The true story of a Siberian Bear
My name is Boris, despite being known by another wholly inappropriate name recently.  Just over 100 years ago I was roaming in the vast lands of Russia, aware that humans were in some sort of tribal conflict but keeping well away.  I had not reckoned with a British Army officer by the name of Oswald Sissons who had an Edwardian obsession with bagging a trophy to take home and so ended my conscious life.  It is a little known fact that the British Army had a detachment fighting with the White Russians against the Bolsheviks up until 1920.

My namesake describes in his book*  those times in Russia  and  how “ people in the cities were helpless as children in the face of the approaching unknown which overturned all established habits in its way and left devastation behind it.”   Sound familiar?
Anyway my body, or at least my skin and fur, travelled back to London and was put in the hands of a notable taxidermist.  **Restored to my former grandeur I was dispatched by train in 1919 to Haslemere station complete with a label indicating my ownership. My label became detached (tut, tut) and I was put into the care of the local museum while investigations were made.  Eventually Mr. Oswald Sissons reclaimed me and installed me in his very fine Edwardian country house at Fernhurst called Woodfold.  The South Downs are not exactly the Urals but are most pleasant nonetheless.  I was the centre of attention; I suppose a modern interior designer might have called me the ‘pièce de resistance’.
However in the 1930’s fortunes changed for the family and I was donated back to the Haslemere Museum where I now delight children and souvenir hunters who keeping nicking parts of me.  But who knows my real story?  A lady of advancing years sitting under the lilac in the blazing sun at Woodfold.  She re-reads a book that she first read when she was 17 and dreams of Yuriatin and Varykino  and  the lovely Omar Sharif !   She tries to imagine the Urals and then she remembers me.
 * Dr. Zhivago by Boris Pasternak
** From the Fernhurst Archives
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