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For the past few years the name of the illustrious painter, 
Nicholas Roerich, has taken on unique significance. In many 
countries it has become the symbol of unity and creativity. 
In more than twenty countries of the West, as well as the 
East, sixty-four societies have been founded in his name, 
dedicated to Culture, Art and Science; the Roerich Museum 
in New York which attracts a quarter of a million visitors 
yearly, the decade of the Educational Institutions founded 
by Roerich in America and, finally, the Banner of Peace, 
presented in the Roerich Pact, now universally recognized, 
all indicate the name of the artist as a creative focus which 
in these days of general destruction becomes a vital beacon 
transcending boundaries and nationalities.

The new paintings of Roerich assembled in New York, 
Paris—the Roerich European Center—and shown in the 
Museum Exhibitions of South America, have also evoked 
a new and reverential attention. The majority of these new 
paintings are dedicated to the themes of the East, Asia, 
Himalayas. One of the best painters of India, Asit Kumar 
Haidar points out that the grandeur of the Himalayas has 
never been depicted with such beauty as in the creations of 
Roerich. In addition to the powerful cycle of the East, the 
Master, not forgetful of Western manifestations, presents his 
Triptych “Jeanne d’ Arc” and “Messiah” Series, following 
the path of a more and more subtly-synthesized color.

The books of past years by Roerich—“Flowers of Morya,”



“Adamant,” “Paths of Blessings,” “Altai Himalaya,” “Heart 
of Asia,” “Shambhala,” “Realm of Light,”—all express the 
unusually vast activity which has spread its healing and sav
ing grace to all corners of the world. Roerich has created 
vastly of the unusual and significant and the present fragments 
speak of the truly benevolent and universal activity of our 
valiant Leader of Culture. ROERICH

Fragments of a Biography
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Certain biographies constitute the best guides for our 
youth. Not dreams, not abstraction, but facts and inde
fatigable creativeness, kindle and summon the young hearts 
towards the future.

Soon, forty-five years of Roerich’s artistic and cultural 
activity will be completed. The destiny of this Master will 
occupy an exclusive and unusual place among the biographies 
of artists and builders of life. Since the very first days of 
his labor, teeming creativeness was characteristic of Roerich.

In the “Gazette des Beaux Arts” Denis Roche justly points 
out how the fame of the artist evolved with such unique 
logic and conviction. Let us remember the numerous crea
tions by the artist which adorn the Museums and private col
lections of twenty-two countries. Let us remember his 
mosaics and church frescoes, of which “The Queen of 
Heaven”—in the main altar of the chapel of the Holy Ghost 
at Talashkino, the estate of Princess Tenishev—is so notable. 
Let us remember the epic depicting the ancient cities and 
monasteries—always so near to the heart of the artist. Let 
us also remember the courageous battle for Art and Culture, 
which traverses Roerich’s entire activity like a luminous, 
victorious thread.

Frequently in recalling Roerich’s Scandinavian descent, 
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many have pointed out traits characteristic of an indefatigable 
Viking in his many-varied creations. From the Flemish- 
Gothic themes to Buddhism, from Krishna to Christ, from the 
stone-age to the Frescoes of Catholicism—in all the vast 
fields we may encounter not only a vivid response but a pene
trating understanding and expression. Creator, constructor 
and unifier by nature, Roerich collects paintings of old mas
ters, examples of the stone-age, Buddhist banners—all kinds 
of objects wherein beauty echoes. Like the inherent searcher, 
he does not limit himself to one material in the technique 
of his creation, but seeks expression not only in oils, but 
also in tempera, glue materials and in pastels. Touching 
the musical and theatrical worlds, he makes vivid, outstand
ing images of Wagner, Rimsky-Korsakoff, Maeterlinck, 
Lope da Vega. Stravinsky dedicates “Sacre du Printemps” 
to Roerich; Stanislavsky entrusts “Peer Gynt” to Roerich. 
In the Architectural Contest for a temple the first prize is 
awarded to Roerich. Jacques Blanche hails the unforgettable 
decorations for the “Polovetz Dancers” in Diaghilev’s Ballet. 
Covent Garden remembers the brilliant mise en scene of 
Roerich’s “Prince Igor,” and Chicago, his decorations for 
“Snow Maiden.” The series “Eroica,” painted in 1917 in 
Finland, prepares a new path for the artist. Ernst concludes 
his remarkable book about Roerich with the following:

“The general aspiration of the most recent works of 
Roerich seems to be a quest for the most simple and artistic 
expression, a synthesis of simplicity. This quest best cor
responds to the spiritual path of the master, so beautiful in 
its purity and strength.

“And these steps are so true and so fruitful that there 
can be no doubt of the successful consummation which will 
again crown the creative art of the master who is always 
true to himself, to his one austere, enchanting dream. Hence 
he searches unswervingly the commands of art, strong with
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the will of the great ancient races which today have been so 
remarkably incarnated in his own life.”

Since these words were pronounced, twelve years have 
elapsed. Since then, Roerich has crossed new paths and 
ascended new physical and spiritual heights. So much has 
always been said about the unique colors of Roerich and about 
his inimitable, characteristic style, so entirely his own. These 
qualities have merged during the last period of his work into 
the broad conception defined as “Cosmic Synthesis.” Since 
1916 there passes before us a completely unprecedented path 
of the Master which Claude Bragdon thus characterizes as the 
“Path of the Initiate” :

“In the history of fine arts, certain individuals have ap
peared from time to time, whose work has a unique, profound 
and indeed a mystical quality, which differentiates them from 
their contemporaries, making it impossible to classify them 
in any known category or to ally them with any school, be
cause they resemble themselves only, and one another, like 
some spaceless and timeless order of Initiates. Such were 
Leonardo da Vinci, Rembrandt, Durer, Blake, and in other 
fields, Beethoven and Balzac. Roerich, in his life, in his char
acter, and in his art, reveals himself as a member of this 
fraternity. For thirty-five years he has been going up and 
down the world—-Europe, America, Asia—absorbing auras 
of diverse peoples, making pilgrimages to remote places, and 
always and everywhere scattering wisdom, planting seeds of 
beauty, some of which have sprung up, flowered and scattered 
seeds of their own.”

With the years, instead of aspiring for the comforts of 
urban life and the rewards of his recognition and honors, the 
artist exchanges the calm life of an established talent for one 
of remote wanderings, which are interwoven with the greatest
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difficulties and dangers; something of the great, questing 
Vikings rings in the symphony of this path. Since 1911 to 
1920 we see Roerich in Finland, Sweden, Norway, England 
and America, of which he has long been a friend. From 
1920 to 1923, Roerich wins not only the highest artistic 
recognition of America, but creates a number of art-educa
tional institutions, firmly enrooting himself in the vast life 
of the New World. But the Viking does not abate his 
activities. In May, 1923, Roerich departs with his family 
for an extensive Central Asiatic Expedition. Before the 
expedition, the Master revisits France, where he had finished 
his artistic education, he visits Italy, the ancient frescoes of 
which he always sincerely admired.

Then follow six years of most unusual wanderings and 
intense artistic creativeness.

The austerity of his former colors, so beautifully noted 
by the Lithuanian poet, Baltrushaitis, has changed into a 
replete but joyously-colorful harmony. The snowy realm 
of the Himalayas, the monasteries of Ladak, Mongolia and 
Tibet, the subtlest purple of the desert, the highest achieve
ments of millenniums have given an unencompassable broad
ness to the creativeness of the artist. More than 500 
paintings and series of sketches comprise the new attainment 
of Roerich. Together with this artistic treasure, he also col
lects the knowledge of peoples and the wisdom of ancient 
Teachings. So unusual is this journey that false communi
cations of an amazing kind often appear in the press. Three 
times the death and danger of the Master is reported, and the 
most fantastic fictions are related about the expedition itself. 
One may vividly imagine how many legends are composed 
around the unusual life of Roerich.

СюЦ

Now, when the expedition has ended, one may compare 
the artistic results of the last twelve years with the previous 
period. Many paintings of that period seemingly indicate 
the period to follow. Let us recollect the painting of 1916, 
“The Boundaries of the Kingdom” with its endless purple 
and violet-blue mountain crests. Did not the artist express 
in it his striving to the majestic Himalayas? Or, in the paint
ing of the same year—“The Calling One”—were not the 
vistas of the endless deserts in the rhythm of golden yellow 
hills there divined? And in the third painting of the same 
year—“The Flying Carpet”—was not a prototype of the 
approaching wanderings presented there? The painting of 
1915—“The Sign”—calls to a future, already predestined. 
In the East—in Mongolia, China, Japan, India and Tibet, 
Roerich made many new friends. In the press many testi
monials have appeared, of which one recollects the follow
ing: Alexander Kaun (California) calls Roerich “A true 
Builder.” The National Museum in Peking thus greets the 
Master: “We have ordinarily looked up to you, Sir, on 
account of your Occidental and Oriental learning, your repu
tation being exalted with the T’aishan, and the Constellation 
of the ‘Great Bear.’ In speaking of antiquities you have 
much knowledge, and your eyes can cover a period of five 
thousand years. You have visited the most remote places, 
your travels cover ninety thousand li. Among Connoisseurs 
you are a most renowned artist, having the ability to depict 
sounds and shadows, and are reputed to possess much ability 
and skill. Although the objects of antiquity in quantity are 
comparable to the sea, you, Sir, are among the Initiate, and 
know and appreciate them all.”

The voice of Mongolia expresses its greetings: “Such 
great universal personalities as Roerich are walking the path 
of the Bodhisattvas of the highest order as absolute lights 
of the century. In this age, the age of egotism, their great
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deeds will bring limitless results to those countries through 
which these lofty personages have passed. Therefore, our 
country considers the visit of Professor Roerich to our coun
try as a great honor and joy.”

Japan also joins in the greetings: “Reaching such heights, 
the creation of Roerich’s genius is incessantly growing. In
spired by an inner striving which impels him onward, he 
searches new heights and conquers seemingly unconquerable 
barriers. Nothing impedes his striving to carry the message 
of the broadest pan-human communion. His latest message 
coming from the heart of Asia, synthesizes the spirit of his 
works and confirms the New Reality. Roerich, the creator, 
writer, philosopher and leader, foresees the approach of his 
New World, when the highest ideals will enter into life. 
Love, beauty, and action are the shields of Roerich, and in 
their name he won all of his great victories.”

Rabindranath Tagore, Kumar Haidar, Gangoli and many 
other writers and artists have stressed the unique understand
ing of the spirit of India in the paintings of Roerich. And 
Dhan Gopal Mukerji and Kumar Haidar point out that the 
essence of the Himalayas have never thus far been so ex
pressed as in the paintings of Roerich.

Greeting Professor Roerich in the name of the seven 
million inhabitants of New York, the Mayor of the City 
said:

“For the City of New York, it is a great honor to wel
come Professor Roerich once again to America. It is espe
cially fitting, that you, who have had ever before you the 
cause of International Peace, should return to a city which 
is so symbolic of this unity of all nations. New York has 
more Italians than Rome, more Irish than Dublin, more 
Jews than Palestine, and innumerable other nationalities, all 
of whom are subscribing to the united life and government 
of this metropolis. And hence, you truly belong to this city
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as a messenger of unity among men. It is a great thing for 
humanity that you have performed this Mission of Good 
Will, that you have brought to the remote peoples of the 
world the understanding of peace, the message of brother
hood. And I know of no one who has accomplished more 
in this regard than you who have been able through vast 
efforts in this cause of good will among men, to bring about 
greater brotherhood and finer understanding among the na
tions of the Earth.”

Dare we to think that the creativeness of this Master can 
either abate or cease? On the contrary, it is obvious that 
his creativeness is expanding remarkably in all directions— 
the Roerich Museum in New York flourishes and extends its 
activities; likewise do the Master Institute of United Arts 
and the International Art Center; and, in the conceptions of 
his new paintings the radiant coloring and wealth of con
struction is strengthened: here the Chalice of Christ rises 
in the blue night of Gethsemane. Buddha in a cave with 
stalactites is bathed in an amber-gold glow above the river 
of life; Moses, in creative command, in the purple mist over 
the summit of Sinai; Mahomet hearkens to the call of the 
Archangel in the glowing rays of a roseate Arabia; and, in 
one of the last paintings, Krishna, playing the silver flute, 
summons the all-existing to joy. And around him blossom 
the milky-white apple blossoms and purplish-pink cherry and 
plum blossoms. After the austere images of the so-called 
prophetic paintings of the Master in 1914 we see again the 
joy of colors and the translucent radiance of the mountain 
peaks which unite in a cosmic synthesis. This latter definition 
is verily the most precise in characterizing the latest period 
of the Master’s creativeness.

Remembering the Roerich Museum in New York, I always
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think of the concluding lines about the Museum in the article 
of Narodny. “One thing remains for me not yet defined, 
whether the Roerich Museum will be called a Museum or 
Temple.” In this question resounds the characteristic attitude 
of a contemporary who senses the completeness of this art. 
In 1929, the New York Times announced as the list of can
didates for the Nobel Prize, Nicholas Roerich, Senator 
Juvenil, Edouard Herriot, Ramsay MacDonald and Kellogg. 
Is not this a victory of creativeness ?

To describe the life path of Roerich means to present a 
number of indisputable, instructive facts of an undeviatingly 
growing life. From Roerich’s tenth year—since the persistent 
investigation of the first tumuli by the little boy who strove 
to knowledge—through a period of forty-five years, until 
he became the leader of Culture whose name is universally 
known, it is verily instructive for all young hearts who seek 
heroism and who strive to indefatigable cognizance, to fol
low this path. Whether we remember the eager little boy 
explorer or the youth who brings his first literary and artistic 
attempts to the editor; whether we remember the artist who 
early won world recognition; whether we remember the leader 
of a social movement—the ardent protector of the monu
ments of Beauty and Science; whether we remember the 
victorious creator of a whole succession of cultural institu
tions—we always hear the same victorious song of creative
ness and construction; we always see the same indefatigable 
cooperation in the name of the victory of evolution.

What then are the basic qualities of this unusual ascent? 
In writing of Francis of Assisi, Roerich himself stresses his 
freedom from intolerance and condemnation. Usually people 
love in others that which is close to themselves; and verily
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these qualities primarily are inherent in Roerich; besides he 
knows so much, and guided by the wisdom of former ac
cumulations, he tirelessly repeats the fiery formula, “Burn 
in heart and create through love.” Usually it is not difficult 
to cognize the essence of the creativeness of a writer or artist; 
one need but take the meaning, content, and titles of their 
works. If we will take a group of the works of Roerich, 
artistic as well as literary, their titles alone for a period of 
forty years will constitute an entire vocabulary of heroism, 
achievement, and leadership to Bliss and Beauty. Let us re
call some of these titles, beginning with the end of the past 
century:—“The Messenger,” “The Meeting of the Elders,” 
“The Building of the City,” “The Call of the Bells,” “Saintly 
Visions,” “Queen of Heaven,” “Ecstasy,” “The Last Angel,” 
“And We Open the Gates,” “And We Labor,” “Saintly 
Guests,” “Saint Sergius the Builder,” “The Book of Doves,” 
“And We Do Not Fear,” “The Miracle,” “Messiah,” “Signs 
of Maitreya,” “The Unspilled Chalice,” “The Commands of 
Rig-den-Jyepo,” “The Sword of Ghessar Khan,” “The Ban
ner of Peace,” “Madonna Laboris,” “The Heavenly Light,” 
“Moses the Leader,” “The Chalice of Christ,” “Burning of 
Darkness,” “Treasure of the World.” Even these few names 
bespeak the objective strivings of the spirit of the artist 
through the decades of his creative years.

Every creator must have enemies, or else he would not be 
a creator. Of these enemies, Roerich speaks in his article: 
“Praise to the Enemies.” He seemingly loves all those with 
whom he has crossed swords in countless battles for Culture. 
If we observe these hostile attacks, one singular quality will 
arrest our attention; Roerich is not belittled by his enemies. 
Not knowing the true motives and complicated circumstances



of his life, his enemies have often ascribed to him the most 
superhuman actions. But all these rumors and suppositions 
have always been great. Conquests of entire countries were 
ascribed to him and that “he has something impenetrable on 
his mind.” It has been said that from a glance of Roerich 
a person’s hair could turn grey, and many have been other like 
remarks. But the enemies have never denied his creativeness, 
capability, and the vast influence which is linked with his 
name.

The literature about Roerich is unusually profuse in various 
countries and in the most unexpected publications. Out of 
this mass of opinions, one thing is clear—that his personality 
constantly occupies the center of attention and investigation. 
In the calls and addresses of Roerich to the numerous so
cieties bearing his name, which are scattered through the en
tire world, we again see the same wisdom and indefatigable 
labor for the unity of nations in the name of Beauty and 
Knowledge. Hence it is comprehensible why even people 
who do not stand so close to Roerich say: “Where Roerich 
is, there will be success.” An eminent Eastern social worker 
writes, “Our land has been honored by the visit of Roerich, 
who fulfills his path as a Bodhisattva.” Could the East say 
anything greater about the artist, thinker and sower of Cul
ture ? On the other hand a banker mentions the practicability 
of the financial ideas of Roerich. Could the materialistic 
West say anything greater about one? In our days of tur
moil, mediocrity and weakness, the personality of Roerich, 
identified by active leadership, is truly a calling and unifying 
example.

To return to his biography. At an unusually early age 
having received an appointment as Assistant Director of the
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Museum of the “Society of the Encouragement of Arts,” 
Roerich leaves for Paris, and upon his return is elected the 
General Secretary of the Society. In 1906 he is elected to 
the post of Director of the School and again there is a new 
journey to Europe. This journey also brings its rich har
vest—it lends new strength and possibilities to the artist. 
During the revolution, in spite of the proffered post of 
Minister of Fine Arts, in spite of the reorganization of the 
School of “Encouragement of Arts” into an academy, 
Roerich, who at that time was in Finland, leaves for America, 
where a new phase of his activity begins. But, as soon as 
the artistic institutions founded by him become strong in 
America, with their possible promise of a quiet and recognized 
work, Roerich leaves for his perilous expedition—into the 
very heart of Asia. In 1929, he comes back to America in 
order finally to strengthen the developments of the cultural 
institutions founded by him. Ten thousand friends and fol
lowers come to celebrate the fortieth anniversary of his 
work, but as soon as he is convinced of the vitality of his 
constructions, Roerich strives still further in order to begin 
the organization of the Himalayan Research Institute.

The myth of Antaeus, who renewed his strength by touch
ing the earth, has always attracted interest. The same image 
arises when we compare the results of Roerich’s departure 
into foreign lands or simply out into Nature. During his 
entire life, there has been established a seemingly special 
rhythm and renewal of strength. Of course, for such renewal 
a great amount of courage is needed, but perhaps there exists 
such superknowledge, some Guiding Hand, which transforms 
limitless courage into wise progress. And, perhaps this is 
the carrying of that flaming Chalice of which the Master 
writes so often in his books and which he depicts in his paint
ings. For similar images have always kindled his imagina
tion; he writes so often about “wings”; in one of his last
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paintings, “Fiat Rex,” the rays glowing out of the shoulders 
also remind one of wings. One more theme recurs inces
santly in the paintings and literary works of Roerich. This 
is the theme of spiritual battle. “Upon the field of Kuruk- 
shetra . . .” So begins the tale of Bhagavad Gita; to this 
field of the sacred spiritual battle constantly strives the spirit 
of the Master. We cite a small detail, which occurred at 
the time when the painting “Battle” was put on canvas (now 
this painting is in the Tretiakov Gallery) :—the painting as 
you remember has a vast, resonant copper sky; first it was 
covered with valkyries in flight, but afterwards, the artist 
changed them into hurrying clouds, remarking: “Let them 
be invisibly present.” Is not this invisible presence typical 
of the activity of the artist himself?

I remember how one of the members of the Board of the 
School of the “Society of Encouragement of the Arts,” once 
commented upon the resourcefulness of Roerich in difficult 
questions: “We always used to say about him, ‘Roerich will 
somehow save the situation’; and in a couple of hours Roerich 
himself would appear and inform us of the benevolent out
come of all difficulties.” I remember how once Roerich was 
invited as an expert in a financial question involving millions, 
and his decision was accepted by all the banking heads as 
the most fitting, although all his approaches and decisions at 
the beginning amazed them with their unusualness. This 
quality of unusualness is very characteristic of the life strategy 
of Roerich. “Always prepared—what a wonderful motto, 
have the boy scouts”—Roerich once remarked. Constant 
readiness is also one of the distinctive qualities of the Master. 
Mastery of the art of life permits Roerich to impart as much 
as he can contain. More than once one might have wit
nessed how, at the same time as he worked on a painting, 
Roerich dictated an important message, or, dictating a docu
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ment, he led two conversations simultaneously. And, when 
asked how he could contain it all, his reply was: “Very 
simply.”

In order to outline the scope of social relationships of the 
artist, let us recall a few names mentioned in his biographies. 
At various times we see him with the best representatives of 
science and art, with heads of governments and of religions 
of the West as well as the East.

The Tzar was once attacked because he loved churches of 
the Novgorod and Pskov style, and he wanted to have a cathe
dral in this style in Tzarskoye-Selo. The Tzar said to 
Nicholas Roerich, “If my great grandmother could build a 
Chinese village in Tzarskoye-Selo, can I not have a Russian 
temple?” When a contest was announced for the project of 
a church in the imperial estate Skernevitzi—one of the high 
members of the imperial court who also greatly admired the 
art of Roerich, suggested to him to send his project. Great 
was the astonishment, when upon opening the envelopes it 
appeared that the first prize was awarded not to an architect, 
but to the painter Roerich. Let us not forget that it was not 
by accident that Roerich was elected a member of the Board 
of the Society of Architects.

It is interesting to follow up the direction of the Master’s 
creativeness in the most recent period. We see insatiate work 
in which every created image generates the next one, weaving 
a multicolored but united wreath. . . . The paintings are 
multiform in the variety of tonality, unexpected in their sub
ject, but nevertheless they form a unique garland. Let us 
look at the following works:
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“The Queen of Heaven,” in her majestic garb, prays for 
the Bliss of the World. “Madonna Laboris” in untiring 
vigil saves the souls who have wandered astray, while the 
Lord marvels at the achievement. There is another “Ma
donna,” with an infant, but the glance of her eyes is sorrow
ful. Her image unites the triptych dedicated to Jeanne d’Arc. 
To this same sorrowful Heavenly Mother the holy warrior 
appeals before her victory and to her also the beatified heroine 
directs her eyes, from the stake. And the sky, in victory and 
above the pyre, is the very same immeasurable sky, heavy with 
those undulations of blue which have so justly gained the 
name of “Roerich skies.”

In “Lumen Coeli” is the hero of achievement. The Blessed 
One, in a luminous aureole, carries in his hand a flaming 
chalice. Multivaried are the blue azure and purple streams— 
the florescence of achievement. In the same multifarious tints 
and resplendent glow, “Fiat Rex,” the Lord, descends from 
the heights, bringing the Crown of Peace, Crown of the 
World. On the wings of this triptych are two images—a 
woman and man, both in a radiant light. She carries a 
chalice and censer. He is armed with a sword and shield.

Another attainment, also surrounded with intense light, 
is “The Tables of the Covenant.” On rocky heights, the Great 
and Solitary One carves the stone tables of the covenant of 
life. Above him whirls a cloud. The cloud begins to glow in 
flame.

In flaming streams, surrounded by beams of light, ascends 
“Elijah the Prophet.” How sonorous is the brass in the fiery 
colors of the whirling clouds! Approaching the painting the 
onlooker wonders: How is it done? It seems as if the colors 
were transported instantaneously upon the canvas. This, verily 
is synthesis! The same flame but with royal purple breathes 
also in the last painting of his work, “The Holy Sophia, All- 
Mightiest Wisdom.” Seemingly it is the same flaming task,

C20J

but the musical key is permeated with a more pregnant, calmer 
tone.

Then “Zoroaster.” From the high rock, facing the fading 
glow of the sunset, from out a chalice he pours over earth the 
life-giving flame. And does not the series, “Ashram,” lead us 
to the very same fiery achievement? On one of these three 
paintings, beyond the rock of the ashram, still glows the set
ting sun, but on the two side panels the rocks are tranquil; 
emerald green is the water and in the stillness a bark glides 
by with a mysterious traveler. Perhaps a call for me ? Is it a 
messenger? Is it a call? Through the falling twilight in 
silence tower the royal giant bamboos and upon the rocks 
glimmer faintly the silhouettes of carved elephants. This is 
not Tibet. This is the sunny South, perhaps Ceylon, the Blue 
Mountains or Ellora ?

Already in the process of completion are the “Giants of 
Lahoul” and “The Host of Ghessar Khan” and “Norbu 
Rinpoche”—all aspiring to the same heroic deed, all in quest 
of the flaming chalice. Thus, in a wondrous series of paint
ings of inexplicable beauty, the most varied elements unite in 
a supreme aspiration.

In preparation are the sketches from the series “Genghiz 
Khan,” and the “Flowers of Timur.” There we find camels, 
tilted carts of the nomadic tribes and the solitary silhouette of 
Genghiz Khan’s mother on horseback. Another migration 
conceived. Again the beginning of a new achievement glows 
in the forge.

The Chalice and Sword—these origins illumine the entire 
amplitude of the inspiration of Nicholas Roerich. The Lord 
is with the Chalice, Jeanne d’Arc with the Sword. Armed 
with swords are the legions of Ghessar Khan. Upon the 
sword leans the warrior on his way to the Lord of the Wreath 
of Peace, Wreath of the World. And banners wave above the

С21З



legions of Jeanne d’Arc as well as above the host of Ghessar 
Khan.

And what preoccupies the thought of the Master? He 
speaks and writes and sends messages about the Banner of 
Peace. Culture is his favorite word and in his concept it 
sounds as an invocation to Light. “Not magnificent, but 
cultured,” “Do not go beyond the boundaries of truth,” “With 
a benevolent eye,” “Understand with the heart,” “Do not 
prattle with the tongue, but say it with the heart,” “Do not 
betray,” “Animals know also how to quarrel,” “Do not for
get : you are serving but you are not served”—thus speaks 
Roerich, who always guards the foundations of public wel
fare.

Someone has called Roerich a Monomach. This is not so. 
Appreciating community values, he is a Leader but not a 
Monomach. In all the institutions with which he is associated 
through his initiative, there were established first of all coun
cils for the voicing of a broad community foundation. In 
addition, his fellow-heroine and inspirer, Helena Ivanovna 
Roerich, the Protectoress of “Woman’s Unity,”—is always 
beside him. We shall always remember her remarkable 
work with profound gratitude. With him also are his sons— 
Georges and Svetoslav, who have already created for them
selves an outstanding reputation in many domains. With 
him are a number of close flaming co-workers who are united 
in one family, the “Roerichites” as the press called them, 
marking their powerful organization. The Roerichites of 
Culture: one writer, not at all close to Roerich has explained 
how honorable this name is. More than once Roerich stresses 
that Cult-Ur may be understood as the veneration of light 
because the ancient eastern root Ur means Light.

Roerich summons us to a wonderful age: “Hierarchy is a 
plane-metric cooperation. If any one tries to explain it in 
the light of conventional understanding he will only prove that 
his brain is not yet ready for cooperation. Thus it is said:

“Upon what, then, may we come to an agreement? On 
what basis may we forgive? Upon what shall we base our 
understanding? Upon what may we broaden ourselves? 
Upon what grounds can we avoid offense? Upon what may 
we move forward? After encircling all the Dantesque 
spheres, we arrive at cooperation. Cooperation, compassion, 
are love itself. Ordained by all the hieroglyphs of the heart, 
love is the Mother of the World. Inexhaustible is the creative 
love which has conceived the Tribe of holy people, who know 
neither earth nor nation; who hasten upon wings of spirit to 
give succor, compassion, cooperation, who hasten in the name 
of bliss. Who carry the drops of all-understanding, all- 
embracing Bliss.

“The world is hastening towards reconstruction. Human 
hearts are tired of wrath. In tumultuous labors they remem
ber again about culture and signs of Light, and they whisper 
to each other:

“ ‘The future exists, that is why we have come here. Not 
for defamation, nor for terror, but we pass here for mutual 
labor, for knowledge, for enlightenment. Let us then take 
hold of this Universal Light. Let us achieve the transfigura
tion of the world, the pre-ordained, the pre-destined.’

“All peoples know that the site of the holy men is on the 
mountains, upon the peaks. From the peaks comes revelation. 
In caves and upon the summits lived the Rishis. There where 
the rivers find their sources, where the eternal ice has pre
served the purity of whirlwinds, where the dust of meteorites 
carries a purifying armour from the distant worlds,—there 
is the rising glow. Thither is directed the striving of the 
human spirit. By their very difficulty the mountain paths
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attract one. There the unexpected occurs. There the people’s 
thought moves toward the Ultimate. There each pass prom
ises an unprecedented novelty, gives promise of the hewing 
of the new facets of tremendous outline.

“Upon the difficult paths, upon the dangerous mountain 
passes stand the images of Lord Maitreya of the Resplendent 
Future. Who made the effort to place them there? Whose 
was the labor? But often they stand, gigantic, as if not 
humanly created. Every traveler adds a little stone to the 
growing Mendang. Does one’s heart ridicule this stone 
offered to the steps of the future? No. The difficult and 
dangerous path opens one’s heart. One does not ridicule; 
but, smiling in benevolence, one adds his stone also to the 
laying of the step of the all containing Light.” (“Maitreya.”)

Roerich sends calls to the societies of culture bearing his 
name: . Of course when speaking of Culture we often
encounter a strange limitation in the understanding of this 
all-penetrating conception. Of course the conception of Cul
ture is erroneously combined with an idea of something 
supernatural, almost unattainable in the twilight of daily life. 
Whereas it is just the contrary. Culture as such will function 
in its essence when it enters into each day of life and becomes 
the criterion of quality of all our actions. How many calls, 
encouragements, reenforcements will have to be pronounced 
in the name of Culture. How many strivings into the future 
will have to be uttered. With the growth of the refinement 
of consciousness will come containment and the development 
of the sense of responsibility. The difference between average 
and daily life will become clear and thought will turn from 
yesterday to the luminous tomorrow. In unceasing vigil we 
will avoid fatigue and failure. For those who do not know
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Culture, daily life sometimes seems terrifying, but in it is 
forged the perfecting and ascent. A refined consciousness 
will accept the entire ages of labor as a source of infinite crea
tiveness.

“The covenant may be brief,—be aflame in heart and create 
in love. How much benevolence you will afford by initiating 
those who approach into the world of Beauty. Let us go 
together where there are no boundaries nor end. Where 
every benevolent glimmer of light can be turned into the radi
ance of the rainbow of bliss to the worlds.” (“Salutations to 
our Societies of Culture.”)

Roerich writes of the necessity of renovating one’s love for 
the book:

“Just now perhaps, the necessity of cooperation between 
reader and editor should be especially stressed. The financial 
crises reflect most of all upon the means and qualities of edu
cation. This is sad but true! As though, because of a mate
rial crisis one would receive indulgence for ignorance and 
savagery! Just at present the world traverses an unprece
dented and deeply inrooted material crisis. A crisis of over
production, a crisis of the lowering of quality. A crisis of 
despair in the possibility of a better and brighter future. It 
occurs mainly because of the fact that already many genera
tions are trained to believe that the leading world power is the 
gold standard. But recalling the entire history of humanity 
we know this is not so. Let us not have to repeat once again 
that the true valuta is the valuta of spiritual treasures, and 
without doubt the books in various languages which carry the 
one language of the spirit still remain the bases of these 
values. Certainly just now without doubt we must think 
of the book and radiantly must encourage the editors who
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aspire to beauty. Even among the crowded conditions of 
daily life, we must find a worthy place for the real treasures 
of each home. With the best smile we must greet those who 
collect the best books and thus refine their own consciousness 
with the books’ qualities. It is necessary without delay to 
encourage true cooperation around the books and to assign to 
them again the most important and beautiful corner in our 
dwellings. How then, to achieve it, how to reach the sterile 
or besmirched hearts? But, if we think of Culture, it means 
we also think of beauty and of the book as of a beautiful crea
tion.” (“Love the Book.”)

Speaking of the gift of synthesis of Roerich we recall a 
number of instructive facts. There is no field of pictorial art 
in which he has not participated. Besides his work on canvas 
he also paints murals. Brilliant examples of these are 
“Queen of Heaven,” “The Battle at Kerjenetz,” and “The 
Conquest of Kazan.” Of unusual expressiveness are his 
mosaics, so beautifully exemplified in the Pochaevskaya Lavra, 
the church in Schlusselburg, and other momentous creations. 
He also experiments with ceramics—for instance, the frieze 
of the building of the insurance company in St. Petersburg. 
Everybody is acquainted with the stage settings of Roerich; 
one has only to recall “Prince Igor,” “Peer Gynt,” “Pskovi- 
tianka,” “Princess Maleine,” “Sister Beatrice,” “Sacre du 
Printemps,” “Snow-Maiden.” Since he is far-sighted Roe
rich has always said that black and white illustrations and 
miniatures were physically difficult for him; nevertheless we 
see beautiful illustrations for Maeterlinck, miniatures in the 
Romanesque text-book and in the editions of the Martho- 
Mariinsk Community. Let us not forget the series of cos
tumes after Roerich’s designs and his sketches for furniture,
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tapestries and embroideries. Responding to all vital mani
festations he gives willing and simple expression to his crea
tiveness in the most multivaried materials; and as he always 
discloses special methods for each technique, it makes his 
cooperation invaluable in all branches of art. Thus for in
stance, in the mosaics he gave the design indicating the direc
tion and form of all stones which helped to preserve the 
intended style—the style which is precisely the “Roerich style” 
of which so many writers such as Andreyev, Tagore, S. 
Makovsky, Ernst, Benois, Grebentchikoff and others speak. 
And now when the newspapers note the international appear
ance of “Roerichites,” it is nothing save the recognition of 
this same convincing style.

I recollect how once after a speech made by Roerich in 
which he quoted from the remarkable letters of Andreyev to 
him, Professor Miliukov exclaimed: “I would never have 
thought that they were so close to each other.” This remark 
is very characteristic, for even knowing Roerich it is difficult 
to imagine such an unusually multivaried amplitude of con
tacts accessible only to a heart which contains synthesis. But 
an accidentally revealed correspondence, or a passage from 
some lecture has often disclosed a page of the most cordial 
relationships. If some one asks Roerich himself, “Why didn’t 
you ever mention this matter ?” he will smile and say “It did 
not occur to me.” But one ought not to conclude from this 
that he is indifferent to his friends. On the contrary, each 
friendship has been a sacred conception for him. He has 
never permitted the condemnation of his friends, and if he 
listens silently to such condemnation, it is for the purpose of 
saying significantly afterwards “Do not speak of that which 
you do not know.”
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Another characteristic of Roerich brings light on the above 
mentioned incidents. He does not like large gatherings, and 
opens the depth of his heart only when alone.

Synthesis and indomitable striving into the future, a re
sponse to all the manifestations of life, sharp attention to 
everything which occurs, and creativeness,—a creativeness 
which without exaggeration proceeds by day and by night— 
these are the basic traits of Roerich since his very childhood. 
A friend of Roerich’s father, an amateur artist, was sketching 
once in the garden of the Roerich estate Isvara, and this sketch 
was the first impetus for the ten-year-old schoolboy. At 
Roerich’s estate the archaeologist Ivanovsky also visited and 
as a result, the striving towards archaeological investigations 
was bom in the young Roerich. A student forester was in
vited to survey the forest grounds of the estate and, as a 
result, the dendrological collection of young Roerich. Stones 
were broken for the pavement of a road and the result was 
the beginning of an instructive mineralogical collection. A 
few old coins from his grandfather’s desk served as the basis 
for a numismatic collection and the hunting tales of guests 
attracted the young Roerich toward something which was 
ennobled for him by Turgenev’s stories. Like a bee choosing 
the best flowers, Roerich has built up his creativeness 
which, free of apostasy and erring, progresses indefatigably 
absorbing the most expressive qualities of his surroundings. 
Not in vain were the brilliant successes of Roerich termed as 
“Panthers Leaps”; and another writer exclaims: “This is a 
berserk!’'

Who knows, perhaps the ancient Scandinavian tradition of 
his kinsmen awoke in the Master.

When Roerich was asked, “What is the best time to cre
ate ?” he smiled: “It is not bad on a little boat crossing the
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Neva; it is not bad, in a street-car or train, the movement 
even gives a sort of a rhythm,” and these two rhythms “maes
toso and accelerando” are the most characteristic traits of the 
spiritual harmony of Roerich.

Speaking of rhythm, one must not overlook the close rela
tion of Roerich’s spirit with music. The names of Wagner, 
Rimsky-Korsakoff, Bach, Moussorgsky, Liadov, Stravinsky— 
these will always remain on the pages of his biography.

When the seven-year-old Roerich was brought to the well 
known pedagogue, the director of the college, Karl Ivanovitch 
May, the latter caressed the boy’s head and said, “this is a 
future professor.” Roerich went through the curriculum to 
the sixth class in the German language. Of the sciences he 
preferred history, literature and the classics, and until now 
he quotes Virgil and Ovid in Latin.

Is it not strange that precisely Rabindranath Tagore was 
the first to notice the Sanscrit name of the estate of Roerich, 
“Isvara.” But we know that during the reign of Catherine 
the Great, Vorontzov the owner of the estate, visited India 
and at the same period a mysterious rajah lived, in the neigh
boring estate, Yablonitzi. There still remain traces of the 
park set out by him in a special fashion. For, the court of 
Catherine II united so much of the significant and sometimes 
unexpected. Incidentally it was Roerich who told us about 
the creation of many remarkable collections precisely at the 
time of Catherine the Great. When the Empress would hear 
of someone’s wealth she would unexpectedly turn to him and 
say, “By the way, you must have a remarkable art collection. 
In two months I will come to see it,” and the expectation of 
this visit served as an impetus for the creation of many re
markable collections. While relating this, Roerich added, 
“And a leader has to act this way—turning all possibilities 
into cultural channels.”

To the synthesis of the talent one must also ascribe the
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synthesis of materials. Roerich has worked with equal ease 
in oil as well as in various types of tempera, water color and 
pastel. In the most recent period he has used tempera mostly, 
or to speak more correctly he uses some special technical 
combinations of his own. When he was once asked why he 
stopped painting in oil, Roerich replied, “Everything changes 
in the world; oil becomes dark and tempera fades but I prefer 
that my paintings should fade away into dreams rather than 
turn into the color of boots.”

It is very interesting to hear the Master speak of inner 
creativeness, of the saturation of space with creative images. 
Just as upon the physical plane, the movements of the Master 
have not been impeded by mountains, seas, so equally un- 
encompassible has been the sphere of his creativeness. An
dreyev called the last article about him “The Realm of 
Roerich.” Others write about the “World of Roerich,” “The 
Universe of Roerich,” trying to express in these titles his vast 
containment and reverberation with the visible and invisible. 
Verily, if we take the paintings and books of Roerich, is not 
an entire contemplation of the world comprised in his 
“Flowers of Morya,” “Paths of Blessings,” “Adamant,” 
“Altai Himalaya,” “Shambhala,” and “Heart of Asia,” and 
finally “The Realm of Light”?

We were witness to the moment when the news reached the 
Master about the peril of some of his works. During the war 
and other disturbances, his “Unkrada,” and “Sister Beatrice,” 
“The Serpent Awakened,” “The March,” “Svetogor,” per
ished. Irreparably harmed were the panels, “The Master of 
the House.” I, myself, witnessed how a woman brought to 
the Roerich Museum in New York the painting “The Calling 
One,” folded like a kerchief, with deep creases; the painting
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“Song of the Viking” was brought in almost the same condi
tion. Both paintings were saved with the greatest difficulty. 
When the artist heard about it he said: “Well, this is their 
destiny. Every object has its own karma.” But the karma 
is not a dead phantom in the imagination of the Artist, it is 
alive, throbbing, growing like the Genesis of the Worlds.

I recall the old misunderstandings between Roerich and 
the group of “Mir-Iskusstva.” Nevertheless in 1910 at the 
organization of the society, “Mir-Iskusstva,” the very same 
painters unanimously elected Roerich as their first President. 
And other similar instances in Roerich’s life are known, when 
precisely his former opponents elected him as their representa
tive, giving the merited honor to his creative mind.

In his story “Flame,” the Master describes a whole succes
sion of perils in life, and one can recognize that they are of an 
autobiographical significance. In his diary of the Expedition, 
Colonel Kardashevsky describes the presence of mind and re
sourcefulness of Roerich during the attacks of the Goloks, 
remarking that no army chief could have given better com
mands.

When I myself worked with the Master, I saw how much 
of the extraordinary was in his benevolence and unwavering
ness. “What is done, is done,” he exclaims, and instead of 
resting he again begins his work, Once when a journalist 
made an inquiry, as to how famous people spend their holi
days, Roerich replied, “At work. And in what can a better 
holiday consist if not in work?” For him this was the un
affected truth. Recently he was informed of the attack of 
a newspaper against his Banner of Peace. “Such ignora
muses do not even know how to make a fitting attack.” This 
was the only remark of the Master, who always values true art
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in everything. Of some social worker, he once remarked, 
“How artistically silent he is.” Creativeness of action and 
silence.

While at the Academy of Fine Arts, Roerich completed 
three classes in one year, and the inspector of the Academy, 
Mr. Bruni, shook his head and said, “Oh, Roerich, Roerich, 
you are always in a hurry.” He never suspected how valuable 
time was to the young artist. Before he entered the class of 
Kuindji, Roerich showed his works to Repin. “Will you 
work with Repin?” he was asked. “No,” he said. “Why?” 
“Because he praised me too highly and didn’t say anything 
of value.” But with Kuindji Roerich found much that was 
significant, and throughout his life he retained a tender feel
ing for his forceful teacher. Let us recall the touching 
remembrances of Kuindji in his articles “Guru—the 
Teacher” and “St. Francis of Assisi.” Altogether, the theme 
of discipleship, the famed theme of the “Guru” of India, has 
always been close to Roerich’s heart. He, himself, reverences 
this conception and his followers justly call him “Guru.” S. 
Makovsky, in his chapter “Vrubel-Roerich,” brings out an 
interesting parallel of these two giants of graphic art. Those 
who read the article of Roerich about Vrubel will understand 
why the Seeker Vrubel was always so close to the Viking Roe
rich. It has been related touchingly how Roerich tried to 
obtain a pension for the sick Vrubel and also how Roerich 
cares about many. He obtained a scholarship for Anisfeld 
and helped Chagal through the hardships of life. One may 
hear from David Burliuk how benevolently Roerich treated 
him and altogether the entire group of modernists, but Roe
rich also loves the paintings of Venezianov and the portraits 
of Borovikovsky and the decorations of Gonzaga.

Roerich is a descendant of Iceland and Yutland Vikings. 
One of his ancestors Frederick Roerich was the head of 
Templars, and during the reign of Paul I, the guardsman 
Roerich was close to the Maltese order; and the trident of the 
coat-of-arms of the Roerich closely resembles the trident of 
the seals of the Templars. One cannot help but recall the 
Chalice of the Grail, and the construction of the temple, and 
unforgettable is the remarkable tale of A. Remisov in his 
“Zvenigorod” of Roerich-Rurik. The work of Constantine 
F. Roerich, attorney and father of the artist, during the libera
tion of the peasants, and his participation in the Volno- 
Economic Society, introduce the vast traditions of the Russian 
Intelligentsia.

Of the old Masters, Roerich loves Duccio, Benozzo Gozzoli, 
Orcagna, the school of Sienna, Durer, Holbein, Cranach, P. 
Breughel the Elder, and of course the Dutch Primitives. Of 
the new masters, he especially admires Gaugin, Van Gogh; 
he loves Maris, Puvis de Chavannes.

I do not dwell on Roerich’s erudition in the law; it is very 
well outlined in the book of Guidoni, published by “Apollo,” 
but I must mention how easily Roerich pursued his education 
in the law at the same time as his artistic and historical educa
tion.

Already, while in the University, the Master was imbued 
with creative strivings. We see him among the founders of 
the society “Taras Shevchenko”; then through Potanin, Roe
rich for the first time and forever is linked with Siberia; then 
follows an entire succession of organizations dedicated to 
Russia and foreign art, then his participation in “Sodru- 
jestvo” in the philosophical circle with Lossky and Metalni- 
kov, the publishing house of the Society of St. Eugenie;
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“Russkoie Slovo”; “Niva”; Smolensk Museum; conventions 
in Finland and Latvia; excavations of the Novgorod Kremlin, 
lectures in the home of Prince Yousupoff and exhibitions in 
Europe, beginning with Prague. The Master always remem
bers the hearty reception given to him in 1904, at this, his 
first exhibit in a foreign land, at the Manes Society. A con
stant creativeness and strivings always led him onward, but 
the natural unwavering courage, created around his works 
the powerful current which carries one easily over all the 
tempests of life. When one of his friends sighed about the 
lost past, the Master exclaimed, “What does the past mean in 
comparison with the future.” Under his portrait, in the edi
tion of St. Eugenie, the autograph of Roerich reads, “Out of 
wondrous ancient stones you shall construct the steps of the 
future.” In this is the entire evolutionary program of his 
wise constructions.

The creativeness of Roerich during the period of 1920 has 
been characterized by many Russian and foreign writers and 
by Baltrushaitis, Denis Roche, Alexander Benois, A. Rosti- 
slavov, S. Makovsky, William Ritter. Serge Ernst, in his 
monograph of 1918, foretells with great vision the further 
ascent of Roerich. Similarly speaks also Benois, in the Jubi
lee Edition of 1916, stressing the constant development of 
the creativeness of Roerich. He ends his tribute with the 
following words, “The chief thing is that everything is still 
ahead.” The prophecies were fulfilled. Precisely, “the chief 
thing” began in 1920, when after a sequence of exhibitions in 
Finland, Sweden, Denmark and England, and finally after 
the itinerary exhibition in forty cities in America, every 
month, or more correctly, every week, something was created, 
united, outlined and strengthened. Roerich’s friendship with 
America is of long standing. The beginning of it was laid
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twenty-five years ago, during the first exhibition of the Ameri
can Art in Russia. Roerich organized this exhibition. After 
the exhibition at St. Louis, Roerich shared the sad fate of 
many Russian artists whose paintings were sold at auction, 
to meet the debts of the commissioner of the exhibition Mr. 
Gruenwald. Among 800 paintings which were sold, were 
Roerich’s seventy-five sketches of Russian antiquity; these 
sketches, called by S. Ernst, “The Pantheon of Russian 
Glory,” were acquired by the Tzar for the Russian Museum 
at the time of the declaration of the Japanese War, and were 
loaned for the exhibition in St. Louis. At the present time 
forty-five sketches are in the Oakland Museum and seven 
were recently acquired by the Roerich Museum, and the rest 
are apparently in private collections in California and Canada. 
As usual, Roerich was not aggravated by this calamity at St. 
Louis. “Well,” he said, “Let these paintings be my benevo
lent messengers to America.” This prophecy of the Master 
was justified. The messengers were benevolent, and one 
recalls this now while looking at the great building of the 
Roerich Museum in New York.

Besides the exhibitions in 1920, Roerich inaugurated a 
series of cultural institutions beginning with a School of 
United Arts. In his address to the Institute at the Decade 
Celebration Roerich recalls the moment of its inauguration:

“As if it were yesterday one recalls how with M. M. Licht- 
mann we were hurrying to rent space in the Hotel des Artistes 
in New York. By accident we found ourselves delayed on the 
way, and due to this accident, as we entered the subway, we 
were accosted by a Greek artist, with the unexpected extraor
dinary exclamation:

“ ‘I have been looking for you already for three months.
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Do you need a large studio?’ ... ‘Of course we do, where 
is it?’ . . . ‘In the building of the Greek Church on 54th 
Street’ . . . ‘All right, tomorrow we will go to look at it.’ 
. . . ‘No, impossible! I cannot keep it any longer; if you 
wish to see it, let us go at once!’

“And so instead of the Hotel des Artistes, we are seated 
with Father Lazaris of the Greek Cathedral, who insists that 
I must be of the Clergy. And here we decide to rent the 
space. And under the Cross of the Greek Cathedral is laid 
the foundation of the long-since-conceived Institute of United 
Arts. It is a large studio, but only one room.”

Some one says to us : “Could you possibly dream of having 
an Institute of United Arts in one studio?” ... I answer, 
“For the conception of creation one does not need a room 
larger than the cell of Fra Angelico. Each tree must grow. 
If the work is vital, it will develop; if it is destined to die, in 
any case it will have to die in one room.” Following the 
Institute, with a success and speed inconceivable for many, 
the International Art Center “Corona Mundi,” “New Syndi
cate,” “Alatas” and a publishing department of the Museum 
are founded. Then is planned the historical Central Asiatic 
Expedition which ended with the foundation of the Urusvati 
Himalayan Research Institute. The list of co-workers grows 
and as a natural result of the ever-growing influence, in 1929 
there were organized Societies in Roerich’s name, which make 
a composite of 64 societies, spread widely in North and South 
America, Europe, Asia and Africa. Out of an outstanding 
cultural worker, Roerich becomes a leader of Culture. The 
Banner of Peace, for the protection of Culture wins millions 
of sympathizers and is universally approved by the Interna
tional Museums’ Committee of the League of Nations, and 
the International conferences in Bruges, with the participa
tion of the International Court at the Hague, give a new
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confirmation of the applicability of the universal and cultural 
plan of Roerich.

The motto of Roerich on the shield of the Master Institute 
of United Arts reads :

“Art will unify all humanity. 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. 
Everyone will enjoy true Art. The gates of the ‘Sacred 
Source’ must be wide open for everybody. 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, theatres, universities, 
public libraries, railway stations and hospitals, but even 
prisons decorated and beautified. Then we shall have no 
more prisons.”

Upon the shield of the International Art Center is this 
significant call:

“Humanity is facing the coming events of cosmic great
ness. Humanity already realizes that all occurrences are 
not accidental. The time for the construction of future 
culture is at hand. Before our eyes the revaluation of 
values is being witnessed. Amidst ruins of valueless bank
notes, mankind has found the real value of the world’s 
significance. The values of great art are victoriously 
traversing all storms of earthly commotions. Even the 
‘earthly’ people already understand the vital importance of 
active beauty. And when we proclaim: Love, Beauty, and 
Action, we know verily, that we pronounce the formula of 
the international language. And this formula, which now 
belongs to the Museum and Stage must enter every day 
life. The sign of beauty and action will open all sacred 
gates. Beneath the sign of beauty we walk joyfully. With

C37l



beauty and action we conquer. Through beauty we pray. 
In beauty we are united. And now we affirm these words 
—not on the snowy heights, but amidst the turmoil of the 
city. And realizing the path of true reality, we greet with 
a happy smile the future.”

“REALM OF LIGHT”
An unusual book! On the eve of the appearance of this 

book, we sat in an intimate circle regretting the fate which 
has set upon humanity so many calamities and insoluble tasks. 
And as though in answer to our questions into space, came 
this book, this call to Culture. And not only a call, but an 
imperative affirmation of Culture, and upon this affirmation I 
wish to send my hearty greeting to Roerich. For with his 
“Realm of Light” he affirms that for which everyone’s heart 
longs. For the multitude, daily life is confined to an issueless 
darkness. Everyone hears the terrifying expression, “Only 
to endure.” And tomorrow ?—what kind of a tomorrow may 
there be along the onerous journey of life? And here 
suddenly a messenger knocks. For Roerich himself plays so 
greatly the part of messenger and verily brings a vigorous 
message himself, not a vague encouraging one, but a firm 
living one. To Roerich himself it was not easy to build his 
homes of Culture. Of course he also has hours of great 
tension, which are to be surmounted only by an unusual firm
ness of consciousness. One can surmount them, only by 
knowing whither and in whose name one proceeds.

In the “Realm of Light,” by which Roerich means the 
human heart, is contained an entire life code. This is not 
just a teaching—it is life itself with all its foundations and 
consequences. Here he addresses himself to youth, on the 
power of thought. Here is an affirmation of the universal
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Banner of Culture which was so gloriously unfurled by Roe
rich himself in his fiery article, “Realm of Light,” with in
describable beauty are invoked to life the “wise deeds” of our 
sages and dwellers of the desert, and what is especially sig
nificant—they are brought close to our contemporary under
standing. Not only are they imbued with life, but they are 
also applied to life. This spiritualization is so characteristic 
for Roerich. There are also beautiful words of memorabilia 
of Kuindji, Diaghilev, Princess Tenishev; perhaps no one has 
so warmly made the impressions of their memory. There 
are unusual greetings to the many societies dedicated to the 
name of Roerich. Great and active is this benevolent vo
cabulary. In various countries a multitude of people are 
encouraged and benefited. For the sincere striving of the 
groups is benevolently stressed. There is the Chapel of St. 
Sergius; there is the Siberian Society and the Spinoza Center. 
There is the Society of St. Francis, of Origen, Woman's 
Unity, Addresses to Buddhists, and a vast expanse from South 
African Society to Finland, from Japan to France, from 
Latvia to Tahiti. This book brings to all those in quest of 
Culture a precious reminder of how Roerich, having been 
recruited by life’s circumstances as a leader of Culture, 
creates unceasingly, creates in the broadest sense of this 
word. Precisely, this vast understanding creates also a fol
lowing for Roerich made up of all representatives of many 
nations. This book proves that the author is free of sec
tarianism, bigotry, blind fanaticism, but there is wide knowl
edge. Everything which was created in the name of good, in 
the name of creativeness, constructiveness, finds a welcome 
and encouragement. And his own creative actions prove that 
in our days, creativeness as well as a luminous quest into the 
future are possible.

We wish to thank Roerich for this book in the name of the 
young generation, in the name of those working for, and
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thinking of Culture. We are in need of beacons, confident 
that they stand in their proper places, and here is not only a 
beacon but a whole Realm. This universal Realm of the 
heart gives us that vigor and courage so needed for a luminous 
future.

“TRAILS TO INMOST ASIA”
Almost daily the press brings news about unsuccessful 

Asiatic Expeditions linked with outstanding names of famous 
explorers. Recently it was announced that the Chinese Gov
ernment demanded the immediate departure of Sir Aurel 
Stein, although Great Britain and Harvard University in 
America were financially involved in this expedition. It was 
mentioned that large sums had been spent for this failure. 
The same fate was that of Roy Chapman Andrews in spite 
of the broad support of America. Sven Hedin apparently 
had temporarily to cease and the attempt to climb Kanchen- 
junga by the German Expedition resulted in a complete failure.

The last Asiatic Expedition upon which the press laid so 
much hope and which probably necessitated the largest ex
penditure was the expedition financed by Citroen in Paris, 
headed by Haardt with the participation of many Frenchmen, 
Russians and Americans. Before the departure of the expedi
tion an extensive itinerary was announced and it was pointed 
out that, as a special departure, this route would be covered 
by automobile. Certainly those who know the Asiatic roads 
and passes doubted the accomplishment of this widely an
nounced program. Unfortunately these opinions were justi
fied. The newspapers once again brought news that owing 
to the impassability of the roads and the refusal of the Chi
nese Government, the Expedition had to alter its former plans. 
Thus the trails of Asia are still unconquered. Who knows
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where the chief difficulty lies, whether in physical conditions 
alone or in an indifference to local psychology.

One of my friends graciously gave me the book of the cele
brated artist and explorer, Prof. Nicholas Roerich, “The 
Heart of Asia.” The book was handed to me with the follow
ing words, “This man must certainly be indefatigable, after 
spending five years within the boundaries of Asia, experi
encing several captivities, Chinese as well as Tibetan, he has 
nevertheless remained victor over all these unusual difficul
ties.”

In spite of all types of most unexpected occurrences, seem
ingly unbearable for human strength, the Roerich Expedition 
succeeded not only in traversing Asia by the outlined route, but 
also brought back a very rich artistic and scientific material. 
In the Roerich Museum in New York are more than 500 paint
ings of Asia by Nicholas Roerich, and three of his books on 
the expedition have already been published. Two books by his 
son Georges Roerich have already been published and it is evi
dent that the material of the expedition is far from exhausted 
and will appear in the sequence outlined. From the book given 
to me I learned that the expedition often experienced condi
tions of extreme privation. Held up by the Tibetan authorities 
on the snowy mountain plateaux of the Trans-Himalayas, the 
expedition lost all of its animals numbering about a hundred, 
and, only by a miracle, the members escaped death in the sum
mer tents. And three women participated in the expedition. 
Truly, Madame H. I. Roerich, the self-sacrificing wife of the 
artist, may justly be regarded as the first European woman 
to endure the various hardships of such an expedition with 
all its passes which were traversed for five years on horses, 
camels and yaks.

Of all the outstanding expeditions recently completed, this 
unusual expedition headed by Nicholas Roerich, involuntarily 
attracts one’s attention. We admit that the genius and in



defatigable energy of Roerich are known to all. His invinci
ble optimism and great gifts of organization are also known, 
but, besides these, what was it that aided him and his fellow- 
travelers to overcome the multitudinous dangers of circum
stances new for the expedition ? It seems that through 
resourcefulness alone one may conquer. We think that the 
success of this expedition indicates the great importance of 
knowledge or rather of sensing local psychology.

The expedition had to traverse most dangerous regions, 
rife with robbers, where the Hounhuz and Goloks present a 
serious danger. Only recently, the newspapers announced that 
the Hutuchta of inner Mongolia has appealed to the Chinese 
Government for assistance in the face of his inability to drive 
out the robber bands. We recollect how during the five years 
of his expedition, the newspapers more than once “buried” 
Professor Roerich, in the absence of news from him for any 
extended time. But after months had passed, there would 
again come a brief cable announcing the conquest of new 
difficulties. And not one cable as we know, ever expressed 
either the desire to give up or to alter the outlined route. And 
the end of the expedition is also significant, because the entire 
expedition turned out to be a prelude to a succession of activi
ties which are being realized in the Idimalayan Research In
stitute, founded by Nicholas Roerich.

We are told that once when a certain official tried to con
vey something to Professor Roerich as “final,” Professor Roe
rich smiled and said, “In the first place there is nothing final in 
our world.” And he continued his persistent striving. I was 
told that even one of the recognized opponents of Roerich once 
said that justice must be rendered to the tact and will-power 
of the leader of the Roerich Expedition, who could prevent 
clashes and safeguard the European staff of the expedition 
so that it could reach its destination according to the outlined 
program.
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Roerich entitled one of his books, devoted to this expedi
tion, “Heart of Asia.” It is said that this book has already 
been published in several languages. Has not the artist him
self, in the style of the book, defined that which made his 
endeavor successful and invincible? Has he not touched 
the human heart which opens to him all trails? Certainly 
his name, so universally known in the field of Culture, is 
also a true shield. But also of importance is the constant, 
benevolent striving not only to take away, but to contribute 
something useful and radiant.

One begins to think that those who desire to penetrate into 
Asia, should consult Roerich on how he succeeded where 
many famous personages had to surrender their positions. 
In this succession of unsuccessful expeditions it is gratifying 
to see one which was successful and this makes us appreciate 
and value those qualities which attended its success.

These considerations about the Roerich expedition are 
evoked in view of the serious work of Georges N. Roerich 
recently published by the Yale Press. The book, “Trails to 
Inmost Asia,” does honor to the young scholar who holds 
such an outstanding place in the scientific world. It is ap
parent that during the expedition the author has collected 
an unusual material and has systematically begun to acquaint 
the scientific world and other broad circles with it. The 
book will be a valuable addition to libraries, for its contents 
cover many scientific fields.

His knowledge of many local languages, a vast acquaintance 
with the sources and an impartial outlook places the author 
in the first rank of outstanding scholars. The “Trails to 
Inmost Asia” are not a dark labyrinth for G. N. Roerich 
but parts of a harmonious, significant entity in its past and 
future.

In their substance and conviction of exposition individual 
chapters would make up into most needed publications. For
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instance take the chapter on the mysterious Ja-Lama with all 
documents and references or the chapter on the remarkable 
discoveries by the Expedition of menhirs and cromlechs on 
the uplands of Tibet. Not less is the material on the man
ner of life of Chinese Turkestan and the description of Mon
golia, about which there have been so many controversies. 
These authentic characteristics of the remote lands traversed 
by the expedition, make the book of G. N. Roerich such a 
desirable addition to the Central Asiatic literature.

The preface of this book is by the eminent French scientist 
and statesman Louis Marin.

With characteristic broadness of view, Louis Marin notes 
justly the significance of this expedition.

The book is beautifully and carefully published. Among 
the numerous illustrations are reproduced a few of Nicholas 
Roerich’s paintings. The portrait of the head of the expedi
tion in Tibetan costume, once again reveals why the artist 
was so often called a Dalai Lama. The book of G. N. 
Roerich is a needed achievement which is destined to arouse 
many comments and opinions. In welcoming the English 
edition of the book of G. N. Roerich, we can but hope that 
this work will also appear in French, German and other 
languages, sharing with the world the accomplishments of 
this significant expedition.

CONTEMPORARY APOCRYPHA
Time accumulates around each great figure a vast apocry

phal material. Apocrypha and legends surround the names 
of the great. Since time immemorial the unusual and the 
heroic are mirrored in apocrypha and legends. Apocrypha 
about the great and the golden Legend—all are a heritage 
to humanity. Posthumous apocrypha have often remained
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an enigma, for, under the shelter of a great name, followers 
and enemies bring many-varied inventions and it is difficult 
to discern that which was brought in a benevolent attitude 
from that in which the desire of wrath and envy resounded.

It is rare to find an extensive apocryphal material during 
one’s life. However, for a biographer of Nicholas Roerich, 
it is most instructive to investigate the origin and accumula
tion of contemporary apocrypha in which the future history- 
biographers will be at a loss as to discrimination.

Numerous are the legends about Nicholas Roerich and 
numerous are those who use his name for their own pur
poses, for his biography is filled with striking facts and his 
synthesis comprises the mastery of so many fields in Art, 
Archaeology, Architecture, Poetry, Literature. His great 
art is manifested in such manifold expressions, stimmungen, 
subjects and materials, so uniquely mastered by him in oils, 
pastels, tempera, aquarelles, and his own combinations which 
lend luminosity and feeling to each of Roerich’s paintings, 
so widely acknowledged and valued by art-critics, fellow 
artists and connoisseurs. In this quality Nicholas Roerich 
joins the Masters of the Renaissance. There is another most 
unusual quality in him—Roerich broadly admits all ways 
which lead to Beauty. Hence as a great man he never uses 
any derogatory criticism or evil speech against his fellow 
artists. This very quality the artist stresses in his declaration 
made in France and published recently in the French Mes
senger of the Roerich Museum. Speaking of Puvis de 
Chavannes, whom according to his own words Roerich con
siders as one of his teachers, he says: “When the illustrious 
Master Puvis de Chavannes expressed his views on Art, he 
always gave proofs of an admirable tolerance. Thus for in
stance, I remember once when visiting an exhibition with 
Puvis de Chavannes, I was amazed to witness how he was 
able to find positive and benevolent expressions for the most
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varied, artistic creations. Sometimes, however, the Master 
passed in silence—this was the sign of disapproval.”

Endowed with brilliant versatility, having attained world
wide fame, Roerich does not inroot himself in any one coun
try. After each new success he changes his land, as if for a 
renovation of his power. Has not the myth about the giant 
Antaeus of Libya, whose strength was renewed each time 
he touched the earth, always attracted attention? Thus it 
is with Roerich! Many have wanted to learn what consti
tuted his magnetic personality. The American Press in 1927 
was curious to know whether Roerich was a “Tzar or a dis
embodied Mahatma,” and somewhere there was a mention 
about the “Apostle in the subway.”

Many were the attempts to copy Roerich’s art. Since ap
proximately 1910 one may trace forgeries of Roerich’s paint
ings bearing a counterfeit signature. These forgeries are 
of two types: one, plagiaristic, in which characteristic sub
jects of Roerich were imitated; the other, when paintings 
of definite artists were signed with the name of Roerich, 
often even in an illiterate way. This of course was prompted 
by purposes of profit, because of the great demand and wide
spread fame of Roerich’s art. Thus to the second type of 
forgeries belong some paintings of the Polish artist Rusztitz 
and Constantin Vroublevski; someone has erased their signa
tures and replaced them by that of Roerich. Some cite two 
other names of Russian painters whose canvases were given 
false signatures of Roerich.

Another—and this a very frequent type of forgery—is the 
paintings with composites of characteristic Roerich subjects. 
In one of his articles the Master tells us of a very typical 
episode. Once a well-known art-collector, after an assiduous 
search for a “representative painting of Roerich” for his 
collection, victoriously announced to the Master that finally 
he had succeeded in acquiring one for a few thousand dol
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lars, one unusually characteristic of Roerich’s art. But when 
upon the Master’s request the happy collector began to de
scribe the painting its subject appeared unknown to Roerich. 
Hence the collector urged Professor Roerich to look at his 
new acquisition, but, alas, it appeared that this large canvas of 
twelve feet was but an attentive and attractive compilation of 
several subjects from Roerich’s paintings. There were 
represented Varengian boats and citadels and warriors with 
red shields and banners—all familiar from Roerich’s paint
ings. Great was the consternation of the collector when he 
realized that the entire composition represented a composite 
of typical Roerich elements and bore a complete forged signa
ture. This affair I believe resulted in a law suit between the 
collector and the dealer who acted as intermediary in this 
sale. Authentic paintings cut in half with each part sold 
separately was also the fate of some masterpieces of Roerich.

A typical legend comes to one’s mind. A simpleton once 
asked the Master, “Is it not true that you do not paint your 
paintings yourself?” Professor Roerich smiled benevolently 
and said, “Certainly. It is not worthwhile troubling oneself. 
I give my orders to first class painters.” Thus Professor Roe
rich shares not only the fate of so many old Masters, but also 
inherited the fairy-tale connected with his teacher Kuindji, 
about whom it was rumored that he never painted at all, but 
that he once killed a well-known artist in the Crimea and ap
propriated his paintings. The great success of Kuindji at 
the beginning of the impressionistic epoch also prompted this 
wicked fiction.

Many also were the attempts to use Roerich’s name in a 
different way. A friend told the author how a bookseller 
offering him an anonymous book affirmed it was from 
Roerich’s pen. Dim must have been his idea about the figure 
of Roerich and his literary works! It is instructive to real
ize how many sayings, anonymous articles and even books
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are already now being ascribed to Roerich. This reminds 
one of how in the ancient Eastern literature much anonymous 
literature was gathered around great Chinese, Tibetan, Hin
doo, Arabian names. Abundant also are the posthumous 
works in the West ascribed to great painters, composers and 
writers.

The various life episodes which were ascribed to Nicholas 
Roerich would constitute a most unusual collection. To our 
memory spontaneously rises the incident of how the late 
Kuindji characterized some of the stories about his beloved 
pupil Roerich: “Verily, in your passion for evil, you have 
made Roerich omnipotent and omnipresent.”

Recently the author heard of a professor who pretends to 
be a profound scholar of the East and who had indulged in 
professional jealousy, inventing absurd myths about Roerich. 
It sounded strange from the lips of one who pretends to serve 
culture, although the viper of envy is of the same color 
everywhere.

Multicolored are the legends about Roerich. His figure 
is surrounded with the aureole of unusualness and tremen
dous potentiality. Around his great figure controversies of 
friends and enemies are encircled. “Praise to the enemies” 
says Roerich. So be it! for all voices agree and unite in one 
thing—in ascribing great power to Nicholas Roerich. And 
if we add to the sayings of the enemies an ingredient of 
benevolence, or simply look upon them with eyes not evil 
but benevolent, we may in unison say with Roerich, “Praise 
to the enemies.” For, if to some “Roerich’s eye,” as men
tioned elsewhere, “possesses the power of turning one’s hair 
gray,” to others his image appears inspiring, calling them to 
a higher path. If Roerich was thrice buried in Siberia and 
if services were held in churches for the peace of his soul, 
on the other hand in the East there is a legend about his in
vulnerability and that of his fellow-travelers of the Roerich
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expedition, for, the Tibetans claimed they shot at Roerichs 
but their bullets could not pierce their chests.

If allusions have been made to some strange affiliations of 
Professor Roerich, they are powerfully counterbalanced by 
the historical data as to the origin of the name of Roerich 
from Rurik.

Not long ago Nicholas Roerich was asked quite seriously 
by a learned gentlemen whether he really was Roerich. And 
previous to this Professor Roerich was visited by people with 
letters of recommendation to the “French King.”

Some one inquiring about Roerich spoke of him as of the 
“White Magi” and some assert that they had seen fires on 
“the mountain ridges and above the house where Roerichs 
were living.”

Lamas were commanded by their spiritual forces, so they 
said, to bring a Buddha to Mme. Roerich who was to them 
a Tara.

A house in a remote country was refused to the Roerichs 
by a soul who believed he was saving others from idolatry, 
“on account of Buddhist propaganda made by Roerich.” 
However, at that very same time, Nicholas Roerich happened 
to be laying the foundation of a Saint Sergius Chapel and 
was occupied in inaugurating societies of all religions. And 
at the same time, His Holiness the Pope, sent his blessings 
to Professor Roerich.

“Is it really true that Roerich, like an Initiate, understands 
all languages?”, I was asked. Verily, it is instructive to see 
how living are the ancient as well as contemporary legends 
and apocrypha. Not in vain does Pindar the great Con
noisseur of the human heart say: “Through the fascination of 
myth, Wisdom entices us.”

We should study how legends grow—not only in the East 
where sagas and songs are created, but also pay attention to 
how our positive and materialistic West envelopes the figure
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of Roerich in the pages of the Press—in the pages of the 
Times we find a communique about the appearance of a 
special tribe the Roerichites—The New York American says: 
“It was told—that if one chances to meet Mr. Roerich and 
he took a fancy to one he was apt to draw from his pocket 
a wonderful ruby or pearl and hand it out as a gift.” And 
the Roerich Museum is qualified as “This building might well 
be called the Museum of Natural Mystery”—A well-known 
writer and lecturer, speaking at an assembly in the absence 
of Professor Roerich said, “Indeed I feel that Roerich himself 
symbolizes the dominance of spirit. Just so many shining 
proofs that his spirit is omnipotent and omnipresent, all 
powerful everywhere.” By such terms is the name of 
Roerich surrounded in the West.

A caballist who had seen a portrait of Professor Roerich 
stressed the power of his eyes, “those windows of the spirit.” 
The inexhaustible energy of Roerich, which underlies every 
place of his creativeness is always the object of greatest 
amazement. “Ten men could not produce the equal of Roe
rich’s genius.” The sagas about Roerich of Yutland have 
ascribed the very same inexhaustible energy to the first his
torical originator of this name.

A RECEPTION IN LAHOUL 
(From Roerich Museum Bulletin)

After six days of caravan road along a narrow, winding 
path, above precipices and across the Rhotang Pass—13,400 
feet high and still covered with snow and snowy avalanches— 
we reached Kyelang, capital of Lahoul, called Western Tibet.

It is a beautiful morning! Before us glisten the glaciers 
of the Central Himalayas, the white peaks rising majestically
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as high as 20,000 feet; below roar the waters of the mountain 
rivers. At a height of 10,300 feet one breathes so easily! 
Our horses sense an approaching rest, and move more quickly 
ahead.

At the bridge we are greeted by the schoolmaster in his 
fur-trimmed cap and Tibetan attire. He greets us with gar
lands of fragrant yellow wildroses. Hardly have we time to 
make another turn when a new welcome awaits us. This 
time it is not only with multicolored garlands but with 
music—trumpets and drums. Here, we are welcomed by 
the Wazir, who rules the province, and who presents us with 
garlands and burning incense sticks. Accompanied by the 
thunder of this orchestra, we approach Kyelang and here 
a completely unexpected reception meets us. The gigantic 
trumpets of the local monastery resound powerfully and on 
a flat roof in a row, stand the lamas, even the grey-bearded 
head-lama of the monastery. They look majestic in their 
red robes and beautifully-shaped tiaras.

All the roofs are crowded with people. Women in color
ful, festive attire shower rose petals over us. The streets of 
the bazaar are thronged. The school-children are lined up 
in a row, and at a motion from the Wazir, the crowd wel
comes us with joyous shouts in their native tongue.

We pass through arches specially erected for the occasion 
from juniper branches and bearing the touching inscription, 
“Long live noble Professor Roerich and Mme. Roerich.” 
And the cheerfully smiling Lahouli crowd adds its welcom
ing songs to the sounds of trumpets and drums.

Thus in a growing procession, led by the band, we moved 
to the headquarters of our Lahouli division of the Himalayan 
Research Institute. Approaching our quarters we see another 
deputation of lamas also in tiaras and with trumpets. They 
offer us Tibetan tea, as they marvel at the fluent Tibetan of 
Dr. Georges Roerich. A procession of women approaches,
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led by a belle, whose head-dress is covered with turquoise, 
and with twenty huge earrings hanging on each side. She 
wears a great golden nose ring. Her red embroidered blanket, 
worn as a cape serves as a setting for the many jewels around 
her neck, also for the indispensable Tibetan prayer-box 
suspended on a necklace of coral, golden and turquoise beads. 
She offers us the sacred yak’s milk which she pours over our 
hands.

It is a memorable day for Kyelang, for the guests whom 
they are greeting are encircled in the glory of having crossed 
all Asia, of having conquered all difficulties and of under
standing the human heart.

A splendid, radiant, peaceful and unforgettable day. 
Kyelang, Lahoul, July 15, 1931.

Throughout the entire life of the Master, the East has called 
to him. It is remarkable that one of the earliest childhood 
remembrances is the ancient painting in his father’s home— 
a painting depicting a mountain lit up by the rays of the ris
ing sun. Later on Roerich found a print of this painting in 
the biography of Hudson. It was Kanchenjunga.

From legends, from apocrypha, which are sometimes closer 
to life than official sources, let us turn back to reality. Why 
do the most varied people believe Roerich? Is it only be
cause his calls are real and beautiful? Is it because success 
accompanies his works? Perhaps it is also because every 
one of his co-workers know that Roerich will never betray, 
will never retreat, and he will always find a vindicating grain 
of truth. This consciousness of certitude among the shat
tered foundations of our surrounding life creates that, which 
makes one easily follow Roerich, for a great goal will be 
placed before one, and the pilgrimage itself will be trans

formed into a march to light. With heartiness are filled ad
dresses of Roerich, the summoning one, the indicating one, 
justifying through his own life how possible it is to trans
form the chaos of non-understanding into the festival of 
achievement. Among the latest calls of Roerich, I cannot 
abstain from quoting his call to Woman’s Unity. Not with 
the coldness of mind are these lines written. They breathe 
the words of the heart.

“To Woman’s Unity. To the Three million legions of the 
Federation of Women’s Clubs in America.”

“When there are difficulties in the home we turn to the 
woman. When accounts and calculations are no longer of 
aid; when enmity and mutual destruction reach their limits, 
we turn to the woman. When evil forces overcome one, 
then woman is invoked. When the statistical mind becomes 
helpless then one remembers the woman. Verily, when wrath 
pauperizes the judgment of the mind, only the heart finds 
saving solutions. And where is the heart which can replace 
the woman’s? And where is the courage of a heart aflame 
which can be compared with the courage of a woman at the 
brink of the insoluble? What hand can replace the calming 
touch of conviction of a woman’s heart? And what eye, 
having endured the pain of suffering, will respond as self- 
sacrificingly in the name of Bliss?

“We do not praise woman; that which fills the life of man 
from the cradle to the end, cannot be praised. Upon whom 
were bestowed the wreaths? From ancient time, wreaths 
were given to heroes and belonged to women. And the 
women of antiquity in pronouncing the oracles, doffed their 
wreaths and cast them upon the river. In this act, they 
thought never of themselves but of others. If the wreath- 
crown is the symbol of heroism, the seal of this heroism is its 
doffing for another or another’s cause.

“And this is not only passive renunciation. No! This is a 
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vital heroism. And again, it will not be praise but reality to 
identify woman with heroism. The mediaeval humiliation 
and belittling of women have passed. People have again 
realized the future Era of the Mother of the World. And 
again the sword of heroism is in the hand of Jeanne d’Arc. 
And again the glow is not from the fire of the stake but the 
flame of the heart. How much darkness, how many ugly 
outgrowths of wrath and ignorance would consume the flam
ing heart! How much vulgarity, how many mad debasements 
of human dignity will be dispelled by the ray of the woman’s 
heart, which has evaluated the wreath, the crown, entrusted 
to her.

“When we speak of culture, do we not have in mind pri
marily the woman who without restraint broadly carries the 
banner of refined, lofty culture to all domains from the cradle 
to the throne.

“When there are difficulties in the house, one turns to 
woman and in physical and spiritual ailments, one calls just 
her. And to whom will we pronounce the words, ‘It is diffi
cult; it is burdensome,’ if not to the woman.

“And now it is difficult, very difficult in the big household 
of the planet. The human spirit is restless. It is restless due 
to mutual injury. And even the forces of nature are seem
ingly in revolt; earthquakes, eruptions, floods, variations of 
climates—all these bring still greater confusion to the already 
confused human spirit. But history has known such periods, 
and humanity also knows the panacea for these calamities. 
And this panacea is Culture. Where the hand and brain tire, 
the heart is indefatigable; and the heart is the Realm of Light, 
the focus of Culture.

“Your legion of three million women has endorsed and 
accepted our Banner of Culture and Peace. The woman’s 
heart lives not only in words but in achievements; thus it was 
in the entire history of humanity. Hence, we understand that
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having approved and endorsed the Banner of Culture and 
Peace, women will carry it as vitally as her heart can flame 
with the sacred fire.

“I want not only to thank you women—Legion of the 
Mother of the World for the endorsement of the Banner of 
Culture and Peace but hereby I wish to mark the historical 
fact of how three million women of America have understood 
and accepted the Banner of Culture as something undeferrable 
and necessary for the general salvation and regeneration of 
traditions of Light and Beauty.

“It will be a joyous day for me when I shall be able to 
participate at your meetings and greet you personally. But 
in the meantime, permit me to send to you from the Hima
layan summits my hearty cooperation to you, the Legion of 
the Mother of the World.”

Leonid Andreyev says the following in his beautiful last 
article, “Realm of Roerich.” “To see a painting of Roerich 
means to perceive a new world.” We shall add— “To follow 
Roerich means to enter into a new world.” In his addresses, 
Roerich often says “And this is not praise.” We shall also 
say “This is not praise,” for every fact can be confirmed. Not 
an illusory cloudiness but constructiveness, clarity and victori
ous light are the distinct traits of this multi-formed and in
defatigable creative life.

And George Gordon Battle, the eminent American attorney, 
hails Roerich in the following terms :

“Nicholas Roerich is unquestionably one of the great 
leaders of history. Along with this wonderful breadth of 
mind there goes a sublime sympathy with the opinions and 
tolerance for the prejudices of others. He has a marvelous
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equipment to be the leader of an international movement. 
He has the power not only to plan but to act. He can 
translate his dreams into action.”

It is characteristic that while we are gathering here in the 
name of Roerich, he himself creates daily in the far off Hima
layas. Perhaps it is now early morning. The Artist-Leader 
rises at 7 o’clock. Perhaps he has been visited by Lamas and 
they speak of curative herbs and books, dedicated to Shamb- 
hala.

Perhaps the grey-bearded Brahmin has come to perform his 
daily pudja and brought with him a new prophecy of Nar- 
singh. Or from the god Djamlu. Perhaps women have come 
from Malana, or the Rajah of Kulu has sent a greeting. 
Perhaps a new expedition into the mountains is being equipped 
or the Master walks through the rose garden with Helena 
Ivanovna Roerich; perhaps at his easel he is at work on a 
painting with the starry sky or the rays of sunrise. It seems 
to me it is early morning and that the summits of the Rhotang 
Pass are luminous. I remember how a Hindu journalist 
asked Roerich whether it was convenient for him to conduct 
such great works from the mountain solitude. Roerich re
plied, “When the household is vast it is best seen from the 
mountain top.” And one more quality of the artist is note
worthy; his unusual lightness of movement. Here we say 
that Roerich is far away, but it is so possible that tomorrow 
a message about his arrival will come or he will unexpectedly 
appear carrying his small brown valise, of which he lovingly 
says: “It has been wandering with me for twenty-five years.” 
The same touching care alongside with his flaming openness to 
everything new resounds when Roerich speaks about his old
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friends, and when he sometimes adds in the case of another’s 
errors, “But his heart is not bad.”

In the name of this all-embracing and leading light of the 
heart we wish to send to Roerich upon the Decade of his cul
tural Institutions in America a greeting to his far-distant 
beloved Himalayas.

I shall finish with a page by the famous Siberian writer, G. 
Grebentschikoff, taken from his article, “The White Stone” :

“Thus it was. And I shall never forget how once, approach
ing a village from the direction of the village Ubinski, from 
afar, gleaming whitely in the rays of the sun, I saw a quartz 
stone lying upon the southern slope of a high hill. The Rus
sians also called it by the Kirghiz name Alatas, which means 
the White Might,—great stone of Allah. And this stone 
imprinted itself upon my memory for my entire life as some
thing radiant, as a symbol of the closeness of my native land, 
as a token of an approaching meeting with my mother, as a 
beacon to the traveler, luminous, flaming brilliantly in the sun 
in its whiteness; and, finally as something eternal and inde
structible, because of its strength.

“Many years later on the eve of 1924, when by the will of 
destiny I had already become a writer, I was privileged to 
meet N. K. Roerich. At that time he was departing for India 
and received me at Rue de Messine in Paris. I asked him to 
help me organize a publishing house and when he approved 
the thought and we started to choose a name for the publishing 
house, I again recollected my childhood and, as a beacon, that 
white stone, Alatas. Nicholas Roerich not only approved 
of it, but also enriched it by his remark:

“ ‘In this word the letter A is thrice repeated and this letter 
signifies something primordial and life-bearing.’

“And Nicholas Roerich gave his share for the foundation 
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of this work, he helped me to go to America and here, in his 
absence, with the help of his American friends, Alatas was in
corporated on May 7th, 1924 and began its life as an Ameri
can Corporation. During five years the Corporation of 
Alatas suffered an entire series of difficulties, and not only 
did it not perish, but it is on its way to further development. 
It is just this modest publishing house with a Siberian name 
that has published one of the most important philosophical 
hooks of N. K. Roerich under the name of ‘Paths of Bless
ings.’ This book, by the way, has become part of the pan
theon of world literature, having been chosen by the Library 
of International treasures of human thought, (the chosen 
books of world literature at the League of Nations) and now 
under the sign of the same white Siberian stone, has just 
appeared the new book of Nicholas Roerich under the title 
‘Heart of Asia.’ Only recently we heard a lecture of the 
oldest son of Roerich, Georges N. Roerich, about the Roerich 
Central Asiatic Expedition and when I saw the numerous 
pictures on the screen of that remote life and nature, I found 
that so much was familiar to me as though seemingly my 
own. The same poverty and sparseness of life which I ob
served in Siberia, the same loneliness of the desert steppes 
and the same inclement severity of the Northern winter, when 
under heaps of snow, the camels—these most enduring ships 
of the desert—patiently perished by the dozens. They lie down 
in a row in the hope of warming each other, but the snow 
covered them with a thick icy crust, from under which they 
will never be able to rise. Thus, they die under the snowy 
cover. And right here the members of the Expedition spent 
also their days in the unheated tents under piles of snow. 
And even here N. K. Roerich composed his new creations of 
brush and pen. And now, along with the beauty of the 
galleries of his paintings which are being inaugurated today 
in the twenty-four story edifice bearing his name, we may 
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study his thoughts, his images and quests in the deserts of 
Asia. How many inaccessible heights he has conquered! 
How often he risks his life as do his near ones! Why, and 
for which ultimate goal does he do all this? The very book 
may provide our answer to this, the book in which for the 
first time are given to the people amazing revelations about 
that mysterious path lost in the deserts of Asia, which can 
lead the secrets of truth towards the luminous meaning of 
life, toward the unknown world of new joys. When I read 
and re-read this book, I even fear that to many it will be 
incomprehensible. For not all men know what is the desert 
of life, what is the echo of the searching voice, which the 
children pursue in the solitary forests. But precisely he who 
has already dreamt about the guiding beacon in the trailless 
desert who, at least once upon the heights has seen the distant 
white stone, as the symbol of some purity and strength—he 
will understand and take into the worthiest best corner of his 
heart all of the Luminous and Calling which our remarkable 
contemporary Roerich has found in the desert.

“With rare joy I was privileged from time to time to see 
Roerich at his work. He arises early in the morning and 
retires later than all his co-workers, and you will never see any 
expression of fatigue on his face. There is no question 
either great or small directed to him which he does not con
sider and solve in the most attentive way. I do not remember 
him ever arguing with anyone or saying ‘no.’ He will listen 
to everything, he will find a wise reply to everything and each 
little pebble, despite its grayness and dust, he will set upon its 
place in the creative panorama of life so that the small pebble 
may be proud and everyone who regards it from the side will 
rejoice at the fate of so small a pebble. Being white himself, 
N. K. Roerich loves purity and whiteness in everything. The 
white mountain, the white steed, the white rider and especially 
the white stone take on an especially beautiful symbolism and
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sense of legend in the words and images of Roerich. In all 
this there is a call towards spiritual and physical purity, to
wards the snow white peaks, towards the pure ways of per
fecting. And at the same time, he himself is simple in 
everything, he has a word for everyone, he never condemns 
anyone’s opinion and will always give the most illuminating 
advice, the most consoling word without submissive goodness, 
without deceptive promises.

“Hence it is so joyous that precisely our own Russian, who 
for more than forty years has been creating upon the 
many varied fields of culture and art, is so worthily honored 
in America through a glorious monument created during his 
life.

“Recently, approaching New York at night, along the shore 
of the Hudson, in the direction of the State of Connecticut I 
saw from afar the tallest building on the entire shore of 
Riverside Drive, and its top was glowing in a white light. I 
at once recognized our house and suddenly felt that I could 
not proceed further. The hundreds of automobiles which 
were rushing by together with me completely blinded me and 
something else filled my eyes, a dampness which impeded my 
vision. With difficulty I made my way out of the avalanche 
of autos, stopped my car on the side, dried my eyes, and with 
unforgettable emotion, looked at the lighted white “Stupa”— 
the daughter of the desert. And I said to myself, ‘This is that 
same guiding white stone from the beloved mountains of Al
tai ! For it is ours, created by our genius; for our glory and 
for the further growth the treasure of our mind and spirit is 
raised to this height.

“What happiness it was, to realize that we who had been 
exiled from our country, did not grovel in the dust and did not 
become slaves to tawdry expectation, but that we create and 
proceed victoriously towards the summits of life and the 
beautiful high achievements of that sanctity and that achieve
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ment which the severe deserts of Asia guard. And I recalled 
that once I was crossly expelled from my own school by an 
ignorant porter. How shall one know? Perhaps this was 
done precisely to make me long for justice and the new white 
milestones upon the heights of life’s slopes! And what happi
ness it is that all my misfortunes brought me precisely to the 
paths of Roerich who, as a giant-creator, is paving the great 
path for the future achievements of the whole of humanity 
out of these white eternal, immortal stones. Yes, I am not 
abashed to acknowledge more than once that at those mo
ments tears came from my eyes, because these tears were not 
tears of weakness but they were tears of pure joy and strength.

“We proceed victoriously and nobody will impede us from 
adorning many paths of the world with the white stone— 
milestones to the indescribable beautiful future.

“Glory to Nicholas Roerich, the Teacher from the White 
Summits!”
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