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EXPLANATORY NOTE

WHEN one of the leading publicists in America, Dr.
Albert Shaw of the Review of Reviews, after reading the
manuscript of Part I of this volume, characterized the
author as “The Robinson Crusoe of the Twentieth Century,”
he touched the feature of the narrative which is at once most
attractive and most dangerous; for the succession of trying
and thrilling experiences recorded seems in places too highly
colored to be real or, sometimes, even possible in this day
and generation. I desire, therefore, to assure the reader
at the outset that Dr. Ossendowski is a man of long and
diverse experience as a scientist and writer with a training
for careful observation which should put the stamp of
accuracy and reliability on his chronicle. Only the extraor-
dinary events of these extraordinary times could have
thrown one with so many talents back into the surroundings
of the “Cave Man” and thus given to us this unusual account
of personal adventure, of great human mysteries and of the
political and religious motives which are energizing the
“Heart of Asia.”

My share in the work has been to induce Dr. Ossen-
dowski to write his story at this time and to assist him in
rendering his experiences into English.

LEwis STANTON PALEN.
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BEASTS, MEN AND GODS



There are times, men and events about which History
alone can record the final judgments; contemporaries and
individual observers must only write what they have seen
and heard. The very truth demands it.

Titus Livius.
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BEASTS, MEN AND GODS

Part I
DRAWING LOTS WITH DEATH

CHAPTER 1

INTO THE FORESTS

IN the beginning of the year 1920 I happened to be
living in the Siberian town of Krasnoyarsk, situated
on the shores of the River Yenisei, that noble stream
which is cradled in the sun-bathed mountains of Mon-
golia to pour its warming life into the Arctic Ocean and
to whose mouth Nansen has twice come to open the
shortest road for commerce from Europe to the heart
of Asia. There in the depths of the still Siberian winter
I was suddenly caught up in the whirling storm of mad
revolution raging all over Russia, sowing in this peace-
ful and rich land vengeance, hate, bloodshed and crimes
that go unpunished by the law. No one could tell the
hour of his fate. The people lived from day to day
and left their homes not knowing whether they should

3
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return to them or whether they should be dragged from
the streets and thrown into the dungeons of that travesty
of courts, the Revolutionary Committee, more terrible
and more bloody than those of the Mediaeval Inquisition.
We who were strangers in this distraught land were
not saved from its persecutions and I personally lived
through them.

One morning, when I had gone out to see a friend,
I suddenly received the news that twenty Red soldiers
had surrounded my house to arrest me and that I must
escape. 1 quickly put on one of my friend’s old hunting
suits, took some money and hurried away on foot along
the back ways of the town till I struck the open road,
where I engaged a peasant, who in four hours had driven
me twenty miles from the town and set me down in
the midst of a deeply forested region. On the way I
bought a rifle, three hundred cartridges, an ax, a knife,
a sheepskin overcoat, tea, salt, dry bread and a kettle.
I penetrated into the heart of the wood to an abandoned
half-burned hut. From this day I became a genuine
trapper but I never dreamed that I should follow this
role as long as I did. The next morning I went hunting
and had the good fortune to kill two heathcock. I found
deer tracks in plenty and felt sure that I should not
want for food. However, my sojourn in this place was
not for long. Five days later when I returned from
hunting I noticed smoke curling up out of, the chimney
of my hut. I stealthily crept along closer to the cabin
and discovered two saddled horses with soldiers’ rifles
slung to the saddles. Two disarmed men were not
dangerous for me with a weapon, so I quickly rushed
across the open and entered the hut. From the bench
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two soldiers started up in fright. They were Bolsheviki.
On their big Astrakhan caps I made out the red stars
of Bolshevism and on their blouses the dirty red bands.
We greeted each other and sat down. The soldiers had
already prepared tea and so we drank this ever welcome
hot beverage and chatted, suspiciously eyeing one an-
other the while, To disarm this suspicion on their part,
I told them that I was a hunter from a distant place
and was living there because I found it good country
for sables. They announced to me that they were soldiers
of a detachment sent from a town into the woods to
pursue all suspicious people.

“Do you understand, ‘Comrade,” ” said one of them to
me, “we are looking for counter-revolutionists to shoot
them?”

I knew it without his explanations. All my forces
were directed to assuring them by my conduct that I
was a simple peasant hunter and that I had nothing
in common with the counter-revolutionists. I was think-
ing also all the time of where I should go after the
departure of my unwelcome guests. It grew dark. In
the darkness their faces were even less attractive. They
took out bottles of vodka and drank and the alcohol
began to act very noticeably. They talked loudly and
constantly interrupted each other, boasting how many
bourgeoisie they had killed in Krasnoyarsk and how
many Cossacks they had slid under the ice in the river.
Afterwards they began to quarrel but soon they were
tired and prepared to sleep. All of a sudden and without
any warning the door of the hut swung wide open
and the steam of the heated room rolled out in a great
cloud, out of which seemed to rise like a genie, as the

r»
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steam settled, the figure of a tall, gaunt peasant impres-
sively crowned with the high Astrakhan cap and wrapped
in the great sheepskin overcoat that added to the mas-
siveness of his figure. He stood with his rifle ready
to fire. Under his girdle lay the sharp ax without which
the Siberian peasant cannot exist. Eyes, quick and glim-
mering like those of a wild beast, fixed themselves alter-
nately on each of us. In a moment he took off his
cap, made the sign of the cross on his breast and asked
of us: “Who is the master here?”

I answered him.

“May I stop the night?”

“Yes,” I replied, “places enough for all. Take a cup
of tea. It is still hot.”

The stranger, running his eyes constantly over all of
us and over everything about the room, began to take
off his skin coat after putting his rifle in the corner.
He was dressed in an old leather blouse with trousers
of the same material tucked in high felt boots. His
face was quite young, fine and tinged with something
akin to mockery. His white, sharp teeth glimmered as
his eyes penetrated everything they rested upon. I
noticed the locks of grey in his shaggy head. Lines of
bitterness circled his mouth. They showed his life had
been very stormy and full of danger. He took a seat
beside his rifle and laid his ax on the floor below.

“What? Is it your wife?” asked one of the drunken
soldiers, pointing to the ax.

The tall peasant looked calmly at him from the quiet
eyes under their heavy brows and as calmly answered:

“One meets a different folk these days and with an
ax it is much safer.”
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He began to drink tea very greedily, while his eyes
looked at me many times with sharp inquiry in them
and ran often round the whole cabin in search of the
answer to his doubts. Very slowly and with a guarded
drawl he answered all the questions of the soldiers be-
tween gulps of the hot tea, then he turned his glass up-
side down as evidence of having finished, placed on the
top of it the small lump of sugar left and remarked to
the soldiers:

“I am going out to look after my horse and will
unsaddle your horses for you also.”

“All right,” exclaimed the half-sleeping young soldier,
“bring in our rifles as well.”

The soldiers were lying on the benches and thus left
for us only the floor. The stranger soon came back,
brought the rifles and set them in the dark corner. He
dropped the saddle pads on the floor, sat down on them
and began to take off his boots. The soldiers and my
guest soon were snoring but I did not sleep for think-
ing of what next to do. Finally as dawn was breaking,
I dozed off only to awake in the broad daylight and
find my stranger gone. I went outside the hut and
discovered him saddling a fine bay stallion.

“Are you going away?”’ I asked.

“Yes, but I want to go together with these
‘comrades,’ ”’ he whispered, “and afterwards I shall come
back.”

" I did not ask him anything further and told him only
that I would wait for him. He took off the bags that
had been hanging on his saddle, put them away out of
sight in the burned corner of the cabin, looked over the
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stirrups and bridle and, as he finished saddling, smiled
and said:
“I am ready. 'I’m going to awake my ‘comrades.’”
Half an hour after the morning drink of tea, my three
guests took their leave. I remained out of doors and
was engaged in splitting wood for my stove. Suddenly,
from a distance, rifle shots rang through the woods, first
one, then a second. Afterwards all was still. From
the place near the shots a frightened covey of blackcock
broke and came over me. At the top of a high pine a
jay cried out. I listened for a long time to see if any-
one was approaching my hut but everything was still.
On the lower Yenisei it grows dark very early. I
built a fire in my stove and began to cook my soup,
constantly listening for every noise that came from be-
yond the cabin walls. Certainly I understood at all times
very clearly that death was ever beside me and might
claim me by means of either man, beast, cold, accident
or disease. I knew that nobody was near me to assist
and that all my help was in the hands of God, in the
power of my hands and feet, in the accuracy of my aim
and in my presence of mind. However, I listened in
vain. I did not notice the return of my stranger. Like
yesterday he appeared all at once on the threshold.
Through the steam I made out his laughing eyes and
his fine face. He stepped into the hut and dropped
with a good deal of noise three rifles into the corner.
“Two horses, two rifles, two saddles, two boxes of
dry bread, half a brick of tea, a small bag of salt, fifty
cartridges, two overcoats, two pairs of boots,” laugh-

ingly he counted out. “In truth today I had a very
successful hunt.”
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In astonishment I looked at him.

“What are you surprised at?” he laughed. “Komu
nujny eti tovarischif Who's got any use for these
fellows? Let us have tea and go to sleep. Tomorrow
I will guide you to another safer place and then go on.”



CHAPTER II
THE SECRET OF MY FELLOW TRAVELER

AT the dawn of day we started forth, leaving my first
place of refuge. Into the bags we packed our
personal estate and fastened them on one of the saddles.

“We must go four or five hundred versts,” very calmly
announced my fellow traveler, who called himself
“Ivan,” a name that meant nothing to my mind or heart
in this land where every second man bore the same.

“We shall travel then for a very long time,” I re-
marked regretfully.

“Not more than one week, perhaps even less,” he
answered.

That night we spent in the woods under the wide
spreading branches of the fir trees. It was my first
night in the forest under the open sky. How many like
this I was destined to spend in the year and a half of
my wanderings! During the day there was very sharp
cold. Under the hoofs of the horses the frozen snow
crunched and ‘the balls that formed and broke from
their hoofs rolled away over the crust with a sound
like crackling glass. The heathcock flew from the trees
very idly, hares loped slowly down the beds of summer
streams. At night the wind began to sigh and whistle
as it bent the tops of the trees over our heads; while
below it was still and calm. We stopped in a deep ravine

10
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bordered by heavy trees, where we found fallen firs,
cut them into logs for the fire and, after having boiled
our tea, dined.

Ivan dragged in two tree trunks, squared them on one
side with his ax, laid one on the other with the squared
faces together and then drove in a big wedge at the
butt ends which separated them three or four inches.
Then we placed live coals in this opening and watched
the fire run rapidly the whole length of the squared faces
VIS-A-V1S.

“Now there will be a fire in the morning,” he
announced. “This is the ‘natda’ of the gold prospectors.
We prospectors wandering in the woods summer and
winter always sleep beside this ‘naide.” Fine! You
shall see for yourself,” he continued.

He cut fir branches and made a sloping roof out of
them, resting it on two uprights toward the naida. Above
our roof of boughs and our naide spread the branches
of protecting fir. More branches were brought and
spread on the snow under the roof, on these were placed
the saddle cloths and together they made a seat for Ivan
to rest on and to take off his outer garments down to his
blouse. Soon I noticed his forehead was wet with per-
spiration and that he was wiping it and his neck on his
sleeves.

“Now it is good and warm!”’ he exclaimed.

In a short time I was also forced to take off my over-
coat and soon lay down to sleep without any covering
at all, while through the branches of the fir trees and
our roof glimmered the cold bright stars and just be-
yond the naida raged a stinging cold, from which we
were cosily defended. After this night I was no longer
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frightened by the cold. Frozen during the days on horse-
back, I was thoroughly warmed through by the genial
naida at night and rested from my heavy overcoat, sit-
ting only in my blouse under the roofs of pine and fir
and sipping the ever welcome tea.

During our daily treks Ivan related to me the stories
of his wanderings through the mountains and woods of
Transbaikalia in the search for gold. These stories were
very lively, full of attractive adventure, danger and
struggle. Ivan was a type of these prospectors who
have discovered in Russia, and perhaps in other coun-
tries, the richest gold mines, while they themselves re-
main beggars. He evaded telling me why he left Trans-
baikalia to come to the Yenisei. I understood from his
manner that he wished to keep his own counsel and
so did not press him. However, the blanket of secrecy
covering this part of his mysterious life was one day
quite fortuitously lifted a bit. We were already at the
objective point of our trip. The whole day we had
traveled with difficulty through a thick growth of willow,
approaching the shore of the big right branch of the
Yenisei, the Mana. Everywhere we saw runways
packed hard by the feet of the hares living in this bush.
These small white denizens of the wood ran to and fro
in front of us. Another time we saw the red tail of a
fox hiding behind a rock, watching us and the unsuspect-
ing hares at the.same time.

Ivan had been silent for a long while. Then he spoke
up and told me that not far from there was a small
branch of the Mana, at the mouth of which was a hut.

“What do you say? Shall we push on there or spend
the night by the naida#”
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I suggested going to the hut, because I wanted to wash
and because it would be agreeable to spend the night
under a genuine roof again. Ivan knitted his brows
but acceded.

It was growing dark when we approached a hut sur-
rounded by the dense wood and wild raspberry bushes.
It contained one small room with two microscopic
windows and a gigantic Russian stove. Against the
building were the remains of a shed and a cellar. We
fired the stove and prepared our modest dinner. Ivan
drank from the bottle inherited from the soldiers and
in a short time was very eloquent, with brilliant eyes
and with hands that coursed frequently and rapidly
through his long locks. He began relating to me the
story of one of his adventures, but suddenly stopped
and, with fear in his eyes, squinted into a dark corner.

“Is it a rat?” he asked.

“I did not see anything,” I replied.

He again became silent and reflected with knitted brow.
Often we were silent through long hours and conse-
quently I was not astonished. Ivan leaned over near to
me and began to whisper.

“I want to tell you an old story. I had a friend in
Transbaikalia. He was a banished convict. His name
was Gavronsky. Through many woods and over many
mountains we traveled in search of gold and we had
an agreement to divide all we got into even shares. But
Gavronsky suddenly went out to the ‘Taiga’ on the
Yenisei and disappeared. After five years we heard
that he had found a very rich gold mine and had be-
come a rich man; then later that he and his wife with
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»”

him had been murdered. . . . Ivan was still for a

moment and then continued:

“This is their old hut. Here he lived with his wife
and somewhere on this river he took out his gold. But
he told nobody where. All the peasants around here
know that he had a lot of money in the bank and that
he had been selling gold to the Government. Here they
were murdered.”

Ivan stepped to the stove, took out a flaming stick
and, bending over, lighted a spot on the floor.

“Do you see these spots on the floor and on the wall?
It is their blood, the blood of Gavronsky. They died
but they did not disclose the whereabouts of the gold.
It was taken out of a deep hole which they had drifted
into the bank of the river and was hidden in the cellar
under the shed. But Gavronsky gave nothing away.
. . . And Lord how I tortured them! 1 burned them
with fire; I bent back their fingers; I gouged out their
eyes; but Gavronsky died in silence.”

He thought for a moment, then quickly said to me:

“I have heard all this from the peasants.” He threw
the log into the stove and flopped down on the bench.
“It’s time to sleep,” he snapped out, and was still.

I listened for a long time to his breathing and his
whispering to himself, as he turned from one side to
the other and smoked his pipe.

In the morning we left this scene of so much suffer-
ing and crime and on the seventh day of our journey
we came to the dense cedar wood growing on the foot-
hills of a long chain of mountains.

“From here,” Ivan explained to me, “it is eighty versts
to the next peasant settlement. The people come to these
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woods to gather cedar nuts but only in the autumn. Be-
fore then you will not meet anyone. Also you will
find many birds and beasts and a plentiful supply of
nuts, so that it will be possible for you to live here.
Do you see this river? When you want to find the
peasants, follow along this stream and it will guide you
to them.”

Ivan helped me build my mud hut. But it was not
the genuine mud hut. It was one formed by the tearing
out of the roots of a great cedar, that had probably fallen
in some wild storm, which made for me the deep hole
as the room for my house and flanked this on one side
with a wall of mud held fast among the upturned roots.
Overhanging ones formed also the framework into which
we interlaced the poles and branches to make a roof,
finished off with stones for stability and snow for
warmth. The front of the hut was ever open but
was constantly protected by the guardian naida. In that
snow-covered den I spent two months like summer with-
out seeing any other human being and without touch
with the outer world where such important events were
transpiring. In that grave under the roots of the fallen
tree I lived before the face of nature with my trials
and my anxiety about my family as my constant com-
panions, and in the hard struggle for my life. Ivan
went off the second day, leaving for me a bag of dry
bread and a little sugar. I never saw him again.



CHAPTER III
THE STRUGGLE FOR LIFE

HEN I was alone. Around me only the wood of

eternally green cedars covered with snow, the bare
bushes, the frozen river and, as far as I could see out
through the branches and the trunks of the trees, only
the great ocean of cedars and snow. Siberian faiga!
How long shall I be forced to live here? Will the
Bolsheviki find me here or not? Will my friends know
where I am? Wohat is happening to my family? These
questions were constantly as burning fires in my brain.
Soon I understood why Ivan guided me so long. We
passed many secluded places on the journey, far away
from all people, where Ivan could have safely left me
but he always said that he would take me to a place
where it would be easier to live. And it was so. The
charm of my lone refuge was in the cedar wood and
in the mountains covered with these forests which
stretched to every horizon. The cedar is a splendid,
powerful tree with wide-spreading branches, an eternally
green tent, attracting to its shelter every living being.
Among the cedars was always effervescent life. There
the squirrels were continually kicking up a row, jumping
from tree to tree; the nut-jobbers cried shrilly; a flock
of bullfinches with carmine breasts swept through the
trees like a flame; or a small army of goldfinches broke
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in and filled the amphitheatre of trees with their whist-
ling; a hare scooted from one tree trunk to another and
behind him stole up the hardly visible shadow of a white
ermine, crawling on the snow, and I watched for a long
time the black spot which I knew to be the tip of his
tail ; carefully treading the hard crusted snow approached
a noble deer; at last there visited me from the top of
the mountain the king of the Siberian forest, the brown
bear. All this distracted me and carried away the black
thoughts from my brain, encouraging me to persevere.
It was good for me also, though difficult, to climb to the
top of my mountain, which reached up out of the forest
and from which I could look away to the range of red
on the horizon. It was the red cliff on the farther bank
of the Yenisei. There lay the country, the towns, the
enemies and the friends; and there was even the point
which I located as the place of my family. It was the
reason why Ivan had guided me here. And as the days
in this solitude slipped by I began to miss sorely this
companion who, though the murderer of Gavronsky, had
taken care of me like a father, always saddling my horse
for me, cutting the wood and doing everything to make
me comfortable. He had spent many winters alone with
nothing except his thoughts, face to face with nature
—1I should say, before the face of God. He had tried
the horrors of solitude and had acquired facility in bear-
ing them. I thought sometimes, if I had to meet my
end in this place, that I would spend my last strength
to drag myself to the top of the mountain to die there,
looking away over the infinite sea of mountains and
forest toward the point where my loved ones were.
However, the same life gave me much matter for
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reflection and yet more occupation for the physical side.
It was a continuous struggle for existence, hard and se-
vere. The hardest work was the preparation of the big
logs for the naida. The fallen trunks of the trees were
covered with snow and frozen to the ground. I was
forced to dig them out and afterwards, with the help
of a long stick as a lever, to move them from their
place. For facilitating this work I chose the mountain
for my supplies, where, although difficult to climb, it
was easy to roll the logs down. Soon I made a splendid
discovery. I found near my den a great quantity of
larch, this beautiful yet sad forest giant, fallen during
a big storm. The trunks were covered with snow but
remained attached to their stumps, where they had
broken off. When I cut into these stumps with the ax,
the head buried itself and could with difficulty be drawn
and, investigating the reason, I found them filled with
pitch. Chips of this wood needed only a spark to set
them aflame and ever afterward I always had a stock
of them to light up quickly for warming my hands on
returning from the hunt or for boiling my tea.

The greater part of my days was occupied with the
hunt. I came to understand that I must distribute my
work over every day, for it distracted me from my sad
and depressing thoughts. Generally, after my morning
tea, I went into the forest to seek heathcock or black-
cock. After killing one or two I began to prepare my
dinner, which never had an extensive menu. It was
constantly game soup with a handful of dried bread and
afterwards endless cups of tea, this essential beverage
of the woods. Once, during my search for birds, I
heard a rustle in the dense shrubs and, carefully peering
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about, I discovered the points of a deer’s horns. 1T
crawled along toward the spot but the watchful animal
heard my approach. With a great noise he rushed from
the bush and I saw him very clearly, after he had run
about three hundred steps, stop on the slope of the
mountain. It was a splendid animal with dark grey
coat, with almost a black spine and as large as a small
cow. I laid my rifle across a branch and fired. The
animal made a great leap, ran several steps and fell.
With all my strength I ran to him but he got up again
and half jumped, half dragged himself up the mountain.
The second shot stopped him. I had won a warm carpet
for my den and a large stock of meat. The horns 1
fastened up among the branches of my wall, where they
made a fine hat rack.

I cannot forget one very interesting but wild picture,
which was staged for me several kilometres from my
den. There was a small swamp covered with grass and
cranberries scattered through it, where the blackcock and
sand partridges usually came to feed on the berries. 1
approached noiselessly behind the bushes and saw a whole
flock of blackcock scratching in the snow and picking
out the berries. While I was surveying this scene, sud-
denly one of the blackcock jumped up and the rest of
the frightened flock immediately flew away. To my
astonishment the first bird began going straight up in
a spiral flight and afterwards dropped directly down
dead. When I approached there sprang from the body
of the slain cock a rapacious ermine that hid under the
trunk of a fallen tree. The bird’s neck was badly torn.
I then understood that the ermine had charged the cock,
fastened itself on his neck and had been carried by the
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bird into the air, as he sucked the blood from its throat,
and had been the cause of the heavy fall back to the
earth. Thanks to his aeronautic ability I saved one
cartridge.

So I lived fighting for the morrow and more and more
poisoned by hard and bitter thoughts. The days and
weeks passed and soon I felt the breath of warmer winds.
On the open places the snow began to thaw. In spots
the little rivulets of water appeared. Another day I
saw a fly or a spider awakened after the hard winter.
The spring was coming. I realized that in spring it was
impossible to go out from the for%st. Every river over-
flowed its banks; the swamps became impassable; all
the runways of the animals turned into beds for streams
of running water. I understood’ that until summer I
was condemned to a continuation of my solitude. Spring
very quickly came into her rights and soon my moun-
tain was free from snow and was covered only with
stones, the trunks of birch and aspen trees and the high
cones of ant hills; the river in places broke its covering
of ice and was coursing full with foam and bubbles.

A



CHAPTER 1V
A FISHERMAN

O NE day during the hunt, I approached the bank of

the river and noticed many very large fish with
red backs, as though filled with blood. They were swim-
ming on the surface enjoying the rays of the sun. When
the river was entirely free from ice, these fish appeared
in enormous quantities. Soon I realized that they were
working up-stream for the spawning season in the smaller
rivers. 1 thought to use a plundering method of catch-
ing, forbidden by the law of all countries; but all the
lawyers and legislators should be lenient to one who
lives in a den under the roots of a fallen tree and dares
to break their rational laws.

Gathering many thin birch and aspen trees I built in
the bed of the stream a weir which the fish could not
pass and soon I found them trying to jump overit. Near
the bank I left a hole in my barrier about eighteen inches
below the surface and fastened on the up-stream side a
high basket plaited from soft willow twigs, into which
the fish came as they passed the hole. Then I stood
cruelly by and hit them on the head with a strong stick.
All my catch were over thirty pounds, some more than
eighty. This variety of fish is called the taimen, is of
the trout family and is the best in the Yenisei.

After two weeks the fish had passed and my basket
-gave me no more treasure, so I began anew the hunt.

2I



CHAPTER V
A DANGEROUS NEIGHBOR

HE hunt became more and more profitable and
enjoyable, as spring animated everything. In the
morning at the break of day the forest was full of voices,
strange and undiscernible to the inhabitant of the town.
There the heathcock clucked and sang his song of love,
as he sat on the top branches of the cedar and admired
the grey hen scratching in the fallen leaves below. It
was very easy to approach this full-feathered Caruso
and with a shot to bring him down from his more poetic
to his more utilitarian duties. His going out was an
euthanasia, for he was in love and heard nothing. Out
in the clearing the blackcocks with their wide-spread
spotted tails were fighting, while the hens strutting near,
craning and chattering, probably some gossip about their
fighting swains, watched and were delighted with them.
From the distance flowed in a stern and deep roar, yet
full of tenderness and love, the mating call of the deer;
while from the crags above came down the short and
broken voice of the mountain buck. Among the bushes
frolicked the hares and often near them a red fox lay
flattened to the ground watching his chance. I never
heard any wolves and they are usually not found in the
Siberian regions covered with mountains and forest.
But there was another beast, who was my neighbor,
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and one of us had to go away. One day, coming back
from the hunt with a big heathcock, I suddenly noticed
among the trees a black, moving mass. I stopped and,
looking very attentively, saw a bear, digging away at an
ant-hill. Smelling me, he snorted violently, and very
quickly shuffled away, astonishing me with the speed of
his clumsy gait. The following morning, while still lying
under my overcoat, I was attracted by a noise behind my
den. I peered out very carefully and discovered the
bear. He stood on his hind legs and was noisily sniffing,
investigating the question as to what living creature had
adopted the custom of the bears of housing during the
winter under the trunks of fallen trees. I shouted and
struck my kettle with the ax. My early visitor made off
with all his energy; but his visit did not please me. It
was very early in the spring that this occurred and the
bear should not yet have left his hibernating place. He
was the so-called “ant-eater,” an abnormal type of bear
lacking in all the etiquette of the first families of the
bear clan.

I knew that the “ant-eaters” were very irritable and
audacious and quickly I prepared myself for both the
defence and the charge. My preparations were short.
I rubbed off the ends of five of my cartridges, thus mak-
ing dum-dums out of them, a sufficiently intelligible argu-
ment for so unwelcome a guest. Putting on my coat I
went to the place where I had first met the bear and
where there were many ant-hills. I made a detour of
the whole mountain, looked in all the ravines but no-
where found my caller. Disappointed and tired, I was
approaching my shelter quite off my guard when I sud-
denly discovered the king of the forest himself just com-
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ing out of my lowly dwelling and sniffing all around
the entrance to it. I shot. The bullet pierced his side.
He roared with pain and anger and stood up on his hind
legs. As the second bullet broke one of these, he squatted
down but immediately, dragging the leg and endeavor-
ing to stand upright, moved to attack me. Only the third
bullet in his breast stopped him. He weighed about
two hundred to two hundred fifty pounds, as near as
I could guess, and was very tasty. He appeared at his
best in cutlets but only a little less wonderful in the
Hamburg steaks which I rolled and roasted on hot
stones, watching them swell out into great balls that were
as light as the finest soufflé omelettes we used to have
at the “Medved” in Petrograd. On this welcome addi-
tion to my larder I lived from then until the ground
dried out and the stream ran down enough so that I
could travel down along the river to the country whlther
Ivan had directed me. )

Ever traveling with the greatest precautions I made
the journey down along the river on foot, carrying from
my winter quarters all my household furniture and goods,
wrapped up in the deerskin bag which I formed by tying
the legs together in an awkward knot; and thus laden
fording the small streams and wading through the
swamps that lay across my path. After fifty odd miles
of this I came to the country called Sifkova, where I
found the cabin of a peasant named Tropoff, located
closest to the forest that came to be my natural environ-
ment. With him I lived for a time.

* * * * *

Now in these unimaginable surroundings of safety and
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peace, summing up the total of my experience in the
Siberian faiga, I make the following deductions. In
every healthy spiritual individual of our times, occasions
of necessity resurrect the traits of primitive man, hunter
and warrior, and help him in the struggle with nature.
It is the prerogative of the man with the trained mind
and spirit over the untrained, who does not possess suffi-
cient science and will power to carry him through. But
the price that the cultured man must pay is that for him
there exists nothing more awful than absolute solitude
and the knowledge of complete isolation from human
society and the life of moral and aesthetic culture. One
step, one moment of weakness and dark madness will
seize a man and carry him to inevitable destruction. I
spent awful days of struggle with the cold and hunger
but I passed more terrible days in the struggle of the
will to kill weakening destructive though