlaks.” And packs of dogs pierce the air with their howls. From the far dis
tant north to the south one finds the same structure of life. It is amazing.

On the northeast of Lake Vular the mountains converge. In this pass there is a kind of 
conviction. The village, Bandapur, has quite an individual character, and when you reach 
the post road you can understand the importance of the site. Here, to the mountains, turns 
the road to Gilgit. You pass up to the first ascent and watch the windings of the rising 
path. Upon the peak of the very summit is the first night camp. Then on, the path lies 
first along the very edge where the snow still gleams white as a narrow strip, afterwards sink
ing far down into a new gateway. Gilgit and Chitral are especially guarded. If the road to
wards Ladak is difficult, then Gilgit and Chitral are always under special forbiddance. 
Violet and purple rocks; and the snow peaks are blue. Each turbaned rider draws ones at
tention—is he not perhaps from the north1? Each pack of loaded ponies draws your eye 
after them. A significant corner!

The Russian words—Sunduk, Karaul, Samovar, Chai, Cheprak, Sudi-sudi, Kavardak, 
Kolpak—and many other words, resound strangely but distinctly in the speech of Kashmir. 
And braided bast-shoes remind one of other northern paths.

The boatman is preparing for us a Kashmirian dinner. Six cooks arrive. The table is 
strewn with blue irises. Since morning, outside of tea, we have received nothing. Sobra, 
his brother Ramsana, skillful Ibrahim and other unknown brothers and uncles are here 
and even perhaps the hundred-year-old grandfather himself sitting with his hookah in the 
kitchen-boat. All are busying themselves over some mystery. Finally, at seven in the 
evening, the mysterious dinner made its appearance. Twenty-seven courses were served
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in turn and each had to be tasted. The sum of the inventiveness of this sextet of cooks com
prised: Almond soup, Namki polaw, Mehtee, Tabak Maz, Kabab, Roogan Jash, Dupiaz, 
Batha Kurma, Abgosh, Alubukhar Kurma, Chana Kurma, Marzewangan Kurma, Subzee 
Kurma, Namki Kabab Akhtabi, Koofta, Koofta Tikea, Dampokhta Kokarpootoo, Kandee 
Roogan Jash, Metha polaw, Thula Shoom, Re wash, Methazoont, Metha Thool, Deesee 
Alu, Phireenee, Thula Halwa. So is termed this apotheosis of mutton and spices. And how 
was it possible to tell them that just the exquisiteness of the dinner was so foreign to us!

Kashmirian singing: Seven men in white turbans, one red-headed, with long setara. 
Three have saazes. Further on sits the most skilled one, before two tablas (narrow drum). 
At the corner are two singers, and in the center a woman singer, in blue shawl and silver 
bracelets and strings of beads. They sing songs of Persia and Arabia; Urdu and Kash
mirian songs. And, as in the reliefs of Assyria, the woman raises her forefinger or her left 
palm or crosses her hands upon her temples. Sometimes—like a “duckling”—she jumps 
up and tenderly runs around the circle. They sing the Persian song “Suram”—the song 
of farewell and eternal remembrance. Or the “Shackhnaz,” the Arabian song: “The rich
est one will not carry his wealth with him beyond the grave.” Or “When Christ ascended— 
his servants extolled him.” And the song of Urdu runs: “Two friends—it matters not how 
distant—will think the same thoughts. The world is naught—and all must depart from it.” 
“Kochur,” the Kashmirian song, says: “Thou walkest upon the road but art not visible 
to me. Thou gavest me the wine of life and walkest away from me. Everything depends 
on God.” “If I saw but one man or woman, I already have beheld the entire world.” 
“Kamatch,” the Kashmirian song, pronounces: “They say their praises of Christ in all man
ner of words. Better was He than sun and moon.”

And thus, on a red carpet, eight Moslems, uninvited and unexpectedly, glorify Christ 
and creation until the hour of midnight. Following them, all the boatmen move in 
time with the white turbans and sway as they chant. And the saazes drone like the whis
pers of the forest. And our Confucian Chinese repeats over and over in Tibetan “Yak-, 
podu,” meaning “good.” And then the victrola resounds with “Song of Lei,” of Chaliapin 
and Rimsky-Korsakoff, and the turbans of the Kashmirians understandingly nod. It is one 
consciousness! The program finishes with the “Song of Akbar.” And the entire midnight has 
passed without contradictions. And all which has been mutually understood is accepted 
with a good smile.

Can one change such midnight of understanding into the vulgarity of ugliness? 
Possibly one can. We were shown the shameful letters which were sent to the natives by 
foreigners. Can one substitute for the smile the mawling grimace? Of course one can— 
one can invoke a whole nightmare of ugliness. Can one besmirch this feeling of universal 
good? Can one leave with the impress of searing banality? One can always go into the 
darknesses of ignorance and prejudices.
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The Watch on Himalayas (“Banners of the East” Series') Roerich Museum, New York





As in Sikhim, so in Kashmir, one is amazed by the spiritual understanding. One has 
hardly enough time to crystallize one’s thoughts, when one’s companion has made his com
plementary gesture. And how many fine thoughts one can sow through these cords of the 
intuition of the spirit.

And once again rhythmically the rowers are calling to each other—“Amposch-pamposch” 
—“Dazgir-Kashmir”—“Shahan-Shah-Padi-Shah.” And the meaning of these calls is “The 
land of roses,” “The temple,” “King of Kings,” “Lotos,” “Man,” and “All is well.” . . .

We live on the foothills—the foothills of Pir Panzal. The storms here last three days. 
The hail is like dove’s eggs. The stars, like candles. And each week there are earthquakes.

In Siberia, upon the steep hillocks are ruins of town-sites girdled by thundering tor
rents. Cedar and pine groves austerely guard these dwellings and high above glimmer the 
white caps of the mountains. Here are woodpeckers, turtle-doves, orioles, musk-rams and 
mountain-goats. Just in this same way, we live in the yellow, unpainted sturdy house. If 
there is sun, all is filled with evergreen, but if there is storm ... For three days it thun
dered and the circles of lightning blinded one cruelly during the night. The gushing 
rains poured down, and hail, large as a pigeon’s egg, suddenly blanched the green hills. 
Stormy verily.

As for the English Major Hinde—he surpasses everything. He refuses us permits to 
enter Ladak. “No one can watch you there”; “For me there do not exist celebrated people 
and the cultural goals of expeditions are of no consequence to me.” And now go and pile 
up the mountains! Trouble for Washington and London because of an insignificant ma
jor. So much the worse for the government which retains such an uncultured agent. We 
write to the Viceroy.

The permit to Little Tibet is finally received. Because of the whims of Major Hinde, 
one had to trouble Washington, London, and the Viceroy. Thousands of rupees were 
spent for trips and telegrams. Finally the Major received an order and became more civil.

As for the Resident, he does not respond to letters completely.

The series “Banners of the East” unfolded: l. “Buddha the Conqueror” at the spring 
of life. 2. “Moses the Leader” upon the summit, surrounded by the glory of the heavens. 
3. “Sergius the Builder,” laboring with his own forces. 4. “Watch on the Himalayas” amidst 
the glaciers. 5. “Confucius the Just”—the traveler in exile. 6. “Yen-No-Guyo-Dja”— 
friend of the travelers, Japan. 7. “Milaraspa—the one who hearkened”—at sunrise 
comprehending the voices of the Devas. 8. “rDorje—the daring,” who stood facing Maha- 
kala himself. 9. “Saraha—the Beneficent Arrow”—never slackening in its missions of 
benevolence. 10. “Mahomet upon Mount Hira” (The message of the Archangel Gabriel) 
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—a legend, ll. “Nagarjuna—the conqueror of the serpent,” beholding the vision upon 
the lake of the Rulers of the Nagi. 12. “Oyrot—the messenger of the White Burkhan,” 
the legend of Altai. And those already in the Museum: 13. Mother of the World. 14. 
Signs of Christ. 15. Lao-Tze. 16. Tzong-kha-pa. 17. Padma Sambhava. 18. Chalice of 
Christ. 19. The Ancient Serpent.

In Mongolia there is a custom of great antiquity. In moments of national disaster or 
danger, the lamas ascended the high mountain and with conjurations would scatter white 
paper horses—the white horses as a symbol of Buddha and of strength and happiness. And 
these steeds of Valkyrie, the resplendent horses—would float out, whirling, and carrying 
help to the unknown stricken ones. Procopius the Blessed was wont to sit on the Dvina 
blessing the unknown sea-farers: and these lamas upon the mountain ridges of Asia have 
sent their white horses to the far-off stricken ones. And in this sending to the Unknown is 
seen the identical concern about the general happiness. Such customs of lamas are precious. 
This is not “meditating beneath a tree” nor requests flung into space, not the symbolic ges
tures of a ritual—but a “command” for help to the far-off stricken ones—a heavenly voice 
demanding that human ills be alleviated.

Two other touching images must not be forgotten: the founder of the so-called Mani- 
cheism of Mani in the third century was crucified upon the gates of the city in Persia for 
his belief in the synthesis of religions and for his idea of the community. The other one, 
Guru Kamballa, gave his head as a symbol of devotion and service—and Kamballa and 
White Horses, in their essence, both enter into the “Banners of the East.”

The world of the East is highly sensitive. Attraction by thought is astonishing. For 
instance, we were desirous to have an old Tibetan Buddha—but this is now extremely diffi
cult. We spoke and thought among ourselves how to get it. In a few days a lama came 
to see us, carrying with him an excellent Buddha: “Madame desired to have a Buddha, 
and I am commanded to give her the Buddha from the shrine in my altar. I cannot sell the 
sacred image—but accept it as an offering.”

“And how did you discover our desire to possess a Buddha?”
“White Tara appeared to me in a dream and indicated to me that I should bring it to 

you.”
So these things happen—wondrously and simply.

We have just read that the low castes of India willingly begin to accept Buddhism. 
Rabindranath Tagore in conversation with Gandhi has also expressed his opinion against 
castes. From the mouth of a Brahmin such an avowal is indeed significant. There are 
many significant and wonderful signs!
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You may wonder how we fare without theaters. But we have theater here each day— 
only without a stage, but in actual life. Perhaps a Chinese theater—with legends about 
unheard of peoples. Perhaps the threatening monologue of an English Major. Perhaps 
the ill-omened ballet of the Kashmirian merchants—Schaitans. Perhaps the drama of a 
boat dashed by the waves. Perhaps the procession of horses or the peaceful evening songs, 
or a furioso of hail and earthquake. Nor does one have to hang frayed curtains, nor must 
one make up one’s face when the whole world participates in the mystery of evolution; 
when renewed understanding triumphantly enters into life in new creations of universal 
beauty.

In Mongolia the march was proclaimed by the sending of an arrow to the Prince Noyon. 
And the arrow which came flying to Feodor-Tyron also came from the East.

George rides upon a horse from Yarkand; I and the Chinese on horses from Khotan. My 
horse has a star—the Yarkand horse bears a Chinese brand, the cross within a square, a 
sign of the coat of arms of Tian.
Kashmir, 1925.
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City in the Mountains Roerich Museum, New York

PART V

I
NDRA, Agni and Surya—air,, fire and the sun! The Hindu Trimurti-Trinity 
remains behind. The ancient Sarasvati of the Vedas, the great Ind, leads to its 
snowy sources. If the Ganges is a greeting—a seat, concentration—then the Ind 
suggests motion and infallibility, impetuosity. And how alluringly unfailing have 
been the ways of the movement of nations through the Hindu-Kush and Pamir.

Again a caravan. Again, days and dates are readily forgotten. The character of the 
day becomes of more importance than its number or name. Like the Egyptians who named 
the years according to their qualities—“the year of battle,” “the year of lean crops one 
marks only the quality of the days. Perhaps, the day of the horse—when the mounts fell 
through the snowy bridge; the night of a wolf—when the packs stealthily approached the 
camps; the dawn of the eagle—when the golden eagle with a whirr of wings sped upon the 
tent; the sunset of the castle—when as though sprung from the fiery copper peak, arose 
unexpectedly the vision of a castle. In place of a turban from out the stone, there rose be
fore us the shaggy cap—the way towards the land of Buddha.

The qualities of Buddha are pronounced as follows: Sakya Muni, the wise one of the 
clan of Sakya; Sakya Sincha; Sakya—the lion; Bhagavat, the Blessed; Saddha, the 
Teacher; Djina, the Conqueror.

Thus spoke Buddha to the zealots and hypocrites: “Your rules are degraded and ri
diculous. One among you walks naked; another will not begin to eat from the pitcher or 
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the platter, or refuses to sit at the table between two companions or two dishes. Another 
will not accept alms from the house where lives a pregnant woman or where he encounters 
a dog. Some will not eat from two vessels and at the seventh swallow refrain from eating. 
One will not sit upon benches or mats. One will lie naked upon a thorned plant or upon 
cow’s dung. What do you expect—voluntary workers, for your “hard” labors'? You 
await from the laity alms and respect—and when you achieve this reward, you become 
strongly taken with the comforts of the temporary life and do not desire to renounce them. 
When you see visitors approaching from a distance, you immediately assume the appearance 
of having been discovered in profound meditation. When you are offered coarser victuals 
you hand them on to others, keeping for yourself all the dainty morsels. You succumb to 
vices and passion—you assume the mask of modesty. Not such is the true asceticism.”

It took Buddha six years to convert Kashjapa. He even lit the fires of altars which 
were strange to him, before the stubbornness of the set convictions of Kashjapa could be 
broken, and Buddha could add to new teaching the “old authority.” For whenever beauty, 
scientific reason and vital enlightenment are invoked—the “old fortresses” are especially 
invulnerable. One must realize all the difficulties of Buddha in breaking down prejudices, 
if one man took six years to absorb the beautiful simplicity, before he could extinguish the 
useless fire of unnecessary superstitious offerings.

To live for eighty years constantly teaching; to see how under one’s very eyes, the 
teaching was perverted; to realize how many rulers and priests accepted the teachings only 
out of self-interested motive; to foresee the shells of a new conventionality already pre
pared. . . .

He who contained within himself the understanding of the uselessness of power, pro
claimed: “Go, oh beggars, carry salvation and benevolence to the people.” In the one 
word, “beggars,” is contained his complete gospel. The time has come when from out the 
gilding of the idol there stands forth the image of Buddha, the great communist, who 
preaches against property, against killing, against intoxication and excesses. This power
ful image appears, summoning men to a reconstruction of values, to labor and to achieve
ment.

Many times the teaching of Buddha was purified, but it was again covered quickly with 
the soot of prejudices. Its vitality was distorted into a heap of treaties and of meta
physical nomenclature. Why, then, to be astonished if there still remain erect the walls 
of the monastery of Lamayura—stronghold of the faith of Boen-Po with its Shamanistic in
vocations, founded long before the birth of Buddha?

Nevertheless an awakening of useful consciousness took place: one is accustomed to 
purify the teachings. Of course it was not the renowned synods in Raj agriha, Vesaly and 
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Patna which brought back the teachings to their original simplicity of the commune. But 
strong-spirited individual teachers sincerely tried to manifest again the beautiful image of 
the teaching. Atticha, defeating conventionality, wrestled with the sombre survival of the 
sorcery of Boen-Po. Asvagosha, the creator of the entire Mahayana of the north, for the 
sake of conviction and visualization, made application of the form of dramatic produc
tions. The bold Nagarjuna who reaped wisdom on Lake Yum Tzo from his discourses 
with Nagi, “King of Serpents.” The Tibetan Orpheus, Milaraspa, surrounded by animals 
and hearkening to the prophetic voices of the mountains. Padma Sambhava, who conquered 
the forces of nature—powerful, although distorted by the conventionalities of the Red Caps. 
Then there was the clear and active Tzong-kha-pa, so beloved of the entire north, founder 
of the Yellow Caps. And many others—solitary figures—who understood the foretold 
evolution and cleansed the gospel of Buddha from the dust of conventionality. Their 
works, again, were covered by the musty layer of mechanical ritual. The conventional 
mind of the “man of every-day,” though he accepted the teaching of Buddha, tried to clothe 
it with his own prejudiced understanding.

Neither from Alar Kalama, or from Uddak Ramaputta could Buddha find saving de
cisions. The Reformer, who strove towards reality, could not be satisfied by the misinter
pretations of the Rig Vedas. Buddha walked far oh to the secreted places of the moun
tains. The legends bring the bold searcher even to Altai—and the legend of the White 
Burkhan is being preserved upon Altai in all its reality. Near the mysterious Uruvela, 
Buddha approaches to the simplest expression of all his acquisitions. And on the shores 
of Napranjara he is illumined by the decision to pronounce the words concerning the com
mune : Of the renunciation of personal property, of the importance of labor for the general 
well-being, and of the meaning of knowledge. To establish a scientific approach to religion 
was a true attainment. To expose the self-interested priests and Brahmins was the height 
of fearlessness. To manifest the true levers of hidden human forces was difficult beyond 
expression. And for a king to assume the image of a powerful beggar was uniquely 
beautiful!

In the conception of the evolution of humanity, the figure of Buddha, the communist, 
takes its unquestionably beautiful place.

Buddha had to hear bodily the tremor of destruction of his native city, Kapilavastu. 
Confucius had to tread the path of the exile from place to place. And his chariot in which he 
wandered is placed in a Temple together with his works and musical instruments. It is 
not to be wondered at because at the base of the teachings of Confucius lies the same idea of 
commune. Let us remember his teachings: “If the hearts of mortals shall be kindled by 
love, then the whole world will be as one family. All men will in themselves be one man, 
and all things, by virtue of the astonishing mutual order and union, will appear as one and 
the same element. We must love others as ourselves, and thus should wish for them all 
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which we wish for ourselves.” Or again, “Hypocrisy is the most hateful vice.” “He who 
only covers himself by the semblance of virtue resembles a scoundrel who in the daytime 
appears as an honest man and in the night, busies himself with stealing the goods of his 
neighbor.”

“Beware of those who make themselves rather the exponents of virtue, than its followers. 
Deceive not yourselves by their scientific reasonings which though they may be understood as 
the expression of the soul’s convictions, are nevertheless only the fruits of a corrupt mind 
and the inventions of the heart. Those who discourse with some sensitiveness on humility- 
are not always examples of this virtue.”

“Temperance, simplicity, decency in attire, the pursuit of science and art, aversion to 
flatterers, love of the humble, lack of greed, prudence, steadfastness, righteousness are the 
prescribed virtues.”

“Acquire science and the fine arts. Apply the precepts of wisdom.” “The avaricious 
one, himself being restless, becomes for others a terrifying and disgusting object. Let pru
dence dictate thy actions.”

“To discriminate between men, whether they be good or evil, there is no better way 
than to look into the pupil of the eye; because the pupil of the eye cannot conceal the vice 
which is hidden in the heart.”

“Do not let the humble ones feel thy high position, nor display to your equals the pre
eminence of your merits.”

“There is nothing which cannot be obtained by constancy. Each day I can bring a bas
ket of earth, and if I persist in it, finally I shall erect a mountain.”

Preaching of the communal welfare, Confucius was compelled to have ever at hand, his
chariot. . . . ---------------
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If behind the present image of Buddha it is difficult sometimes to recognize the lofty 
image of Buddha the Teacher, then it is still more unexpected to find in Tibetan moun
tains beautiful lines about Christ. Yet, a Buddhist monastery preserves the teachings of 
Christ and Lamas pay reverence to Christ, who passed and taught here.

Lamas know that Christ, passing through India and Tibet, turned not to the Brahmins 
and the Kshatriyas, but to the Sudras—to the working and humbled ones. The writings 
of the lamas recall how Christ extolled woman—the Mother of the World. And lamas 
point out how Christ regarded the so-called miracles.

The writings of the lamas say that Christ was not killed by the Jews but by the repre
sentatives of the government. The empire and the wealthy capitalists killed the Great 
Communist who carried light to the working and poor ones. The way of the achievement of 
light.

Let us hearken to the way in which, in the mountains of Tibet, they speak of Christ. 
In the documents which have the antiquity of about 1500 years one may read: “Issa 
secretly left his parents and together with the merchants of Jerusalem turned towards Ind 
to become perfected in the Divine word. And for the study of the laws of the Great 
Buddha.

“He passed his time in Djagernath, in Rajagriha, in Benares. All loved him because 
Issa dwelt in peace with Vicias and Sudras, whom he instructed.”

“But the Brahmins and Kshatriyas told him that Brahma forbade those to approach
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who were created out of his womb and feet.” “The Vicias were allowed to listen to the Ve
das only on holidays and the Sudras were not only forbidden to be present at the reading 
of the Vedas but could not even look at them. Sudras were destined to serve eternally as 
slaves to the Brahmins and Kshatriyas.”

“But Issa listened not to the speeches of the Brahmins, but went among the Sudras 
to preach against the Brahmins and Kshatriyas.” “He denied with his full force the right 
of man to take upon himself the power to deny his fellows of human dignity. Issa preached 
that man had filled the temples with his abominations. In order to revere metals and 
stones, man sacrificed his fellows in whom dwells a spark of the Supreme Spirit. Man de
means those who labor in the sweat of their brow, in order to gain the good will of those 
sluggards who sit at the lavishly set board. But they who deprive their brothers of the com
mon blessings shall be themselves stripped of them. And Brahmins and Kshatriyas shall 
become the Sudras of Sudras, with whom the Supreme Spirit shall abide unto eternity.”

“Vicias and Sudras were struck with astonishment and asked what they could perform. 
“Issa bade them ‘Worship not the idols. Do not consider yourself first. Do not humiliate 
your neighbor. Help the poor. Sustain the feeble. Do evil to no one. Do not covet that 
which you do not possess, but which is possessed by others.’ ”

“The Brahmins and warriors, learning of the words which had been told to the Sudras, 
decided to kill Issa. But Issa, forewarned by the Sudras, departed from this place by 
night.”

“Afterwards, when he had learned the scrolls, Issa went into Nepal and into the Hima
laya mountains.”

“ ‘Well, perform for us a miracle,’ demanded the priests of him. Then Issa replied to 
them: ‘Miracles made their appearance from the very day when the world was created. 
He who cannot behold them is deprived of the greatest gift of life.—But woe to you, 
enemies of men, woe unto you, if you await that He should attest his power by miracle.’ ”

“Issa taught that men should not strive to behold the Eternal spirit with one’s own eyes 
but to feel Him with the heart, and to become a pure and worthy soul.”

“Not only shall you not perform human offerings, but you must not slaughter animals, 
because all is given for the use of man. Do not steal the goods of others, because that would 
be usurpation from your near one. Do not cheat, that you may in turn not be wronged.

“Do not worship the sun—it is but a part of the universe.
“As long as the nations were without priests, they were ruled by the natural laws and 

preserved the purity of their soul.
“And I say: Beware, ye, who divert men from the true path and who fill the people 

with superstitions and prejudices, who blind the vision of the seeing ones, and who preach 
subservience to material things.”

“Issa had reached his twenty-ninth year when he arrived in the land of Israel.
“Issa preached, ‘Do not be subject to despair, do not desert your homes, do not defile 

the nobility of your feelings, do not worship idols but be imbued with hope and with 
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patience. Raise up the fallen and sustain the hungry, succor the ailing, in order that you 
be entirely pure and just upon that last day which I am preparing for you.

“ ‘If you would perform deeds of benevolence and love, perform them with a generous 
heart. And let there not be in thy deeds the hope of gain or any calculations of profit. 
For deeds of gain or of profit will not bring you nearer.’ ”

“Then Pilate, ruler of Jerusalem, gave orders to lay hands upon the preacher Issa and 
to deliver him to the judges without, however, arousing the displeasure of the people.”

“But Issa taught: ‘Do not seek straight paths in darkness and possessed by fear. But 
gather force and support each other. He who supports his neighbor strengthens himself.

“ ‘Do you not see that the rich and the powerful ones are sowing the spirit of revolt
against the eternal consciousness of heaven ?

“ ‘Lo, I tried to revive the laws of Moses in the hearts of the people. And I say that 
you do not understand their true meaning because they do not teach revenge but forgive
ness. But the meaning of these laws is distorted.’ ”

“But the ruler, waxing wroth, sent to Issa his disguised servants that they should watch 
his actions and report to him about his words to the people.”

“ ‘Thou just man,’ said the disguised servant of the ruler of Jerusalem approaching 
Issa, ‘Teach us, should we fulfill the will of Caesar or await the approaching deliverance?’

“But Issa, recognizing the disguised servants, said, ‘I have not said unto you that you 
would be delivered from Caesar; but I said that the soul which was immersed in sin would 
be delivered from sin.’ ”

“At this time, an old woman approached the crowd, but was pushed back by one of 
the disguised ones. Then Issa said, ‘Reverence woman, mother of the universe. In her 
lies the truth of creation. She is the foundation of all that is good and beautiful. She is 
the source of life and death. Upon her lies the life of man, because she is the succor of his 
labors. She gives birth to you in travail, she watches over your growth. Until her very 
death you bring anguish to her. Bless her. Honor her. She is your only friend and suste
nance upon earth. Reverence her. Defend her. Love your wives and honor them, because 
tomorrow they shall be mothers, and later—the mothers of the human race. Their love en
nobles man, soothes the embittered heart and tames the beast. Wife and mother—invalu
able treasure. They are the adornments of the universe. From them issues all which 
peoples the universe.

“ ‘As light divides itself from darkness, so does womankind possess the gift to divide in 
man good intent from the thought of evil. Y our noblest thoughts shall belong to woman. 
Gather from them thy moral strength, which you must possess to sustain your near ones. 
Do not humiliate her, for therein you will humiliate yourselves. And through this shall 
you lose the feeling of love without which naught exists upon earth. Bring reverence to 
thy wife and she shall defend you. And all which you will do to mother, to wife, to 
widow or to another woman in sorrow—that shall you also do for the Spirit.

“So taught Issa, but the ruler Pilate, frightened by the devotion of the people to Issa,



Moses, the Leader (“Banners of the East” Series') Roerich Museum, New York



»



1

“Sanctuaries and Citadels” Series Roerich Museum, New York

who, if his enemies may be believed, wanted to cause the uprising of the people, ordered one 
of his spies to make accusation against him.

“Issa, who taught only of the salvation of his fellowmen, endured all sufferings. Said 
Issa: ‘Not far hence is the time when by the Highest Will the people will become puri
fied, because then shall come the proclamation of the deliverance of the peoples and their 
union into one family.’

“And then turning to the ruler he proclaimed: ‘Why to demean thy dignity and teach 
thy subordinates to live in deceit, when even without this, thou couldst have also had the 
means of accusing an innocent one.’ ”

Such an image of Christ, so ennobled and near to all nations, are the Buddhists pre
serving in their mountain monasteries. And it is not astonishing that the teachings of 
Christ and Buddha are leading all nations into one family—but wonder it is that the light
giving idea of the commune is expressed so clearly. And who shall be opposed to this idea? 
Who will lessen the simplest and most beautiful decision of life? And the earthly com
mune is so easily and scientifically merging into the great commune of all worlds. The com
mandments of Christ and of Buddha lie upon one shelf. And the signs of ancient Sanskrit 
and of Pali unite the searchings of the spirit.

Another source—historically less established—speaks also about the life of Jesus in 
Tibet: “Near Lhassa was a temple of teaching, with a wealth of manuscripts. Jesus 
wanted to acquaint himself with them. Ming-ste, a great sage of all East, was in this temple.”
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“After much time, with utmost dangers, Jesus with a guide reached this temple in Tibet. 
And Ming-ste and all teachers widely opened the gates and welcomed the Jewish sage.

“Often Ming-ste conversed with Jesus about the future era and about the sacred duty 
accepted by the people of this century.

“Finally Jesus reached a mountain-pass and in the chief city of Ladak, Leh, he was joy
ously accepted by monks and people of the lower class.” “And Jesus taught in the monas
teries and in the bazaars, wherever the simple people gathered—there he preached.”

“Not far from this place lived a woman whose son had died and she brought him to 
Jesus. And in the presence of a multitude, Jesus laid his hand on the child, and the child 
rose healed.” “And many brought their children and Jesus laid his hands upon them, healing 
them.”

“Among the Ladakists, Jesus passed many days, teaching them to heal and to transform 
the earth into a heaven of bliss. And they loved him and when the time of his departure 
came they sorrowed as children. And at morning came a multitude to bid him farewell.

“Jesus said to them, ‘1 came to show human possibilities. What has been created by 
me, all men can create. And that which I am, all men will be. These gifts belong to all 
nations and all lands—for this is the bread and the water of life.’ ”

Said Jesus of skilled singers: “Whence is their talent and their power? For in one 
short life they could not possibly accumulate a quality of voice and the knowledge of har
mony and of tone. Are these miracles? No, because all things take place as a result of 
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natural laws. Many thousands of years ago these people already molded their harmonies 
and their qualities. And they come again to learn still more from varied manifestations.”

After the conception of practical general welfare of the people, laid out by Christ, and 
preserved by Buddhists, one cannot but recall the words of Eusebius in his book, “Life of 
Constantine”—“In order to attach to Christianity greater attraction in the eyes of the no
bility the priests have adapted the outer garments and adornments which were used in 
pagan cults.” Everyone who knows the cult of Mithra can appreciate the justice of this 
remark. A devout neo-Platonist and worshiper of the ancient philosophy, Clement of 
Alexandria, taught Christian Bishops.

Ignorance! Russian princes perished in the tents of Khans for their refusal to rever
ence the image of Buddha—yet at the same time, the monasteries of Tibet were already pre
serving the wonderful lines about Christ. Cyril of Alexandria destroyed the woman as
cetic Hypatia, but it was to her own pupil, Cinesius, that the Bishopric of Ptolemy was of
fered even before he accepted baptism.

Superstition! Geronimus advised the newly converted Christians to trample upon the 
body of their pagan mother.

Cynicism ! Pope Leo X proclaimed: How useful to us is this allegory of Christ {Quan
tum nobis podest hac fabula Christi) !

It should not be forgotten that Origen, who knew the meaning of the ancient mysteries 
and understood the true sense of the teaching of Christ, even he could speak in the words 
of “The Acts”—“And all the believers were together and held everything in common pos
session. And the sold estates and all properties were distributed to each according to his 
need. And each day, dwelling unitedly and breaking bread in their homes, they partook of 
their food with joy and simplicity of the heart.”

Origen understood why this communal welfare was important and looked profoundly 
into the truth. Because of this, the church, sometimes extremely liberal in bestowing the 
title of saint, refused him this title, but even enemies did not refuse to call Origen a 
Teacher. For he approached the teaching scientifically and did not fear to speak of what 
was evident.

In what was Origen accused? “Lives of the Saints” thus speaks of Origen—“Origen, 
the wonder of his age by reason of the prodigiousness of his mentality and the profundity 
of his erudition, in two Alexandrian Councils and, after his death, in the Council of Con
stantinople, was condemned for heresy. Origen did not think correctly about many truths 
of the Christian church. Expounding the non-gentile teachings of the pre-existence of the 
soul, he did not reflect properly upon Christ, believing that there was created a certain num
ber of spiritual beings of equal worth, of whom one strove with such flaming love that he 
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became indivisibly united with the Highest Word and became its bearer upon earth. 
Holding to the heretic belief in the incarnation of the God-Word and the creation of the 
world, Origen did not rightly comprehend the death of Christ by crucifixion, representing 
it rather as something of a spiritual nature which had its counterpart in a spiritual world. 
He attributed too much to the acts of natural forces with which our nature is gifted. . . .” 
—Fine were the councils which could speak against the infinite cosmic meaning of matter, 
ever united with the spirit.

Sergius, Builder of Communes, forebade his coworkers to accept alms. Food and other 
articles might be accepted only in exchange for labor. Hungering, himself, he offered his 
labor. Building of the commune and enlightenment alone preoccupied this remarkable 
man. His refusal of the office of Metropolite and his refusal to wear precious metals ap
pear in his life as natural acts, without any pose. His was indefatigability of labor; he 
chose young completely unknown co workers; he preached simplicity, as above so below. 
His refusal of personal property was not because of any command, but because of his 
realization of the harm of this idea. In the ranks of builders of the commune, Sergius takes 
a great place.

They are not so numerous—these builders of a life, which responds in its inner meaning 
to the future evolution. And we should cautiously gather these names of future illumina
tions, continuing their lists until our day.

One of the great Mahatmas of India says:
“You were told that our knowledge was limited to this our solar system: ergo, as phi

losophers who desired to remain worthy of the name, we could not either deny or affirm the 
existence of what you termed a supreme, omnipotent, intelligent Being of some sort be
yond the limits of that solar system. But if such an existence is not absolutely impossi
ble, yet unless the uniformity of nature’s laws breaks at those limits we maintain that it 
is highly improbable. Nevertheless, we deny most emphatically the position of agnosti
cism in this direction, and as regards the solar system. Our doctrine knows no compro
mises. Neither affirms or denies, for it never teaches but that which it knows to be the 
truth, therefore, we deny God both as philosophers and as Buddhists. We know there are 
planetary and other spiritual lives, and we know there is in our system no such thing as 
God, either personal or impersonal.”

In strife and in the manifestation of truth, upon the chariots of time are mounting the 
law-givers of communal welfare: Moses, the untiring leader; Amos, the austere; Buddha, 
Lion-conqueror; Confucius, justice of life; Zoroaster, flaming poet of the sun; Plato, 
transfigured and reflected by his “Shadows”; Blessed Christ, great in the immortal sacri
fice; solitary Origen, the wise commentator; Sergius, great communist and ascetic. All 
walked untiringly; all fell victim to persecution of their day; all knew that the teachings 
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of good to all men would inevitably come to pass; all knew that each sacrifice for the sake 
of the general good was but the approach of the way.

On the mountain they tell of these teachings and listen to them simply. And in the 
deserts and upon the steppes people sing in their daily life about eternity and about the 
same general welfare. The inhabitants of Tibet, the Mongols, the Buriats, all remember 
about this general welfare.

And upon what do the peoples of Asia ponder? The Altaians are remembering the 
White Burkhan—they even suffered for the expectation of it twenty years ago. Upon 
the peaks of the Cherem—they are turning to the White Burkhan:

“You who dwell behind white clouds 
Behind the blue skies—
Three Kurbustans!
Thou wearing four tresses—
White Burkhan!
Thou Spirit of Altai—
White Burkhan!

“Thou peopling within thyself, in gold and silver,
A nation, White Altai!
Thou who illumines the day—
Sun—Burkhan!
Thou who illumines night—
Moon—Burkhan!
Let my call be inscribed 
Within the book Sadur!”
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The White Burkhan commands that the idols be burnt and promises great yield to the 
communal lands and pastures. And so the general good will reach until the encampments 
of Altai. Thus is being transfigured the ancient legend about the coming of Buddha to 
Altai. __________

How ponder the people of Asia? The Buriats are singing:

“You will say: Sun stand still!
What means its setting?
You will say: Century await!
What means its aging?

“You will say: Moon be still!
What means its wane?
You will say: Century await!
What means its aging?

"You will say: Snow remain!
What means its melting?
You will say: Elders remain!
What means their passing?

“You will say: Cloud be still!
What means its hiding?
You will say: Elders remain!
What means their passing?”

Mongols are singing: “He who has no possessions which he would gather with thoughts 
of gain; who has naught with which he would not have strength enough to part; who 
thinks firmly—he possesses the lasting and beautiful delight.”
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Yes, Asia ponders firmly. And under turban and fez, and under tubeteika is a resource
ful mind and a knowledge which is richly applied. In Cairo in a mosque there sat a boy of 
about seven or eight chanting the lines of Koran—and one could not pass by without re
marking his penetrating striving. In the wall of the same mosque was imbedded a cannon 
ball of Napoleon. And it was this same conqueror of empires who mutilated the face of 
the great Sphinx.

But if the Sphinx of Egypt is mutilated—the Sphinx of Asia is safeguarded by the great 
deserts. The rich treasures of the heart of Asia remain inviolate.

The ancient Chinese have preserved the beautiful hymn of the Mother of the Sun, call
ing her Ruler of the East!
Mountains, 1925.

Mother of Tourfan 
(“Sikhim,” Series')

Roerich Museum, 
New York
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PART VI

A
MONG the manuscripts in the ancient Chinese watch-towers are found dic
tionaries and the biographies of famous women. Such were the strivings in 
far-distant borders.

When you already know the beauties of Asia, already know all the subtlety 
of its colors, nevertheless they again strike you, and again elate your feelings. And the 
most unattainable, becomes feasible.

Flies, mosquitoes, fleas, gnats. All possible gifts has Kashmir. Our departure was not 
without bloodshed. In Tangmarg a band of provocative rogues attacked our caravan and 
began with iron canes to beat up our servants, four of whom were harmed. To preserve or
der, it was necessary to use the revolvers and mausers. In order to depart from Kashmir, 
it was necessary to pay. We paid and departed. In Ghund, our hostlers fed the horses with 
poisoned grass; the horses began to shiver and finally lay down. The entire night they 
had to be walked up and down. My horse, Mastan, suffered especially, and also that of 
George, Salsa. The drivers made fires around the ammunition box. In the tent, a wildcat 
crept in under the bed of George. Many are the flies, mosquitoes, fleas and gnats as well 
as Schaitans in Kashmir.

Sattar Khan (our caravan leader) approached leading five ragamuffins, “This is a special 
guard from the village. For in the neighborhood are walking around many Afridi (from 
Afghan). They may rob.” The ragamuffins slept near the tents. Nobody came to rob.

163



ÄlBiSÄfe. . -J-.

Book or Wisdom (“His Country” Series) Roerich Museum, New York



We encounter the passing caravans. All sorts of people—Dards, Baltistanians, Lada- 
kists, Astors and Yarkandians. The tongues are completely different. It is like an exodus 
of nations. __________

Did the ancient Goths not compare the Tyrol with Kashmir? Or with the Rhine? 
Transparent, ephemeral, flitting is the beauty of Kashmir. It is difficult to imagine one
self in powerful Asia. Further, further—beyond, to the rocks and amber sands.

The birch appears—like a white sister. The old man we meet tells of an avalanche on 
Soji. He speaks as though one cannot proceed further. We will send a shikari to recon
noitre. Because of the landslides, we waited an entire day at Baltal. Many are the poi
sonous herbs at Baltal, and all these herbs have a most seductive appearance. They are 
especially dangerous for the horses.

The snow fell on Soji—especially early in view of it being only the middle of August.

We crossed Soji and left behind Kashmir with all its poisonous herbs, cholera and in
sects. Crossing the icy bridges over a thundering river, we seemed to cross into another 
country. People seem more honest and the streams even seem healthier. The herbs here 
are healing and the stones are multicolored. And the air itself has an exhilaration. Morn
ings are brisk—as of the first autumn frosts. In the afternoon there is a clear bright heat. 
The rocks are of purple and green hue. Grasses are golden like a rich carpet. And the 
depths of the mountains as well as the iridescent slime of the river bed and the healing 
aromatic herbs—all are prepared to contribute their gifts. Here verily are possible great 
decisions.

Near Dras we encounter the first Buddhist message. Near the road are two stone Stellas 
representing Maitreya. Near by, a stone with the image of a rider. Is not this rider upon 
a white horse? Is this not a messenger of the new world? It is remarkable that just this 
first Buddhist emblem happens to be the image of Maitreya.

In Maulbeck, we visited a real Tibetan home of the true old order of things. We 
climbed up on a slanting ladder as on a raised bridge. Within was the house chapel, and 
an odor of incenses. A portly widow within—the hostess. From the balconies is a won
drous view, encompassing all the mountains and a phantasm of sand images. The rooms are 
peaceful. Upon the floor near the door, a girl squeezes out vegetable oil for lamps. Be
hind her is the skin of a yak, and her head is crowned by a weighty headdress of turquoise.

In Dras is but the first signs of Maitreya (Chamba, as he is locally named). But in an
cient Maulbeck, a gigantic image of the Coming One stands powerfully beside the road. 
Every traveler must pass by this rock. Two hands reach towards the sky, like the summons 
to a far-off world. Two hands extend downwards like the benediction of earth. They 
know that Maitreya is coming.
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The Monastery, Maulbeck, with two temples and endless ruins, crowns the rocks, with 
an unusually heroic chord. As a precious bronze wedge! And the country of the forgot
ten heroism is asleep. Forgotten is the legend about ants bringing gold from the shore of 
the Indus. But some remember about this gold. And Gesar-Khan promises upon a certain 
day to open the gold fields to the people who will be worthily able to meet the coming tide 
of Maitreya. The age of common good.

Ladakian drivers, who are Buddhist, wash their hands and heads, and rinse their mouths 
before each meal.

Whoever built Lamayura and Maulbeck knew what was true beauty and fearlessness. 
Before such a vista, before such decorations, Italian cities pale. And these solemn rows of 
stupas are like joyous torches. Where will one find such decoration as the castle on ‘ Tiger s 
Peak,” or endless ruins of the castles crowning all the slopes near the Tibetan Karpu? 
Where lies a country equal to these forsaken spots? Let us be just and bow before such 
true beauty.

It is amazing. In Lamayura, in this very stronghold not only of the Red sects and even 
Boen-Po,—here, among the row of images, stands a great figure of Maitreya. It has been 
placed here about 200 years ago. Even here did this knowledge penetrate. Maitreya 
alone binds firmly the Mahayana and Chinayana including Ceylon. In this worship are 
united Red and Yellow Sects. There is magnificence in this reverence of the future.

The caravans, meeting, greet each other. Always, they inquire, ‘Whence do you come?” 
Never do they inquire, ‘Who are you?” Movement has already effaced personality. Above 
the caravans sound the calls, Shabash (“Good way ahead”) or Kavarda ( Danger, atten
tion”). And truly, on the steep banks of the yellow, thunderous Indus, there is always 
danger of a cruel, swift tide, a sweep of sharp stones which can brush the horse into the 
whirlpool of the torrent.

Saspul is an open merry place. Around it are many monasteries. At the very road is 
a small monastery and within it a gigantic image of the Sitting Maitreya. On the side 
stand also giants, Manju-tri and Avalokitesvara. In the front temple is an ancient stone 
Stella with the same images, which dates from the tenth or eleventh century. The lama of 
the temple talks with assurance and also with confidence about Maitreya. This temple has 
been little noticed in the descriptions.

Maitreya stands as the symbol of the future. But we also perceived the signs of the 
past. Upon the rocks are images of deer, of mountain goats (ibex), of horses. Where 
did we recall similar images? Why, on the stones of North America; upon Siberian rocks. 
The same technique was apparent, the same stylization, and the same reverence towards 
animals. Few are the human images. We saw only one—an archer and several rows 
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of people, perhaps representing a ritual. Through these images, America and Asia seem 
to clasp hands with each other. On the wall of a semi-grotto where we paused for rest, the 
hands of some unknown traveler had also left the figures of animals.

Basgo is a monastery upon sharp rocks. Such a whimsical and variegated line, without 
any minuteness, is seldom seen.

The Ladakian villages are not ill-smelling. On the contrary, one often smells incenses, 
wild mint, sage, apples and apricots.

We passed Kalatze. There upon the bridge was nailed the hand of the “robber,” 
Sukamir, who attempted to conquer Ladak for Kashmir. A cat had devoured this venal 
hand—and in its place it was found necessary to borrow the hand of a dead lama, lest 
the symbol should suffer.

From first observation, it would appear that the further we penetrate into Asia, the more 
alluring is nature. And truly, when we ascended the height of Leh (11,500 feet), the 
clarity of color and the magnitude of the vista surpassed all before. Our Chinese repeats, 
“It is just like Lhassa.”

One does not care to give to the local images any ethnographical or geographical charac
ter. Let them go as symbols: “Sanctuaries and Citadels.” Let them by their general tone 
of heroism and attainment, themselves speak for this country.
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Spitug is a powerful monastery, the first, according to the teachings of Tzong-kha- 
pa. Not ruins are here, but a living and working commune. The abbot of the monastery 
and his co-workers are learned and strikingly keen men. Before one has yet completely 
spoken, they are ready to anticipate your finished thought correctly. In Spitug lies the 
image of Maitreya and the knowledge of the prophecies. In one of the divisions of Spitug 
in Leh in a special compartment stands a great image of Dukkar, Mother of the World, 
with endless eyes of omniscience, and with the arrow of justice. At her right, stands Mai
treya—the Coming One. At her left, the many-armed image of the Avalokitesvara, this 
conclave of the Brotherhood of the Great Commune. One should remember the correla
tion of these three symbols. This correlation has never been remarked or explained.

In both branches of Spitug, the murals are excellent, with strong tones and feeling of 
balance. They have promised to procure for us the same artist who painted these stirring 
walls.

To our camp came riding a missionary from Yarkand. On yaks, he just crossed Khar- 
dong pass, losing all sense of days and dates. His watch had stopped. He repeated con
stantly: “It is a tremendously hard journey.” He mentioned that the worst spots were 
Khardong and Sasser Pass, while Karakorum, though higher, was easier. He praised 
highly the people of Turkestan and the Chinese Ambans, and informed us that the Amban 
is already awaiting us and considers us his guests.

The monastery Scheh, seven miles from Leh, is wonderfully laid out. In it is a tremen
dous two-storied image of Buddha, the finest mural of any seen by us thus far.

In Trickshe also are the great images of Buddha, Maitreya and Manjushri. The paint
ings are somewhat simpler. We did not see friendly lamas there. There was only one old 
Mongolian lama who, judging by his erratic laughter, was not quite normal.

One must also see the reverse side of Buddhism—let us go to Hemis. Already ap
proaching one feels the strange atmosphere of darkness and dejection. The stupas are with 
strange fearful images—ugly faces. Black ravens fly above and black dogs are gnawing 
at the bones. And the canyon tightly incloses itself. Of course, the temple and the houses 
are all huddled together. And the objects of service are heaped together in dark corners 
like the loot of robbers. The lamas are half-literate. Our guide laughs, “Hemis, a big 
name, but a little monastery.” Of course small, not according to size, but to inner mean
ing. Here is apparent prejudice and greed. The only fine thing about it was that upon 
the neighboring sharp rocks, at morning, the deer appeared and, standing long upon the 
cliffs, turned their heads to greet the sun.

It is an old monastery founded by a great lama who left a book about Chambhalla and 
these manuscripts are lying down below, out of sight, probably feeding the mice.
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Regarding the manuscripts of Christ—first there was a complete denial. Of course de
nial first comes from the circle of missionaries. Then slowly, little by little, are creeping 
fragmentary reticent details, difficult to obtain. Finally it appears—that about the manu
scripts, the old people in Ladak have heard and know.

And such documents as manuscripts about Christ and the Book of Chambhalla lie in 
the “darkest” place. And the figure of the lama—the compiler of the book—stands like an 
idol in some sort of fantastic headgear. And how many other relics have perished in dusty 
corners? For the tantrik-lamas have no interest in them. It was necessary to see this other 
side of Buddhism.

And how simple it is to brush aside this grime and dust of fanaticism. How simple to 
correct the stirring mural paintings. How easy to purify and to clean the finely wrought 
statues. Nor is it difficult to recall to the monastic organizations the full meaning of the 
working commune, according to the teachings of the greatest Lion (Sangi)—Buddha.

Landscape for “Yen-No-Guyo-Dja” Roerich Museum, New York
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PART VII

I
 AM the King of Ladak”—thus the slender slight man in Tibetan garb, approached 

us. He is the former king of Ladak, who was conquered by Kashmirians. His is 
a fine intellectual face. Now his means are very limited. And so we speak at tea, 
and we tell how we love his country and his people who are remarkable for their 
calmness and honesty. We speak of religion and the guest in a fine, subtle way re

marks that the Yellow and Red Sects are almost alike in many observances. We speak of 
ancient things, of the finesse of the work. The king invites us to see his palace, which rises 
high upon the rocks overlooking Leh.

We are climbing the steep, uncertain staircases. We pass along the dark crossings. We 
pause, rapt in joy, upon the terraces and balconies, from which before us spreads the vista 
of all mountains and sandhills. We bow low to enter the tiny doors which lead into the 
home temple. The Temple is dedicated to Dukkar, the resplendent Mother of the World. 
In the center stands again her image. On her right hand—Buddha.

The king now lives in Stog—the summer palace. Nevertheless before these images 
stand fresh flowers. On the walls hang many finely colored tankas (banners). The gen
eral feeling of the paintings here is higher than in Sikhim, and one feels the great influence 
of Tashi-Lunpo.

Near the palace, in a separate temple, is placed the gigantic image of the Maitreya— 
the wall painting there is very majestic. Often, the murals of Italy or of Russian churches, 
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were detailed or broad-spread in various parts. But here one is startled by the unusual 
combination of the broadness of understanding of the general parts, with their richness of 
detail. The image of Maitreya is two stories high—up to the waist in the lower floor, and 
on the higher floor, the Image itself. Perhaps this division of the statue was done as an 
afterthought, but its idea is quite remarkable. To the common man, it is as if not to grasp 
at once the greatness of the symbol. One must ascend the upper way in order to reach the 
Image—as though of a higher world. The lower floor is bathed in twilight while above 
through the narrow windows without glass, the rays of the bright, all-penetrating sun are 
pouring in. And near you are the great number of stupas and the glistening sand and 
fantastic networks of the gates.

The Mongolian Lama has arrived and with him a new wave of news; they await our 
arrival in Lhassa. In monasteries, he says, all are discussing the prophecies. He is an ex
cellent Lama—and has already traveled from Urga to Ceylon. How unnoticeably this 
organization of the lamas is penetrating everywhere!

In a scientifically metaphysical way, the lama explains the incident which happened to 
us in Darjeeling. It must be recorded. We were going in an automobile near the monas
tery Ghum. Approaching us there happened to come a porte-chaise, carried by four serv
ants in white garments, while the lama himself sat in a wonderfully beautiful garment with 
a crown upon his head. He had a bright, welcoming face, with a small black beard. The 
automobile had to slow down, and the lama smiled and joyously bowed to us, nodding his 
head. We thought that this was the important abbot of a large monastery. But after
wards we discovered that lamas are not carried in porte-chaises, nor do they wear crowns 
when traveling. Nor are there in Sikhim such beautiful garments. No one ever heard of 
such a lama—and a face like his we found nowhere.

The last flight of Tashi-Lama had a heroic character. Three hundred armed lamas ac
companied the visionary refugee. Each of them, and the Tashi-Lama himself, led an ex
tra horse by the bridle, because the flight was hurried—and pursuit threatened them from 
all sides. A message was brought to them, just in time, about 500 Lhassan horsemen who 
were hastening to cut off their road, from Lhassa, on the Nagchu pass. The Tashi-Lama suc
ceeded in turning to the side and escaping by a canyon. A snowstorm rose and the Lhassan 
pursuit was delayed for two days. This gave the possibility to the Tashi-Lama to break 
through to the north. So, fully armed, amidst an incessant galloping of horses, an historic 
flight occurred—the fulfillment of the prophecies, such important ones, took place. Judg
ing by an eye-witness, the monk-artist Gelong Champa Tashi, the Tashi-Lama took with 
him from Tashi-Lunpo only the picture of Chambhalla. Rinpoche, from the Chumbi val
ley, proclaimed that the shortest way is through the ruler of Chambhalla! In many monas
teries the images of the Maitreya are again being placed!
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The local inhabitants are copying from each other the prophecies. With excitement, 
they are comparing the dates, which are already fulfilled. And they await, await, await.

A man comes and in a whisper offers to bring to us the manuscript of Chambhalla from 
Hemis. We ask him to bring it.

One must be in these places to understand! One must look into the eyes of these com
ing ones, in order to realize how vitally important it is for them to comprehend the meaning 
of Chambhalla. And the dates of events are not the results of an idle curiosity but are con
nected with deep knowledge. Though this knowledge be obscured and perverted, it never
theless lives and moves the thoughts. Walking by the footpaths one can absorb the frag
ments of hopes and knowledge. And out of these informations is being pieced together the 
heroic flight of the Tashi-Lama—from them is being completed and crystallized the hopes. 
And the new web of the world lives !

The wall paintings in the chambers of the Tashi-Lama at Tashi-Lunpo were com
pleted according to his own orders. In symbols are represented all the present wanderings 
of the Tashi-Lama, through various countries.

Throughout Ladak are scattered stones with images, apparently Druid, as well as Nes- 
torian crosses. This most ancient and now congealed country contains within itself the cos
mic significance of the Druid signs as well as the later religious symbols.

Not far from the site of Buddha stand most ancient tombs called ancient Dard graves. 
Their age is of course considerably more than thousands of years.

Three informations reached us in one day about the manuscript of Christ. A Hindu 
has said to us: “I have heard from one Ladakian official that, according to the words of 
the former Abbot of Hemis, in Leh stands the tree and a small pool beside which Christ 
taught (this is a manner of new version about a tree and a pool, unheard before).

The missionary says to us: “An absurd rumor imagined by a Pole who spent several 
months in Hemis.” (One wonders: why composed? Why not fitting in with other versions 
and conclusions?)

Another says to us: “This manuscript—is it not a Nestorian legend? Among them 
were many ancient legends and true ones. But missionaries know nothing about it.

So is being discussed the manuscript. Thus slowly begins to float out the news. Chiefly, 
of the unusual depth of the text and the wonderful relation to it, upon the part of the 
lamas.

Each day, the Lama here rejoices us and astonishes us. He has seen so much, and knows
so much and is able so definitely to discriminate among the people. Just now he has 
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brought us the information that a name very close to us is mentioned in the most ancient 
prophecies. There is no bigotry in the lama, and for the defense of the foundations he is 
even ready to take arms.

He will whisper: “Do not speak to this one—he will babble everything” or “And now 
I had better leave you.” And there is nothing personal felt behind his intentions. And 
how ready he is to move further.

Leh is a remarkable site. Here the legends connected the paths of Buddha and Christ. 
Buddha went through Leh northwards, Christ communed here with the people on his way 
from Tibet. Secretly and cautiously are guarded the legends. It is difficult to sound them. 
Because lamas, above all peoples, know to guard silence. Only by means of a common 
language—not merely that of tongue but also of inner understanding—can one approach 
their significant mysteries. One becomes convinced that every educated Gelong-monk 
knows much. Even by his eyes, one cannot guess when he agrees or inwardly laughs at you, 
knowing more than yourself. How many stories these silent ones can tell of the passing 
“savants” who have found themselves in the most ridiculous positions. And how many igno
rant mistakes have the press of Europe brought forth. But now is come the time of the 
illumination of Asia!

Wonderful voices have the Ladakists. Robes strangely reminiscent of the Russian By
zantine ornaments. Often instead of the fur slung behind the shoulders there is a short 
mantle of cloth with embroidered designs which gives the impression of the ancient corsno 
(Byzantine mantle-cloak). Their high embroidered hats are like boyars. In their girdles are 
metal depositories for a pen, and a pair of reed-pipes, and with these latter they fill the 
evening with ringing melodies. During the hours of their labor in the fields, the Ladakists 
wear on their heads wreaths of barley and flowers. And the songs—such ringing joyous 
sound they are, like the nature of Ladak itself.

Once again came the King of Ladak. As a result we will live in his Palace (Dzong). 
From this site of the sermons of Christ, from its high terraces, one must paint a series of 
all which one can behold from here. From the high places, purified by the winds, there oc
curred the signs of exalted communions. Of course, the places have changed. Destruc
tions and constructions succeeded each other. The conquerors have brought new accumula
tions but the basic silhouette remains unchanged. The same heavenly frames as formerly 
are crowning the earth—the same glowing stars, and the tides of sand like a sea congealed. 
And the deafening winds, sweeping up from the earth.

The site of Buddha is also completely changed. Stories are told of a “great and very 
ancient house”—but now the cliffs guard only the remnants of destruction. The old stones 
have gone to the structure of later stupas, which in their turn have already crumbled. One 
circumstance is evident and which you believe firmly, that this is truly a place of ancient 
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habitation. Not far off—an old village and a sharp-peaked block from a former fortress, 
merging together like a monolith.

The days are filled with our moving into the palace. Crowds of people are coming and 
an envoy from Lhassa, Tibetan merchants, Aksakal, the elder; Tasildar from Kashmir (the 
district chief) and, again, the King of Ladak.

Came the old King Lama himself. In spite of his poverty he brought with him about 
six lamas and his sons. From the conversation it became apparent that the family of the 
King knows about the Christ documents, although now, in view of the departure of the 
abbot, all the safes are closed. They also informed us that many Mohammetans are inter
ested in this document. Then followed much conversation about prophecies regarding 
Chambhalla, about the dates and about much which fills reality with beauty. The old King 
Lama walks away and the group in white kaftans bows before him in reverence. Simply 
and beautifully.

As simply, yesterday in the street, did a woman walking out of the field of stubble, ap
proach and stretch out a hand of greeting. They are harvesting the golden barley. Rows 
of people with flowers on their heads carry on their backs sheafs of golden wheat and sing 
stirringly and glowingly, singing in a seeming garland of sound.

And so we live in a Ladakian Palace. The ruins of Italian castles pale in comparison 
with this picturesque pile, this mass which rises in the chalice of the mountains. Where 
have we seen these lofty roof-terraces? Where have we already been under the starry- 
domes? Of course in the paintings of Mehesky—the Moon People.* Of course, here are 
the very buildings. Only here are dwelling not the Mehesky, but descendants of Gezar- 
Khan. All kings of Ladak trace their descent from the hero of the legends, Gezar-Khan.

Upon the walls of the room chosen as the dining room are painted vases with many- 
colored plants. On the bed-room walls are all the symbols of Chintamani—the stone of 
the treasure of the world. And the carved pillars, black from age, are supporting the dusky 
ceiling with its Berendey-like ballisters. Little doors are above a high threshold and the 
narrow-paned windows. And before evening the wind freely walks through the passage
ways. The floor is covered with bright nunta from Yarkand. And upon the lower ter
race barks a black dog, Tumbach, and the white one, Amdong, our new fellow travelers.

I am painting in the upper chamber which has its exit upon all the roofs. Its doors 
have broad carved casements, and the pillars with heavily frescoed capitals. Stairs, steps 
and dark ceilings are patterned by age. Where have I seen this chamber before? Where

* Roerich’s Painting of 1915. 
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have these bright colors sparkled? Of course in the “Snowmaiden” in the Chicago setting.* 
My own ones enter and say: “Well here is verily the true Berendey in his own chamber.”

Berendeyevka ended sooner than we thought—the fall does not tarry. One must pass 
Karakorum before the autumn northeast wind approaches. The way to Schayok is possi
ble only a week longer. Moreover the people have taken the bridges apart already for 
fuel, and water is the height of a man. There remains the path through the Khardong and 
Sasser passes. Many varied demanding considerations necessitate us to hasten the date 
of our route. With a large caravan one becomes a subject.

Hence with horses, with mules, with yaks and with rams and with dogs we go on the 
old ways—but with the signs of new possibilities. We will walk upon the mountains, and 
then down—to the deserts. Is it possible to descend from the mountains? But the spirit 
of the sands also calls and the desert nights and sunrises are also glowing. And in this glim
mer of beauty lies the whole conception and hope.

Karakorum—the black throne. Beyond, lies China—again the old patrimony of Buddha.

On a red steed with red banner, unbridled, rushes the rider, guarded in armor, and 
blowing upon the sacred conch shell. From him are darting tongues of red flame and before 
him fly red birds. Behind him lie the mountains—Beluha—Snows, and the White Tara 
sends blessings. Above him exultingly is the gathering of the Great Lamas. Under him 
■—the guardians and herds of domestic animals, as the symbols of the site. This remarkable 
ancient Tibetan picture was brought to us on the last day of our life in Ladak.

In the courtyard, they are loading the yaks. We are now setting out! And the day 
is sparkling.
Sept. 19, 1925. Leh, Ladak.

* Snowmaiden” in Roerich’s Setting for the Chicago Opera Company, 1921.
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Sketch for Hunt of the Prince (Oil), Private Collection

1902
Small Town (Oil), V. D. Shechtel
Archer (Pastel), B. K. Roerich
North (Pastel), N. N. Pertzov, Moscow
The Sacred Place (Oil), M. F. Yakunchikov
Small Town (Oil), E. I. Roerich
Building of the Town (Oil), Tretiakov Gallery
Sketch for Building of the Town (Pastel), E. I. Roerich 
Sketch for the Building of the Town (Oil), A. M. Remizov 
Duel (Pastel), Museum of the School of the Society for the

Encouragement of Arts
Sea Gull (Oil), Museum of the School of the Society for the 

Encouragement of Arts
The Idols (Oil), A. P. Ivanoff
Small Town in Winter (Water-Color), V. 0. Girshman, 

Moscow
Ominous Ones (Oil), In Moscow
Ominous Ones (Colored Drawing), L. N. Andreyev
Over the Neva, the Flags Wave (Water-Color), V. I. Kour-

batov
A Slav Village, Moscow
Battle with the Serpent (Water-Color), F. F. Notgaft
The Lake, Okoulavka (Oil), E. I. Roerich
The Forest, Okoulavka (Oil), E. I. Roerich
Pines, Okoulavka (Oil), M. V. Roerich
The Forest, Okoulavka (Oil), Prince Oldenburgsky
Domovichi, Okoulavka (Oil)
Old Man (Oil), A. F. Byely
Study of an Old Man
A Small Chapel, Sketch (Oil), Princess E. M. Oldenburgsky 
A Lake, S. S. Golouchef, Moscow

1903
Siberian Frieze (Oil), Prince S. A. Scherbatov
Nine Sketches for Siberian Frieze (Pastel), Princess M. K. 

Tenisheva
Building of the Ships (Oil), San Francisco Museum
Sketch for Building of the Ships, N. Goumilov
Guests from Overseas, M. Protopopov
The Idols (Pastel), D. S. Steletzky, Paris
Seventy-five Sketches from Journeys through Russia, mostly

in America, some in the San Francisco Museum, others 
in private collections:

Yaroslavl:
Interior of John the Baptist’s Church, E. I. Roerich 
Interior of the Church of Nicolas the Wet, Oakland

Museum
Entrance into the Church of Nicolas the Wet 
Church of Pokrof, Oakland Museum 
Interior of the Church of Elijah the Prophet 
Entrance to the Church of John the Baptist

Kostroma:
Church of the Resurrection on Debris 
Monastery of Ipatef
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Gates of Ipatef Monastery 
The Little House of the Romanoffs

Kazan :
Tower of Sumbecka
Nijni Novgorod:

Walls of the Kremlin, Oakland Museum, Cal.
Walls of the Kremlin, No. 2, Oakland Museum, Cal.

Vladimir :
Dimitrovsky Cathedral, Jerome Landfield, N. Y. 

Church of Pokrov on Nermi
Chambers of Uri Dolgoroukov in the Village of Pogolubov 

Suzdal :
Effrosinyevsky Monastery 
The White Church
Two Sketches of the Spasso-Effimievsky Monastery 

Uriev Polsky:
Two Sketches of a Temple 
Church in the Village Kinekscha

Rostov the Great:
Two Views of the Kremlin from Lake Nero 
Rostov the Great, San Francisco Museum 
Church of the Savior
Vestibule 
Small Courtyard 
Interior of Church 
T ower-room 
Church on Ishna

Moscow :
Two Views of the Kremlin 
Outskirts of Moscow

Smolensk :
The Wall of Veselucha
Tower of Smolensk (Oil), San Francisco Museum 
Sketch of the City Walls, Oakland Museum, Cal.
Porch of the Nunnery

Vilna:
Mountain of Gedemin Palace 
The Street

T roki:
Two Sketches of the Troki Monastery 

Grodno :
Two Studies of the Church 

Kovno:
Roman Catholic Church, Oakland Museum, Cal.
Gothic Façade (Drawing), San Francisco 
Palace on Nieman near Urburg

Mitava :
The Square, S. B. Bernstein 

Riga:
Old Riga, I. M. Stepanoff
Interior of the Cathedral, Oakland Museum, Cal. 
Cathedral

Venden:
Two Studies of the Castle 

Izborsk :
The Town Site of Truvor
The Towers of Izborsk, Oakland Museum, Cal.
Study of a Tower
Cemetery of the Village Sedno
Crosses on the Walls (Drawing)



Pemaionchi {“Sikkim” Series') Roerich Museum, New York



Pechery:
Gates—Interior
Gates—Entrance, M. N. Bialkovsky 
The Big Bell Tower 
The Vestry-room
The General View of the Monastery 
The Outer Walls 
A Half-Believer 
Walls
Half-Believers, A. V. Roumanov 

Pskov:
Three Studies of the Kremlin
Windows of an Old House, San Francisco Museum
God’s House, Destroyed

1904

Tver:
Boats on the Volga, Private Collection, Paris 

Uglitsh:
Church of Zarevitch Dmitri at Ugulitsh, Mr. Sachar 
Voskresenky Monastery, A. V. Roumanov 
Porch, Prince M. S. Putiatin
Uglitsh as Seen from the Volga 

Kaliazin:
Two Studies of Monastery, A. A. Rostislavov 

Valdai:
Chambers of Nikon, Private Collection, Vienna
Iversky Monastery
Old Printing Shop, M. V. Roerich
Walls of the Iversky Monastery, B. K. Roerich

Zvenigorod:
Holy Gates, Prince M. S. Putiatin
Storojevsky Monastery of Savva (<?«/), N. P. Kondakov 

Old Pskov G. Fuchs
Sedno, near Pskov (<9z7), Private Collection, America 
Cemetery of Pskov (Cz7), Princess M. K. Teniskeva, Smolensk 
Saint Boris and Saint Gleb, Vision in the Boat (Water-Color),

Roerich Museum
Battle of Alexander Nevsky with Yarle Berger (Guash), 

Russian Museum of Alexander III
The Ancient Life (Oil), Prince S. A. Scherbatov
The Ancient Life (Sketch), V. P. Schneider
The Ancient Life (Sketch), S. S. Mitusov
Stone Age, North, Frieze for Majolica (Guash), Russian 

Museum of Alexander III
Fishes, Sketch (Water-Color), A. M. Remizov
Birds, Sketch (Water-Color), Maurice Denis, Paris 
Animals, Sketch (Water-Color), B. N. Reejov 
Underground Monsters, II, (Water-Color), Private Collection 
Archangel, Sketch for Treasure of the Angels (Oil), Princess

M. K. Teniskeva, Smolensk 
Warriors (Pastel), Mr. Krotte
Four Sketches of Furniture Executed in Shops in Talashkino 
Five Sketches for Wood Carving (Water-Color)
The Castle (Oil), San Francisco Museum
Nomads (Pastel), Princess E. K. Sviatopolk-Tchetvertinskaya
Ill-Omened, Small Variant, Private Collection
Choral Dance (Pastel), Count A. A. Golenischev-Koutouzov
Sketch for “The Hunt,” B. K. Roerich

188

Building of the Temple, Sketch, Roerich Museum
Decorative Frieze, For Embroidery, 5. 5. Mituzov

1905
North, Drawings for Majolica Friezes (Guash)
Slavs on the Dnieper (Pastel), A. A. Korovin
Frescoes in a Chapel (Water-Color), Russian Museum of

Alexander III
Treasure of the Angels (Oil), Roerich Museum
Archangel with Birds (Water-Color), E. I. Roerich
The Fiery Furnace (Water-Color and Tempera), Russian

Museum of Alexander III 
Decorative Panel, Sketch (Tempera), S. S. Mituzov 
Studies:

Pines (Water-Color), Princess M. K. Teniskeva, Smolensk 
Birches (Oil), Russian Museum of Alexander 111 
Linden (Pastel), S. Srutinsky
Apple-Tree (Crayon and Water-Color), L. N. Kamen

skaya
House in “Beriozka” (Oil), B. K. Roerich
Study of a Tree (Oil), M. M. Topper
Pskov (Oil), Roerich Museum
A Fisherman, Study (Drawing), M. Sachar
Profile of a Sorcerer (Sketch), Private Collection, Kiev
Birches (Pastel), E. I. Roerich
Pines (Drawing), Princess M. K. Teniskeva, Smolensk 
Clouds (Drawing)
A Man with a Scraper (Pastel), Luxembourg Museum,

Paris
The Sorcerers (Pastel), Mr. Vlassov, Kiev 
White Birds (Oil), Mr. Chorvat, Geneva 
The Conjuration by Water (Pastel), Denis Roche, Paris 
The Hut of Death (Water-Color), Princess M. K. Teni-

sheva, Smolensk
Stillness (Oil), A. F. Mantel, Kazan
Vignettes for the Publication “Talashkino” (Drawing),

Lost
Sketch for “The Battle” (Water-Color), E. I. Roerich 
A Man with a Horn, on a Tower (Drawing)
He Is Looking (Drawing)
The Evil Ones, Sketch (Oil), E. I. Roerich 
The City (Drawing), Private Collection, Odessa 
Patrol (Oil), N. D. Yermakov
Pursuit, Sketch (Oil), E. I. Roerich
The Lake (Sketch), Princess M. K. Teniskeva, Smolensk
The Prophetic Stone, N. E. Dobytchina
Procession, End-Piece (Water-Color), E. I. Roerich 

Illustrations to Maeterlinck:
Princess Maleine (Pastel), Private Collection, Paris 
Seven Princesses (Drawing), B. K. Roerich 
Aglavaine and Selisette (Draa/ZMi/)
The Blind (Drawing), E. I. Roerich 
Ariane (Drawing)
Princess Maleine
Two Variants of Princess Maleine, Private Collection
Pelleas and Melisande
Joyzelle
Vtiruscha, 5. 5. Mituzov 
Monna Vanna
Sister Beatrice, A. F. Mantel, Kazan 
The King (Drawing), A. F. Mantel, Kazan



Guests from Overseas, Design for Enamel, Princess M. K.
Teniskeva, Smolensk 

The Battle (<9¿Z), Tretiakov Gallery
The Serpent Princess (Tempera}, Russian Museum of Alex

ander III
Peacock (Drawing}, V. P. Schneider
Devassary Abuntu (Tempera}, Private Collection, Vienna 
Devassary Abuntu with Birds (Tempera}, Milosh Marten,

Prague
Three Illustrations for “Rouslan and Ludmila :

Head (Water-Color}, P. F. Aleshin 
Finn (Water-Color}, Private Collection 
Chernomore (Water-Color}, Private Collection

Angels Before the Throne, Princess M. K. Teniskeva, Smolensk 
On the Bridge Stood an Old Woman (Water-Color}, M. P.

Soloviev
The Battle, Variant—Executed in Mosaic (Tempera}, V. A. 

Frolov
The Battle (Sketch}, E. I. Roerich
Pomoriane, Morning (Tempera}, E. I. Roerich
12 Sketches for Church Paintings in Parhomovka (Water-

Color}, V. V. Golubev
The Assumption (Guash}, L. V. Golubev
Sketch to the Assumption (Guash}, V. A. Pokrovsky
Spass Nerukotvoreny (Oil}, L. V. Golubev
Sketch of the Head of the Savior for Schlisselburg, V. A.

Pokrovsky
Boris and Gleb for the Schlisselburg Church (Tempera}, G. 

Krotte
Boris and Gleb (Drawing}, V. A. Pokrovsky
Nerukotvoreny Spass, V. A. Pokrovsky
The Blue Fresco (Tempera}, Louvre
Saints Peter and Paul (Tempera}, V. A. Pokrovsky
Archangel Michael, Executed in Mosaic by V. A. Florov

(Tempera}, V. V. Golubev, Paris 
Drawing for the Same (Tempera}, V. A. Pokrovsky 
Sketches from Trips in Italy and Switzerland:

Mountains (Pastel}, V. P. Schneider
The Valley of Rhone (Colors Rafaelli}, E. L. Roumanova
Shamosser (Pastel}, 0. F. Syerova, Moscow
Sunset in Alps (Pastel}, Mr. G. Goldberg 
A Stone Figure (Pastel}, M. P. Fabricius 
The Sea of the Mist (Pastel}, V. A. Bondy 
San Geminiano I. (Pastel}, S. A. Kussevitsky 
San Geminiano II. (Pastel}, Mr. Brodsky 
Gozzoli Frescoes at Piza (Pastel}, B. K. Roerich 
Grotto (Pastel}, B. K. Roerich 
Castle, N. I. Dmytryev
Snowy Mountains, A. I. Guidony 

Sorcerer (Water-Color}, V. A. Pokrovsky 
Three Varengians Are Approaching (Tempera}, N. V. Golubev 
The Lake (Drawing}, Princess M. K. Tenisheva, Smolensk 
Tournament, A. I. Fillipov
Sketch for Tournament (Drawing}, E. I. Roerich
The Stone Age, Fragment for Painting, The Tournament,

Mr. Krotte
1907

Saintly Visions, Begun 1904 (Oil}, Roerich Museum 
Pomoriane-Evening (Oil}, Roerich Museum

1906 Stone Age—Frieze for Majolica, E. I. Roerich
Song of the Viking (Tempera}, Roerich Museum
Varengian Path (Pastel}, S. P. Kratshkovsky
Studies in Finland:

Ventila (Pastel}, N. N. Y evreinov
Nyslot, Olafsborg (Pastel}, Roerich Museum
Punkakhariu (Pastel}, Mme. Lokhova, Moscow
Imatra (Pastel}, I. M. Stepanov
Gray Finland (Pastel}, A. L. Lipovsky
Pines (Pastel}, Armand Daillot, Paris
Stones (Pastel}, M. I. Rabinovitck
Lavola (Pastel}, V. A. Stchavinsky
Lake (Pastel}, Count Benkendorf

Study of Finland (Pastel}, L. K. Ozerova
Forest (Pastel}, K. N. Ldoff
Hunters (Pastel}, B. G. Vlassyepf
Stones (Pastel}, S. S. Mitussov
Stones (Pastel}, S. K. Makovsky
Meadow (Pastel}, A. A. Pilenko
Ivan’s Fire (Pastel}, V. V. Golubev
Moss (Pastel}, B. K. Roerich
Two Studies of the Woods (Pastel}, Private Collection 
The Sacred Place (Pastel}, Baron de Bailie 
Landscape with a Mile Stone (Pastel}, E. E. Raytern 
Fog (Pastel}, 0. A. Lopatina
Duel (Pastel}, A. A. Stabrovsky
The Earthly Conjuration (Tempera}, B. V. Sleptzov
The Flying Carpet (Tempera and Pastel}, A. N. Chorvat,

Geneva
Elijah, The Prophet (Tempera and Pastel}, A. V. Roumanov 
Seven Trembling Sisters (Pastel}, Private Collection 
Sketch for Seven Trembling Sisters (Tempera}, E. I. Roerich 
Birches (Pastel}
Sketches of Settings for “Valkyrie”:

Hunding’s Abode (Tempera}, Mr. Matveev
Gorge (Tempera}, V. K. Roerich
Fire Spell (Tempera}, A. A. Korzinkin

Sketch for the Settings for “Three Sorcerers,” A. A. Bakh- 
roushin

Variant of the Preceding, A. A. Bakhroushin 
Variant of the Preceding, Lost 
Italy A. A. Blok
Ikonostase for Monastery in Perm

1908
Viking’s Triumph, 5. N. Tretiakov, Moscow
Sketches for “Snegourotchka” for the Opera Comique in Paris:

Prologue, Mrs. H. Johnson, London
Variant to Prologue, A. A. Sanin
Village, Princess M. K. Tenisheva, Smolensk
Palace, M. Pavlovsky, Paris
Setting, Princess M. K. Tenisheva, Smolensk
Valley of Yarila, Princess M. K. Tenisheva, Smolensk
They Design the Garment (Tempera}, Mr. Kasyanov
The Giant’s Grave, 5. S. Mitussov
Collecting Hostage (Pastel}, I. N. Knebel
Town, I. N. Knebel
Collecting Hostage, Sketch (Pastel}, B. K. Roerich 
A Path (Pastel}, A. V. Roumanov 
Saint George (Oil}, U. S. Nechayev-Maltzev 
White Birds (Oil}, A. M. Chorvat

189



Suite “Prince Igor”:
Putivile {Tempera), Tretiakov Gallery
Galitzky’s Courtyard {Tempera), Princess M. K. Teni-

sheva, Smolensk
Yaroslavna’s Chamber {Tempera), S. A. Kussevitzky 
Variant of Act III {Tempera), S. S. Mitussov 
Polovetzy Camp {Tempera), Tretiakov Gallery 
Variant of the Polovetzy Camp {Tempera), Roerich

Museum
Yaroslavna’s Plea {Tempera), P. A. Pletnev

Suite “Pskovitianka”:
Grozny’s Entry, Mr. Matveev 
Grozny’s Tent, A. N. Rimsky-Korsakov 
Variant of Grozny’s Tent, F. I. Chaliapin

Sketches of Costumes for “Prince Igor”
Costume of Konchak, Roerich Museum
Variant of Costume of Konchak, F. I. Chaliapin
Vladimir Galitsky, Princess M. K. Tenisheva, Smolensk
A Captive Maid, Baron M. R. 0sten-Saken
Polovchanka, I. F. Stravinsky
Polovchanin, M. M. Fokine
Igor, N. E. Makarenko
Polovetz, Mrs. Fetissova, Moscow 
Polovetz, London
A Captive Maid, Baron M. R. 0sten-Saken 
Boyars {Tempera), A. P. Langovoy, Moscow 
Pantokrator {Tempera), B. K. Roerich

Rhine, Heimersheim, Prince M. S. Putiatin
Old House, Valportsheim, P. F. Aleshin
The Ominous Castle, Sketch of a Tree-Stump {Tempera), 

N. I. Butkovskaya
A Captive Woman, Princess M. K. Tenisheva, Smolensk 
Heroic, Frieze {Tempera), F. G. Bajanov

Volga, Frieze {Tempera), F. G. Bajanov 
Mikula, Frieze {Tempera), F. G. Bajanov 
Ilya Mourometz, Frieze {Tempera), F. G. Bajanov 
Solovey the Highwayman, Frieze {Tempera), F. G.

Bajanov
Sadko, Frieze {Tempera), F. G. Bajanov 
Bayan, Frieze {Tempera), F. G. Bajanov 
Knight, Frieze {Tempera), F. G. Bajanov

Sketches of Friezes for Bajanov’s House:
Volga {Tempera), Princess M. K. Tenisheva, Smolensk 
Sadko {Tempera), M. M. Gorelov
Ilya Mourometz {Tempera), Kiev
Solovey the Highwayman {Tempera), Destroyed
Mikula {Tempera), Destroyed
Bayan {Tempera), Destroyed

The Town Site {Pastel), A. A. Dvukrayev
The Guard {Tempera and Pastel), 0. G. Hansen 
The Hut of Death, Variant {Tempera), A. P. Langovoy 
Varengian Path {Pastel), S. P. Krachkovsky
Glowing Night, Song of the Viking {Tempera), A. A. 

Korzinkin
Sketch for Glowing Night {Drawing), E. I. Roerich 
Unkrada {Drawing), Hilze van-der-Palse 
Offerings {Drawing), Roerich Museum 
Rostov, the Great (<?z/), National Museum, Rome 
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1909 The Heavenly Battle {Tempera and Pastel), Mme. Hubrecht, 
Northfield, England

Prince Igor, Eclipse {Drawing), B. I. Lopatin
Ancient Tomb {Tempera), S. S. Mitussov
City by the Sea {Tempera), Mr. Liuboshitz
Solitary Ship {Tempera), A. A. Pisemsky
Savior, Design for Mosaic Above Entrance at the Church 

in Talashkino, Princess M. K. Tenisheva, Smolensk
Sketch to Savior, V. V. Golobev, Paris

1910
Guests from Overseas {Tempera), Mr. Ashkinasi, Odessa
Guests from Overseas {Tempera), I. G. Kamensky
The Saintly Princes {Tempera), Museum of Potchayevsk

Monastery
Variant to Saintly Princes {Tempera), A. V. Stchuseff
Spectre’s Chamber {Tempera), N. A. Byelotzvetov
The Heavenly Queen on the Shores of the River of Life,

Sketch for the Church in Talashkino {Tempera), Prin
cess M. K. Tenisheva, Smolensk

Landscape, V. F. Byely
Call of the Sun, Stone Age {Pastel), Roerich Museum
Call of the Sun {Tempera), Roerich Museum
The Path of the Giants {Tempera), Unfinished
Beyond the Seas Are Great Countries {Tempera), L. N.

Kamenskaya
Variant for Preceding Work {Tempera), N. G. Sergovsky 
Second Variant of Preceding Work {Tempera), S. P. Kratch-

kovsky
Besides the Miraculous Stone Dwelt an Unknown Old Man 

{Tempera and Pastel), I. G. Kamensky
An Ancient Landscape {Tempera), S. A. Kussevitsky 
A Church Door, Novgorod {Tempera), M. K. Ushkov 
Walls of Smolensk {Pastel), M. K. Ushkov 
The Desert {Tempera), Private Collection, Kiev 
Procession {Drawing), Private Collection
Resplendent Steeds {Tempera), B. G. Vlassiev
Emigration, Sketch {Pastel), E. I. Roerich
Sketch for The Path of the Giants {Tempera), B. K. Roerich 
Stones, Estholm {Tempera), A. P. Ivanov 
A Small Town {Tempera), A. V. Roumanov 
A Varengian Motif {Tempera), Mr. Aylio, Helsingfors 
Idols—Pagan Russia, Begun in 1901 {Tempera), Roerich

Museum
The Old King {Tempera and Pastel), M. N. Neysheller 
Landscape for the Preceding Painting {Drawing), E. I.

Roerich
Decorations to “Sacre du Printemps”:

The Great Sacrifice, Sketch {Tempera), E. I. Roerich 
The Great Sacrifice—Second Variant {Tempera), I. F.

Stravinsky
The Great Sacrifice—Third Variant {Tempera), B. G. 

Vlassiev
1911

Design in Black for the Mosaic over the Church Entrance at 
Talashkino

Our Forefathers, B. V. Sleptzov
Our Forefathers, Variant, Dr. Christian Brinton
Landscape for the Preceding Painting {Tempera), V. K. 

Roerich



i.-

Sangacheling (“Sikkim” Senes') Roerich Museum, New York



Battle at Kerjenetz (Tempera), Moscow-Kazan Railroad 
Station

Varengian Sea (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Design of the Setting for “Fuente Ovejune” (Tempera), V. E. 

B urtzev
First Sketch for “Fuente Ovejune” (Drawing), S. S. Mitussov
The Blue Landscape (Tempera), S. S. Mitussov
Descent into Hell (Tempera), E. I. Roerich
The Doves’ Book (Pastel), Princess M. K. Tenisheva,

Smolensk
Settings to “Peer Gynt”:

A Mill in the Mountains (Drawing), L. B. Bertenson 
A Mill in the Mountains (Tempera), B. V. Sleptzov 
Hegstad (Tempera), F. F. Notgaft
Hegstad, Sketch (Drawing), E. I. Roerich
Peaks of the Mountains (Drawing), B. V. Sleptzov
The Rondian Rocks (Drawing), B. V. Sleptzov
The Rondian Rocks, Sketch (Drawing), E. I. Roerich
Town Site (Tempera), Princess M. K. Tenisheva,

Smolensk
Sadko (Tempera), Princess M. K. Tenisheva, Smolensk 
Design for the Monument for Rimsky-Korsakov

1912
“Most Blessed Tree, Solace to the Eye” (Tempera), A. V. 

Roumanov
The Fairest City Is the Enemies’ Vexation (Tempera), Prin

cess M. K. Tenisheva, Smolensk
Variant for “The Fairest City” (Tempera), E. I. Roerich 
Settings for “Sacre du Printemps”:

A Kiss to the Earth (Tempera), S. A. Kussevitsky 
A Kiss to the Earth, Four Variants (Tempera), V. G.

Flassieff, B. V. Sleptzoff, A. V. Roumanov, S. N. 
Bertenson

Variant for Act I, B. V. Sleptzov
The Same, Mr. Loviton
The Same, 5. A. Bertenson
The Great Sacrifice, E. I. Roerich
The Same—Second Scene, I. F. Stravinsky
The Same—Third Scene, B. G. Vlassiev

Settings for “Tristan and Isolde”:
The Ship (Tempera), S. I. Zimin 
Castle at Night (Tempera), S. I. Zimin 
Tristan’s Death (Tempera), S. I. Zimin 
Costumes (Tempera), S. I. Zimin
Variant of the Second Act (Tempera), Princess M. K. 

Tenisheva, Smolensk
Variant of the Third Act (Tempera), Princess M. K. 

Tenisheva, Smolensk
Settings for “Snegourotchka”:

Village of Berendey (Tempera), E. I. Roerich 
The Same, Sketch, Princess M. K. Tenisheva, Smolensk 
Palace (Tempera), Roerich Museum 
The Same, Sketch, E. I. Roerich
Settings (Tempera), B. V. Sleptzov 
The Same, Variant (Tempera)
The Same, Variant (Tempera)
Valley of Yarila (Tempera), S. A. Kussevitsky 
Sketch to Valley of Yarila (Tempera), Princess M. K.

Tenisheva, Smolensk

Two Costumes of “Snegourotchka” (Pastel), A. V. 
Roumanov

Heavenly Battle (Tempera), A. A. Korovin
Four Sketches for “Peer Gynt” (Tempera), L. I. Jeverjeyev 
Two Sketches for “Peer Gynt” (Tempera), N. G. Sergovsky 
Settings for “Peer Gynt”:

Cave of the Trolls (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Ase’s House (Tempera), M. 0. Steinberg
Peer Gynt’s Hut (Tempera), V. V. Sviatlovsky
Ase’s Death (Tempera), Y. A. Tikston
Morocco (Tempera), I. I. Troyanovsky, Moscow
Egypt (Tempera), A. N. Benois
Cabins (Tempera), Af. M. Yeremeyev
Hills (Tempera), Museum of Russian Art at the School

of the Society for the Encouragement of Arts 
The Same, Variant (Tempera), B. V. Slepstov 
A Hut in the Woods (Tempera), Mr. Mark 
Solveig’s Song (Tempera), V. V. Sviatlovsky 
A Battle with the Serpent (Tempera), D. V. Vysotzky 
Sketch for “Peer Gynt” (Tempera), K. A. Marjanov 
Four Drawings for “Peer Gynt” (Tempera), Y. I. Tikston

The Sword of Valour (Tempera), V. I. Zarubin
Starry Runes (Tempera), A. P. Langovoy
Subterranean Fires, E. I. Roerich
Rhenish Landscape, Museum of Viatka
The Same, Variant, M. 0. Steinberg
Direct Path (Tempera), S. Kussevitsky
The Last Angel (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Painting of the Church Interior at Talashkino:

The Queen of Heaven, Princess M. K. Tenisheva,
Smolensk

Princes, Princess M. K. Tenisheva, Smolensk 
Throne of the Invisible God, Princess M. K. Tenisheva,

Smolensk
The Youths, Princess M. K. Tenisheva, Smolensk 
Saint Nicholas, Princess M. K. Tenisheva, Smolensk 
Dome of the Earth, Sketch, Princess M. K. Tenisheva,

Smolensk
Listen to the Commandments of God, Princess M. K. Teni

sheva, Smolensk
Monster (Drawing), M. I. Rabinovitch
Decorative Panel, Mrs. Cooper, London
Polovetz Costume
Battle (Autolithography—slightly touched with water color.

Only Four Impressions), F. F. Notgaft, A. V. Rou
manov, A. I. Guidony

Costumes for “Peer Gynt,” K. S. Stanislavsky, V. I. Nemiro- 
vitch-Dantchenko, Mr. Leonidov, L. I. Jeverjeyev, B. 
K. Roerich, K. A. Marjanov, Mr. Burdjalov, L. N. 
Andreyev, A. A. Petrov, N. G. Sergovsky

1913
The Cry of the Serpent (Tempera)
Hermitage (Water-Color), Prince N. D. Jevachov
Monastery (Tempera), E. I. Roerich
Caucasian Studies :

Bugurstan (Tempera), Roerich Museum
The Same (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Caucasian Village (Tempera), Mr. Be]etzky
Blue Mountain (Tempera), Museum of the School of

the Society for the Encouragement of Arts
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The Sunrise (Paster), 0. K. Allegry 
The Cloud (Tempera), E. I. Roerich 
Coffin Mountain, Y. A. Tikston 
Underworld Dwellers (Tempera'), E. I. Roerich

Castle by the Sea, From the Series “Tristan and Isolde” 
(Water-Color and Pencil'), N. V. Groushetzky

Settings for “Princess Maleine” for the Liberal Theatre in 
Moscow:

Castle (Tempera'), N. V. Groushetzky 
Prison in the Tower (Tempera')
Prison in the Tower (Drawing)
Queen Anne’s Tower (Pastel), Roerich Museum 
The Same (Drawing), E. I. Roerich 
Forest (Tempera), P. Shoubin-Pozdeyev 
Forest (Sketch), Mr. Molvo
Street Before the Castle (Sketch), Roerich Museum 
Street Before the Castle (Pastel), E. I. Roerich 
King’s Chamber, N. V. Groushetzky 
Garden, Sketch (Tempera), T. V. Bakulina 
Garden (Tempera), Esther J. Lichtmann 
Queen’s Chamber (Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Interior Yard
Street Before the Castle (Pastel and Tempera), Roerich 

Museum
Maleine’s Chamber (Pastel and Tempera)
Maleine’s Chamber, Variant, Roerich Museum 
Corridor in the Castle, Omaha Museum 
Besides the Chapel (Tempera)
Gobelin, Curtain (Drawing), Mr. Braykevitch 
Costumes (Drawings)

Battle at Kerjenetz, Variant (Tempera), Moscow-Kazan Rail
road Station

The Same, Variant (Tempera), N. G. Sergovsky
Procopius, the Blessed, Averts the Stone Cloud from the Great 

Ustiug (Drawing), S. P. Kolossov
Koschey—Sketches of the Settings :

Scene I, /. F. Stravinsky 
Scene II, Albert Coates

Banners (Tempera), E. I. Roerich
Sorcerer, Variant, Roerich Museum
Spectres (Tempera)
Four Sketches for the Church at Pskov (Tempera), U. A. 

Zabielsky, E. I. Roerich, Private Collections
Sketch for the Chapel (Tempera), L. S. Lifshitz
Sketch of Mosaic for the A. I. Kuindjy Monument, Kuindjy 

Society
The Castle of Mist, A. V. Roumanov
Sketch for Mosaic, A. V. Stchuseff

1914
Settings for “Prince Igor”:

Putivile (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Eclipse (Tempera), L. I. Jeverjeyev
Galitzky’s Courtyard with Figure (Tempera), Roerich

Museum
The Same (Sketch)
Yaroslavna’s Chamber (Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Polovetsky Camp (Tempera), Detroit Museum 
Polovetsky Camp, Variant (Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Yaroslavna’s Plea (Tempera), L. I. Jeverjeyev

Yaroslavna’s Plea, Variant (Tempera), F. I. Chaliapin 
Costume for Vladimir Galitsky ( Tempera), F. I. Chaliapin

Three Illustrations for the Romanov’s Almanach :
Vaydelotes (Tempera)
Arrival at Novgorod ( Tempera)
The Embassy from Tver (Tempera)

Conquest of Kazan (Tempera), Moscow-Kazan Railroad 
Station

Conquest of Kazan, Variant, Y. A. Tikston
Direct Path, Variant, Mr. Bejenoff
The Lord (Tempera), E. I. Roerich
The Same (Tempera), E. I. Roerich
Magician, N. N. Yevreinov
The Path of Giants
Dalilah, Costume Sketch (Tempera), E. I. Zbrouyeva 
Krimherd, the Giantess (Oil)
Procopius, the Blessed, Averts the Stone Cloud from the Great 

Ustiug, Mr. Bejetzky
Reflection of Fire (Tempera)
The Same (Sketch), E. I. Roerich
Crowns, Museum of Russian Art at the School for the Encour

agement of Arts
Crowns (Sketch), E. I. Roerich
Human Deeds, Princess M. A. Troubetzkoy
The Night (Tempera), B. V. Sleptzov
The Doomed City (Tempera), M. A. Gorky
Procopius, the Blessed, Averts the Stone Cloud from the Great 

Ustiug (Tempera), E. V. Bourtzev
Procopius, the Blessed, Prays for the Unknown Travelers 

(Tempera), B. V. Sleptzov
The Same, Sketch (Tempera), E. I. Roerich
The Enemy of Mankind (Tempera), A. V. Krivoshein 
Settings for “Sister Beatrice” :

Sister Beatrice (Tempera), M. I. Tereschenko 
Two Pages of Costumes (Tempera), A. A. Davidov 
Sister Beatrice, Variant (Tempera), E. I. Roerich 
The Same, Variant Applied to the Production

Sketches of Scenes for “Sister Beatrice”:
Winter (Tempera), Museum of the School of the Society

for the Encouragement of Arts 
Summer (Tempera), L. I. Jeverjeyev 
The Temple (Tempera), L. I. Jeverjeyev 
Costume of Beatrice (Tempera), V. Y. Svetlov

Vault
I See the Enemy (Tempera), E. I. Roerich
The Cry of the Serpent (Tempera), Museum of the Academy 

of Arts
The Cry of the Serpent, Sketch, E. I. Roerich
The Chapel—-Twelve Panels:

The Host of the House, L. S. Lifshitz, Nice 
The Gracious Visitors, Two Panels 
Youth Which Carries On, Four Panels 
The Blessed Tree Flourished, Two Panels 
Entrances, Two Panels
Ornament

Cities—Two Fragments
1915

Variants for “Prince Igor” :
Galitzky’s Court, Chamber and Polovetsky Camp (Tem

pera), L. I. Jeverjeyev

193



The Messenger (Tempera), B. G. Tlassiev 
The Omen (Tempera)
Arrows of Heaven—Spears of the Earth (Tempera)
The Living and Dead Water (Tempera)
Mehesky—The Moon People (Tempera)
The Lake Village (Tempera)
The Village (Drawing)
The Giant’s Grave, Started in 1910 (Tempera), Roerich 

Museum,
The Giant’s Grave (Drawing), A. V. Roumanov 
The Cloud (Drawing)
Ancient Tomb (Drawing)
Album Design (Drawing)
Three Architectural Designs for “Princess Maleine :

Court, I. M. Stepanoff 
Tower
Court, Museum of the Society for the Encouragement of 

Arts
The Messenger, Sketch (Drawing)
Saint Olga, Sketch for Church (Drawing)
Changeling (Tempera), T. A. Pokrovskaya
The House of the Spirit, Sketch (Drawing), 0. P. Karatiguina
The Commands of Heaven
Krimherd, the Giantess (Drawing), N. M. Daniloff 
Krimherd, the Giantess (Autolitography—Twelve Impressions) 
Secret Place (Drawing), T. V. Bakulina
Secret Place (Autolitography—Twelve Impressions)
They Drag Them Along (Tempera)
Cemetery (Autolitography)
Clouds (Tempera)
Hills (Tempera), A. V. Roumanov 
The Silvery Carpet (Tempera)
The Plain, Moss (Tempera)
On the Boundary (Drawing)
The Shore (Tempera), F. P. Poliakoff 
Tumuli (Drawing)
Lake (Tempera)
The Boundary of the Kingdom, Sketch (Drawing)

1916
The Flying Carpet (Tempera)
The Flying Carpet, Sketch (Drawing)
Three Sketches of Settings for Ballet:

“The Night on Bald Mountain” (Tempera)
Rest of the Hunter, Sketch (Tempera)
Suite (“Princess Maleine” :

Court Before the Castle (Drawing)
Queen Anne’s Tower (Drawing).
Queen Anne’s Tower, Variant (Drawing), S.

Y aremitch
On the Shore (Drawing)
The Street (Drawing)
The Castle (Tempera)
The Sign (Tempera)
Hills (Tempera)

Ploughed Field, Sketch for the Painting “Three Joys” 
(Tempera)

The River, Three Sketches for the Same Painting 
The Blind Man, Drawing for the Same Painting 
Landscape, for the Painting “The Call” (Drawing), Roerich 

Museum

The Call (Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Three Joys (Tempera)
The Storm Cloud (Tempera)
Clouds (Drawing), Roerich Museum 
Clouds (Drawing), S. P. Yaremitch 
Fields (Drawing)
The Road (Dratuzwp')
The Village (Drawing)
The Stone Age (Drawing), V. A. Nikolsky 
Saint Pantaleon, the Healer (Oil, Isograph)
The Night (Oil), E. N. Fenoo 
Fields (Isograph)
A Mound (Isograph), V. A. Stchavinsky 
Rest of the Hunter (Tempera)
Hills (Two Drawings)
The Black Shore (Tempera)
The Overflow (Tempera)
The Lake (Tempera)
Hills (Tempera)
The Shadows (Tempera), T. A. Pokrovskaya, Moscow 
The Abbey (Drawing)
The White City (Tempera)
The Sorceress (Tempera), Esther J. Lichtmann 
Prince ( Tempera)
The Creator of the Temple (Tempera), T. A. Pokrovskaya, 

Moscow
Hills (Drawing)
Sketch for the Painting “The Courtier”
The Boundary of the Kingdom (Tempera)
Forest Dwellers (Tempera)
Sketch for the Painting “The Black One” (Draan'wp)
Sketch for the Painting “The Hero” (Drawing)
The Wisdom of Manoo, Sketch for Decorative Panel (Oil) 
The Black One, Begun (Oil)
The Ruins (Drawing for the Painting “The Wisdom of 

Manoo”)
Saint Nicholas (Tempera)
Prince Gleb (Tempera)
The Prayer (Drawing)
Laoochmy the Conqueress (Tempera)
The Snow Storm (Pastel)
Snows (Pastel)
Karelia (Pastel)

1917
The Bay of the Forest God (Pastel)
Karelia (Pastel), A. M. Toumarkin, Tervus 

P. Ladoga (Pastel), Roerich Museum
The Mountain of the Castle (Tempera), Roerich Museum 
White Night (Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Kyriavalahti (Tempera), P. Hagemann, Copenhagen 
The Rock of the Raven (Pastel)
Dream Island (Oil), B. A. Sorvaly, Helsingfors 
The Fire Stones (Oil)
The Cedar Tree (Oil), 0. Relander, Sortavala 
Distant Lakes (Pastel)
The Transformed Serpent, Sketch (Tempera), M. Jarvinen, 

Helsingfors
Hills at the Shore (Pastel)
The Dream Island (Pastel)
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Karelia Series:
The Grey Lake {Oil)
The Sun Behind the Cloud {Oil)
The Yellow Shore {Oil), Arvid Lydeken, Helsingfors 
The Storm Cloud {Oil), Mr. Karakash 
The Mountain {Oil), Roerich Museum.
The Sunset {Oil), A. M. Tumarkin, Vyborg 
The Fog {Oil)
The Island of the Castle {Oil)

Stones {Pastel)
Ecstasy, Sketch {Tempera), Roerich Museum
Honcasalon Cuiat {Tempera)
Linnasaari {Tempera), S. F. Solntzev, Sortavala
The Moonlit Shore {Tempera), Roerich Museum
The Castle Mount {Tempera), Roerich Museum
The Day of Showers {Pastel), Donated to the Students 
Searchers, Sketch {Tempera)
Karelia Suite:

Morning {Oil), R. Drampov
The Blue Morning {Oil), Roerich Museum

The Woods {Pastel)
The Bay of Unity {Pastel), H. Frey, Sortavala
Clouds {Pastel), Roerich Museum
Sea at Evening {Pastel), Roerich Museum
Kyriavalahti—Motley Bay {Drawing), London
The Stony Face {Pastel)
The Islands {Pastel)
Distances {Tempera), M. I. Sheynin, Copenhagen
The Holy Island {Tempera), Leningrad
Island of the Horse {Tempera), Leningrad
Saga of Voelund:

Saga of Voelund, Sketch {Tempera), London
The Prison of Voelund, Sketch {Tempera), Leningrad

The Cloud Over the Islands {Pastel), L. N. Andreev,
Turyseva

Svetayura {Tempera), Leningrad
The Arrow {Oil), Leningrad
Heroica Series :

The Hidden Treasure {Tempera), Collection of D. S. 
Mollo

Brew of the Noyda, Sorcerer {Tempera), Collection of 
D. S. Mollo

The Command {Oil), Collection of D. S. Mollo 
The Sacred Fire {Tempera), Collection of D. S. Mollo 
They Are Waiting {Tempera), Collection of D. S. Mollo 
The End of the Giants {Tempera), Collection of D. S.

Mollo.
The Conquerors of the Treasure {Tempera), Collection 

of D. S. Mollo
The Birds of the Morning {Tempera)
Landscape for the Saga of Voelund {Tempera), Leningrad 
The Free Arrow, Sketch {Drawing), E. Nobel, Stockholm 
The Command, Sketch {Drawing), Dr. T. Arne, Stockholm 
The Mystery {Tempera), Roerich Museum
Ecstasy {Drawing), Roerich Museum
Charter of the Wise Ones {Tempera), Serdobol
The Ghosts, Sketch {Drawing), Dr. C. Wohlin, Stockholm
The Ghosts {Tempera), Leningrad
Tar Burners {Tempera), S. L. Komaiko 
Tar Burners, Variant {Tempera), Leningrad 
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The Northern Waters {Tempera), Leningrad
Prayer {Tempera), L. N. Kamenskaya
Repentance {Oil), Roerich Museum
The New House {Tempera), Leningrad
The Prison of Voelund, Variant {Drawing)
October {Tempera)
Dream of Nidour, Landscape to Painting {Tempera), P 

Hagemann, Copenhagen
The Watchmen {Sketch), S. L. Gurevitch, Vyborg 
The Transformed Serpent {Drawing)
They Are Awaiting {Drawing), Roerich Museum 
Kyriavalahti (Drazwzw^)
The Golden Showers, Sketch {Tempera)
Twilight Cloud {Drawing)
The Prison of Voelund, Variant {Drawing), Leningrad
Svetayura, Magister Leo Feigenberg, Copenhagen
Endless Tracks, Sketch {Drawing), M. Oyserman, London
Endless Tracks {Oil), Mrs. Mary Munro Longyear, Boston
Cor Ardens {Tempera), A. M. Tumarkin
Sketch to “The Exiles” {Oil), Leningrad
The Holy Lake {Oil), Gupil, London
Not Yet Gone, Sketch {Oil), Roerich Museum
The Black Mountain, Sketch {Oil), S. I. Mollo
Conspirators {Oil), H. Sturtz, Amsterdam
The Red Sign {Drawing), E. I. Nabokov, London
Winter {Tempera), Leningrad
The Silence {Oil), Mrs. Mary Cabot Wheelwright, Boston 
Landscape to the Sketch “The Smoke of Peace” {Tempera) 
Conspirators, Variant {Oil)
Message to Theodor Tiron {Oil), S. I. Mollo
Message to Theodor Tiron II {Oil), Mr. Tohl, Stockholm 

1918
Lord of the Night {Oil), Kansas City Art Institute 
Ecstasy {Tempera), Roerich Museum 
The Conqueror {Oil), Groenross, Vyborg 
The Smoke of Peace {Oil)
Saint Mercury of Smolensk {Oil), D. L. Rubinstein 
The Unknown Judge, Sketch {Oil), Mr. Sheinin 
The Miser, Sketch of Setting {Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Karelia—Evening Snow {Oil), Roerich Museum 
The Dead City {Tempera), S. I. Rosenthal, Vyborg 
Famagusta, Sketch {Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Marvel of the Sea, D. Schanzer {Sverig), Stockholm 
Karelia {Drawing), I. V. Gessen
Heat of the Earth, Sketch {Oil), Roerich Museum 
Madman, Sketch {Oil)
Karelia—Snows {T empera), Mr. Khvat, Helsingfors 
Spring, Study {Tempera), London 
The Knight of the Day, Sketch, London 
Vakko-Salmy ( Tempera)
Sunset {Pastel), Tulolansaari 
Island of the Temple {Tempera)
Mentsilansalmi {Tempera)
Stone of the Leader {Tempera)
Rantalahti, The Red Bay {Oil)
Karelia {Oil), Roerich Museum 
Before the Shower (Cz7), L. 0. Levinsohn-Levin 
The Last Glimpse {Tempera), M. I. Sheinin 
A Lapland Castle {Tempera), Roerich Museum



Pieni Tulola (Tempera), G. Palmstierna, Stockholm 
Kirkonsaari—Island of the Temple (Tempera)
Golden Mist—Evening (Tempera)
Tulola (Oil), Roerich Museum
Princess with Arrows, Sketch (Oil)
The Same, Variant, Sketch (Oil)
Invocation (Drawing)
Knight of the Evening, Series “Equus /Eternus,” Sketch (Oil),

Roerich Museum
Mist, Sketch for the Preceding (Tempera), Roerich Museum 
The Blue Cloud (Pastel), Dudley Crafts Watson 
Kirkonsaari-—Island of the Temple (Pastel)
The Sons of Heaven, Sketch (Pastel)
The Sons of Heaven (Oil), S. I. Rosenthal, Vyborg 
Land of Giants, Sketch (Drawing), Roerich Museum 
Study of Islands, for painting “Mermaid”
The Mermaid (Oil)
Dragon and the Crown, Sketch (Tempera), Worthing Art 

Gallery
Rain (Pastel)
Wizard (Oil), Roerich Museum
The Steps (Tempera)
Mists (Pastel)
Mists (Pastel)
Evening (Oil), A. S. Kersten, Unsikirkko
The Rain Fairy (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Stone Quarry (Oil)
The Outcast, Sketch (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Valley (Oil), Roerich Museum
Juniper-tree, Study to “Knight of the Morning” (Pastel) 
The Stony Cliff, Study to “Knight of the Morning” (Pastel) 
Joensu (Drawing)
Mists (Pastel), M. I. Shienin
The Night Cloud
The Knight of the Morning, from the series “Equus /Eter- 

nus,” G. D. Lesin
Landscape for the Painting “The Sage” (Oil)
Valley (Oil)
The Cistern (Tempera and Oil)
Study (Pastel)
Conjuration (Oil), Roerich Museum
Clouds, Mrs. Mary Cabot Wheelwright, Boston
The Dragon, for “Knight of the Day” (Pastel), D. S. Mollo, 

Karelia
The Cloud, for “Knight of the Day” (Pastel), Roerich 

Museum
The Raven’s Cliff—Karnesaari (Oil), M. I. Sheinin, Vyborg 
The Glow of Sunset (Oil)
Knight of the Night, Sketch (Oil), Roerich Museum
A Cliff (Pastel), Cleveland
The Mountain Lake (Oil), Roerich Museum
Cor Ardens, Variant (Oil), S. I. Mollo
The Verdict, Sketch (Oil)
White Stone, Study (Oil)
Knight of the Night, Variant of the Sketch (Oil), Roerich 

Museum
Landscape for the Saga of Hoyal (Pastel), Lady Dean Paul, 

London
Saga of Hoyal, Sketch (Oil), Roerich Museum
Courtyard in Novgorod (Oil), Roerich Museum

The Field of Stones (Oil)
Night (Oil)
Evening (Pastel), S. S. Roychel
Evening Cloud (Pastel)
A Restless Day-—Hiiden Selka (Oil)
Glow of the Sun (Oil and Tempera)
Mist (Oil and Tempera)
Conjuration, Variant, Sketch (Oil), Roerich Museum 
Islands of a Fairy Tale, Sketch (Oil)
Courtyard in Karelia (Oil), L. 0. Levinsohn-Levin 
Knight of the Day, Sketch (Oil), M. P. Khvat 
Cold Ray (Oil)
Rain Clouds (Pastel), M. I. Sheinin, Vyborg
Landscape for “The Rest” (Oil and Tempera), I. Taube, 

Stockholm
The Blue Hill (Oil and Tempera), A. S. Kersten, Unsikirkko 
The Evening (Tempera and Oil), M. I. Sheinin, Vyborg 
The Mist Gathers (Drawing and Pastel), Victoria and Albert

Museum, London
The Rock (Oil and Tempera), Roerich Museum
Ladoga—Morning (Oil and Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Golden Mist (Oil)
The Mountain-Monster, Sketch (Oil)
The High Shore (Pastel), P. N. Milukov 
Makisalo (Oil), E. I. Makaresko 
White Clouds (Oil), S. I. Mollo
The Knight of the Night, From the series, “Knight of the 

Night,” Sketch (Oil), Roerich Museum
Cemetery in Novgorod (Oil), L. C. Levinsohn-Levin 
The Autumn Islands (Pastel), Roerich Museum 
Tervus (Pastel), R. S. Kroll
Autumn Attire (Pastel), S. I. Rosenthal, Vyborg
Cloud (Pastel), A. S. Tumor kin
Hills (Pastel), M. I. Sheinin, Copenhagen
Call of the Bells (Oil), Roerich Museum
The Mountain Castle (Drawing), E. I. Makaresko
The Cloud-Messenger (Drawing), N. V. Kushinnikov
Clouds (Drawing), D. A. Semenova
The Doomed City (Drawing), B. E. Fredman, Klusel

1919
The Treasure (Oil), Roerich Museum
Call of the Sun (Oil), Roerich Museum
Sons of Heaven (Tempera), Roerich Museum
The Call (Oil), Roerich Museum
Golden Mist (Pastel), Axel Gallen-Kallela, Helsingfors 
Galley of the Ruler (Tempera), London 
The Fairy-Tale (Panel)
The Shore—Ledenetz (Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Suite “Tzar Saltan”:

Hut (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Tmutarakan (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Tmutarakan (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Sea (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Ledenetz (Tempera), Mrs. Salz, San Francisco, Cal.
The Woody Shore (Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Ledenetz Town (Tempera), Roerich Museum

Ninety-four drawings, Roerich Museum
Two Settings for “Tzar Saltan” (Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Snegourotchka’s Entrance (Tempera), Roerich Museum
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Snegourotchka’s Winter Attire (Tempera}, Roerich. Museum.
Orpheus (Tempera), Caz. Dembovsky, London
The White Lady (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Legend of the Conqueror (Tempera), Caz. Dembovsky,

London
Saints Boris and Gleb (Tempera), Mrs. Salz, San Francisco 
Entrance (Tempera), London
White Monastery (Tempera), Caz. Dembovsky, London 
The Eclipse, Elinor Castle, Honolulu 
Prince Galitzky’s Courtyard (Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Prince Galitzky’s Palace (Temperal), Mrs. Thompson, New

York
Yurts, Covent Garden, London
Polovetzky Guard, Covent Garden, London
Khans, Covent Garden, London
Khans, Covent Garden, London
Wardens, Covent Garden, London
Courtyard (Tempera), Albert Coates, London
Musicians (Tempera)
Land of the Giants, Sketch ( Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Suburb (Tempera)
Polovetzky Camp, for Diaghileff (Tempera), Victoria and 

Albert Museum, London
Yurts, I. F. Pavlov, London
Song of Lei, Mrs. John Garrett, New York

1920
The Market of Novgorod (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Volhov (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Guests (Tempera), Francis Marhent, London
Song of the Moon, Sketch for “Lada” (Tempera), Roerich

Museum
Song of the Waterfall, Sketch to the Panel (Tempera), Roerich 

Museum
Study for Oriental Series
Song of the Moon, Variant, M. A. Porochovschikova, London 
The City of the Dead, Senator Phelan, San Francisco 
Keepers of the Gates (Oil)
Chamber, Sadko Series (Tempera), London
The Heavenly Height, Sadko Series (Tempera), C. Hagberg- 

Wright, London
Deep Sea Realm, Sadko Series (Tempera), Roerich Museum 
City of the Dead, Variant (Tempera)
St. George the Victorious, Sketch for Poster (Tempera), 

Roerich Museum
The Fortune Teller, Sketch
St. George Strikes the Serpent, Sketch for Placard (Tempera)
St. Gleb the Guardian (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Song of the Waterfall, First Series “Dreams of Wisdom”

(Tempera), Roerich Museum
The Persian Theatre, Sketch (Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Language of the Birds, Sketch panel (Tempera), Roerich

Museum
Messengers, Sketch (Tempera), Lucien Muratore, Chicago 
Saint Gleb, the Guardian, Sketch
Language of the Birds, Series “Dreams of Wisdom” II (Tem

pera), M. L. Skidelsky, London
Song of the Moon, Series “Dreams of Wisdom” III (Tem

pera), M. L. Skidelsky, London
Seven Drawings
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Smile to a Friend, Series “Dreams of Wisdom” IV (Tempera), 
M. L. Skidelsky, London

Forging of the Sword, Sketch (Drawing), London
Wisdom, M. L. Skidelsky
The Message, Design for Gobelins, M. L. Skidelsky 
Expectation, Design for Gobelins, M. L. Skidelsky 
Happiness, Design for Gobelins, M. L. Skidelsky 
Sacrifice, Series “Dreams of Wisdom,” M. L. Skidelsky 
Temple ( Tempera)
Hut (Tempera), A. W. Roumanov
Camp (Tempera)
North, Amelia DeFries, London
Our Forefathers (Tempera), Dr. Christian Brinton, New York 
Language of the Birds, Sketch (Tempera)
Dream of the Orient (Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Decorative Image (Tempera)
Path of the Blessed, Sketch, Mrs. Protima Tagore
Sadko’s Chamber (Tempera), Adolf Lewisohn, New York 
White Monastery (Tempera), Mary Garden, Monte Carlo 
Unknown Singer (“Every Morning Passed the Stranger near

our Shore and Sang His Song”) (Tempera), E. M. 
Holmes and Medell Smith Gates, Kansas City, Mo.

“The Secrets of the Walls” (Pastel), John T. Spaulding, 
Boston

Prophetess (Pastel)
Guardians of the City (Pastel)
Message of the East (Tempera)

1921—(New York)
Ascension
Arhat
White Stone (Tempera)
Sketches for “Snegourotchka”:

Village (Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Forest (Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Dense Woods (Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Morning (Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Landscape (Tempera), Roerich Museum

Righteous Guests, Decorative Panel (Tempera)
The Heavenly Message (Tempera), N. P. Koshetz 
Atlant (Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Predicted Cloud (Tempera)
Tent—Tristan (Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Palace—Tristan (Tempera), Mrs. Rosenberg, San Francisco 
Castle—Tristan (Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Costumes for “Snegourotchka” (Tempera):

Wood Gnome, Roerich Museum 
Kupava, Roerich Museum 
Mizghir, Roerich Museum 
Snegourotchka and Lei, Roerich Museum 
Boyard’s Wife, Roerich Museum 
Boyards’ Wives, Roerich Museum 
Snegourotchka, Roerich Museum 
Maidens, Roerich Museum 
Berendey, Roerich Museum 
Maidens, Roerich Museum 
Birds, Roerich Museum 
Birds, Roerich Museum 
A Poor Peasant Woman, Roerich Museum 
Crowd, Roerich Museum



Carnival, Roerich Museum,
Winter, Roerich Museum 
Children, Roerich Museum 
A Wizard, Roerich Museum 
Women (Winter), Roerich Museum

Twenty-One Drawings for “Snegourotchka” (Tempera) : 
Boyards, Roerich Museum 
Bermiats, Roerich Museum 
Boyard, Roerich Museum 
Spring, Roerich Museum 
Flower Chorus, Roerich Museum 
Crowd, Roerich Museum 
Crowd, Roerich Museum 
Merchant’s Wife, Roerich Museum 
Buffoons, Roerich Museum 
An Old Man, Roerich Museum 
Czar Berendey, Roerich Museum 
Maidens, Roerich Museum

Forefathers (Tempera), Miss Jane Dixon, New York 
Santa Fe, Blue Desert (Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Santa Fe (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Desert (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Red Mountains, Santa Fe (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Rio Grande (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Pueblo (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Blue Temples, Canyon (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Blue Temples, Canyon (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Silence (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Three Studies of Arizona (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Entrances (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Arizona (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Rito de los Frijoles (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Sacred Hunters (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Russian Ballet (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Seven Costumes to Russian Ballet (Tempera), Roerich

Museum

1922—(New York)
Village (Tempera), Charles R. Crane
Snow Guardians (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Sancta Series (Tempera) :

And We Open the Gates, Roerich Museum
And We Labor, Roerich Museum
And We Do Not Fear, Roerich Museum
And We Continue the Fishing, Roerich Museum
And We Are Bringing the Light, Roerich Museum
And We See, Roerich Museum

Berendeyka (Pastel), Otto H. Kahn
The Messenger (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Himself Came (Tempera), Louis L. Horch
The Language of the Forest (Tempera), Roerich Museum
A Boyard’s Wife (Pastel), Roerich Museum
Prayer of the Earth—Rostov the Great (Tempera), Charles

R. Crane
Pscov (Tempera), Maurice Lichtman
White Cloud (Tempera), Maurice Lichtman
Guardian (Drawing and Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Arizona (Tempera), Louis L. Horch 
Arizona (Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Invocation (Tempera), Roerich Museum

Pscov (Entrance to the City) (Tempera), Charles R. Lanman, 
Cambridge

Book of Doves (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Landscape for painting “The Prophet” (Tempera), Roerich 

Museum
Tristan (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Tristan (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Pscov (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Conspiracy (Tempera), Frances R. Grant, New York 
Pelleas and Melisande (Tempera), Alfred C. Bossom, New

York
Pelleas and Melisande (Tempera), Roerich Museum 
The “Ocean Series” (Tempera) :

Fifteen Paintings, Roerich Museum 
Saint Sergius (Tempera), Roerich Museum 
The Moonlight (Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Monhegan (Tempera):

Ten Paintings, Roerich Museum

1923
Meditation (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Vision (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Study (Tempera), Roerich Museum
Solovetzky Monastery (Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Three Arrows (Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Saintly Guests (Tempera), Roerich Museum 
The Bridge of the Glory (Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Legend (“Messiah” Series) (Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Miracle (“Messiah” Series) (Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Four Sketches of Saint Moritz, Switzerland (Tempera),

Roerich Museum
Mont Blanc (Tempera), Roerich Museum

1924
“His Country” Series (Tempera) :

Remember, Roerich Museum
Book of Wisdom, Roerich Museum
Pearl of Searching, Roerich Museum
He Who Hastens, Roerich Museum
She Who Leads, Roerich Museum
Higher Than the Mountains, Roerich Museum
Lower Than the Depths, Roerich Museum
Fire Blossom, Roerich Museum
Treasure of the World, Roerich Museum
Burning of Darkness, Roerich Museum
Star of the Mother of the World, Roerich Museum
White and Heavenly, Roerich Museum 

“Sikhim” Series (Tempera) :
The Red Lama, Roerich Museum
Namze, Roerich Museum
Pemaionchi, Roerich Museum
Tashi-Ding, Roerich Museum
Suhurgan of Tashi-Ding, Roerich Museum
Himalayas, Roerich Museum
Sangacheling, Roerich Museum
Drops of Life, Roerich Museum
Rinchenpong, Roerich Museum
Steps to the Himalayas, Roerich Museum
Silhouette, Roerich Museum
Mother of Tourfan, Roerich Museum
The Sacred Gift, Roerich Museum
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'Tibetan Path” Series {Tempera):
Kinchenjunga, Roerich Museum 
Tonglu, Roerich Museum 
The Holies, Roerich Museum 
The Holies, Roerich Museum 
Dougkar, Roerich Museum 
Phari, Roerich Museum 
Gobzhi, Roerich. Museum 
Jelap-La, Roerich Museum

‘Himalayan” Series {Tempera) :
The Bamboos, Roerich Museum 
Namze, Roerich Museum 
Everest, Roerich Museum 
Kinchenjunga, Roerich Museum 
Mist of Sikhim, Roerich Museum 
Hills, Roerich Museum 
New Moon, Roerich Museum 
Before the Mountains, Roerich Museum 
Sikhim, Roerich Museum 
Subourgans, Roerich Museum 
Mount Pandim, Roerich Museum 
Cloud, Roerich Museum
Snows—Morning, Jelap-La, Roerich Museum 
Himalaya—Morning, Roerich Museum 
Himalaya—Morning, Roerich Museum 
Mist, Roerich Museum
Everest Range, Roerich Museum
The Prayer, Roerich Museum
Crossing, Roerich Museum
Waves of Mist, Roerich Museum
Kinchenjunga, Roerich Museum
Stupa, Roerich Museum
Clear Evening, Roerich Museum
The Mountains of Soshing, Roerich Museum
The Range, Roerich Museum
Mist Before Dawn, Roerich Museum
The Crossing, Roerich Museum
Stupa, Roerich Museum
Pemaionchi, Roerich Museum
Cool Evening, Roerich Museum
Mendang, Roerich Museum
Kinchenjunga, Roerich Museum
View from Nepal, Roerich Museum
Kinchenjunga, Roerich Museum
The Snowy Ascent, Roerich Museum
Monsoon, Roerich Museum
Evening, Roerich Museum
In Phalut, Roerich Museum
To Gongtok, Roerich Museum
Juna, Roerich Museum
Natu La, Roerich Museum

“Banners of the East” Series {Tempera)'.
Signs of Christ, Roerich Museum 
Mother of the World, Roerich Museum 
Lao-Tze, Roerich Museum 
The Serpent, Roerich Museum 
Padma Sambhava, Roerich Museum 
Tzong-Kha-Pa, Roerich Museum

1925
Tzong-Kha-Pa {Drawing), V. Shibayeff

‘Banners of the East” Series {Tempera) :
Moses the Leader, Roerich Museum
Buddha the Conqueror, Roerich Museum
The Chalice of Christ, Roerich Museum
Mahomet on Mount Hira, Roerich Museum
Confucius the Just One, Roerich Museum
Yen-No-Guyo-Dja, Friend of the Travelers, Roerich

Museum
Sarakha-—the Benevolent Arrow, Roerich Museum
The Watch on Himalayas, Roerich Museum
Sergius the Builder, Roerich Museum
rDorje the Daring One, Roerich Museum
Milaraspa the One Who Hearkened, Roerich Museum
Nagarjuna the Conqueror of the Serpent, Roerich Museum
Oyrot the Messenger of the White Burkhan, Roerich

Museum
“Lakes and Gilgit Path” Series {Tempera) :

Vular Lake, Sketch {Drawing), Roerich Museum 
Vular Lake, Sketch {Drawing), Roerich Museum 
Bondapur {Drawing), Roerich Museum 
Gilgit Road {Drawing), Roerich Museum 
Baramula {Tempera), Roerich Drawing 
Vular Lake {Tempera), Roerich Drawing 
Gilgit Road {Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Gilgit Road {Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Manasbal Lake {Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Dal Lake {Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Dal Lake {Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Nag Lake {Tempera), Roerich Museum

Landscape for Confucius {Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Landscape for Yen-No-Guyo-Dja, Friend of the Travelers

{Tempera), Roerich Museum
“Pir Panzal” Series :

Eleven Paintings {Tempera), Roerich Museum
Crossroad of Christ and Buddha {Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Benares {Tempera), Charles R. Crane, New York 
Astrological Observatory {Tempera), Roerich Museum 
White Horses {Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Guru Kambala {Tempera), Roerich Museum 
“Sanctuaries and Citadels” Series {Tempera) :

Twenty-Five Paintings, Roerich Museum
One Painting, T. and G. Grebenstckikoff, New York
One Painting, George Chklaver, Paris

Source of the Indus {Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Source of the Indus {Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Nanga Parbat (Highest Peak of Kashmir) {Tempera),

Roerich Museum
Road to Tibet {Tempera), Roerich Museum 
Mountain Monastery {Tempera), Art Museum, Tokyo 
City in the Mountains {Tempera), Roerich Museum 
“And We Open the Gates,” Variant {Tempera), Art Museum,

Pekin
Moscow Kremlin {Tempera), Daotai of Khotan, Chinese 

T urkestan

200



Tashi-Ding (“Sikkim” Series') Roerich Museum, New York



LIST OF PAINTINGS IN ROERICH MUSEUM
310 Riverside Drive, New York City

1. The Treasure of the Angels. R.
2. Saintly Visions. R.
3. Evening—“Slavonic” Series. R.
4. Pagan Russia. R.
5. The Viking’s Daughter. R.
6. Rocks (Study). F.
7. Rocks and Sky. F.
8. The Call of the Sun (Second Version). F.
9. The Treasure. F.

10. Courtyard—Old Novgorod. F.
11. The Varengian Sea. R.
12. Messengers of Morn. F.
13. Study—-Karelia. F.
14. Study—Lake of Hympola. F.
15. Misty Morning. F.
16. Blue Morning. F.
17. Ecstasy (Sketch}. F. (L. E.)
18. Last King. N. Y.
19. Moonlight—Sortavala. F.
20. Atlant. N. Y.
21. The Secret Passage. F.
22. Ecstasy. F.
23. Mystery. F.
24. Cogitations. F.
25. Lake of Ladoga. F.
26. The Call. F.
27. The Wizard. F.
28. The Knight of the Morning. F.
29. The Knight of the Evening. F.
30. The Knight of the Night. F.
31. The Knight of the Night (Variant). F.
32. Northern Islands. F. (L. E.)
33. Clouds—Lake Ladoga (I). F.
34. Clouds—Lake Ladoga (II). F.
35. The Weaver of Spells. F.
36. The Miser. F.
37. Silence (Unfinished). A.
38. Not Gone Yet. F.
39. Famagusta. F.
40. Rocks—Tulola. F.
41. Church of Novgorod. F.
42. Midsummer Night-—Lake Ladoga. F.
43. The Motley Bay—Ladoga. F. (L. E.)
44. Valley—Tulola. F.
45. Ecstasy (Sketch II). F. (L. E.)
46. Sunset—Tulola. F.
47. Sunset—The Castle Mount. F.
ABBREVIATIONS: A.—Arizona; F—Finland; K. Kashmir, India; L.—I 

R.—Russia; S. M.—St. Moritz, Switzerland; S.—Sikhim, India; S. F.—►

48. The Outcast. F.
49. Autumn—Viborg. F. (L. E.)
50. Refugees. F.
51. Moonlight—Karelia. F.
52. Clouds. F.
53. Repentance. F.
54. Islands—Lake Ladoga (II). F.
55. The Weaver of Spells (Variant). F.
56. Morning (Study). F.
57. The Heat of the Earth. F.
58. The Call of the Bells—Old Pskov. F.
59. The Daughters of Earth. F.
60. Nyslot Olafsborg. F.
61. Khan Konchak (Chaliapin). R.
62. The Call of the Sun (First Version). R.
63. The Red Mountains. R. (L. E.)
64. The Cave of the Trolls. R.
65. The Last Angel. R.
66. The Palace of Tzar Berendey (“Snegourotchka”). R.
67. In Front of the Castle (“Princess Maleine” Series). R.
68. Tristan and Isolde. N. Y.
69. The Queen’s Room (“Princess Maleine” Series). R.
70. Pueblo (Unfinished). N. Y.
71. Queen Anne’s Tower (“Princess Maleine” Series). R.
72. A Corridor in the Castle (“Princess Maleine” Series). R
73. Maleine’s Chamber (“Princess Maleine” Series). R.
74. The Square in Putivile (“Prince Igor”). R.
75. Prince Galitzky’s Courtyard (“Prince Igor”). R.
76. Yaroslavna’s Tower Room (“Prince Igor”). R.
77. Castle Mountain—Yhin-Lahti. F.
78. White Night. F.
79. The Giant’s Grave. F.
80. The Island of Slaves. F.
81. Lapland Castle. F.
82. Mountain Lake. F. (L. E.)
83. The White Lady. L.
84. The Land of Giants (Sketch}. F.
85. A Russian Hut (“Tzar Saltan”). L.
86. Tmutarakan (“Tzar Saltan”). L.
87. The Gates of Tmutarakan (“Tzar Saltan”). L.
88. The Blue Sea (“Tzar Saltan”). L.
89. Ledenetz Town (I) (“Tzar Saltan”). L.
90. Tristan and Isolde (Sketch). N. Y. (L. E.)
91. The Shore near Ledenetz Town (“Tzar Saltan”). L.
92. Tzar Gvidon’s Gallery (“Tzar Saltan”). L.
93. The Shore (“Tzar Saltan”). L.
94. Ledenetz Palace (“Tzar Saltan”). L.

,n; L. E.—Loan Exhibition; M. M—Monhegan, Maine; N. Y.—New York;
1 Fe, New Mexico; T.—Telavan, Little Tibet.
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95-115- Costume Designs for “Tzar Saltan.” L.
(114, L. E.)

116. Sketch for Painting. L.
117. The Enchanted City. L.
118. Sketch for Painting. L.
119. Courtyard of Prince Galitzky’s Palace (“Prince Igor”).

R. (L. E.)
120. The Polovetzky Camp (“Prince Igor”) {Sketch). R.
121. Saint Boris and Saint Gleb (Sketch). F.
122. Santa Fe, N. M. (L. E.)
123. Drop Curtain and Portal (“Snegourotchka”). L.
124. A Northern Night (“Snegourotchka”). L.
125. Village of the Berendey (“Snegourotchka”). L.
126. The Sacred Grove (“Snegourotchka”). L.
127. The Valley of Yarila (“Snegourotchka”). L.
128. The Novgorod Market (“Sadko”). L. (L. E.)
129. The Shore of Volhov (“Sadko”). L. (L. E.)
130. Sadko’s Palace (“Sadko”). L. (L. E.)
131. The Deep-Sea Realm (“Sadko”). L. (L. E.)
132. The City of the Serpent. L. (L. E.)
133. Saint Gleb, The Guardian. L.
134. The Song of the Moon. L.
135. Santa Fe, N. M.
136. A Persian Theatre. L.
137. Santa Fe, N. M.
138. Saint George. L.
139. Dream of the Orient. N. Y.
140. Santa Fe, N. M.
141. The Song of the Waterfall {Sketch}. L. (L.E.)
142. The Song of the Waterfall {Panel). L.
143. The Language of the Birds {Sketch). L.
144. The Song of Morning {Panel). L.
145. Saint Nicholas. N. Y.
146. Message from the Past. N. Y.
147. Offerings. R.
148. Burgurstan—Caucasus. R.
149. The Blue Range—Caucasus. R.
150. The Rain Fairy. F.
151-164. Rocks and Cliffs (“Ladoga” Series). F.

(159, 162, 163, L. E.)
165-171. Sketches for Paintings.
172. Corona Mundi. N. Y.
173. The Messenger. N. Y.
174. Command. N. Y.
175. And We Are Opening the Gates (“Sancta” Series).
176. And We Do Not Fear (“Sancta” Series). N. Y.
177. And We Are Trying (“Sancta” Series). N. Y.
178. And We Continue the Fishing (“Sancta” Series). N. Y.
179. And We Are Bringing the Light (“Sancta” Series).

N. Y.
180. And We See (“Sancta” Series). N. Y.
181-195. “Ocean” Series. M. M. (183, 191, 192, L. E.)
196. Language of the Forest. N. Y.
197. Saint Sergius. M. M.
198. Sacred Hunters. N. Y.
199. Snow Guardians. N. Y.
200. Finland. F.
201. Russian Ballet. N. Y.
202-203. Cliff Dwellings. A.
204-207. Grand Canyon, Ariz.
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208-210. Santa Fe, N. M.
211. Rio Grande. S. F.
212-213. Monhegan, Me. {Pastels).
214. Last Path. N. Y.
215. Solovetsky Monastery. N. Y.
216. Sketch for a Painting. N. Y.
217. Northern Lake (Sketch for the Painting, “Sacred Lake”).

F.
218-219. Tristan and Isolde. N. Y.
220. Old Pskov (“Pskovitianka”). N. Y.
221-275. Costumes for “Snegourotchka” and other operas. 

(233, 244, 251, 257, 260, 264, 266, L. E.)
276-282. Sketches for Paintings. N. Y. (276, 292, L. E.)
283. Sketch for Stained Glass Window. N. Y.
284. Monhegan, Me. {Sketch).
285. Sketch for a Painting. N. Y.
286-290. Switzerland Series. S. M.
291. Unfinishing Painting. F.
292. Russian Village (“Snegourotchka”). N. Y. (L. E.)
293. Winter Gnomes (“Snegourotchka”). N. Y.
294. Evening Landscape (“Snegourotchka”). N. Y.
295. Setting (“Snegourotchka”). N. Y.
296-306. Sketches for Paintings.
307. Study—Lake Hympola II. F.
308. Meditation. N. Y.
309. Vision. N. Y.
310. Three Arrows. N. Y.
311. The Book of Doves (Russian Legend). N. Y.
312. Bridge of Glory. N. Y.
313. Saintly Guests. N. Y.
314. Legend—(“Messiah” Series). N. Y.
315. Miracle—(“Messiah” Series). N. Y.
316. The Song of the Viking. R.
317. Building of the Temple (“Building of City” Series). R.
318. Sketch to “Sancta” Series. N. Y.
319. Sketch to “Ocean” Series. M. M.
320. Sketch to “Ocean” Series. M. M.
321. Sketch to “Ocean” Series. M. M.
322. Sketch. M. M.
323. Yhin-Lahti. F.
324. Sketch to “Fuente Ovejuna.” R.
325-420. Sketches for Paintings. F.
421. Sketch to “Messenger.” F.
422. Sketch to “Eternal Waiting Ones.” F.
423. White Horseman (unfinished). F.
424. Clouds. F.
425-439. Sketches to “Ladoga” Series. F.
440. Sketch to the “Call.” F.
441. Sketch to “Cogitations.” F.
442. Clouds. F.
443. Sketch to the “Knight of the Night.” F.
444. Mist. F.
445. Sketch to “Ecstasy.” F.
446. Unfinished Painting. F.
447. Clouds. F.
448. Sketch to “Peer Gynt.” R.
449. Rocks. F.
450. Sketch to “Daughters of Earth.” F.
451. Sketch to “Land of Giants.” F.
452. Sketch to “Mountain Lake.” F.
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453- Sketch to “Church of Novgorod.” F.
454- 458. Sketches to costumes for a Russian Ballet.
459. Sketch to “Saintly Guests.” N. Y.
460. Sketch to “Tristan and Isolde.” N. Y.

“HELENA ROERICH WING”

Paintings by Nicholas Roerich 
Sikhim 1924—Kashmir 1925

“His Country” Series. S. (L. E.)
461. Remember.
462. Book of Wisdom.
463. Pearl of Searching.
464. He Who Hastens.
465. She Who Leads.
466. Higher Than the Mountains.
467. Lower Than the Depths.
468. Fire Blossom.
469. Treasure of the World.
470. Burning of Darkness.
471. Star of the Mother of the World.
472. White and Heavenly.

“Sikhim” Series. S. (L. E.)
473. The Red Lama.
474. Namze.
475. Pemaionchi.
476. Tashi-Ding.
477. Subourgan of Tashi-Ding.
478. Himalayas.
479. Sangacheling.
480. Drops of Life.
481. Rinchenpong.
482. Steps to the Himalayas.
483. Silhouette.
484. Mother of Tourfan.
485. The Sacred Gift.

“Tibetan Path” Series. S. (L. E.)
486. Kinchenjunga.
487. Tonglu.
488-489. The Holies.
490. Dougkar.
491. Phari.
492. Gobzhi.
493. Jelap-La.

“Himalayan” Series. S. (L. E.) 
494 The Bamboos.
495. Namze.
496. Everest.
497. Kinchenjunga.
498. Mist of Sikhim.
499. Hills.
500. New Moon.
501. Before the Mountains.
502. Sikhim.
503. Subourgans.
504. Mount Pandim.
505. Cloud.
506. Snows—Morning, Jelap-La.
507. Himalaya—Morning.
508. Himalaya—Morning.
206

509. Mist.
N. Y. 510. Everest Range.

511. The Prayer.
512. Crossing.
513. Waves of Mist.
514. Kinchenjunga.
515. Stupa.
516. Clear Evening.
517. The Mountains of Soshing.
518. The Range.
519. Mist Before Dawn.
520. The Crossing.
521. Stupa.
522. Pemaionchi.
523. Cool Evening.
524. Mendang.
525. Kinchenjunga.
526. View from Nepal.
527. Kinchenjunga.
528. The Snowy Ascent.
529. Monsoon.
530. Evening.
531. In Phalut.
532. To Gongtok.
533- Juna.
534. Natu La.

“Banners of the East” Series 
535’ Signs of Christ. S. (L. E.)
536. Mother of the World. S. (L. E.)
537. Lao Tze. S. (L. E.)
538. The Serpent. S. (L. E.)
539. Padma Sambhava. S. (L. E.)
540. Tzong-Kha-Pa. S. (L. E.)
541. Moses, the Leader. K. (L. E.)
542. Buddha, the Conqueror. K. (L. E.)
543. The Chalice of Christ. K. (L. E.)
544. Mahomet on Mount Hira. K. (L. E.)
545. Confucius, the Just One. K. (L. E.)
546. Yen-No-Guyo-Dja, the Friend of the Travelers. K.

(L. E.)
547. Sarakha—the Blessed Arrow. K. (L. E.)
548. The Watch on Himalayas. K. (L. E.)
549. Sergius, the Builder. K. (L. E.)
550. rDorje, the Daring One. K. (L. E.)
551. Milaraspa, the One Who Hearkened. K. (L. E.)
552. Nagarjuna, the Conqueror of the Serpent. K. (L. E.)
553. Oyrot, the Messenger of the White Burkhan. K. (L. E.)

“Lakes and digit Path” Series
554. Vular Lake (Sketch). K. (L. E.)
555. Vular Lake (Sketch). K. (L. E.)
556. Bondapur (Sketch). K. (L. E.)
557. Gilgit Road (Sketch.). K. (L. E.)
558. Baramula. K. (L. E.)
559. Vular Lake. K. (L. E.)
560. Gilgit Road. K. (L. E.)
561. Gilgit Road. K. (L. E.)
562. Manasbal Lake. K. (L. E.)
563. Dal Lake. K. (L. E.)
564. Dal Lake. K. (L. E.)
565. Nag Lake. K. (L. E.)



566. Landscape for Confucius. K. (L. E.)
567. Landscape for Yen-No-Guyo-Dja. K. (L. E.) 
568-578. “Pir Panzal” Series. K. (L. E.)
579. The Crossroad of Christ and Buddha. T. (L. E.)
580. Astrological Observatory. T. (L. E.)
581. The White Horses. T. (L. E.)
582. Guru Kambala. T. (L. E.)

583-608. “Sanctuaries and Citadels” Series. T. and Moun
tains. (L. E.)

609. Source of Indus. T. (L. E.)
610. Source of Indus. T. (L. E.)
611. Nanga Parbat. T. (L. E.)
612. The Path to Tibet. T. (L. E.)
613. City in the Mountains. T. (L. E.)

Path to Tibet Roerich Museum, New York
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WRITINGS OF NICHOLAS ROERICH
“Art—Predominant Factor in Archaeology,” Lectures at the 

Archaeological Institute, Leningrad, 1898.

“Art and Archaeology,” Art, 1898.

“The House of Ikons,” Novoye Vremya, Leningrad, 1899.

“Grimr the Viking,” Novoye Vremya, Leningrad, 1899.

“Old Treasures,” Journal of the Society for the Encourage
ment of Arts, Leningrad, 1904.

“The Past of Beauty,” Nos. 4, 5, 7, Art, Moscow, 1905.

“A Diary,” Toison d’Or, Moscow, 1906, 1907.

“Finland’s Temples,” Starye Gody, Leningrad, 1909.

“Myth of Atlantis,” Russkoe Slovo, Moscow, 1912.
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