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There are many books written on the great modern artists,

and there are many opinions expressed about such subjects as plastic
form and the importance of the visual as the source of creative art. But
the book ROERICH, text by Barnett D. Conlan, edited by Ae. Prande, strikes
a new note in books devoted to a single artist and his worke

It combines both the painter's significance as an artist
possessing plastic qualities that place him with the few important artists
of our time, and also the perhaps even greater significance of the artist
as a thinking human being . Conlan points out Roerich's preoccupation with
the 8tone Age and his remarkable grasp of the thought and art of that
rémote period---a period, at least to this writer' s mind, probably of
deeper artistic import than the sculpture of the Congo that so influenced
the school of Paris.

The element of mysticism in Roerich' s approach is for
the first time balanced with his qualities as a painter. Conlan points out

that both Cezanne and Roerich possess plastic ability, but, to speak

broadly, Roerich is concerned with both spirit and physical subtance,while

Cezanne was intent upon the external world perceived by the five senses. -
But there is no attempt to place either of these giants below or above the
other. The author realizes the deep meaning inherent in a grasp of plastic
form and skilfully analyzes the sources of such knowledge in the case ¥ of
each ma utex.

The background of Roerich is Russia, the ﬁuséia that
has been in existence for so many centuries. And as this book so well

has been able to blend the various elements into an artistic unit]
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s ties with India began from early childhood. His father's estate
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Roerich went to India in the middle of last century.
return he was seen at a court ball in resplendent Rajput garments
again for India and was never fr ] 'f againe.
paintings snd essays by Roerich were dedicated to
"Deva Sari" ,"Lakshmi® ,"Boundary of the
Krishna" , "Damayanti" , "Dreams of India" (Series) painted
first trip to India. His early essays on India include:

"Devasagarit, "Lakshmi", and a

enﬁhusiasm nis first meeting with Tagore. In the same article Prof.
Roerich recalls that Mme Roerich's first ties with India were Ramakrishna's
and Vivekansnda's books. In Roerich's family" The Bhagavad Ghita" and

futher Tagore's "Gitanjali" had always a place of honour and accompanied

them on all journeys.

Since his coming to India in 1923, Roerich has dedicated hundreds of

paintings to Fhe majesty of the Himalayas, to the sacred concepts of the

wisdom of India and his essays in the Indian magazines are well known to all
5?01. ao:rlcn concludes the chapter on India in his inspiring book
imalayat 'as follows: "We know thy fragrant essence, India. We know
and finesse of thy thoughts. We know the great -Aum which leads
inexpressibie heights. India, we know thy ancient wisdomtThy sacred
scxlptures in which is outlined the past, the present, the future. And we
shall remember Thee with the same tremor, as the most precious first
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To the Paintings of

Nicholas Roerich

The plains of barren land
become living with shadows.
The storm-battered hills

fall inward

under the eyes

of rain-saddened travellers... ...
There is only the wind

damp from the clouds,

and its voice is a rusty bell
calling the faithful to prayer.

Cliffs offer shelter to gods
who play little games

with weary dreams.

We can hear

the click of stones

hurled by unseen hands......
each impact a count

in the pattern of new lives.

The sea of mist recedes,
exposing vistas of

black volcanic shale

that bend into human shapes
under the heat of imagination.

See......most of us

have fallen victims to magic.

It may not be true that the stars

have dropped new seeds into oar hands,
but the illusion persists.

—Alfred Morang.




