We Took the Highroad in Afghanistan

By Jeax anp I'raxc Suor

With Hlustrations from Photographs by the Aduthors

EMOTE Wakhan! Some 700 years ago
this Afghan district on the Russian

border linked Orient and Occident.
Great caravans of Marco Polo's time inched
their way across its craggy peaks and cre-
vasses. Today. by-passed by modern trans-
port, it stands virtually “out of this world."”

But should the Communist drive for world
power push south, Wakhan, a thin strip of
no man’s land separating Russia feom Paki-
stan, lies like a gigantic tank trap across the
most direct route to the riches of the Indian
subcontinent (map. page 676).

A vear ago the idea struck us: why not
explore the ancient highroad on the rooftop
of the world?  We set our plans in mation,
but met discouragement from all sides. It
was harely possible that our proposed journey
across prohibited military zones of Turkey
and Tran might he arranged, we were told, but
Wakhan was strictly taboo,

A\ number of scientists and explorers in re-
cent years had requested permission o traverse
the Wakhan corridor, hut the Afghanistan
Government had refused everyvone.  Fven if
permission were granted, the trip would be too
dangerous, we were toldd.  The tribesmen of
the Pamirs were fierce and inhospitable.

We decided to go ahead with our plans
anyway.  We were well received in Ankara
and Tehran and crossed Turkey and [ran
without difficulty.

Then we went on to the capital of Afghan-
istan, Kabul. an up-to-date, progressive city
with a population of about 250,000 (page
675).* Here we expected our romantic jour-
ney to come to an abrupt end. We were arl-
vised to present our request Lo the director of
the press. His Excellency Syved Kasim Khan
Rishtya (page 701).

“What magazines do  vou write for?”
Rishtya asked. When I mentioned that Jean
and I had recently done an article for the
NatioNaL GrocrapHic Macazing, Rishtya
smiled broadly.

“I am a reader of Tue Grocrarmic,” he
said. “'and so is His Majesty the King. You
couldn’t have a hetter recommendation.”

Indeed. we couldn’t. Two days later Rish-
tva summoned us.

“His Majesty.” he saird, “has ordered an
exception in vour case. You will be the first
foreigners in more than 100 years to make
the full journey. The Minister of War will

YR

furnish a military escort. and T will send a
journalist from my office as an interpreter.”

We later discovered that one man had pre-
ceded us in the Wakhan traverse. H. \V.
Tilman, English mountain climber. in 1047
tried to cross the northeast tip. but the
Kirghiz arrested him and took him down the
corridor to Faizabad.  Being under arrest. he
had little freedom of observation. We were
the first Weslterners since the time of Maren
Polo to explore fully the entire length of the
corridor,

A Visit with the King

We triedd 1o express our gratitude, bhut
Rishtya waverd our thanks aside. ' His Maj-
esty will also receive vou for an interview at
his palace at Paghman. There you may phot-
graph him and hiz <on, Prince Nadir Shah.”

Mr. Rishtyvia drove us (o the palace, where
we had o friendly chat with His Majesty
Mohammed Zahir Shah, The King is well
above medium height. slender and handsome,
with a Jean face and piercing cves (pages
674, 682). He pointed to the current copy
of the Namionar Grocrarstic Macizane on
his desk and said. in perfect French, 1 look
forward to its arrival every month, T kpow
of no hetter way to learn about the other
peaples of the world.”

The next two davs were a whirl of last-
minute preparations, Finally we struck out
in o rented station wagon for Faizabad, cap-
ital of Badakhshan, with Ghulam Hazrat
Kashan, the young journalist from Rishtya's
office (page H85),

Aflter a (wo-cday trip over poor roads, we
reached Faizabad, where we met the governor
of Badakhshan. Mohammed Sawar Khan. He
explained we should have no difficulty travers-
ing the Wakhan because the snows would not
come for another month,  He said he would
provide us with riding horses and pack ani-
mals, as well as military escort.

It all seemed too good tn he true—and, as
it turned out. it wasn’t true. But that night
we went to bed in high spirits, believing for
the first time thal we were going to succeed
where so many harl failed.

We spent the following two davs preparing

* See. in the Nanlonan Geooparine Macazise:
“Rack te Afghanistan.” Octaber, 1946, and " Afghan-
istan Makes Haste Slowly.” December, 1943, both by
Mavnard Owen Willioms.
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for the next Lap of aur journey. The covernor
tnsisted we should wear Badakhshan costumes,
since much af our trip would he along the
south hank ol the Oxus River, in plain view
ol the Russians on the other side. Soowe
<hopped in hazaanrs for long-sleeved, ankle-
leneth white woolen chapons, the standard
outer garment in that region. and for hand-
knit stockings, scarves, hats, and gloves.

To the governor's assistant, Mohammed
Wagid, we soggested that it might he advis-
able for us o purchase our own horses in
FFaizabad and sell them at the end of our
journey.  He was indignant.  After all, he
informed us, we were the gnests of the Gove
crment, and horses and pack viks would be
furnished by the Armv. The only money we
wotld need, he insisted, would be perhaps 100
afghanis, about $7.50, for tips. 1 kept 1,000

afghani< and mailed the rest of our currency
to o friend in Kabuol,

The next day we mel Cadet Sved Rashid,
who, with twe voung soldiers, was to provide
aur escort, Cadet Roshid was o <lender-waisted
young man with o hanzhty Took, a tived hand-
shake, and heavily padded shoulders, We
all climberd into the now-crowded  station
wigon and started on our adventure.

For 20 miles the road climbed  steadily
through a varrow valley following the foam-
ing Kokcha River. The road is new - only
two cars had preceded us over it, the King's
and the governor’s—mnd  frighteningly steep
and narrow,  Our progress wasn't helped by
the fact that the telephone line i< laid, in
places. right down the middle of the highway .

A solid wall of rock, 43 miles from Faiz-
abad. marked the end of our travel by maotor.
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Men were waiting with horses, and our Tug-
eowas gquic kI ransferred o harseback.,
A\t hour atter dark we reached a0 road
cngmeers” camp oand had an excellent dinner
ol mutton, chicken, and rice (page 699), In
Kabod ol Faizabad oor hosts had provided
utensils for us. RBut here the engineers ate
Alghan stvle—-picking up the meat in their
tingers. dropping it into the rice bowl in the
center. rolling it into a ball, and popping it
into their mouths. We used our own spoons,
I awoke at dawn, thinking how wonderful
it wias to be in the real wildeeness of the
whale warld, beyvond the reach of mechanized
civilization. .\ little brook rippled by our
tent, the horses moved softly on the hillside
above, and bright-plumed hirds sane.
Suddenly I was bronght holt upright by the
jangling, ear-splitting ring of a telephone, A

Weatarn voads T
Bonehe a0 N e vy iy
Kol Ricoe appea- ar v cbbh o hevdar ahiive i

Al sy
whielowe atl bant

e platiorme

<t |
ovonllon poceensor hogoentls dide an o
second ring, nat Toare Geet from v head, per-
naently shattered my illusions of primeval
peaces Tewas the ield telephone strung along
the new roodd, The governor was calling 1o
see i we were all rieht,

We were inowr Mongal-<tivle saddles for
12 hours that dav,  Several times we had (o
lead our ponjes across swaving hridges made
of Mat rocks laid aeross thin poles, The na-
tives we met along the wav were friendiv,
but tragically poor. Their homes are low
huts of stone plasiered with wmnd, theie Tocks
sall, andd the grain in their tiny fields <cant.
Yet in every village we were invited to stop
for tea and bhread. The villueers all stared
at Jean. the first Western woman 1o vi-il
that nook of the world,

The afternoon ride was sheer toriure, We
hael not heen on horsehack for month<, and
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Afghanistan's Wakhan Coreidor, Touching China, Insulates Pakistan friom Russia

Alevander the Great campaigned alimg the Ovus where Afghan and Russian today keeps suspiciaus watch,
Mo Polo saw ity 2000 1ot peaks when e trod the Waklan eoing to Kublai Khan™s comt in Cathay,

Latest Westerners o penetrate the corridor were Amerivans, Frane and Jean Shor

vur aching muscles complained] at every step.
Two hours after dark we reached Zebak, cold
and hungry. 1o find that no food was avail-
able. We hrewed o pot of tea and slept in a
hali-ruined mosque,

The nest morning Koshan announced that
the rental of the horses which had carried us
the previous day was 130 afghanis—about
ST told him of Wajil's insistence that
the Government would provide our transpor-
tation.  Koshan knew of no such plan. 1
wits most embarrassed, for, having listened
to Wajid's advive, T now had less than 1.000
afghanis.  Obwiously, we would run short on
a 12- to 15-day journey at 150 afghanis a day.

As we waited for fresh horses, Jean husierd
herself with a little mending. and 1 tried to
multiply 150 by 15 and get an answer less
than 1,000. We were interrupted by the ar-
rival of three ragged teen-age girls with matted
hair, whd kissed Jean's hand and invited us
to their home for (ea.

We found two families of aboul 15 people

Map traces their route,

living in tmy smoke-tilled hat, with no
furniture.  An anciemt iron kettle: steamend
merrily over a fire in the center of the floor,
We had tea, presented the eliders with same
sugar. and gave the chilidren fruit drops
wrapped in cellophane.  They popped them
into their mouths immediately, and, hefore
Kashan could tramslate our warning that the
wrapping should be removed, most of the
voungsters had swallowed them,

Place Where the Salt Ends

Ultimately fresh horses were procured, and
we started out for Tshkashim, The trail winds
along a pleasant valley at an altitude of about
8.500 feef, with barren mountains rising (o
15.000 feet on either side.  Numerous springs
provide ample irrigation, and the thin soil
produces wheat, harlev, and a few vegetables,

Zarkhan, where we stopped for lunch, is
known as the “Place Where the Salt Fnds.”
No salt is found in the area, and inaccessibility
and poverty have discouraged imports: so

a
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We Took the Thighroad in Mighanistun

for centuries the people
ol the Wakhian have
lived without salt,
Their diet consists
chiely of goat milk,
dried peas. and a Nat.
crisp bread baked from
pounded whole wheat,

Few villages in the
world are more beauti-
Tully: sitaated than Esh-
Kashim. Tt sis atop a
chtt overlooking the l-
very ribbon of the
Oxus, surrounded Ly
green fichls and by the
greal snow-capped
peaks of Russia, halt o
mile north, and aki-
stan, o few miles to the
~onth.

[bhe telephone Ting
trom Faizaled ends
Titkashm, ol Taske !
Koshan 1o Bave  the
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St Peesin ) e saidd,

In Tehran Jean had photographed me vhat-
with  Maohammed Reza Shah Pahlevi,
We Junded over the photograph, and in dive
mingtes had the money

sl Koshoan: The treeasirer rules that il
venr are o friend of the Shah of Persia von
st he goad Jor <1000

U, S, S, R.200 Yards Away

fiens

From T<hka<him our path Tay directhe along
the Russian horder. <o we changed into onr

Mghan costumes. The vallev of the Chns iz

less than o oule wide,  The river narrows
oo a mere 2060 vards, and dhe peaple ol
Russin s~ Tadshik Soviet Socialist Republic

fo-Sretne) teay e ol 1hi-
wore the vt o b the porian
wou el the coann b pencd Lo shorin plisine “The Fae o

(LR EYTTIR § R
AN TR

ot Do sone g
jreae e

are plainly visible an the north hank.  An
anto road skirts the Russian hank. ol fre-
rquent tracks passin plain sight of the Afehan
siele, where not even a wheeled cart exises,

Ordinarilv. in <uch a0 remaote area hoond-
aries have Lintle meaning, bhut here there s
apparently noointercourse hetween the two
banks.

Our hoste were ohviousy concerned far our
salety Our esoort was increased o foir
<oldiers, and when we stapperd ot Shikard
armed wuards walked pastoall pight aronnd
our Wttde hut Jean askoed Koshan why such
Precatlions Were Negessiary,

“There i~ o Russian military post only 200

Copyright© National Geographic Society 2009, All Rights Reserved
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vards from here,” he whispered.  “We are
afraid the Russians might cross the river al
night and catnip you.”

The Russians didn't “catnip™ us, but the
bedbugs did.  They ignored our DDT powder
and swarmed in by the thousand.

The pext day we lunched at Urgand, a
little village at about 9.000 feet altitude. Find-
ing a heavy crop of wheat that high up
amazed us.  This grain takes only 40 days
from planting to harvest. It produces a heavy
vield, and is apparently quite impervious to
cold. We brought samples of the seed hack
1o Washington. where the Department of Agri-
culture is experimenting to determine whether
it can be grown here (page 687).

The Blessing of the Prophet

By noon the nest day we reached Khandut,
the administrative headquarters of the Wa-
khan district,  There we met the judge of the
Wakhan, a 70-vear-old gentleman with a mag-
nificent white heard.

He greeted us warmly, The Koran, he ex-
plained, urged all Muoslems to travel widely,
1o know more of the ather peoples of the
carth, and ours was thus a mission which un-
doubtedly hadl the blessing of the Trophet.

We reached Qula Panja. the Fort of the
Oxsus, at dusk cpage 67R),  The garrison
comsisted] of about 30 soldiers quartered near
by, captained by an officer who wore a United
States Army bloose and - Nighan trousers
tecked in Russian hoots,

The garvison commander had  disturbing
news of anoincident at the Afghan-Chinese
horder.  The Mghan Kirghiz, he reported,
had been fighting with tribes on the Chinese
Turkistan side of the horder during the past
few ays, and the horder might he closed.
Koshan and Cadet Rashid made tentative sug-
gestions about turning back, but we announced
we would go as far as possible.

In four days of travel from Zebak to Qala
IPanja we had climbed only about 500 feet,
from 8.3500 10 9,000, hut after leaving the
fort we turnedd sharply upward.  For hours we
toiled up a rocky ¢liff, our horses picking their
way carefully along a narrow ledge,

We rode hard all afternoon, crossing one
ridge of mountains and dropping down once
more (o the rocky river valley.  As dusk fell,
Rashid began to look worried.  There wis no
trail, only a broad valley full of great houlders,
crisscrossed by foaming mountain  streams.
We plodded on for twa hours after dark, our
horses stumbling and slipping on the stones.
Rashid would not admit he was lost.  But he
wits, soowe called a halt for the night,

Our bedrolls were with aur haggage animals

The National Geographic NMagazine

and the soldiers, who had gone on ahead of
us, so we prepared to sleep in our chapons.
Rashid informed us that the country was full
of wolves. sv we took turns standing wuard.

At 3 I awoke, to find Rashid sound asleep
and the horses stirring restlessly.  Jean awoke
and insisted on guarding for a couple of hours
too. so I dozed off.

Half an hour later T was awakened by a
blinding Nash and the howling of an animal
obviously scared to death. T ran to Jean's
side and found her holding our flash gun, A
wolf had attempterd to attack our horses, and
Jean, having nn more lethal weapon, had fired
a Nash in his dicection. It did the trick.

One of our soldiers found us shortly after
diawn, The whale group had speat the night
searching for us.  They had heen worried he-
cause of the wolves. T smiled at Jean and
explained that American girls were trained to
take care of themselves around wolves,

Private Bath in Public

An hour’s ride brought us to Kharat, where
we slept for a few hours. When we awoke,
the villagers brought us tea and saltless hread.
and Jean went off with the women of the
village for a bath in privacy.

“Privacy. indeed!™ Jean said later. The
women hrought her a pat of warm water, but
the room unfortunately had no doar, So off
they went, looking into every it until they
found one hat did have a door, The girls
evicted g protesting gentleman, brought in the
water, and departed.  Jean undressed and
started (o bathe, A moment later. ome of the
older women returned, squatied on the oor,
and staredd at Jean. Refore long. hali the
female population of the village was watching,

They insisted on helping Jean dress. They
had never seen laced hoots hefore and kept
wrapping the laces around Jean's legs, Afghan
fashion. The zipper on her jacket fascinated
them. and they took turns zipping it.

“My soap delighted them.  One asked for
a picce of i, and T smiled a *Yes."  She cut
off a chunk, and so did all the others, I
ended up soapless: even had to horrow a piece
hack to wash my dirtv clothes, T fnally
finished dressing and returned to find Frane
writing in our log that 1'd gone off to ‘bathe
in privacy.' Men!"

I asked Koshan to find out if we were the
firat. Americans these people had seen.

“They have never even heard of America,”
he said.  “They never see foreigners.”

We left the friendly village at noon and
worked our wuy over rugged trails until dusk.
TJagged mountaing shaded the trail, those in
Pakistan towering over 20.000 (ect. Here we

Copyright© National Geographic Society 2009, All Rights Reserved



1 Natlonal Geographle Soclety 681 Kotaehrame by Frane Shaor

Jean Shor, Crossing the 20,000-foot Dehli Sang, Stands in the Pamirs, Roof of Asia

This American girl and her husband were among the very few Westerners ever to traverse the Wakhan corridor,
the ancient East-West trail followed by Marco Polo. Here Alghanistan looks into Pakistan

Copyright© National Geographic Society 2009, All Rights Reserved



." o 43 : ’ V‘ s ’ > . " b - ?df
‘.; ﬂ"a'; . ' ’ | :’,‘n’ “—

Nathonal 6 § Iy let 682 I lacl 1 S
A Alfghan Prince Gets a Camera Lesson vy Mohammed Zahir Shah, Tailored King,
from Franc Shor Wears Karakul Cap and Parisian Tie
The King of Afghanistan (below) likes (o see other Afghanistan’s urbane monarch, hreaking with tradi
peoples pictured in the Natioxar Grocrapine Maca tion, issged the order allowing the Amcericans to ero
INF He considered it only fair that thev see th Torbidden  territory Hi ulden Limbskin cap must
\ighan roval famil So, tor the camera ke, he have cost 1 or more, reports Mr. Sho ha paid
dressed Prin Nadir Shah in nati raiment I'h S10 for his own black outfit taboy Both wore ti

cived the authors in Paghman Palace, near Kabu bearing the ime French label, M Shor noted




ncers Celebrate

Afghanistan’s Independence Day

Y Dizzy Drummers, Dancing to Reed Pipes,
Spin and Drum until They Drop

Four men, beating drums with sticks, revolved at
constantly increasing speeds. meanwhile shifting their
awkward burdens from neck to waist to knees, One by
succumbed 1o vertigo and collap Finally

one they
minute

anly the one on the right remained.  After
he too fell. Musicians played a monotonous melody
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A 5S-foot Wakhanese Shoulders a 200-pound Burden Which the 6-foot Photographer Couldn’t Budge

Twenty centuries have not changed farming methods in t ) corndor This field at Urgand was plowed with a wooden stick, Its cold-resistant wheat,
grown at 9,000 feet, matured in 40 days. Mr. Shor g ) ¢ ¢ ed in the United States

Opposite | »: Mrs. Shor examines a hot spring Lilin of N ( ¢ 694) She bathed in the 100° stream, but did not dare drink its mineral
waters. White Afghan robe and skin bools were adopted to esca ceognition by suspicious Russian lookouts across the Oxus River frontier.

O Natlonal Geographic Soclety Kodachromwes by Frane Shor
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© Natlonal Qeographie Sooloty 688 Koddacheome by Frane Shor

Log Bridge, Paved with Twigs and Stones, Sways Like a Tightrope, Creaks Like an Oxcart

Here Mr. Shor, scrambling down for a drink, slipped into the icy water., While dryving out, he map-identified the
scene of his misfortune.  His reward for traveling 11,000 miles into the Pamirs was o dip in the Shor River!

Copyright© National Geographic Society 2009, All Rights Reserved




No Bottles, No Formulas—Kirghiz
Mothers Lead the Simple Life
At seven vears the girls, costumed like their mother,
help milk the vaks and keep house Brothe huneled
to his ¢ will be a daring horseman by the time he'

Al are healthy and playiul

vy Shor and Friends Compare Nomad Boots

with Paratrooper Leather
These Tur-hatted Kirvghiz admired the way the author
packed a yvak with dinmond hiteh, but disliked his hoot
(too cald, they said). Quolan Larh (rvight), who never
heard of the U. S, learned to sing Oh! Susanna




Cool in Summer, Warm
in Winter. the Yurt
Makes a Snug Home
The Kirzhiz. a Turkic-speak-

ing tribe akin to the K

roam Russian Turkistan,

northern Afchanistan, and

Chincese Sinkiang, Tireless

horsemen. they brave wing

Tords and icy passes, Scorning

ta zrub the soil. they live oif

the produce of their herds.
Their herds’ onal needs

maold mosl Kirzhiz inte 4 mi-

gritory  routine.  but  these

people settle down at Bozai

Gumbaz (pages 684 and Gy

to enjoyv the Pamir Plateau's

vear-round  pastures,  Their
domed tent s fachioned of
felts Lasherl to a circular wil-
low trellis. The Qapping recd
door admits light and breese ;

a vent in the roof exhausts

smoke Trom  vak-dung  fires,
In one of these tenls, car-

peted richly and lined  with
brizht 1in trunks, the Ameri-
cans were welcomed 10 1he
cncampment, They drank hot
vak-hutter 1ea. ate roast sheep.
and slepl in a smaller yurt
Weather-heaten tnther,
mother, aned two children. at-
tended Dy a servant. occupy
thix yurt. Nevkl the fam-

i lreasures, con Tranian.

[ndian. and Russian coins,
“We zave them a handiul

of Freach, British, and Unitel

States voins” the authors re-

nort. CSame future fraveler is

soing fo have o ume Huoring
where they came from.”
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Women, Weaving Straps for the Yurt and Milking the Herds, Do the Tribe's Hard Work While the Men Play
Kirghiz wives, all covered with their tribe’s white bonnets, keep the fires, mind the babies. ;mq pitch the tents.
into veiled seclusion. The little milkmuid (right) covers her face only against sun and
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Though they are orthodox Moslems, they do not go
in.  Her pails came from Russia.

Kodaer w Frane Shor
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A Alutude-loving Yaks Carry Afghans

Across 14,000-foot Pamir Pass

Easy-gaited and sure-inoted, the yvak is too hroad-
hicked to be comfortable Grazing wherever it can,
it weaves inoand out of the trail, defying the pressure
ol a rope through the wostrils,  These hardy soldiers
tormed the Shors” military escort

v Up and Up the Panting Ponies Labor;
Riders Dismount to Spare Them
Where the Sarhad-Langar trail narrowed to two
feet. Jean Shor's meount started bucking Another
horse dropped dearl. Men grew so weary on the dawn
to-midnight journey that they wanted to lie down an
the rocks.  Loose stones plunged thousands of feet




& Natlopal Grogrsphie Soclely 603 Kodachrome by Jean Shor
Tombs of Forgotten Warriors Break the Plateau’s Grassy Monotony at Bozai Gumbaz

Kirghiz herders camp a mile away (page 684). Though they can no longer name the dead, they keep up the graves
Ibex and long-horned Ovis poli roam the 20,000-foot peaks; men find no reason to tread the snowy heights.

Copyright© National Geographic Society 2009, All Rights Reserved
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National Geugraphie Saciot 601 Kodachromes by Jean Shor
A Shor and ||i~ Kirghiz Guides Near Y Shor Repacks a Yak for a Rough
Dehli Sang's Tey Summit 4-hour Crossing of the Oxus
For four hours they fought their wayv across the Yaks regularly  carvied 160-pound  burdens On
now field’s “frozen mile of torture . The last few steeper climbs their drivers ofttimes jumped ahoard
hundred yvards ., . we erpwled on hands and knees. dazed The two skullcapped gentlemen from Nurss owned the
v exhaustion On we went, hve vards at o time bensts Having leased them tor the dav's journey (o

tuntily we stood on the top of the world” (page 681) Sarhad, they went along to take them back




We Took the Highroad in Afghanistan

met our first yaks, great ponderous animals
with shagegy coats, sure-footed as goats on
narrow mountain paths, We spent the night
at Nurss, a tiny village at 10.500 feet. sleeping
near a hot bubbling mineral spring (p. 686).

Pack yaks replaced our haggage horses the
next morning. For four hours we forded the
Oxus, crossing eight separate sireams in the
mile-wide river bed. The waler was swift
and ice-cold, and the animals staggered and
struggled to keep their feet in the raging
current. The water frequently came far above
our stirrups, and we balanced our feet on
our horses’ necks.

An hour beyond the ford we came to Sar-
had, the last military post in the \Wakhan,
The commissar greeted us warmly and led us
1o a pleasant grove on a mountainside.

Eating Fresh Peas Shocks Natives

While Jean napped. [ took a stroll through
the village. To my amazement, T found a
garden full of green peas. It had been days
since we had seen green vegetables. [ hiought
peas, vak butter, milk, and a chicken, hor-
rowed a pan, and returned to our grove, 1
built a fire and went 10 work,

When Jean awoke an hour later, our lunch
was ready-—fried chicken. fresh peas. toasted
Afghan bread and butter. and a cup of cold
milk.  The children were harrified to see us
cating green peas, i warned us, in sign lan-
ruace. that they would make us ill,  Koshan
fater revealed that these people never eat
fresh peax. They dry them. pound them to
our, and mix them with wheat for bread,

The commissar and Mr. Koshan returned
with bad news.  The earlier reports of horder
warfare were true,  From Sarhad to Min-
takia. the Chinese border post. the trail leads
acruss the 'amir Plateau, at an average eleva-
tion of more than 15,000 feet. There are no
villages an the way, only a few settlements
of wild Kirghiz tribesmen, contemptuous of
any authority. Even the commissar, in two
yvears at Sarhad, had never ventured onto
the great plateau, He warned us the journey
would be difficult and dangerous.

If we wished to risk the trip, he would
help us. But he stressed the danger and
sugpested that we cross Baroghil ass south-
ward into Pakistan. T left the decision o
Jean.  She knew the dangers and knew her
own strength, Did she wanl to try the journey
over the Pamir (Daliz) Pass?

“With that fried chicken under my belt T
can go anywhere,” she laughed. *“Why are
all vou men sitting around talking when we
should be packing?”

The commissar smiled and shook her hand.

697

“The commissar says he is proud to know
you." Koshan translated.  “He will come
with us himself.”

We started out at dawn the next day. The
trail from Sarhad rises straight up, aver paths
of shifting shale and around rock chimneys.
In some places the path is literally stuck
against the cliff—racks wedged into cracks in
the stony wall, more rocks piled on top of
them, and a thin covering of brush. Tew
sights are more disconcerting than (o sve day-
light through the trail you are traveling.

The Pamir Pass is a series of 14,000-foot
crests, interspersed with 10,000-foot valleys.
Up and down we lahored, leading our horses
and prodding our gasping vaks. The com-
missar kept pushing us forward., We had a
dangerous bridge to cross, he remarked, and
must make it before dark (page 692).

We reached the bridge at 5 o'clock. Tt
was about 60 fect long, with a drop of SO
feet to the ruging river.  We crossed one al
a time, leading our animals, while the struc-
ture swaved and creaked.  One yak last his
footing, and (he bridge lurched frighteningly.
But we made it (page 088).

Fairyland by Moonlight

We were soon on our way down the trail.
The mountainsides were miasses of wilil low-
ers: pink wild roses, showy daisies, dande-
lions, bhuttercups, hlooming thistles, and great
patches of edelweiss,  The sun went ddown
and a full maon rose. bathing the whole scene
in an unreal, golden light. 1 was fairviand.

As we pladded on, hour after hour, men
and animals reached the point of exhaustion,
By 9 o'cdock we were ready to sleep on the
rocks,  Mr. Koshan asked the commissar
when we would stop.

“He says there iz a Kirghiz camp a few
miles aheadl.” he translated, “We may reach
it by midnight.”

I louked at Jean. She bit her lip.

*Jeepers!” she breathed. “\Why did T make
that foolish speech back at Sarhad? Now
I've got 10 keep up.”

We reached the camp an hour later. As
we halted in front of the two yurts (circular
tents) which appear on the map ns Langar,
the commissar's horse dropped dea.

We slept that night in a felt-walled Kirghiz
vurt, with a dozen-odd memhers of two Kir-
ghiz families. A fire of yak dung burned on
the dirt floor.  Despite the 12,000-{oot alti-
tude, 