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This book is dedicated to my ~uife, Helen, ~ u h o  accompanied 
me on sivteen djfferent trelcs into restricted areas of Central 
Asia. She ale the native-food, rode her trusty yak, helped with 
the camp chores. and when ser io~~s problems or danger arose 
/7er cheeyflll and sage advice was always ~uelcome. 





Better to strive and climb 
And never reach the goal 

Than to drio along with time, 
an aimless. worthless soul. 

Ay, better to climb and-fail, 
Or to sow and reap though the yield be small 

Than to thro~o away day after day, 
And never to strive at all. 





From:- Mr. Habibul dehman Khan T.&&ml,MET OF 
I 'ersonal.  

RESlDENl IN GlLGlT AND BALTISTAN 
(IIINISTRY OF H O M E  8 K A S H f l l H  AFFAIR:) 

K A O 1 M I R  AFFAIRS DIVISION 

so. 

r ; i ~ g , t  the .  ; jy. pcf ober- 196 8. 

My dea r  f r i e n d  Icdvrard Noack , 

I f e e l  g r a t e f u l  f o r  t he  keen i n t e r e s t  t h a t  

you have shown i n  ou r  oocio-economic problems, d u r i n g  

your  t h r e e  extended v i s i t s  of G i l g i t  A ~ e n c y  b e g i ~ i n g  

from 1960. Your r e c e n t  v i s i t  i n t o  the  almost unknown 
g l a c i a l  f a s t n e s s  of Barpu, Sumiyar,Uor und k i a r  i n  

I 

Nagar S t a t e ,  i n  the  company of your two sons  ehowa t h e  

adventurous s p i r i t  of t h e  family.  A Y  f a r  a s  I am aware 

you are t h e  f i r s t  Americans eve r  t o  v i s i t ,  t h i s  f r o z e n  

wi lde rnes s  except  in[. t h e  Conway e x ~ ~ e d i t i o n  of 189TbWithh) 

and a  sma l l  s a i s o  p a r t y  many y e a r s  ago, who were the 

f i r s t  f o r e i g n e r s  t o  v i s i t  t h i s  remarkable a r e a .  You have 
seen  what g r e a t  e f f o r t s  t h e  Government of Pak ia t aa  ie 
making t o  develop t h e s e  cx t ene ivo ly  mountainooue a r e a e  

which hava r e m ~ i n e d  backward and neglected t i l l  
Independonce i n  1947. It i n  t r u e  we have reached t h a t .  

s t a g e  when smal l  and s imple 9 sewing machinea, and 

knmtt ing machines, smal l ploughs, t h r a s h i n g  machines 
w i l l  be of g r e a t  h e l p  t o  improve t h e  l i v i n g  c o n d i t i o n  

of t h e  people-Lr  t h e  educa t ion  of people 1 6  mi l imater  
p r o j e c t o r s  a r e  a l s o  necessary .  These f a c i l i t i e s  we can  

r e c e i v e  only  through our  Government of P a k i s t a n  and 
no t  d i r e c t  from any f o r e i g n  agency. 

With a l l  t hc  b e s t  wishes.  

Yours s i n c e r e l y ,  
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How It All Happened 

A journey lo high Asia is inspiring enough-writing about it 
is something else since it brings into focus those treasured 
memories of adventures, some almost forgotten but stirring 
enough to inspire me to record many of the events and scenes 
encountered in a little-known, yet magnificent wilderness. 

The inle~~lion oC1his n;~rrali\c is 1odesc.1-il,c I l ~ c ~ i ~ ~ ~ p r c s s i o ~ ~ s o f  
a determined adventurer wandering about in remote and little- 
known parts of innermost Asia, inspired with a specific goal to 
be accomplished. The famed British explorer Lieutenant George 
W. Hayward. Gold Medallist of the Royal Geographical Society of 
London, a fearless adventurer, gave me the incentive to follow in 
some of his footsteps through almost unknown areas on the 
"Roof of the World" and moreover, in the phantom footsteps of 
his specter. For Hayward met a most tragic and untimely death 
at the hand of a treacherous and brutal ruler as  he stood at the 
threshold of a most important assignment-to explore the 
unknown Pamir Steppe. 

After examining and surveying numerous Karakoram Ice- 
fields north of the Himalayan Range, making his way into 
Sinkiang, Chinese Turkestan and being held under guard by 
suspicious Chinese authorities in Yarkand and Kashgar a s  one 
of the first foreigners to invade this remote westernmost 
province of China. Hayward failed to obtain permission to 
proceed onward to the Pamir Steppe. This stroke of ill fortune, 
for the moment, turned out to be a blessing, for, on his return to 
seek another bul more hazardous route through that remote 
Brilish-India outpost of Gilgit, he was afforded the opportunity 
to examine and map unexplored glaciers and little-known 
ancient caravan routes of the lofty Karakorams. 

Retracing his track through formidable and dangerous terri- 
tory, he entered India's Northwest Frontier Province and pro- 
ceeded on to Gilgit in the western Karakoram where he had been 
warned of traveling In the domain of the treacherous rulers of 
Yasin and Chitral. But he was determined to run the risks of a 
journey through those perilous parts in order to obtain access to 
explore the Pamir Steppe- his priority assignment of the Royal 
Geographical Society of London. 

Following in Hayward's track for nearly two hundred miles 
brought us to grips with some of the most spectacular glacial 
flows of the Karakorams and onto the "Roof of the World." those 
snow and icebound heights shown on the map ofcentral Asia a s  
Pamlr, from which radiate the highest and mightiest mountains 
on the face of the earth. This is a land of snow and ice. Man. i f  
present a1 all, is either a transient adventurer or a nomad 
tendlng his livestock in summer pastures. He does not dwell for 
long In the muztagh. 





The Beginning of an 
Expedition 

An epitaph inscribed on a modest gravestone in faraway Gilgit 
cemetery had been haunting me for eight long years. It lay 
neglected in that lonely graveyard, isolated in the Northwest 
Frontier of India (now Pakistan). for over a century. It is the last 
resting place of a fearless adventurer. I stood there in late 
autumn, 1960, while on an assignment to remote Gilgit Agency. 
It read: 

ERECTED TO THE MEMORY OF 
G.W. HAYWARD 

GOLD MEDALLIST OF 
THE ROYAL GEOGWHICAL SOCIETY OF LONDON 

WHO WAS CRUELLY MURDERED 
AT DARKUT 

JULY 18, 1870 
ON HIS JOURNEY TO EXPLORE THE PAMIR STEPPE 

THIS MONUMENT IS ERECTED TO 
A GALLANT OFFICER AND ACCOMPLISHED TRAVELLER 

BY HIS HIGHNESS 
THE MAHARAJAH OF KASHMIR 

AT THE INSISTENCE OF 
THE ROYAL GEOGRAPHICAL SOCIETY OF LONDON 

It was hard to resist the lure of the Pamir Steppe and the 
icebound heights of Karakoram. A few years later, and twelve 
thousand miles distant, my thoughts were drifting back to poor 
Hayward and my first impressions of the icy Karakorams in the 
years 1959 and 1960. when my wife and I wandered about 
through Hunza and into the Pasu Mountains of Little Ghujal in 
Upper Kanjut Valley. It was there that we first discovered the ice 
mass of the Pasu and the mighty Batura. 

For hours in his highness, the Mir of Hunza's hunting lodge at 
the quainl little village of Gulmit, around the fireside we had 
listened to tales about an unexplored glacial fastness of rare 

Hayward's Gravestone. 
Photo by Edward F. Noack 
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splendor in little-known Nagar State. The tales were told by 
natives whose ancestors had brought back accounts of the Ice 
\k,ol-ld of Hispar and Barpu. remarkable realms of Central Asian 
terrain that s t i l l  stood irresistible and defiant. Those native 
storytellers added fuel to the flame oradventure that hovered in 
my mind. No further allurement was needed. 

As I pondered over the prospect of a modest expedition into 
(ha( legendarv land. I dreamed of the glamour of the Orient that 
w o ~ l d  soon unfold before my eyes. But to reach tlre goal would 
require endless elfort attempting to convirlce officials in com- 
mand or those restricted and sensitive frontier areas of a satis- 
ractory reason for proceeding beyond Gilgit village. 

I thought rirst of my old friends, t h e ~ r  highnesses, the Mirsof 
H u n ~ a  and Nagar and his excellency. Brigadier Habibur Rahman 
Khan. Resident (Governor) of Gilgit and Baltistan. Much corres- 
pondence enscred and timr passed from weeks to months, then 
lo Vears when, at long last, welcome news came stating that 
permission had been granted to enter those glacial areas of 
Nagar State and other parts olGilgit Agency where Hayward had 
traveled. 

While packing my bags in preparation for departure, my 
thoughts drifted to the Orient. 1 imagined that I could hear the 
camel bells of caravans. detect the spicy odors of the Asian open 
bazaar, and see the evening glow of sunset on the distant snowy 
peaks and spires of ~ i s ~ a i  All the charm of Asia seemed to 
crnfold before me a s  I prepared to depart. 

I broke away from those close friends who had often warned of 
the horrible dangers of Himalayan trails. They cautioned about 
Asian bandits and dangerous fevers. Others predicted my 
demise in a glacier crevasse. At the airport where they had 
gathered to wish me farewell. I reminded them about the perils 
they would encounter driving back to their homes. Then I 
boarded my aircraft lor copenhagen, the first lap of a n  east- 
bound air journey that w o ~ ~ l d  land me five days later in 
liawalpindi, almost halfway around the globe. 

8 Airline Strike Lands Aircraft 
in  Afghanistan 

I was awakened at a n  early hour by the ringing of the 
telephone in my room at  Kabul Holel where I arrived the night 
before. "Hello, is this Mr. Noack, our  passenger for Flight #607 to 
Kawalpindi? This is Pakistan International Airlines office calling 
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to inform you that our flight has  been cancelled." I answered. 
"Cancelled? For what reason?" My caller replied. "A strike ofollr  
pilots over the entire system, the first in our history." "Then how 
am I to keep my rendezvous in Rawalpindi today with his 
highness. the Mir of Hunza?" I asked. "Besides. my Sons are 
scheduled to arrive on your Pakistan Airlines via Hong Kong and 
Karachi," He replied. "No problem. We are prepared (0 transport 
you and three other passengers to your destination in 0111- 
Volkswagen microbus. Be rcady a t  ten o'clock with your luggage: 
we will pick yo11 LIP at your hotel." Weary a s  I was after the long. 
tiresome [light from California l o  Kabul. Afghanistan by way of 
Copenhagen and Teheran. I arose and had breakfast. 

Three hours later we were winding our  way by microbus down 
the Kabul River defile, through the Hindu Kush Mountains and  
out onto the plains of Jelalabad. Occasionally we passed camel 
caravans heavily loaded with oriental rugs, felt numdas and  
dried fruits. Shaggy, two-humped Bactrian camels-ships of the 
Asian Steppe- were driven by native Pathan nomads toward the 
Khyber Pass and the lucrative bazaars of Peshawar and  Rawal- 
pindi. The countryside resounded with the toll of the camels' 
bells, the leader wearing a huge bronze one that rang out a dull 
clang to the rhythm of the animal's gait. It was nearly sundown 
when we reached the Afghan check station near Landi Kotal. 
followed by customs a t  the Pakistan border. Khyber Pass was 
crossed a t  dusk a s  nomadic tribesmen were in the process of 
pilching their tents before settling down for the night. Light 
from their blazing campfires silhouetted them. and their camels 
and livestock against the dark background of approaching 
nightfall. Spicy odors of supper being prepared permeated the 
air a s  we hastened toward our  destination. 

It was nightfall when our microbus passed through the 
ancient stone ramparts of Peshawar in Pakistan's Northwest 
Frontier Province and drew up to the familiar old Dean's Hotel 
where the airline put me up for the night, with a promise of 
seeing me through to Rawalpindi next morning. 

Somehow, during the night. the strike was locally settled. I 
traveled the rest of the way by air in a World War 11 DC-3 aircraft. 
arriving exactly twenty hours late by the clock in the airline 
office at Chaklala Airport in Rawalpindi. I remarked to a n  
attendant. "This must be the shortest strike in history." S h e  
replied. "Our business is a speedy one: we cannot afford to lose 
time." 

The interruption had come on the last lap of the airjoirrney. I 
was halfway around the globe in Rawalpindi, the starting point 
of an  adventure had taken more than two years to negotiate. AS 
I inqllired a s  to the arrival of my sons, the door of Pakistan 
Airlines ofice opened and in they walked with Naziln Khan, a 
nephew of his highness. the Mir of Hunza, who was sent lo greet 

A Bactrian Camel train entering 
Kunduz in northern AIqhanistan 
with cargo jrom the plains o j  
Bokhara. The lead camel is 
burdened with a huge bell 
hanging-from its neck which 
rings out a resounding clang 
to the rhythm oreach right.foot 
step. Photo b y  Kenneth B. Noack 
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us on arrival and accompany us  on to Gilgit. What a coincidence 
-there we stood. 12,000 miles from our starting point, each 
traveling in opposite directions by different schedules, and 
arriviniwith minimum delay in spite of unreliable air connec- 
tions and a strike. Greeting them. we stepped into his highness' 
Mercedes automobile and were whisked off to Flashman's Hotel, 
my friendly domicile of years past. 

8 An Ambush on the Indus 

Nazim inquired. 'When do you wish to leave for Gilgit? Mir 
Sahib is expecting you this week in Hunza." I asked. "Is the jeep 
ready for our drive over the lndus Gorge Road to Gilgit a s  
planned?" Nazim answered with dismay. "You haven't heard 
about the tragic experience of the three Pakistani officers in 
their jeep at  an isolated bend on the lndus Road only yesterdap 
he asked. "They were ambushed by tribesmen of the lower lndus 
and two were shot and killed. Mir Sahib was contacted by 
telegraph through Gilgit. He and Rajah Habib-ur Rahman 
Khan. Political Agent (Governor) of Gilgit and Baltlstan, vigor- 
ously protested our going by jeep through that treacherous 
area." This unfortunate incident climaxed a long-sought and 
planned two-day journey through the spectacular lower lndus 
Gorge en route lo Gilgit. Had there been no airline strike. 1 
pondered. might we have been in that vicinity at  the time of the 
ambush? Accordingly. we made reservations for a flight out to 
Gilgit on the following morning. 

I was anxious to contact Colonel Shah Khan, my hunting 
companion in the autumn of 1960 in the Pasu Mountains of 
Hunza. Being a native of Hunza State and a grandson of 
Mohamed Nazim Khan, a former Mir of Hunza. he would have 
the answers to numerous questions on my mind relative to the 
little known glacial wilderness we were bound for in the 
Karakorams of Nagar. Nazim announced that he would arrive 
shortly and in time to have dinner with us. 

When Shah Knan arrived that evening. I knew that we were in 
good hands. He and Nazim informed us  that Mir Sahib had 
arranged for a jeep to transport ourselves and our bags over the 
spectacular and treacherous Hunza trail. Equipment and sup- 
plies nerded in Nagar awaited our arrival at  Baltit. Five bearers 
and a cook had been selected by his highness, the Mir of Nagar. 
for our trek into the icebound heights of Karakoram. The annoy- 



AMlDST ICE AND NOMADS 5 

ing details of a modest expedition having been arranged, we were 
free to indulge In more productive activities with our  local 
friends. 

4 Indus Gorge Air 
Transportation Improved 

The following morning a t  Chaklala Airport, a sturdy Fokker 
prop-jet aircraft was warming up for the scheduled flight out  to 
Gilgit. I remarked. "What a n  improvement over the old-fashioned 
freight carrying DC-3 Dakotas we had become accustomed to on 
our earlier flights to Gilgit." The air route up Kagan Gorge, close 
by lofty Nanga Parbat Mountain and  to the Indus and Gilgit is 
known to be one of the most spectacular a s  well a s  hazardous 
flights imaginable. "The new higher-flying and faster airplanes 
will take many of the thrills out of our  flight." I complained. We 
were highly impressed a s  we soared over the newly-planned city 
of Islamabad. just north of Rawalpindi, splendid in its layout and  
architecture. The vision of the capable people of Pakistan is  
reflected in that monumental undertaking, planned exclusively 
lor the Central Government of the country a s  its new capital. 

A few moments laler. our sturdy aircraft approached Kagan 
Valley w ~ t h  ~ t s  towering snow-crowned ridges rising above us. 
and lush, terraced valleys spread out below. As we approached 
Babusar Pass and cleared it by several hundred feet, icebound 
Nanga Parbat. 26,658 feet in height. confronted u s  to the east. 
This western buttress of the Great Himalaya, with its glaciers 
glistening in the early morning sunlight, was a monstrous sight 
to behold. One could not help but remember the terrifying 
experience encountered by the several expeditions on the ice of 
its Dialnir face, startlng with the small and humble expedition of 
the Mummery. Hastings. Collie party in 1895 during which 
Mummery perished. and climaxing with the successful and  
remarkable last stage, solo effort of the Austrian climber. 
Herman Buhl on July 3. 1953. who reached the summit and  
returned to tell the tale. 

We gazed at Nanga Parbat's icy western face, not five miles 
distant, where thirty-seven human bodies lie, lrozen in its 
depths for posterity. the end result o l  that fervent desire of men 
to reach the top. 

Approaching the Indus Gorge a s  we flanked the northwest face 
of the mountain. a n  almost sheer drop of 23.500 feet from 
summit to river came inlo view, a dramatic spectacle of ice and 



The northeast-face of Nanga 
Parbat-from its Ice hound 

summlt at 26.658Jeet to its 
3000:foot base at the R~uer 

Indus. one of the greatest s~ngle 
uerticle nses on earth- 

23.000-feet. 
Photo b y  Edward F. Noack 
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stone, Then, a left bank of the aircraft and the gorge of the Cilgit 
River was beneath us wilh still sufficient altitude to view 
Rakaposhi's 25.500 fool summit away to the north. The purplish 
glow or the Ksrakorams loomed up directly ahead. As we settled 
down for the final approach of the Gilgit Landing strip. twosharp 
ire-capped ran@ pierced the blue of the northeastern sky. These 
wrre the peaks of Haramosh and Duboni. glittering brilliantly in 
the sunlight. The fields and foliage ofCilgit were already adorned 
in brillian t autumn coloring. Lofty ramparts rose above Kargah 
Gorge and the mountains of Punial State formed a backdrop in 
the distance. Quaint and exotic Gilgit Valley. with its ancient 
village and bazaar, lay before us. 

Old Friends and 
Familiar Sights 

"Salaam Alaikum" (May peace be with you). I addressed my old 
friend Humayun Beg, as I alighted from the plane. The promi- 
nent Beg family of Hunza's Wazirs (advisors) were his ancestors. 
A radiant feeling of warm friendship came over me as  I found 
myself surrounded by a group of Cilgit's officials. Ken and Bill 
were promptly introduced into the circle of Cilgit Agency 
Officialdom. Then we were led to a waiting jeep for transport to 
the Residency of our esteemed friend and host, the distinguished 
Rajah Habibur Rahman Khan. Resident (Governor) ofcilgit and 
Baltislan. 

Winding our way along poplar-lined lanes toward Gilgi t's 
famous old bazaar center, we detected the customary spicy odors 
of most oriental villges; those which emanate from a combina- 
tion of smoke from the hookah pipe. camel dung cooking fires 
mixed in with the fumes from spice shops, and the scent of 
wandering camels and donkeys. Even in the darkness of night. 
al the cnd ofa day's stage, a lraveler is alerted as  he approaches a 
\illage by those familiar fumes drifting out, sometimes from a 
mllr away. 

The strangely delightful familiar lanes and bazaars of Gilgit 
had changed but little since I last saw them eight years 
previously. But the colorful wares hanging from shop walls and 
piled high on the ground ofmany ofthe open-front stalls seemed 
to have increased in volume and variety. An avenue of newly- 
built bazaar stalls came to my attention as  a corner was turned 
near (he end of the main lane before we started up a winding 
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road toward the Residency. I1 was apparent now that sleepy old 
Cilgit had taken on an  expansion spree after many years of 
dormancy. 

Electric wires from a newly-built. tiny hydroelectric plant were 
seen attached to poles along the lanes, electricity, a n  unheard of 
Iwury during past visits lo this remole outpost, attested to the 
awaken~ng of the sleepy old community of alert citizens to 
modern improvement and higher l~ving standards. I wondered if 
Cilg~l was losing its former charm a s  one of the  few remaining 
bazaar centers on the old his tor~c caravan trail from Sinkiang. 
China to the Punjab and on through the Khyber Pass to 
Afghanistan and western markets. For centuries past Cilgil had 
been an  important trade center on the ancient trail. It is said 
that (he village is due to regain lhat s ta tus  before long. with the 
new jeep road in the process of construclion by the Chinese and  
Pakistanis to replace the old camel trail lhat connects Cilgit with 
Kashgar in China. Sen timents probably should not interfere 
with progress in this fast-moving era, even in these remote and  
primitive parls. 

The remainder of the way was lined with familiar buildings. 
orchards and fields. We presented our credentials a t  the 
Compound Guardhouse and drew up to the famous old Gilgit 
Residency. As I stepped down from thejeep and glanced u p  a t  the 
long row of Ibex and Marco Polo sheep trophies hanging on the Streer scene in Rajah Bazaar 
veranda wall, fond memories were reflected before me. Then ~ ~ ~ ~ l ~ ~ ~ d ~  on a bLcsy shopping 
Rajah Habibur Rahman Khan stepped forward to greet me and d a y .  
to meet Ken and Bill in warm Asian fashion. A sensation of Photo b y  Kenneth B. Noack. Jr. 
sincere friendship came over me-our separation of several 
years had only served to strenglhen our  relations. Mirza and 
Rahmantelle. our  faithf~tl  servants of years past, appeared with 
smiling Paces. They carried our bags and gear into a spacious 
and attractive room. only to return presenlly with the conven- 
tional Lea and English biscuits. The following hour provided 
timc for much-needed relaxation. 

The Gilgit post o f l e t  
northwest.frontier oj  
Photo b y  Kenneth B. 

n in the 
Pakistan. 
Noack Jr. 
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The meeting of a Chinese 
delegation ulith Pakistan in 

Gilgit. His Highness. the late 
Mir o f  Hunza. oosina second 

8 Gilgit and its Residency 
House of British Fame 

The annals of Ptolemy and records left by the Buddhist 
pilgrims. Fa Hien. A.D. 400 and Hsuan Tsang. ATD. 63 1, describe 
Gilgit Valley a s  flourishing when these religious historians 
visited the area known to them as the mountains of Bolor. 
Hsuan Tsang's journal states: "Perilous are the trails and dark 
the gorges. Here there are ledges hanging in mid-air; flying 
bridges across the abyss: paths cut by hand with the chisel."Yet. 
in this remole fastness, they discovered great convents and 
ancient carved Buddhas on cliff sides. 

From what we encountered in our  travels in  Gilgit. Hunzaand 
far-off Nagar, the descriptions of the ancient pilgrims could very 
well apply today. Frightening roads, trails and bridges were 
encountered. Buddha's image, carved in stone. appears a t  the 
north portal to Kargah Nullah (gorge) not far from Gilgit Village. . - 

.from-lq[t photo b y  ~ t r tknou~n We stood at its foot where. recently, a n  ancient settlement has 
been discovered; i t  would be interesting to know what some 
enterprising archeologist might uncover. Already, pottery and 
clay coins have come to light. Gilgit has  for nearly a century been 
the center of operations from which observations and control 
over the northern frontier and the tribal states are most 
effectively maintained. Its central position with relation to the 
Northwest Frontier Province where three great Empires meet. 
and its location with respect to the lndus Valley States and the 
ancient Asian trade routes, makes it the obvious point of 
vantage over that important frontier area. Russia's rapid 
expansionist activities in Central Asia, with Cossacks on the 
Pamirs irp to the nearby Turkeslan-Indian Frontier, was just 
cause for alarm and concern to the British a s  long ago a s  the 
year 1888. 

Because the moirntain fastness harbored primitive and law- 
less tribal peoples who lived in terror of each other, the Gilgit 
Agency and garrison was established. Conflict between indepen- 
dent tribes slill persists. So  situated. Gilgit was in a strategic 
position to watch events on the nearby Soviet and Chinese 
Frontiers and at the same lime control the tribes of Hunza and 
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Nagar in the north, a s  well a s  the States of the Cilgit watershed 
and the Indus Valley. 

In the year 1878, Major John Biddulph was the first British 
officer to be assigned to the Cilgit Agency. After several with- 
drawals and reappointments, the f&ency was re-established 
permanently with Colonel Algernon Durand a s  British Political 
Merit in the year 1889. A garrison of Kashmir Imperial Service 
troops was, thereafter, kept at  Gilgit fortress and  deployed 
strategically within the frontier states under command of 
British officers. Today. Gilgit Scouts of the Pakistan Army serve 
a s  frontier sentinels. 

Before the year 1891. Hunza and  Nagar had been rival states 
with frequent feudal wars. caravan raids. and  slave trading. 
which provided diversion and  booty lor the natives. Since the 
establishment of the Gilgit Agency and enforcement of Pax 
Britannica after Colonel Durand's famous and successful British 
India conquest over the two States in 1891. their rivalry has  
ceased and friendship has  taken its place. 

The fair complexioned Aryan blooded natives of Hunza a n d  
Nagar a s  well a s  those natives of the other northern States of 
Gilgit Agency contrast strongly in both appearance and  language 
with those farther to the south in the Indus Valley. As ably 
reasoned by the renowned archeologist and  ethnologist. S i r  
Aurel Stein, the Hunza-Nagar natives belong to the Indo- 
Scythian or Yeshkirn tribes who were pushed ou t  of Kansu, 
China and eastern Ti~rkestan.  then across the Oxus River into 
Bactria (Balkh). now northern Afghanistan, long before the 
beginning of the Christian era. Later. many of them migrated 
over tile Hindu Kush passes into the fertile valleys of the 
Northwest Frontier Province of India (now Pakistan). including 
the States of Gilgit Agency. Those aboriginal natives of eastern 
Crntral Asia likely were driven into those more remote and  
i~~ac.c~essihle valleys which provided a safer haven and  fertility of 
soil 

Il the foregoing took place, then the more inaccessible parts  of 
that great 1nountai11 last nrss  should harbor the descendants of A, ~ ~ g h a I 1 ~ a m e r  and his 

the original race in its greatest purity. That is what is actually yotcng son taking a moment* 
found in Hunza and Nagar, and lo a lesser exlent in some o[ the rest while  p lo~oir~g  h i s f i e ld .  
other northern Slates. The natives ofYasin arid Punyal belong to by Kenneth B. Noark 
the same stork a s  those of Hunza-Nagar. They speak the little- 
known and unwritten clialect. Birrishaski. Their  religion is 
Mohammedalnism but of different sects. Hunza belonging to the 
Ismailis and Nagar. the Shiahs.  

Upon reaching the ~ior thern  Gilgit Stilles 1.01- the first time, a 
visitor is surprised to find so  many 01' the natives fair com- 
plexioned, blire-eyed and  appearing n i~ lc~h  like the people of the 
west. Many of them, if dressed in western clothing, woilld pass 
~lnnoticed on the streets of European or  North Anerican cities. 
Only their language would give them away. 
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We felt highly honored to be accommodated in the Gilgit 
Residency HOLIS~. Major Biddulph, during Lord Lytton's Vice 
Royally. was the first Brilish officer to be appointed to Gllgit and 
to live in the Residency. A long Ilne Of Political Agents followed. 
includ~ng the famous names Lockhart. Robertson, Young- 
h ~ ~ s b a n d .  Gordan and Durand, and others whose careers turn 
the Krsidency Into a Brit is11 1-lall of Fa~ne.l t  exists to the present 
lime ~ ~ n d e r  [he capable direction of our  gracious host. Rajah 
Habibur Rahman Khan. Polilical Officer (Governor) ofGilgit and 
Baltistan. 

Hallbur Rehrnan Khan, political 
agent.  Gilgit/Baltistan. 

P l~o to  b y  Edlclard F. Noack 

7 Discovering the Place where 
Heaven and Earth Meet 

M!g grandson. Kanries, crossing 
a naltwe b u ~ l t  bridge In the  

Upper  Yarkhun Val ley  In the  
Masluj reqlon o f  the  N W 

Frontter of  P a h s t a n  
P l~o to  b y  Kennelh B Noack 

Following a brief rest and a walk through the autumn em- 
blazoned compound grounds, dinner was announced. Over an  
abundant array of Asian dishes, conversation drifted to the topic 
of sports in lhe Gilgit mountains, a pastime ~ndulged in by many 
of the officers on tour of duty in Gilgit. After presenting him with 
a fine fly-casting rod and reel. I reminded Mr. Habib of' the fine 
trout fishing we had enjoyed in the Kaghah River near Gilgit 
several years ago. He quickly intervened, "1 have in mind a two- 
day jeep t r ~ p  in Punyal with some f'ishlng in the upperGilgit and 
lshkomen Rivers." Needless lo say. 1 was delighted, not only by 
lhe f ~ n e  f i sh~ng  prospect, but because we would be traveling in 
the footsteps of the explorer Hayward, o n  his r ind attempt to 
reach the Pamir Steppe. We retired early that n ~ g h t  with instruc- 
t ~ o n s  lo be ready for a n  early breakfast and departure at seven 
o'clock. 

Morning broke clear and frosly. A three-hour jeep drive along 
the right bank of G~lgil  River brought us  to Singal in Punyal 
State, sandwiched between Gilgit Valley, Hunza, Darel and Yasin. 
Punyal is eloquently described by ~ t s  capable ruler. Rajah J a n  
Alam, a s  the land "where earth and heaven meet." Dignified and 
friendly, he helps make it so. 1 was surprised a t  his command of 
the English language. We chatted for an  hour over a midday meal 
of delicious Kashgar melons, mutton, rice and vegetable pilau. 
chappaltys, honey, cakes and dried apricots at his res~dence in 
Singal. He advised us. "Today I want you to fish our  streams and 
catch a few one and two-pounders, all European browns. Bul if 
y o ~ l  w~ll come in the spring. I will show you where the big ones 
take Lhe fly. 1111 lo ten-pounders.'' I tho~tght of Izaak Wallon and 
the fish tales he might have related had he been present to llsten 
to a few or ours. 
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That afternoon and the following morning. the llpper Gilgit 
and Ishkomen Rivers provided splendid lroul fishing and the 
kind hospitality o f t  he Punyal nal ives. But the sizc was limiled lo 
IWO pounds. Jusl a s  Ha.jah Jan Alam prornisrd. My inleresl in 
lror~t fishing diminished a s  I gazed or11 to lhc north and sightcd 
the huge glacial flows toward Dark111 in Yasin where Hayward 
nirl his un(imely Ihte. We had been traveling in his foolsteps. but 
lo vcnture beyond toward Ihe nearby sensilive ATghan frontier 
would have been a hazardous derision. Access lo the Pamir 
Sleppc. had been denied me by the highest Pakislan a111 horilies. 
It was now doubtful that  this Darband (closed door) could be 
opened to permit me to carry out my longing to visit the Pamir 
where Hayward was commissioned to explore. For now, the ice 
world of Karakoram was our objective. 

Our return to Gilgit after nightfall of the second day was 
heralded by an urgent message from the Major Domo at  Gilgit 
Hunza House: "Be ready to leave Tor Baltit in the morning. A 
Hunza jeep will pick you up a t  seven-thirty." 

% The Old Kashgar-Gilgit 
Caravan Trail by Jeep 

A loud "Salaam" echoed through the hallway and into my 
room at a n  early hour the morning or our departure. Then. with 
smiling faces, our bearers Mirza and Rahmantelle entered. 
turned on the lights and announced. "Breakfast ready now." Our  
jeep would soon arrive, Inshallah (God willing): Mr. and Mrs. 
Habib were up for a hearty breakfast with us; then a warm 
farewell to our gracious hosts and we were on our  way. The 
heavily loaded jeep rolled down the winding road past rows of 
cornstalks and the brightly-colored foliage of apricot and  apple 
orchards. We were slowed by a flock ofgoats being drlven in the 
road by a small boy. Our driver gave them a blast of the horn, and  
they scrambled away across a field. 

Presenting our  credentials lo a n  official guard, we drove over 
the Gilgit suspension bridge, a one-way arfair with a n  up-and- 
down weaving motion. Four mlles beyond, near the mouth of the 
Hunza River. the road turns sharply to the north to disclose a n  
unobstructed view of distant icy peaks and  spires of the Great 
Karakorams. The sky was brillianlly clear with only a few billowy 
white clouds sailing by. Some or those heights included the 
20.000 to 25,000 rooters of the Rakaposhi group. a formidable 
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pattern on the distant horlzon. It was amongst those towering 
frozen giants we were bound for. 

Early morning activities were apparent a s  we wound our way 
out of Gilgit Valley. Native farmers were loaded with produce 
from the garden to be bartered a t  the Bazaar in Gilgit. But as  we 
entered the watershed of the lower Hunza River, we saw scarcely 
a sign of vegetation or human actlvity until we reached the little 
oasis of Nomal, eighteen miles away. Neatly placed small farm- 
steads. irrigated by numerous native built channels carrying 
crystal clear water from a tributary of the Hunza River, disclosed 
the existence of a small rural community. 

Native women in their intrically designed and handcrafted 
varicolored gowns and needlepoint caps were already a t  work in 
the millet and buckwheat fields, separating grain from chaff 
when we called for a brier halt to have a better view. Several timid 
women covered their pretty faces and scurried away to their mud 
and wattle homes. We had no intention of bringing forth our 
cameras, however: I had learned a lesson earlier- they are 
camera-shy. One elderly woman sat knitting a pair of wool socks 
by her winnowing tray, apparently waiting for the breeze to swell 
so that she might continue her grain separating chore. These 
were industrious people who wasted no time. 

The male folk, gathered at a roadside shelter in their long wool 
chogas colorfully decorated with floral designs, appeared to have 
the latest village gossip well in hand. Children playinggames ran 
back and forth on top of narrow rock walls. Others tended small 
flocks of fat-tailed sheep and goats. The tinkle of the animals' 
bells enhanced the lranquil scene. Strangely enough, not once 
did we hear a child cry during our visits to Gilgit. Hunza and 
Nagar. This phenomenon could have more significance than the 
legend about the longevity of these natives. 

I looked back over the desolate sand and boulder strewn 
alluvial fans through which the lower Hunza River has  cut its 
sinuous way and saw Nanga Parbat (26,620 feet) snowbound. 
glistening in the morning sunlight. This monarch of the Indus 
stood out in majestic grandeur. Its incredible 23.000 feet sheer 
north face from summit to the waters of the lndus was only 
partially visible from our commanding position. 

Leaving the little dell of Nomal, we drew closer to another 
massif of the Parbat class. Rakaposhi. 25.500 feet above the sea. 
Thoicgh not far ahead of us. I t  was for the moment hidden away 
beyond (he vast canyon walls of the Hunza River. We were now 
close by that western limit of the Great Karakoram Range in 
what is known to Central Asian explorers a s  the Mustagh (or ice) 
mounlains. Within the boundaries of the little State of Hunza 
there are more summits over 20,000 feet than there are in the 
Alps over 10.000 feet. 

While temporarily relaxing a s  we drove over a smooth and safe 
stretch of road. I was suddenly awakened by a deep sounding 
voice calling out. "La Illaha i l  Allah." a s  the s u n  rose above the 
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eastern canyon wall. A native wayfarer knelt on his prayer rug 
alongslde the path reciting his morning devotions. 

A halt was made in a wooded glen surrounded by lorest- 
covered mountains that towered above us. Here we drew up to 
the small village of Chault and the winter residence of his 
hlghness, Shaukat Ali. Mir of Nagar State. The old crumbling 
forts of Chault and Chaprot, located here, had seen stormy days 
prior to the turn of this century when the natives of Hunza and 
Nagar fought Kashmir's garrison which had been stationed to 
protect the frontier of that state. Here the caravan road forks. 
One branch of the north or Hunza side of the river is supported 
mostly on ledges and galleries of wooden poles cut out of the face 
of cliffs by native artisans. The other branch crosses the River 
just below the Mir's Residence and proceeds along the south 
bank of the Hunza River to the Nagar villages in that state. 
Before reaching the forks, we stopped to make inquiry a s  to the 
onward road condition. Our Hunza driver questioned the village 
headman. I sat still and watched their expressions since I hoped 
the answer would be in lavor of taking the southern branch- 
only too well did I remember the frightening experience of past 
visits on the parris (precipices) of the Hunza Road. The village 
elder answered. "You must proceed over the Hunza jeep trail 
since the Nilt Road on Nagar side is closed. There has been a 
boulder slide at a dangerous parri." That was a demand: further- 
more, no alternate route was available. I had experienced the 
alarm of jeeping over Hunza trails several times before: I had 
undergone the terrifying sensation of riding a yak for miles over 
a two-foot-wide trail carved out of sheer rock cliffs 2.000 feet 
straight up above the river in northern Hunza. But all ol  that 
was past and forgotten-except during an occasional horren- 
dous nightmare. Now it was a matter of taking the risk or 
founder in our adventure amongst the Karakoram Glaciers. 

We drove along the right bank of the Hunza River and reached 
the crumbling ruins of the old Maiun fort without dismay. What 
was left of the famous Nil t  fort across the river on the Nagar side 
stood out dimly on its prominence. Those two famous old 
Hunza-Nagar defense relics were the scenes of the brilliant and 
successful British campaign of 1891, when Colonel Algernon 
Durand. Commander-in-Chief of a small army of Gurkhas and 
Dogras of the Kashmir Body Guard Regiment, stormed the Nilt 
fort and adjacent sangars that were manned by the combined 
lorces ol Hunza and Nagar. That British-lndia triumph promptly 
put an end to widespread treacherous caravan and village 
plundering, slave trade and threats aimed at the British by those 
semi-civilized Asiatic robber chieftains. I t  is surprising how 
quickly and completely the natives of those two isolated states 
were converted into reliable and productive allies of the Britlsh- 
India Empire after their overwhelming defeat. The frontier 
boundaries are long since stabilized: tribal warfare and wander- 
ing brigands remain only In the memories of a few elders. 



A still greater breathtaking 
et-perience aulaited us. Our jeep 
drilrr called i t  the-flying bridge. 
1 disco~ured i f  to be a cantilever 

bridge oLyer a stream.flouiing 
far beloul. 1 decided to walk 
across u'ith Helen. my  rife. 

ulhile the dri~~er~follou~ed with 
our baggage-b~rrdened jeep. 

Photo by Edunrd F. Noack 

An Unexpected Roadside 
Welcome 

Rakaposhi's massive glacial-riven buttresses extended down- 
ward Lo the river's bank far below us. But most of its 25.500 foot 
bulk was obscured by a cloud bank that enveloped the eastern 
sky. A halt was in order for a better view of that incredible 
apparition: then the sky cleared, exposing a spectacle of the 
highest order, one never to be forgotten by those fortunate few 
who have seen i t s  unbelievable splendor.The six-foot-wide stony 
roadway that meandered out ahead suddenly became an over- 
haneine eallerv, halr rock shelf, half wooden framework. perched 

7 L 7  d 

protn~ding 
ess chasm- 

crags and projecting above a seemingly 
- a  startling situation, indeed. Walking ahead , , 

for a better view of our plight. we were appalled to find our jeep 
resling 
River u 

quietly but 
,as not less 

precariously over a deep abyss. The Hunza 
than fifteen hundred feet below us. I t  was 
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frightening to contemplate that several more miles of that 
hazardous road awaited us before we would reach our brief 
stopover in Baltit. We pointed out the risk to our native driver. 
who replied. 'We reach Baltit most safe, two hour, inshallah (God 
willing)." I answered. "Inshallah or no inshallah. maybe I walk to 
Baltit." From that point onward, a considerably reduced rate of Nea*"g i n  Hi'nza ' la te  

ive were appalled at the site of  
speed became the order of the day. a cable tramway crossing the 

Alarming moments occurred frequently until, a t  last, near Hunza Ri , ,er -~owir ,g  slujitly 
Aliabad the trail zigzagged downward onto flat ground at the one hundred.jeet or SO below. 
western extremity of Baltit Valley. With a sigh of relief, we What proved to be even more 
emerged safely on a smooth, safe track that led to Baltit and .ffightening, wife and 1 

Karimabad. A friendly cheer came from the distance ahead a s  we I n  a separate ling skip 
over a single small cable while 

drove up to a waiting jeep beside the trail. "Hello, hello." said a the jeep and driver crossed on 
familiar voice. Out stepped Prince Ayash, brother of Hunza's the tmm! 
ruler, his highness. Mohamed Jamal Khan. He welcorned me photo by Edward F. Noack 
with the warm embrace of old friendship. 'We have been 
expecting your arrival earlier," he exclaimed. Ken and Bill 
alighted from the jeep and were rightly introduced. "Come with 
me." directed Prince Ayash a s  he led me to his jeep. 'We shall lead , 

the way." 
It was a disappointment to me that we were to continue on to 

Baltit in the comfort of that modern device. when only eight L r  
years previously we had taken to horseback over a narrow trail at  
that very point. Perhaps I should be more tolerant of the modern 
methods of transportation, since they do provide effortless 
movement over Hunza's difficult terrain. 

00 The Isolated Karakorams 

As we drove onward, there came a weird but pleasant sound of 
unfamiliar tribal music in the distance. We soon caught up with 
a ten-piece native band that marched slowly ahead, leading us  
toward the old fortress-castle that sa t  astride a promontory 
ahead. The two jeeps came to a sudden halt at  the Hunza palace 
courtyard gate. A number of officials awaited our arrival. Among 
them. I spotted some of my old friends in their decorated chogas 
and typical Hunza caps. A round of greetings was interrupted by 
the opening of huge courtyard gates, exposlng to view a t  closc 
range a scene of rare and dignified richness. Remote a s  we were. 
nearly five hundred rniles from the nearest center of modern 
culture, we found a n  imposing palace structure of hand chipped 
stone, the artistic work of patient native labor. What few 

Baltit oflcials await our arrival -1 
at the Palace gate. 
Photo by Edward F. Noark 
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materials and furnishings were not handwrought of local 
producl had been brought in either on the backs of natives or 
animals led over narrow trails along crumbling canyon walls. 
Spacious terraced gardens studded with fruit trees lay at the 
base of IoCty and icy heights that reached skyward. The 
autumnal radlance of the scene was well nigh visionary in color 
and scoDe. 

Led onward by the Hunza band. Prince Ayash and our escorts, 
we entered the courtyard on foot and proceeded ahead to the 
palace steps where awaited our noble host. His Royal Highness, 
Major General Mohamed Jamal Khan. Mir of Hunza State. 
Emotions ran high for the three of us a s  a welcoming ceremony 
followed. We climbed the palace steps and entered the luxurious 
sunroom. Well-placed windows afforded a n  expansive view 
halfway around the compass. Our view of Karakoram was 
astounding. 

As we were seating ourselves. Her Highness, the attractive 
Rani of Hunza and three of her lovely daughters entered to 

The opening of  the h~cge court- welcome us. Tea and a large assortment of exotic and delicious 
yard gate to L'irtl' refreshments provided stimulant for a spirited conversation. We 

close rar~ge a scene of rare and 
digncfied richness of the Palace 

distributed our traditional gifts amongst the Royal Family. Then 

tc,l,em our noble host, Mirsahib ordered a large decanter of Hunza wine that had been 
His ~ o y a l  Highness. Mqjor made by the natives of every village from the abundant crops of 

Grneml Mohamed Jamal Khan, several varieties of grapes grown throughout Hunza. They all say 
MirofHu11za State, arconl- that it keeps them warm and contented throughout the long and 

parlied b!/ His Rani fto!re) and winter 
three of  his daughters. Needless 

to say. emotions mri high.for The Karakoram Glaciers of Nagar being our prime objective, 
ILs as the l l ,~ ,~roming  we were impatient to learn more about the organizational details 
f01lou~d MY wjfe, ~ ~ 1 ~ " .  and 1 of our modest expedition into the frozen wilderness of Nagar 

are s a t e d  to the right State. Sensing my impatience. His Highness spoke up with 
Photo b ! ~  Edward F. Noack assurance, "All arrangements have been completed with per- 

mission granted for you to enter restricted areas near the 
frontier. But you must remain here with us  for, say, three days to 
rest and enjoy yourselves belore proceeding into Nagar. I will 
communicate with His Highness. Shaukat Ali today, and he will 

Htrnza Palace's ornate li~qing 
be glad to know that you have arrived. He will have your bearers 

room, b!, Eduarrl F, Noark and cook ready. We have your storm tent, equipment, and food 
supplies in order. Sultan Ali will go a s  your liaison official." 
Needless lo say, we were elated over that cheerful news. 

While we were keen to make an early start for the wilderness 
of Nagar. we were, nevertheless, pleased since there is always 
something of interest to keep one occupied in the environs of 
Baltit. We were interrupted by a stately uniformed bearer 
announcing dinner, a welcome signal for healthy appetites that 
had been building up within 11s since early morning. 

Entering the imposing walnut paneled dining room with line 
Yarkand carpets underfoot, we were totally overcome. A luxurl- 
ous adornment of Russian chinaware, silver and a large assort- 
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caravans to start operating again?" I asked. His Highness 
answered. "You are aware that Pakistan Army Engineers are 
building a new jeep road from Gilgit to the Chinese border 
through Hunza. This road will connect with the Chinese jeep 
road lrom Kashgar, through the Pamirs to the Hunza frontier. 
When the two roads are completed. trade will commence. I am 
not sure when that day will come, but  It is not far off. The 
Chinese road crews have, in fact, crossed the frontier and are 
pressing on toward Ballit." 

As 1 walked over to my quarlers that night. I was plainly 
disturbed by the thought that sleepy and peacelul old Hunza, 
lying remote and isolated within the massive Great Karakoram 
Range. was awakening lo the march of time. I pondered. 'Will a 
modern way of life add to its already happy existence? Would an  
active trade route with distant lands and strange peoples 
improve their simple and adequate econom)/r" Hunza will. 
event~~ally, be linked by agoodjeep road not only lo Pakistan, but 
to China a s  well. The benefits to come might well be of major 
importance to both lands. 

11 A Feudal Fortress Resounds 
its Stormy Past 

After a n  early breakfast. Ken and Bill were eager to start off for 
nearby Ultar Glacier high above the old Hunza Citadel. Having 
already been there. I was content to bide my time visiting old 
friends and landmarks in Baltit. On the way to the old lortress I 
noticed a gathering of native women. Their handsome gowns 
and exquisite needlepoint caps unmistakably identified them a s  
Hunza residents. They were birsily engaged in the operation of 
some kind of appliance, and a s  I drew closer. I discovered it to be 
a hand-operated sewing machine of a n  early vintage. Each 
woman had a piece orcloth or agarment  in hand awaitinga turn 
at the machine. I t  became apparent that my presence was 
objected lo, so I moved away next to a n  elderly gentleman who 
stood nearby. 1 inquired or him through my bearer a s  to the use 
of the machine by so many women. He answered, "We are 
r o r t ~ ~ n a l e  to have one of these machines; many of our  villagers 
are not so well equipped and the women mils1 stitch by hand." I t  
occurred lo me that there remained much to be done in the way 
of foreign aid lo make life more interesting, i f  not easier. for 
those patient natives. 
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The 500-year-old fortress-castle of the Hunza Thums  and Mirs 
stands astride a dominating knoll above the village near the 
mouth of Ultar Nullah (chasm). I t  commands a n  unobstructed 
view of great expanse on three sides. On the fourth, a n  un- 
approachable clifr and inaccessible mountain ramparts provide 
for an  impregnable site for the mountain redoubt of a feudal 
chieftain. And feudal chieftains they were In bygone days- the 
autocratic rulers of Hunza State. 

But the glory of the site is the mew of lush, terraced, a u t i ~ m n -  
colored orchards backed by towering ice-clad peaks and spires 
around the compass. from the 25.000 foot heights of Boiohagur- 
doanas Sar  (mountain of the flying horses) and the Bulbirli 
Mutin steeple immediately behind the fortress, to the grand 
array or Hispar's frozen giants and the majestic Rakaposh~ 
Range of Nagar State. 

The old fortress in its dominating position hovers over a 
quaint group of mud and stone dwellings housing over one-half 
of Baltit's population. In times of peril during tribal raids of the 
past century, residing close to the impregnable walls of the old 
bastion had distinct advantages. Its reputed capacity to hold and 
house fifteen hundred souls made i t  a safe haven for the natives 
who would haslen to it for protection at the toll of the great 
warning bell atop the fortress cupola. The same bell sounds its 
toll today, but not a s  a warning of impending danger. Its former 
use has been silenced by the peaceful relations that have existed 
between the frontier rival states for nearly eighty years. 

Minor neighborly warlare between the natives of Hunza and 
Nagar was frequent i r l  the nineteenth century. But when 
confronted with a common foe the two sides always joined 
forces, hand in hand, and fought a s  a single unit in a n  effort to 
save their independence. 

Upon entering the massive main doonvay of heavy wooden 
planks set in a six-foot-thick stone and timbered wall, and 
passlng through numerous other openings w ~ t h i n ,  one must 
bend over repeatedly in order to avo~d  serioils head injuries. The 
reason for this unusual construction was to slow the enemy as 
they attempted to gain access to the fortress interior during 
fei~dal wars. Steeply pitched ladders provided access to upper 
stories and galleries until. finally, the roof would be reached. At 
the roofs western extremity is a large room, ornate with oriental 
carvings and ibex horns. This room was the living quarters of 
former Mirs and Thums. A portrait of Her Majesty. Q u e e ~ i  
Victorla, hangs on a wall. On another wall hangs one of His 
Highness. Mir Ghazan Khan. 

I f  the walls of that room could only speak and reveal the story 
of Lhe fortress a s  tt unfolded dc~ring five long cenli~ries! A 
listener might be privy lo some of the infamous plans of the 
tyrant ruler Mir Safdar Ali Khan and his brigands, who 
organized raids on camel caravans that carried goods in trade 
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from Yarkand lo India over the Pamirs and the Karakoram 
Pass Another wall niighl reflect Safdar Ali's barbaric schemes or 
palricide and fratracide lo enable llim to ascend lo the Hunza 
throne. Idis  hatred and dislrust for the British can be compared 
10 that or the mouse for the cat. It was from that room that he 
sent his warning to Colonel Durand in the year 1890. He 
threatened that if Hunza were troubled by the British. he would 
personally see that Durand's head was severed from his body 
and delivered on a platter to the Vice Royalty in India. The effect 
or cl\,ilization and law and order on this tyrant was but a thin 
veneer in his remote environment. 

Not merely a conspirator of plunder and slave trade, Safdar Ali 
conlrlved in the year 1888 to dally with Russia's Captain 
Grombchevsky. With a bodyguard of Cossacks. Grombchevsky 
sallied forth over the frozen Pamirs, across the British-India 
Front~er into Hunza and Baltit for the express purpose of laying 
groundwork. with the aid of Safdar Ali. to gain a foothold for the 
Soviets in their expansionist designs south of the Hindu Kush. 
But Colonel Dirrand soon thereafter changed Mir SaCdar Ali's 
m ~ n d  by storming his forts a t  Nilt and Miaun, capturing them 
and later entering Ballit and Nagar in December 1891 for 
complete \Sclory. 

The rilfflan n ~ l e r  and his retinue orservants were forced to flee 
for their lives into China's Sinkiang by a brilliant British-India 
mil~tary campaign led by Colonel Durand. I t  musl have been 
somewhat embarrass~ng for Safdar Ali and his followers to be 
forced to flee his impregnable mountain redoubt, carrying with 

A po,,mtr orMohnmpd NTnim hini not only his treasurers, but the wife of the Hunza Wazir a s  
Kltart, / i i - m e r ~ t r o r ~ k ~ n ~ n .  well. He was forced to cross the formidable Pamir Steppe into 
Pholo by  Edumrd N-A Chinese territory at  a rate of speed somewhat unbecoming to a 

ruler who always took great pride in claiming decendency from 
so formidable a warrior a s  Alexander the Great. 

Wh~le Mir Safdar All was undoubtedly a tyrant whose treach- 
e n .  plundering, and arrogance toward the British caused 
Colonel Durand to depose him. the natives of Hunza and Nagar 
canriot be judged too severely for carrying out the infamous acts 
he and other despots commanded. They had followed orders 
upon penalties of punishment and even death. 

It was wilhin that Ballit castle where Istood that thedignified 
and capable Motlamed Na~in i  Khan. grandfather of His High- 
ness. the presenl Mlr, thereafter with the ~nfluence of British- 
I n d ~ a  became thr Mir or Hunza State and its ruler for the 
follo\ving fortv-seven years until his death on July 23. 1938 An 
at1 (ocratlc ruler. a s  were his anceslors, he was capable and 
bent>\.olenl He was also clier~shcd by his subjects. His reign and 
the concoin~lanl snforcenient of Pax Brillanica brought an  end 
lo l r~bal  warfare. caravan plunder and slave trade. Sovirl 
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Frontier States of Hunza and Nagar. Progress and law and order 
followed. The calm remains to this day. His Royal Highness. 
Mirsahib Mohamed Jamal Khan now rides with a benevolence 
and ability rarely found in a n  autocratic state. e , ,  - - 

I was about to descend the ladder steps lrom the old fortress , d-. 
roof when my eyes were directed to the brilliant pink glow of the 
magnificent Golden Parri at sundown. Its base was our god  in 
Nagar State. Towering more than 23.000 feet. its snowboirnd 
sirmmit stood radiant, etched against the evening sky. 

I had hoped and prayed for Mirsahib Shairkat Ali's consen t 
' 

permitting us  to reach thal majestic landmark in the very heart 
of the Great Karakorams. From my vantage point I was ' 

surro~rnded by icy peaks and spires thal pierced the blue sky to 
over 25.000 feet above the sea. Only the distant Golden F'arri 
fascinated me. For after all. i t  was the breeding ground of the icy 
flows of remote Sumaiyar Bar and Miar Glaciers. among the 
most imposing and irnexplored frozen I ributaries of the Hispar 
complex. As I left the old lortress. I pondered over the excitement 
to come next day upon our arrival in Nagar Village and later in 
our faraway camps in the wilderness of the frozen Karakorams. The.famous Golden Pam fising 

to 24.000.feet above the source 
of the Sumiyar Bar glacier. 
Photo by Edward F. Noack 

2 A Marital Ceremony 
Alerts Us 

Bill and Ken had already returned from Ultar Glacier when I 
arrived at our q ~ a r t e r s .  We were weary from our eventful day. 
and expected to enjoy a spell of relaxation before supper. But 
unfortunately, that was not to be our lot. Weird strains ofAsian 
music filtering u p  through the tree covered terraces from far 
below alerted us  lo a tamasha (lestivity) o l  apparent importance 
at a nearby village. 

And so i t  proved to be. after we had fairly llown downhill over 
terrace after steep terrace and across one swift water course 
after another until directed by the wailing of trumpets. the 
whine of string instruments and the beat of drums. We 
eventirally arrived near the village of Ganesh (golden). There 
before our eager eyes we spotted the brilliantly-colored gowns of 
a group of women who darted away from u s  down a rock-walled 
lane and into a spacious courtyard s i~rrounded by a nirmber of 'load ?IHis  Royal 
stone dwellings. Highness. Mir of Hunza. His 

lovely Rani flotlel stands the Sure enoi~gh. this was the site of a wedding party nearing the ~oLrrth~rro,,~ 
end of the first part of a two-day ceremonial feast.We were met a t  'photo by Edward F. ~~~~k 
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The sound orstrange tribal 
music taunted our ears a s  we 
rested a1 Karirnabad Hunza. 

Curiosity led us to investigate 
11s origin in the nearby village 

o f  Ganesh. There LLP-found a 
u'eddir~g in-full swing. 

Pholo b y  Edward F. Noack 

the huge entrance gate by a group of village elders. They cordially 
invited LIS to Join them in the festive occasion. But the women 
folk covered their faces and scurried away to rooftops or more 
remote spots in the courtyard. Besides the bride and groom and 
their families. there were probably close to one hundred guests 
all attired in thelr rinest garments of native homespun fabrics. 
The menfolk seemed delighted that we three foreigners were 
witness to their festivities, but most of the women seemed far 
from pleased. As we understood through our bearer-interpreter. 
the program for the day had been devoted to various activities 
including a sp~r i ted  dance contest. This colorrul event was 
underway a s  we entered. with dancers swinging to the wail and 
rhythm of the village six-piece orchestra. Singles. pairs and 
groups cornpeted before a cheering audience who ate heart~ly 
from a variety of snacks. delicious fruits, and nu t s  spread out on 
tables before 11s. They insisted that we join in on the food and 
fun before leaving for our quarters. We witnessed a number of 
events and sampled a variety of refreshments. As dusk ap- 
proached, we prepared to depart, but not before being informed 
or the program to follow later in the evening. A great feast was 
scheduled to take place after nightfall. The revel would last 
through the mldnight hour until dawn, and would be ~n te r -  
r~rpted at intervals by toasts and speeches by some of the elders. 
Weddinfigifis from family and friends would be ollered. We were 
told that the traditional apricot tree. fully grown and on a small 
plot of ground, would be the choice gift from the groom's 
parents. Goats, fowl and foodstuffs were also on the list of gifts. 

The following day (for the benefit of those weary souls who had 
been awake all night) would be devoted to less vigorous activity 
and a more sober ritual. All of this was to be climaxed by a 
serious parting ceremony p r ~ o r  to the honeymoon in which the 
bride's rnothef, by custom. would play the important role of 
attendant and chaperone by accompanying the newlyweds for 
the span of their honeymoon holiday. The description or this 
un~rsual  custom nearly inspired u s  to bring forlh some sug- 
gestive questions a s  to the reasons for and the expediency of 
mother-in-law intrusions into such intimate adventure a s  the 
honeymoon. We held our  tongues and begged to be exc~rsed. We 
corclially bowed out of the courtyard and wound our way steeply 
i~pward some twelve hundred feet, to arrive a t  Karimabad in 
lime to prepare for supper with Mirsahib and family. 
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18 A Stately Feast Preceeding 
Our Departure for the 

~8ga.r Glaciers 

Supper was announced by the palace bearers a t  seven-thirty. 
As we passed through the extensive corridor from living room to 
family dining room, our attention was drawn to a pair of Marco 
Polo Sheep trophies that adorned the wall. Family heirlooms. 
firearms, archery artifacts and portraits of ancestors decorated 
others. We noted that the elaborate appointments of the midday 
dinner hour were cast aside: we were to dine in traditional Asian 
family style in the palace supper room before a roaring chimney 
fire. We sat  on the floor, which was covered wall-to-wall with fine 
oriental Khotan and Yarkand carpets of soft color and intricate 
design. We stretched our legs under a huge twelve-inch-high 
table spread with fine linens, silver and china. Platters and bowls 
were heaped high wilh delicious oriental and native Hunza 
foods. The table was round. so  we sat where we wished. There is. 
of course, no place of preference a t  a round table. and this helped 
break the conventional seating formality so unnecessary to a 
group of hungry guests. 

A variety of tempting wild game and exotic orienlal foods 
spread before our eyes whetted our appetites. Chi~tneys,  spices 
and native condiments were available to enhance flavor, We 
discovered that a dish's flavor was not totally entrusted to the 
taste buds of the palace cook in the stone kitchen building.That 
privilege was brought to the table for each individual taste. All 
the delicate spicy ingredients were there. We simply sampled 
each one, mixed them according to taste on 0111- platrs. and 
gently dipped each morsel into a concoction ofour own creation.. 
It was a novel experience, at least for us. 

Out in the little stone kitchen away from the palace building. 
we had often watched the cooks practice the fine art  of oriental 
cooking on the l i i~ge wood-burning stone and c!ay stove. A big 
fire for the largest pots. medium fire for smaller ones, and red- 
hot coals for the smallest pots and for roasting kabobs. We 
watrhed the rooks at critical moments. a s  they made decisions 
ovel- the fying,  boiling. broiling and baking foods. When the 
Ilroper moment arrived. the foods were removed I'rom the fire 
and garnished with the variety of spicy seasonings. Of course. 
the coolts were careful to allow for thc find flavol- to be made a t  

The Mir of  Hunza's private 
bakenj in Karimabad. Hunza. 
A variety or breads and the 
staple-chapattis-are being 
baked.ror dinner. to be served 
while still warm. 
Photo by Edward F. Noack 



His Highness Moharned Jamal 
Khan fleftI, and m y  good 

.friend Shah Khan ulith his 
son arid hunting dog. Rusty. 

ail enjoying a n  evrelient early the table by each individual according to his fancy. Watching 
morning duck shoot near Past:. those master cooks deeply occupied in their culiriary art, at  the 

LinleGhldal .  same lime inhaling the savory fumes emanating therefrom, built 
Photo b y  Edward F. Noark up  within u s  appetites capable of consuming all the exotic 

delicacies laid before us. 
Prince Chazanfar. Mirsahib's eldest son and heir to the Hunza 

royal title. provided u s  with appropriate musical selections on 
his guitar a t  intervals during supper while all engaged in 
informal conversation and enjoyed the delicious foods. I was 
astonished by the prince's knowledge of the latest popular music 
from the west. He played one of Elvis Presley's songs and  even 
knew some of the strains from Ricky Nelson. 

We arose gorged from the festive supper. Before retiring. His 
Highness Mirsahib led u s  into his trophy room to inspect a 
plentifi~l supply of staple foodstufls that had been laid out for 
our expedit~on. He left the room niomenlarily and returned with 
two fat, freshly shot, wild geese and a tub o fyak  butter to add to 
our larder. These were the foods, among others, that would really 
suslain LIS in the chill or Nagar's icy wilderness. After a careful 
inventory of sirpplies and camp equipment, and at  a later hour 
lhan planned, we retired with the pr&spect ofadventure in mind 
until sleep finally took over. 
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A Strange Illusion at 
Hispar Crossing 

Morning broke with a c.loudlrss sky. A frosty ,landscape 
s ~ r r r o ~ ~ n d e d  us. Wr arose a1 an early hour and breakfaslcd while 
our jeep was taking on thc precious cargo [or our  sunrival. 
Sultan Ali arrived and boarded while we bade our  devoted and 
gracious royal hosts a warm rarewell. Mirsahib wished u s  
srlccess and a safe return to Karimabad later. Then we wound 
our way along a narrow trail steeply downward toward Canesh 



Cms/r~g Iht, H l s p r  Ri~per 
bt7111~eer~ Knrlninbnd. Hunzn 
n r ~ d  Nngnr can be a h n r m ~ ~ ~ l n g  
c:\-lx'rlt*rrt.c. T l~ t~ . loo l  plo ri k.5 arc, 
rrr~c~?c'nl!/ sprtccd. Orrt. rn~rsl bc 
nlcfl  nrrd t ig l~ l l ! l  11old I l i r  
~ ~ o r i t i r ~ ~ i c ~ l l ! l  s r ~ n ! / i r ~ g  11n11d 
1.n1)lt.s slc,ppir~g ncc~~rnt t . lg onto 
1Iir.lm)l planks lo riinke n 
s~rccc'ssl~rl crossirig. 
", .-,.. L . .  E d l ~ n r d  F. Nonck 

G .' . ,-.&'-L, ~ L- - - ,  

(golden) Village and the Wunza River cable bridge. No Soreigner 
nor I-csident is permitted to pass beyond the north portal ofthat  
bridge \\rithoul official permission from both Mirs oSHunza and 
Nagar. That formality was settled well in advance oS our arrival. 
As nre rambled up to the lonely guardhouse, we were duly 
s~rmtnoned across into Nagar Stale by the Hunza guard. The 
treacherous winding trail gave us  the same gasping thrills a s  
experienced on Ihe Hr~nza Road, but the really hazardous stretch 
\\.as behind us  in less than a n  hour. 

We came to a n  abrupt halt at trail's end some two hundred feet 
abo\rr a s~~spiciotrs-loolting rope bridge that spanned th r  swiftly 
Ilo\\,ing Hispal- River. 'l'his was to be where mechanical transport 
ended and trekking began. a trek that was to last for the 
remaining days of our  ad\ le~~ture .  Soon we were grceted by 
shouts Ilom four of our Nagar bearers who raced rrphill to our 
assistance. Thev quicltly bound and roped our equipment into 
equal loads, listing them onto their backs: then they were oST 
down the steep embankment towards the crossing. Two hand 
and t\\'o Soot ropes Cormed the suspension. As I inspected more 
caref~rlly. I noticed that Sour-inch-wide wooden slats. unevenly 
spared at about 16- i~i r l i  centers. Sor~ned the steps. These were 
Sastcned ralhcr haphazardly to the lower ropes, which in turn 
\irere serurecl to the hand ropes above. The whole structure 
loolted sale enough il' only one could hold on tightly while 

Eri rolirc, 1ri>r11 K(~r i r r r~ i l j r~d .  111irrzc1 10 flit* Mir i ! /  ~ { I I I I Z C I ' S  l ~ ~ i r i f i r ~ g  loclgc, i l l  G111nrlt. 1,illlr G l i ~ ! j n l .  ' f ' l l r~  1~1rrk.s 
i)I c8.\ccll~~rrr d ~ i c k .  qoov8, chikkor, nnrl 1hc.x h ~ ~ r ~ f i n g  It9rra c,r!jo~lcrl. l 'hc n ~ ~ l l ~ o r  arid his t c ~ ! / t ~  nio~rntcd bchind 
1111, Ir~rrlc, hlcrc k 11crk in f I i ( . lorc~gro~~nd. Ollier ir)rrsfi f trcr~ls ir~c.lud(' r i ~c~n~h r r s  o / l h c  No! ln l , fan~l l ! l  ( ~ f l ~ l t r r ~ x f l  
f i r1r1 f l i f , ir % , ~ Y I  111.5 ctrifl l~(>rrrc~r.\. 1'11i11o 111) I~c,(rrc~r 
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planning with sufficient accuracy to step exactly on the center of 
an Llnevenly-spaced plank each time. Also to be accounted for. I 
noticed, was a swaying, somewhat bouncing rhythm caused by 
the bearers a s  they crossed. As I stood on the bank studying the 
contraption in preparat~on to taking off, 1 carefully watched a s  
one of the loaded native bearers ran across without hesitation. 
That gave me a sense of secur~ty  that I would have no problem in 
reaching the far bank. Inshallah (Cod willing). 1 soon lost that 
sense of security when 1 spotted one of the slats move somewhat 
out of place a s  I prepared to cross. I thought of swimming the 
turbulent Hispar, but then I noticed Ken and Bill crossing with 
no apparent concern. 1 followed with no further fear until I 
reached midstream and made the mistake of looking down 
between the slats into fast-moving water. The next thing I 
noticed. the bridge and I were moving upstream a t  a n  alarming 
rate of speed while the water was standing still. I t r ~ e d  my best to 
rationalize this strange ~llusion. Then I looked u p  away from the 
water and made it over without further confusion. It was a relief 
to stand on good old terra firma again. 

05 A Chained Ibex Stands Guard 
at Palace Gate 

Our route took u s  three miles almost straight up on foot over a 
narrow path within thewalls ofHispar Nullah (chasm), then into 
a steady climb through lush terraced apr~cot .  apple and mixed 
almond orchards. We finally broke out of dense cover into the 
Nagar polo field. Between two parallel rows of tall century-old 
poplar trees, there appeared in the distance a walled courtyard 
and the palace residence of His Highness. Brigadier Shaukat Ali. 
ruler of Nagar State. Our bearers came to a halt and dropped 
their heavy loads on the veranda of the stone guest q l~a r t e r s  near 
the end of the polo field. Our sleeping bags were spread out on 
charpoys (beds) before a n  open fireplace already lighted for our  
comfort. Tea and sweet biscuits were soon brought u p  to help 
revive 11s while kettles of hot water were prepared for a refresh- 
Ing clean-up. Our arrival was then announced to His Highness. 

Approaching the palace compound gate. we were e n c o ~ ~ n t e r e d  
by Mirsahib's pet ibex standing proudly on guard. He was a burly 
fellow with a good forty-inch set of horns. I attempted to be 
friendly and gave him a pat on the head, but he would have none 
of i t ,  a s  evidenced by his hostlle reatlion. Thereafter. 1 preferred 
to keep my distance. 
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M!y son. 8111. sealed in tht7 
spacious litling m r n  r)/ Nagar 

Palace. Four u'ell-mounted 
Kashrnir slag trophies stared at  

trs./mm thc,./ar  all a s  though 
uTr had startled them b y  our 

approach. 
Photo bg Kerineth B. Noack 

Our noble host came forward lo greet us  and stepped up onto 
the veranda. 'Welcome to Nagar." he said. "I am pleased that you 
arrived safely." I replied. "It is a pleasure and a privilege to be 
here." It had been nearly eight years since I had visited His 
Highness at his winter residence a t  Chault. I had never set foot 
in Nagar Village before. Entering a n  imposing hallway after 
introducing my sons. I was fascinated by the line collection of 
antique firearms and archery artifacts that decorated the 
spacioirs walls. I assumed that these were relics of early racial 
warfare in the Northwest Frontier slates. An ancient musket 
attracted Iny attention because of its huge dimensions-at least 
eight Feet from muzzle to butt-a formidable weapon. Its owner 
must have been a fearsome creature. 

As \ve approached the huge living room, four well-mounted 
Kashmir stag trophies stared straight a t  u s  from the far wall a s  
though wc had startled them by our  appearance. A number of 
priceless antique swords. knives and d a g e r s ,  all lamily heir- 
looms. were attractively arranged on the walls. An especially fine 
photo enlargement of His Highness' grandfather. the distin- 
g~rished Sikander Khan, hung prominently on a n  end wall along 
wit 11 photos of other dignitaries. Well-arranged red velvet- 
upholstered chairs and divans placed around the room's perim- 
eter over a huge oriental carpet gave warmth and a stately 
appearance to this regal dwelling in lonely Nagar Kingdom. 

16 Remote Nagar State Resists 
the March of Time 

Isolated Nagar State can easily be located on the map of 
Pakistan's Northwest Frontier Province. It lies south of the 
H~rnza River in the heart of the Great Karakoram Icefields, well 
secluded lrom the Hunza Road and the ancient Gilgit-Kashgar 
caravan trail north of the rlver in Hunza State. Looking away in 
the opposite direction. inaccessible icebound mountain ram- 
parts and perpetually frozen valleys form a protective barrier on 
three sides. I t  appears irnlikely that Nagar's peaceful solitirde will 
ever be invaded. 

Strolling through the many terraced vales of Nagar, we came 
upon one of those spectacles that gives this tiny principality its 
ind~viduality of landscape. Crumbling and terrifying precipices. 
horrlfy~ng lo the ~~naccus tomed  eye, were adorned with pic- 
t~~resclue  stone and mud dwellings that perched frighteningly 
close to (he abyss of verticle canyon walls and the confining 
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glaciers below. It was a staggering picture to behold. Merely to 
wander through the gardens of some or those homesteads 
requires courage and a command or one's laculties: beware. 
anyone afflicted with vertigo. 

Nagar settlement itself is located on the westerly part of Lhe 
crest of a monstrous ancient moralne, the terminus or the 
Hispar-Hopar glacial complex. The Hispar River emerges from 
this black icy conglomerate lo join the Hunza River below the 
village of Baltit. It is surprising that  mature and  accustomed 
natives survive a lifetime, to say nothing or the little children 
who play their games percariously close to the brim of seemingly 
bot tomless canyons. 

Stone. mud, and wattle walls surround every homestead. The 
sides next to the path have stall-like recesses every hundred 
yards or so  which make a convenient latrine for the weary 
wayfarer. Sanitary inspectors are  unknown in these inaccess~ble 
parts. 

In the sprawling valley of five quaint  little villages along the 
Hopar glacier and moraine, one is  charmed by the impressive 
combination of neatly placed, terraced orchards, and  fields of 
shimmering golden millet and autumn-colored fruit trees and  
shrubbery. All is surrounded by canyon walls reaching u p  to ice- 
clad peaks and crags that  tower through drifting clouds to pierce 

Dr~lng.Jfufts and grains on the mofs oqTdwellings in the Nagar Valleg. The square r e f  top holes act a s  
chimney urnts.for thc interior kllchen.pres. Photo by  Kenneth B Noack 
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a blur sky above. As i f  to complete a n  already amazing scene, a 
hrlge f r o ~ e n  river or pure white pinnacled ice grinds its course 
e\cr so slowly to destruction in a terminal morraine of geologic 
chaos. Add to this unusual scene contented natives spreading 
their newly harvested walnuts and grains on sunny rooftops to 
d v :  others loaded down with huge baskets of pumpkins and 
apples to be stored for winter use while the others wander along 
rock-walled lanes in a carefree and jovial spirit. That makes up a 
picturc of village life In Nagar State. Their economy is almost 
entirely dependent upon farming and the raising of livestock. 

At Rattullo \illage. I inquired of a n  old-timer handling a 
winnowing tray. 'What kind of grain are you separating?" He 
answered. "That is buckwheat, one of our most important foods. 
I have only just started harvesting a field that must yield enough 
to last until next autumn for my family." He told me he was 
d r y ~ n g  his apricots, walnuts and other crops to supplement the 
staplc p i n s ,  but that soon he must gather u p  his flock ofgoats 
from the almost barren mountainside so that they might feed 
upon the orchard leaves now beginning to drop to the ground. 

17 Mir Shaukat Ali Reveals 
an Exciting Plan 

A1 the dinner table that night we relaxed while conversation 
centered on a n  early morning start for our objective, the glacial 
\vilderness 01' the Karakoram. His Highness spoke up. "We have 
strong and capable bearers ready for you. We have prepared a 
supply of fresh vegetables, apples. dried apricots, mutton and 
ricr. I have a suggestion to make for your adventurous trek- 
votl will remember the account of the famous Conway British 
&slxdiiion to my country in the year 1892. They visited the 
t3arp~1 and were the first foreigners to see that most beautiful 
part o r  my whole domain. Excepting a small Swiss party to later 
\isit the Barpu glaciers. Conway's was the only one. You will be 
the first Westerners to discover the upper Barpu complex of 
gl;~c.icrs i f  you arc successlul in reaching the Phar Phari yak 
hvrclcrs' stone h~11. Besides, you must go on up past Sumaiyar 
Har and Miar glaciers to Girgandil at the foot of Golden Parri. I 
wish  yo^^ success. No foreigners have, a s  yet, penetrated that far." 

Thai was enough to whet our aspirations to become glacier 
esplorrrs. His Highness seemed well pleased with our en- 
th~rsiasm. Moreover, it ended my concern. It provided the 
aulhorily I had anx io~~s ly  awaited to penetrale the Nagar ice- 
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fields right up  to the remote Golden Parri, well into the Hispar 
complex. His Highness then volunteered to provide six bearers 
and one of his best rooks, Hor Ali, who had been a s  far a s  the 
lower Sumaiyar Bar. We felt ourselves fortunate to have reliable 
men and a leader familiar with the route. We would trek the 
entire distance. 

It was reassuring to know that Hor Ali had been selected to be 
our g n ~ d e  and leader a s  well a s  cook. He had visited most of the 
area on our itinerary. I did not approve o fan  alternate guide who 
was originally selected because he impressed me a s  a man of 
contemplation rather than of action. We had no time for 
pondering or meditation. 

08 Ancient Trade Routes and 
Predatory Natives 

That afternoon His Highness invited u s  for a short  walk in the 
direction of our  objective. It gave 11s a n  opportunity to view some 
of the mountain giants of the Choga Lungma Group that formed 
a backdrop above the upper Barpi1 glacier Tar away to the south- 
east. Conversalion drifted to the nearby Hispar- that enormous 
ice flow lying in the very heart of Karakoram's lofty heights. In 
centuries past there were two well-known routes Trom Nagar to 
Baltistan. One wound over the hazardous Hispar Glacier and  
pass, down the Biafo to Askole and  on to Skardu. The other route 
traversed the shorter but even more hazardous Nushik La (pass) 
to Arandu and Skardu. Before the year 1890. caravan plunder 
and raids upon villages in Baltislan were commonplace. The 
niaurai~ders were the natives of Hunza and Nagar: the victims. 
those of the Baltistan villages and  the traders of China's 
Sinkiang and India's bazaars. Those perilous routes were 
apparently of little concern to the fearless natives whose raiding 
activities were partially prompted by a n  insi~fficiency of food. In 
a land composed largely of stone and ice, little wonder that there 
was not enough arable soil to go around. 

A Nagar legend with i~ndoubteclly a valid background de- 
scri l~es a famoils raid led b~ Wazir tlollo and  several hundred 
natives from the villages. who crossed the Hispar glacier and  
pass and followed the BiaCo to descend upon Skardu. Hollo and  
his tirccl and hungry Inen arrived near Askole after their 
incredible orcleal, but  were routecl and forced back by Balti 
natives who had been alerted to the pending raid. Fatigued and  
defeated by its ~nisfortuiie. Hollo's party was ill-prepared for 
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return over the dangerous frozen route. The legend contends 
(ha( all but Hollo and a few of his followers perished during a 
snow storm in the frozen wastes of the great Hispar Glacier. I1 is 
a dismal story but then. the snowy Hispar is a dismal. icy waste. 

The natives o f q i ~ a i n l  lillle Nagar State have come a long way 
since the plundering days of the last century. As in Hunza, they 
live peacefully with strong family ties, a sense of responsibility 
and a com~nitment to long hours of hard work. 

Autocrat Rules Kingdom 
on Foot 

"How do you manage to keep in touch with your people in the 
many small villages of your mountainous stale?" I asked His 
Highness. "Many of them come to Nagar Village to report to me." 
he answered. "but I manage to visit every village and family in my 
domain each year. I must see. personally. that my people are 
provided for and that justice is carried out in case of arguments 
over Lind and water rights. Then there are other civil cases 
w11ic.h require time and deliberation.When you return lrom your 
expedition. I will have left for my winter residence in Chault. I 
will walk the thirty-five miles in six or seven days, stopping a t  
every \illage en route to attend to State Affairs. 1 must settle 
problems arising amongst my subjects and try to keep both 
sides happy. That is one of my important duties." 

Suppertime provided for final decisions and the shrewd advice 
of Mirsahib a s  to our adventurous penetration of the Kara- 
korams. He ordered one of his bearers to bring before u s  a huge 
tray of edibles. One glance convinced me that we would not 
perish from hunger even i f  we lost our  way. Besides a hind 
cluarter of mutton. there were fresh vegetables and plenty of 
dried apricots, onions and apples. With the addition of supplies 
brought over from Hunza, we had foodstuffs sufficient for 
several weeks. There was no concern now that we might run 
short of provisions. a comfortable disclosure that put us  a t  rest 
for a good night's sleep. Our quarters in the palace compound 
giresl house had most of the comforts we could reasonably ask 
for. As we entered from the large veranda, a glowing fireplace 
reflecled welcome heat. Our goosedown sleeping bags were 
spread out on felt numdas (rugs) atop charpoys (beds). Before 
retiring. I walked out onlo the veranda. I stood in the starlighl 
darkness with the sprawling village of Nagar before me. There 
was not the fainlesl sound to be heard-only profound silence. 
The larniliar voice of a child, bark of dog. weird strains of tribal 
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Rul there t h q  lay, tried and true, accepting the life-sustaining 
\i,alrr from (heir e q ~ ~ a l l y  complex systems ofcanals leading up t i  
the snout of a glacier. When thirty thousand people live in a land 
that is colnposed predo~ninantly of stone and ice. they must 
come irp wit11 a solution lo their problems in order to survive. 
And this they have done with remarkable skill. The bumper 
crops witnessed attest to the genius or Hunza and Nagar's 
~rnlir ing natives. 

As \Ire passed through Hakalshal village, a generous housewife 
dressed in a colorful, pretty gown came out to the path and 
ol'fered 11s heaping liandrirls of walnirts. I gladly accepted and 
returned witli a rupee note. She politely declined. When I 
persisted, her husband came LIP and motioned a firm "No." It 
appears that these generous people take pride in olfering a gift 
wil I 1  no t hought of a reward. She wanted us  to enjoy her orleering 
wilhoul p a - v e n t .  One of our bearers stopped to pick up a sack of 
buc.k\i.lieat flour lor our already bulging larder. The last of the 
quaint little farm setllements. Holshal, some six miles to theeast 
of Nagar Village, was reached well before noon. Drawing closer to 
our spectacular icebound Karakoram objective, we were 
fascinated bv the commanding scenery that surrounded us.The 
dramatic Hunza spires. rising steeply lo over 25.000 feet. 
revealed their needle-like sirmmits above billowy clouds far 
behind us. 

The natives of rural Nagar reside in hu t s  of stone and mud 
\viltioirl \ifindows and us~rally one doorway Tor entrance and exit. 
A hole in the roof allows lor escape of smoke from the cooking 
and heating fires placed in the center of the living room. Five 
months or the year, lemperatures at night often drop to zero and 
belo\v. Only the ruling lamily, their servants, and a few village 
Lambardars leave for the more moderate climate of Chault some 
(hirt!!-fi\,e miles away and nearly two thousand feet lower in 
ele\,ation. The rest of Nagar's population hibernates within the 
(hick stone walls of their dwellings, emerging only if necessary. 

21 Lonely Barpu. Abode of Ice 

As ure climbed up onto a vantage point before descendlng a 
narrow trail around an  escarpment leading to the Hopar Clacler. 
we \yere struck by a n  icy mass off to the south. Sultan All ably 
translated a s  I questioned Hor All. our leader. 'What do you call 
that tnountain?" "Bualtar Chish (mountain). sahib." he replied. 
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I had hoped for the answer to be the Crown of Dirran. the 
clrsignation given by Conway in the year 1892 when he and his 
comrades looked straight up the Bualtar Glacier and felt 
compelled lo name the peaks they saw. The Crown orDirran. the 
[wo Burchi Peaks and the Emerald Pass are the names he 
confidenlly ascribed to those astonishing ice-clad massifs. 

Buallar Valley's glacier and icy heighls lured us  inlo its magic 
realm. We were not immune to (he rascinatingattraction that lay 
immediately belore LIS. So into its icy field we penetrated for 
nearly five miles over a narrow and  frightening path. At the foot 
or the greal iceCalls and seracs we halted abruptly for want of 
alpine equipment. Though we had none. we were not defeated. 
We sat in the shelter of a rocky cove for a full hour and reveled in  
the glory of' a frozen world. solid monuments of ice and stone 
silhouetted against a deep blue sky. 

Retracing our steps toward the village of Holshal. following the 
course of (he  Bualtar, we marveled a t  the flow or pure white 
pinnaclrd ice thal moved ever so  slowly in its tortuous course to 
i~n i l e  with the massive Barpu not far ahead. We had now seen 
first-hand the startling ice-age geology of the Hispar-Bualtar- 
Harp11 complex. 

"What do you call that pretty cullivation across the Bualtar?" 
I asked. "Sahib, we call that Shaltar and that is Shaltar Chish 
(mounla~n)  above." A native family had round a n  isolated 

Buallar Valley. its glacier 
and icy heights drerv 11s 
into its realm like a magnet. 
We penetrated over a narrorv 
and.frightening path-for 
nearly-flue miles. At the.foot 
of great ice-falls and seracs 
we were stopped-for need of 
alpine equipment but we 
were riot defeated. For a n  
hour we sat in the shelter 
o f a  rock cove and reveled 
in the g loq of still another 
ice world. 
Photo by Edward F. Noack 
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clcari~ig above the glacier and had settled in that loneIy dell to 
eltc or11 a li\ing on n tiny plot of fertile soil. 

Soon otlr r~ilhusiasrn dwindled a s  we departed the last vestige 
0 1  I I ; I I  i1.t' sc>t tlemcnls and started a sleep descent to the huge 
I I O I ) , I I .  ic.c,l.ic.ld o\.cr ;I s tccl)l~~ pi(c1ied narrow trail carved out of 
; ~ I I  csc,a~-pme~it face. I t  look me back several years lo a similarly 
1'1-iglilcning experience on the crumbling canyon walls of the 
I111nza Iiiver in Little Ghi~jal en route to the Pasu Mountains. I 
rt,c.allcd the advice given by the sure-fooled bearers: "Look ahead, 
Iic.\rcxr do\\rn" and "Keep your mind off menacing danger." To 
rcally c~ljo!~ this sorl of diversion over a Nagar trail. I decided, 
(a;.cs courage, composure and nerves of steel. Reaching the 
hc,t\qly rrevassed black ice field of the Hopar without event, we 
\\rot~nd our way in the lootsteps of faithful old Hor Ali and Sultan 
All llirotlgh seracs and around crevasse after crevasse of 
unknown depth. We arrived a t  our noontime tiffin (luncheon) 
sitc where (he t l ioughtf~~l bearers had carried sufficient 
(1iornb1-LIS~ for a small fire. We could see and scent the smoke a s  
\\re approached over the ice. A blazing fire cheered and warmed 
us  .ls we were handed cups of hot tea and sweet biscuits. Dried 
al~ricols and walrii~ls provided ample nourishment and the 
enel-cv necessary to carry us  through the afternoon stage to the 
B ~ I ~ L I - G i r a m  campsite. 

All told, i t  required one-and-one-half hours to cross the 
l o r l n o ~ ~ s  ice flow. Speculating on the thickness of the ice at mid- 
poilit. we agreed on approximately six hundred leet after 
rsamining (he pitch of the adjacent canyon walls. The distance 
across was not less than one-and-one-half miles. The view was 
no\\, obstructed in the direction of our objective by the canyon 
\\,ails of Rash Ridge on the east on Hispar side and a mighty 
rampart opposite. We had been guided most ol the morning by 

sigh1 of the Golden Parri in the distant background: it had 
senfed a s  our beacon ever since we left faraway Hunza Valley. I 
had great respect for Hor Ali's ability to lead u s  onward lo our 
objective in the heart of the Karakorani wilderness, which we 
\\,ere rapidly approaching. Still, there was need for orientation 
llirough landmarks rather than by compass or the memory of 
bearers in this almost unexplored maze of frozen rivers and 
lo\izering mountain heights. Walking ahead with Sultan Ali. I 
began lo sense the need for a halt and a check of our bearings. 
The bearers had gone on ahead to follow the right bank of the 
Barpt~.  "Hor Ali." I asked. "what name do you have for that high 
ridge over there on our lelt?" "That is Rash Ridge." he replied. 
"Hispar Village and glacier are directly across and a little larther 
on." My orientation agreed with his, and I went on with further 
questioning. "Alright, what is the name for the high mountain 
\If? see over (here?" Hor Ali, his face prematurely wisened and 
Surrowed, looked slraighl a1 me and answered. "Bualtar Chish 
( n i o ~ ~ n t a i n ) ,  a s  I told you before we crossed the B a r p ~ ~ . "  
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"Good news." I replied. "then our Golden Parri must be directly 
ahcad." 

"Yes. and (he glacier we are to follow u n t ~ l  tomorrow night we 
call lhc Harpu." answered Hor Ali. After all that, 1 fell silent. 
satisfied that we were on the right track. We had been trekking 
alongside the Barpu for over a n  hour without b e ~ n g  aware of it. 
A pressure ridge that had been created by the tremendous 
th i r~s l  of expanding ice from the massive glacier had tllted up 
the landscape along the Barpu's bank to obstruct our view. Over 
the ages. the enormous rorce of expanding ice had formed a n  
escarpment along the right bank of the flow some fifty to sixty 
feet in height As we climbed up onto it and glanced over the 
brim there was no further question about our  locat~on. The 
~rnmediale view presented a wilderness. and a n  icy one, a s  far as 
Ihr eye could see up and down the glacier. As we scurried on for 
an even better view, not only our  Golden Parri landmark but a 
whole rarnily of closeby towering alps and crags stood out in 
startling splendor against a deep blue sky. A scattering of billowy 
w h ~ l e  clouds floated by lo enhance the effect. As we rested on a M I )  so11 B111 vtetutng a 
rock slab, a n  occas~onal deep-p~tched sound o f g r ~ n d ~ n g  ice upon 1 ~ " l d e m e ~  of Ice as  lar as  

stone cor~ld be heard comlng from depths w ~ t h ~ n  the glacler th"'l)t'ca" "Ie  nllqhtl) 
Barpu Glac ler t..utt~rtdrd for Nearly twenty m~les  of advanc~ng Ire. a m ~ l e  w~de.  flve hundred 
ar,or,lt,r ,loentLl rntles lo 

fect In th~ckness.  slowly ground ~ l s  tortuous way to I~na l  s , , , r~e 
d e s t ~ n a l ~ o n  ~n the great snout of (he  Bualtar Pl~olo b11 Ker~nrth f3 Noack 
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The icebound Golden Parri, in a l l  its majesty, looked down 
upon our li~rmble group from its greatly superior height, a s  i f to  
remind 11s that its lonely sunimi t st i l l  remained invincible. We 
liad Journeyed lialf\~ay around the globe lo view the great 
glacicrs of Karakoram-now we stood amidst some of the 
grandest. i f  not the largest. I could now understand Mirsahib 
Shaukat Ali ' s  remarks when he pointed in this direction and 
explained the abundant frozen water supply awaiting only the 
lieat of suninier to release it for his farmlands. 

Hastening onward. we dropped down from the ridge onto a 
long. narrow meadowland. Patches of autumn-colored willow 
and srarlel rose thickets began to appear in profusion against 
the hillsides a1 the base or Rash Ridge. The local Bik copse. 
common in lhis par1 of the Karakoram, made its radiant 
appearance in abirndance. Frigid night lemperatures typical of 
early autirmn had turned most or the foliage to a brilliant red 
and golden color. In spite of the frosty nights, there remained a 
scat ter~ng of some hardy alpine flowers In protected glens along 
the glacier banks Among these were the Alpine gentian and a 
\,ariely of ranunculus. The scene presented a contrast of radiant 
colors against a backdrop of snowy herghls and crisp blue sky. 
Taking time to glance a t  our  maps, we saw that we were now 
entering the almost unexplored glacial complex of lonely Upper 
Barpu. The Sumaiyar Bar and Miar icy tongues, still a few miles 
distant, woirld not be disclosed to our view until this stage of our 
pilgrimage was completed. The Bar and Miar were our final 
objectives. The mighty Hispar. over forty miles in length. lay 
adjacent to Rash Ridge, whose southwest base we were following. 

22 An Unexpected Alarm 

In our exc~itement. \ve had gone well beyond Barpu Giram, the 
doul,lr slage srl for the day's goal. I t  was evident that our 
bearers. each carrying sixty-pound loads, were long overdue for 
nourishnirnt and rest. And so it proved to be for all of LIS. But 
soon they arrived with loads on their backs and smiles on their 
faccs-thev had stopped for a spell a1 a n  old stone hovel 
alongsidt, the trail. Camp for a bleak and frosly night was 
piIc.Iird in a small wooded dell near a spring ofcrystal cold water. 
P4irsaliih liad correclly assured 11s of Hor Ali's ability a s  a cook. 
1'01s ovrr glowing coals were soon giving off a spicy aroma of 
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curry a ~ l d  thr. promise of a tasty, well-seasoned pilau of rice. 
m,ltton, onions and carrots that  would calm our  ravenous 
apprl ites. 

1 left the comfortable tenl which gave u s  shelter from the 
approaching evening chill and noticed that all ou r  bearers but  
Hor Ali had disappeared. This, of course, presented a n  alarming 
situation: especially since, apparently, the men had not eaten 
their supper. Bearers, in these parts  have rarely been known to 
desert their sahibs and certainly not before receiving their 
wages. We Lried to discover a valid reason for ou r  plight. It could 
be serious. Bearers invariably remain contented when they can 
billet in a shelter. no matter how crude. We were isolated and  far 
away from the nearest hamlet. Our  snug  storm tent was large 
enough to sleep only five of us. leaving five of the bearers out in 
the cold with the prospect of a snow squall a t  any time. 
Remembering the highs and lows of a native bearer's tempera- 
ment, and knowing that his mood rapidly deteriorates when he  
is forced to penetrate isolated ground, we should have been 
alerted and more watchful of their movements. But here we were. 
with all of our  equipment and  only Sultan Ali and faithful old 
Hor Ali accounted for. Our  predicament was serious enough to 
cause some concern. Hor Ali had been watching our  distressed 
expressions and he finally came forth with a reassuring solution 
to our dilemma. The bearers, he  explained. had merely back- 
gracked lo the yak herder's hut  we had passed earlier a t  Barpu 
Giram. There the bearers could prepare their supper and  sleep 
under cover. They had been instructed to be on  hand for a n  early 
breakfast before we struck camp and  began the next stage ofour  
trek. 

The cheerful news provided a timely remedy for our  concern. 
and a n  assurance lhat  brought on sound sleep later in the 
evening. The five or u s  fitted comfortably into the nine by twelve 
foot tent. The heat from our  well-exercised bodies and  that from 
several burning candles generated the few degrees of warmth 
needed to provide a cheerful setting for dinner. 

Early next morning there was no trace of ou r  bearers a s  Tar 
down the glacier a s  we could see. Bill decided to investigate: he 
started off in the direction of the yak herder's hut. A half hour  
later I became concerned. All sorts  of unhappy visions came to 
mind. Even Hor Ali seemed to be disturbed by the bearers' delay 
in arriving. This aggravated the situation still more. But a s  we 
sat down for breakfast. 1 heard a dim cry in the far distance. A 
little later it came again. I t  proved to be Bill, reassuring u s  of his 
ret urn and moreover, the arrival or ou r  indolent bearers. Every 

onc of them emerged through a wild rose thicke: a kilometer 
d f r \ v ~ ~  lhc glade. Thor~gli  late, they seemed to be in excellent 
spirits. I w:is i~nlnensely relieved His Highness had vouched for 
the bearers' f a i l l i f~~ l  performance and so  it had proved to be. 
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The srloccS gatherirlg heights 
at thr source of  the Bccnliar 

Glacier. Acutlar~ches slide 
doulr~ ocver the steep rockg 

slopes to,ferd the, glacier 
.Tor the Ier1 miles to ils 

rerminal a1 lht~jccnclior~ or 
the tlarp11-Hopar con1ple.x. 

Photo bll Ker~rceth B. Noack 

28 We Enter a Frozen Paradise 

Camp was struck later than expected. According to Mirsahib, a 
ten n~i le  trclc over fairly good lerrain would put 11s at the Phar 
Phnri abandoned yak herder's hut above the confli~ence of the 
S i ~ n ~ a i y a r  Bar and Miar Glaciers. He assured u s  that the spot 
W G L I I ~  be a prererred location for our  base camp, the hut 
pro\iding shelter for the bearers and the site affording access to 
thc areas srlec'led Tor exploration. 

tligh spirits 11ow prevailed amongst all of our little band. The 
happy bearers tvcre probably contelnplating the several days of 
rest and [casting (hat lay ahead. We looked forward to a more 
active program exploring some of the dramatic attract ions or 
this untrodden cleft at the earth's surface. 
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A long, narrow spread of vegetation covered the marginal 
moraine of the upper Barpu we had been following, and 
continued onward a s  far a s  we could see along the right bank of 
the ice flow. Apparently. at some remote age in the past, the ice 
had extended in a solid mass over the moraine area, up to the 
base of Rash Ridge, a distance averaging about four hundred 
fee( in ividth. CJlimale and glacial recession in the next geologic 
stage slage I P ~ ~ I C C ~  [he  thickness of the ice, bringing to light a 
rplatively uniform land surface now covered with a Iiuturiant 
growth of copse and stunted trees. Along this ancient moraine. 
our path a t  times was obstructed by pressure ridges or tilted 
landscape, the apparent result of a later invasion of advancing 
ice, a reversal of the glacial recession. 

F'roceeding onward ahead of the bearers, we ascended a ledge 
where we could observe the extreme upper end of the Barpu. Ken 
poinled out the junction of Sumaiyar Bar and Miar glaciers 
coming up directly ahead of us. The nearby Choga Lungma 
group of mountain giants were enshrouded in heavy cumulus 
cloitds which drifted and occasionally exposed stupendous icy 
massifs framed against a cloudless blue sky. The scale of the 
scene before us  was immense. Words were inadequate to 
describe the display of mysterious terrain that lay ahead. At last 
we were nearing our goal. 

Hor Ali had gone on ahead with the bearers, leaving us  to 
continue our observations and follow in his footsteps. A wisp of 
smoke rising in the distance alerted u s  to his tiffin (lunch) fire. 
Presently we arrived with appetites equal to the ample variety of 
viands that awaited us. 

I surveyed our  surroundings a t  the luncheon site. We had 
reached one of Conway's important 1892 camps from which he 
and his party took to the Miar glacier and followed it up through 
treacherous seracs and ice falls for a distance of about four 
miles. There, they were forced to abandon further exploration of 
the glacier's unknown upper reaches because of the chaotic 
condition of the ice. J.H. Roudebush. one of Conway's five 
companions, slid into a dangerous crevasse-his lice was 
lortunately saved by two of his bearers who pulled him out with 
long wool shawls they had lied together. 

All ol' Conway's landmarks-from Nagar Village across the 
Hopar black ice to its upper reaches where we stood-were all 
clilile familiar: we had accurately followed in his footsteps. 
I'aipering Maidan was the name given to this important 
campsite, rnaidan meaning grassland. Here they had camped for 
several days during July. 1892. Forest rose, willow. and the 
Karakora~r~ Hik lrees grew in abundance. a s  he  had described. 
The junction of t he two great ice flows, the Sumaiyar Bar and the 
Miar. was directly in front of the maidan exactly a s  Conway 
drscribed. with the snowy flanks of Awkbassa Ridge dividing the 
two glaciers and rising majestically to nearly nineteen thousand 
feel. 
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With tlie help of our maps and Con\vaySs records, we were able 
to orient our position with precision in the far-offwilderness of 
Karakoram. 

24 W e  Become Glaciologists 

Con\vav's 1892 expedition journal contains many interesting 
obsenrations on the Nagar and Ballistan glaciers. He noted a gap 
in tlie ice flow of the Barpu just above where it normally abuts 
into the flank of the Bualtar, a short distance upstream from our 
crossing of the Hopar. That sitnation woi~ld indicate a period of 
recession in [lie Nagar complex of glaciation during Conway's 
tirne. about ninety years ago. He further observed that if there 
sliollld be any additional shrinkage of the ice a t  that point, the 
Barpu w o ~ ~ l d  be in retreat u p  its own valley. Our  observation 
revealed no gap a1 all a t  that location, but instead, continuous 
fissnred and pinnacled ice joining right np lo the flank of the 
Buallar. The latter eventually winds up in a jumble of black ice 
LIP against the Hopar. This bit of intelligence from Conway's 
records. coupled will1 our own observations, gave clear evidence 
of a twentieth century advancing stage in the long-term cycle. 
Our deduction was later confirmed by his Highness. Mir of 
Nagar. 

I t  became apparent when we first viewed the Nagar glaciers 
that. like most of those of the  Karakorams, they were much more 
crevassed and fissured than lhose or the Swiss Alps or the 
mountains of Greenland. Conway remarked that even in the 
relati\rely level stretches of the Barpu, its surface was heavily 
fissured. a s  though the frozen mass had been churned up from 
beneath by some gigantic force of nature. Often we heard angry 
r~tniblings and sharp rifle-like reports from within a s  fracturing 
ice n i ~ \ ~ e d  slo\vly on its torluous way. Like Conway, we were 
impressed by the rarity of the usual roche moutonnes (sheep- 
shaped rocks worn round by glacial abrasion) throughout the 
\vhole Nngar complex of glaciers. A casual survey of the geologic 
formation ol' the Barpu canyon walls above the ice flow revealed a 
tendency toward jagged, vertical stratification of the rock. If this 
forniation is eyeballed down to the glacier's bed, it becomes 
c\idcnt that the colossal thrust of ice moving over a hampered 
surlare of ~111-ended strata m ~ ~ s t  cause monstrous uplifting 
forc.es. resulting in a contorted and broken surface. We con- 
c,ludrtl that eventuallv, in geologic tirne, lhose stony ridges might 
br  broken off and polished lo permit a smoother course and. 
ult i mately. a srnoot her appearance to the surface. 
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In our excitement to extend our view up the glacier we climbed 
astride a ridge where we could make observations about the 
Ic~ndamentals of glacier formation and existence. Ahead we 
obsen~rd great rising clouds of powdery snow crystals that 
rese~nbled a pall of white smoke above the steep rocky slopes. 
l'hr crystals filled the air a s  avalanche alter avalanche skimmed 
downward over the stony canyon walls from far above. Those 
heights are lofty snow-gathering grounds that feed the great 
Barpu white dragon below. The dragon's head and upper 
extremities receive nourishment from the abundant snowfall 
concac.t~lr;~tion within the immense cirque of towering peaks. 
Finally. as the mass of snow congeals. enormous prcssi~re builds 
"11 IO form a jumble o l  seracs and ice falls, and a steady 
mo\,cnirnt along the gradient. The rnovemenl conlinues slowly 
cloun\\,ard for over twenty rniles along the Barpu. to final 
dcsl ruction at the glacier's lerminal moraine. At the lower level. 
summcr temperatures convert the ice into a flowing stream of 
1va1r.r which ~~l l imately  joins the main Hispar River. 

The very existence of a glacier is dependent upon the available 
si~pply of snowiall that is concentrated in its course, and upon 
prevailing sub-freezing temperatures during most of the year. 
The size of a glacier varies with the level of snowfall a s  governed 
by wet to dry cycles. The end result is a glacier that advances or 
recedes. What we observed in the Nagar glaciers was apparently 
the beginning of a n  advancing stage in the long-term cycle. 

The rate of movement of the Barpi1 caused much speculation 
amongst our party members. Many guesses were made. But we 
were not satisfied with guesses, so measurements were taken 
near one o l  our camps. The result established a movement of a 
little over one-and-one-half feet in a twentylour-hour period a s  
a n  average at our location. At that rate of flow, we estimated, the 
ice opposite our camp would reach the Hopargroup of villages in 
about the year 2066. We walked the distance in a little over two 
days. 

25 Base camp and OW 
Objective at Last 

While the intrepid Lieutenant Hayward's exploration of the 
eastern Karakoram and Sinkiang won him the Founder's Gold 
Medal of the Royal Geographical Society of London, the credit for 
the discovery and inspection of many of the Nagarand Baltistan 
glaciers must certainly go to Sir  Martin Conway. Alter conquer- 
ing the Miar or Shallihuru ice flow through its treacherous 



seracs and yawning crevasses. hc and his party returned to 
paipering Maidan and directly crossed Rash Ridge lo Hispar 
Village. FI-om L here they mounted a major exploratiorl of the vast 
ice ficlds of Hispar and its tributaries. Conway left t h e s i ~ m a i y a ~  
13ar glacial area unlrodden, and so  il has  remained to this dav. 
esccpt for a n  occasional native yak herder seeking a n  unruiy 
strav a n ~ ~ n a l .  An hour's rest prepared our  little party for the 
trackless jaunt to Phar Phari campsite. High spirits reigned.The 
landscape had burst into flaming crimson and gold while the 
bleak, icy Surnaiyar and the snowy heights above seemed whiter 
than ever a s  we rambled onward in the heart of Karakoram. The 
glaring s ~ ~ n l i g h t  provided comforting warmth even though we 
had shed our b~rlky goose-down Jackets for the first time since 
leaving Hunza. 

Phar Phari. a yak herder's sod hut,  was reached a t  mid- 
afternoon. in time to set LIP our  base camp tent in the midst ofa 

Bearer dons 111s slw-foot ~ l a k  brilliant thicket of forest rose and Bik and close by a crystal clear 

hide shoes, He llr&ps t;enl spr ing If Phar Phari afforded a desirable campsite for us, it was a 
011 ellerg morning arid hangs Iluxurious hostelry for the bearers. For there stood the ruins of 

t l~ern u p  nt night. One size a n  old yak herder's stone and mud hut- the essential in- 
fits a l l .  lye man'eled at gredienl for bearer delight and tranquility in camp. 

'qiet!l  and pmterr ior i  qfforded Prelerence was given to the kitchen location to keep Hor Ali 
b ~ /  this ingeri io~~s-footgear 

on smootllest ickl happy. I t  was placed u p  against a large boulder in a corner as  
sudace or rocklr clirrside, protection against the usual morning draft. Our  snug storm tent 

photo by ~ d r L - a r d  F 'hoack \\us pitched amongst willows and shrubbery near the stone hut. 



AMlDST ICE AND NOMADS 45 

Important items of survival came next a s  we unpacked rice. 
flour, packaged dinners. a hind quarter of mutton, vegetables 
and the two wild geese that H.H. the Mir of Hunza had given us  
as  we departed. And hidden away in our  duffle bag, unknown to 
us, were two bottles of French brandy which he had thoughtfully 
cached away lo warm our weary bodies and cheer our  spirits 
after a rugged day of climbing about in sub-freezing weather. We 
llsually carried a small flask of Mirsahib's very best brandy for 
use in case of emergencies. And somehow, a n  emergency always 
seemed to arise that called for a small nip or two before the day 
was over. 

The muffled sound of foreign tongue and laughter coming 
from the stone hut aroused our  curiosity. I became keen to learn 
what the bearers were u p  to now. Like most Nagar dwellings. the 
hut's open doorway was less than four feet in height, making it 
necessary lo bend over to gain access. There was a single room 
with a circle of large stones centered for use a s  a fireplace for 
cooking and for warmth. Our  bearers had piled plenty of brush. 
wood. yak dung and some small logs a t  the entrance lor fuel and 
were enjoying the comforts of home around a small [ire. Around 
the perimeter of the crude shelter. the earth floor was covered 
with a thick layer of brush to form the sleeping quarters and 
mattress. Slabs of slate laid over wooden poles and covered with 
a thick layer of sod formed the roof. This was sufficient to keep 
out rain and snow. Two men could probably erect the shelter in 
a s  many days. In the Karakorams, a native yak herder o r  
wayfarer would find such a shelter perfectly suited to his 
requirements for a temporary home. Mirsahib Shaukat Ali had 
carefully planned our  exploration with comforts in mind for both 
ourselves and our  bearers. At least we were relieved of the 
concern about our bearers taking flight to more hospitable 
quarters. 

26 The M Jesty of the 
Golden Parri 

As I stepped toward the hut 's  doorway to leave, my eye caught 
the glimmer of the sun 's  rays cast upon a distant ice-capped 
crag. Anxious to scan the skies. I left hastily to find. to my 
excitement, that the cloud bank that had earlier covered the 
massif of Choga Lungma had broken, exposing to view our  
guiding beacon, the magnificent Golden Parri. whose frozen 
image had directed our course faithfully all the way to its very 
threshold. Not only the Golden Parri. but most of its icy 
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neighboring companions Stood out as  though to greet us, their 
imposing buttresses extending downward, enclosing our peace- 
l i t 1  little camp in a vast frozen basin on upper Sumaiyar Bar ice 
I'ield. I stood in lhe approaching evening twilight as  the last 
filowing shafts of sunlight diminished over the highest peaks 
and spires one by one. until a cold. gray pall of dusk sent me 
scurMng for the tent and what little warmlh it could provide. 1 
enth~tsiastically reminded Ken and Bill that we had three lull 
days ahead in which lo explore our mysterious little domain. We 
fell like we owned this untrodden clelt of the earth's surface. for 
the duration of our stay, at least. 

Dining on the floor of our cozy shelter by candlelight becamea 
welcome evening pastime. Mirsahib Jamal had thoughtfully 
~ncluded an old Kholan rug in our duffel which served both as 
table cloth and comfortable wall-to-wall carpeting. W~th  an 
outside temperature hovering around twenty degrees at supper- 
time. the six candle flames gave us  cheer and modest warmth as  
we d~ned  and gazed out through tent flaps at the flickering 
tongires of our campfire. Faithful old Hor Ali brought bowls ol 

1 he heaui t~  c-~uassed  [ce hot leek soup and the customary rice, meat and vegetable pilau. 
.lield qf the lowerBarpu only this time the d ~ s h  had been improved with liberal slices ol 

Clacier.just bqfore its 
confluence with the Hopar wild goose breasts, fresh Nagar carrots, onions, staple wheat 

Authorsla,,dlng the rhappattys, yak butter and tea. The natlve bearers. out in their 
foregro~rnd. stone hovel around a roaring brush fire. seemed contented with 

Photo b y  Kenneth B Noack 
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their usual diet of hot chappattys, plenty of yak butter and 
strong brisk tea. They seemed lo thrive on it. 

I was awakened next morning a t  the dismal hour of live by a 
loud report like a gunshot that was followed by deep, rumbling 
sounds. Sultan Ali, who slept in the tent with us, assured me 
that we were not being attacked, but that the Sumaiyar Bar 
glacier was sounding off its routine salvo a s  ice fractured under 
enormous strain and split to Corm a crevasse. Rather than go 
back to sleep. I began planning the day's activity in the warmth 
of my sleeping bag with the help of Ken and Bill. While camp was 
lo remain at Phar Phari, it was decided that one of u s  would 
press onward up the glacier's right bank to a point near the base 
of the Golden Parri. Because I had no intention of crossing the 
heavily crevassed ice flow unroped and alone. and not being 
equipped for dangerous rock climbing, I chose Girgindil a s  my 
destination. Discussion a t  breakfast disclosed a variety of goals 
for a day of humble exploration. I held to my plans and my sons  
to theirs, so it appeared thal between the three of u s  consider- 
able ground would be covered. 

Until now, our trek- through the Nagar villages, up into the 
Bualtar defile, across the Hopar ice field. up along the Barpu 
glacier to the Sumaiyar branch- had required no great effort. 
Now we faced a more dynamic prospect. I knew that a s  we 
pressed ahead, unconquered ice-clad heights rising above 
23,000 feet in elevation would confront us. Two ice axes were the 
extent of our alpine climbing equipment. I decided that we were 
not the men to match those mountains. After all, we had come to 
set foot where no Westerner had stood before-not to pit ou r  
skill and desire against overwhelming odds by attempting to 
climb unvanquished frozen peaks. 

I left camp a s  the morning s u n  rose over Choga Lungma's sky- 
piercing peaks and wound my way through brilliant autumn-  
tinted shrubbery along the bank of unexplored upper Sumaiyar 
Bar glacier. It was not long before I found myself in the midst of a 
great cirque of steep stony walls rising up to huge ice-falls that 
descended in steps from the precipice of the Golden Parri. The 
scene presented a picture of frozen chaos-a silent cataract in 
an isolated sanctuary of the Karakoram. Girgindil, another 
blank on the map, was discovered in Artic-like isolation a t  the 
very portal of the Choga Lungma group. But alas. I had reached 
the end of my trek for. just a few hundred yards beyond me. I saw 
a great cloud of snow crystals skimming rapidly down a steep 
slope to the surface of Sumaiyar Bar. Glancing directly LIP the 
slope high above me. I noticed a series of rifts in the snowfields. 
tell-tale warning of a n  avalanche crisis. Apparently I had reached 
the fertlle snow-gathering course of the Sumaiyar Bar-Barpu 
glacial complex. Any attempt to advance farther would be 
extremely hazardous. The old snow was still firm under the 
newly fallen mantle, so  no problem 'existed to slow my pace. 

To enhance the scene (as  though it were not already astonish- 
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ing) was a thicket of forest rose lhat grew on a sheltered knoll. I t  
glowed in brillianl crimson with an abundance of little ver- 
million, apple-like fruits hanging as Christmas ornaments from 
the branches against a white icy background. I stood gazing inlo 
that awe-inspiring scene of startling radiance until the last 
flicker of sunset sent me on my lonely way. En route to camp. 1 
walked out onto the ice to gain a better view up the glacier to its 
source. Staring into that frozen fastness, lonely and silent in the 
gathering dusk. I felt like a humble intruder in a strange world. 
The oncoming darkness would soon blol out the landscape and 
make my relurn to camp especially perilous. Leaving the ice. I 
scrambled up onto a sandy bar. buttoned my goose-down jacket 
and hastened campward. 

A silent full moon rose amongst the pinnacles and steeple-like 
spires to dominate the eastern sky. Our carnpsile took on an 
unearlhly aspect as  the moon cast long shadows over i t  and the 
surround~ng landscape. 

27 Strange Faces Invade 
Our Camp 

A s  I approached campsite less than two hours later I was 
surprised to lind two strangers standing with Ken and Bill. 
silhouetted against white ice at the glacier's edge. The strangers 
peered lhrough binoculars at the opposite bank of Awkbassa 
Ridge. In the near-darkness both appeared to be natives of 
Nagar. One carried a rifle. My first thought was that Mirsahib 
had sent his shikari (hunler) and another bearer to report on 
our progress and to assist us. Or they might be hunters from one 
of the villages iar away seeking game for food. We brought a rifle 
ourselves with the prospect of procuring somr wild game for our 
larder. 

Ken and Bill had returned from their trek and were apparently 
much interested in the strangers. A s  I approached, the visitors 
handed me the binoculars and pointed to a prominence on 
Awkbassa Ridge about a mile away. Sure enough, on that spot 
stood lour wary Ibex browsing lor their evening meal. The 
strangers claimed eight. but in the near-darkness 1 could 
account for only four. The newcomers were a hardy and 
interesting pair. They apparently had been in the area before. 
and they invited us to accompany them in the morning across 
the treacherous crevasse-riven glacier to rugged Awkbassa 
Ridge. Having secured a Karakoram Ibex in the Pasu Mountains 
of Hunza some years ago. I declined the offer, preferring to use 

The Golden Parit a Karakomm gem, stood out in bold relleJagalnst a clear blue sky on the monllng ofour 
departurelor the wilden~ess oJice. Chinese Buddhist Pflgrlms. in the seventh Century A.D.. on their westward 
adventure to Indla, descrlbed the ice bound spires oJthe Karakoram mountain complex as "reaching midway 
between heaven and earth." Photo by Edward F. Noack 
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Thepahce compound ojNagar State wlth the Hunza Kamkomms in the$m distance. 
Photo by Eduxlrd F. Noack 

His highness Shaulcat All. Mir oJ 
Magar State, proudty displays hls 
grandfather's pdceiess choga. It 
was hand-made of thepnest silk 
end pure goEd thread making St a 
warm but somewhat burdensome 

I garment weighing apprawfmately 
20 lbs, Photo by Edward F. Noack 
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RakaposhL in all its frozen glory. 
reaching to 25.550feet. dominates 
the Balm Valley o f ~ u n z a .  
Photo by Edward F. Noack 



urjeeps atme to a hnltjust short ajan outer stone wall where awaited a number of Hunza's oglcials and 
in their decornted chogas and wool caps. Photo by Kenneth B. Noack 

A weddtng paw leaving Faizabac 
'tr the groom's home ln the wllds 
r the Hindu Kush mountains. 

It is customa y for the brlde to 
remain fully veiled throughout 
the ceremony. 
Photo by Kenneth B. Noack 
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Rakaposhi Mountain, 25.50QfiJmm the Hunza Palace gardens. Photo bu Edward F. No& 
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the precious time left to u s  exploring the hillside leading u p  to 
Rash Ridge. 

That nrght after another hearty dinner by candlelight in our  
shelter-tent, we got out the maps and laid plans on splitting u p  
again into separate parties. Bill and Sultan Ali to climb in 
Conway's 1892 track u p  the steep canyon side to the top of Rash 
Ridge where a commanding view toward the great Hispar Glacier 
could be had: Ken. the nimrod and bearer to cross the formidable 
Sumaiyar Bar glacier and the icy flanks of Awkbassa Ridge 
drrectly across from campsite to pursue the wily Karakoram 
Ibex. 

Morning broke with powdery snowflakes drifting between the 
tent f lapsinto my f a c e . ~ ~ e n  and his bearers were well under way 
across the treacherous ice while Bill and Sultan Ali were still in 
sight through a thin veil of snowflakes, climbing steeply upward 
for a position astride Rash Ridge. After a late breakfast. 1 
wandered out to discover a game trail which I followed for several 
hundred yards through willows and forest rose trees that 
displayed their autumn brilliarce in the warm morning sun-  
light. The snow squall had temporarily abated: the west wind 
ceased to blow and a covey of Ram-chikkor (snow partridge) 
sounded their whistling call a s  i f  to welcome the first real balmy 
day since we left Gilgit. 

I at last reached a height on Rash slope where a luxuriant 
growth of Juniper trees endured the rigors ofarctic-like winters. 
Ibex spoor was particularly noticeable in these thickets, indi- 
cating their preference for a bedding ground in cover and one 
that offered a commanding view of the surroundings. But, nary 
a n  Ibex did I see. The scene that stretched out before me, half- 
way around the compass, was one of amazing contrasts. The 
range rising beyond Hunza displayed its icy peaks and towers 
above a cloud bank in a northwesterly sky. one summit soaring 
above 25.000 feet and several others exposing their icebound 
peaks well over the 23,000 foot elevation. The western sky was 
dominated by Rakaposhi in all its ghostly white majesty. 25.550 
feel of icy glaciers and stone, framed by drifting cloud banks. 
supreme and defiant. Around the compass from Rakaposhi to 
the Choga Lungma Group, massive ramparts rose to well over 
20.000 feet in height until. completing the half-circle scene. the 
incredible image of the Golden Parri prevailed. 

From my vantage point on the crest of Rash Ridge, I beheld a 
grand view of distant icy peaks and spires. some in the 25.000 
feet class, towering skyward amongst a n  aristocracy of lesser. 
nameless crags. My path crossed a grassy declivity studded with 
the few flowers that managed to bloom at the edge of snowbanks 
left from the last storm. I was able to identify some of them to be 
of the gentian family, almost identical with those 1 know so  well 
near my cabin in the Sierras of norlhern Cal~fornia. 

In the valleys below, the snowy white ribbons ofsumaiyar  Bar. 
Miar and Barpi1 glacial flows were grinding their tortuous 
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Wearied bearers resting af ter  
trekking thmugh rugged countnj 

in the Wakhan Corridor. 
Photo b y  Kenneth B. Noack 

courses lo final destruction in the Hopar ice field near the Nagar 
\rlllages. The distant terraced fields of Nagar were clearly vislble 
lliroi~gh rny telephoto lens, contrasting sharply with the bleak 
to\wring hcights immediately behind. 

In the opposite directron and concealed beyond Rash Ridge 
lay the rnonstrous Hispar Glacier and ils complex of snowy 
sentinels including Disteghil Sar. its frozen image proudly 
claiming supremacy over all others in western Karakoram at an 
ele\lation of 25.868 feet above the sea. But I was deprived or that 
stirpendous scene by a rapidly developing snow squall that 
began to blot out the ridge above me. The abrupt change in 
weather sent me hurrying for shelter. A splendid group or noble 
pinnacles loomed u p  ahead of me, having a n  ecclesiastical 
appearance-stately and dignified in their isolated domain. 

Carryirig.~url.for our nightly 
r a m p s  en  route to hasc  c a m p  

above [ h e  juncrfori or  the 
Sumiyar-Miar glacier-forks. 

Wood is a prrcfous ronirnodily 
in f h ~ s  desolole region. 

Phofo b y  Kenr~elh R. Noark 

Ken Relates His Perilous 
Crossing of Sumaiyar Bar 
Glacier and the Icefalls 
of Awkbassa 

My first reaction to the thought of crossing a pinnacled glacier 
laced with alarming pocket crevasses was one of zero en- 
thusiasm. A daylight examination of those ice flows is be- 
wildering in beauty but devastating in terms of plotting a 
navigable coirrse from one side to the other. When our native 
nimrod. after several hours gazing across the ice through my 
binoculars, spotted a herd of eight Karakoram Ibex the day 
before. I could see I was doomed i f  I wanted to join him in a trek 
to the area. 

A previous expedition dating back to 1892 records the 
advanlaces of glacial navigation over long stretches of smooth . . . . . , -, 

ice and moraines of gravel. Elaborate equipment including 
ropes, ice axes, crampons and emergency gear made up the 
minimum outfit. I t  will come a s  no surprise to the reader that 
the author was nothing short of terrified a t  the gesture of the 
13urishaski-speaking shikari (hunter)  who, a t  four o'clock in the 
morning, rnolioned through our  tent flaps that we were to leave 
in fifteen minutes. cross the crevassed glacier and commence a 
stalk in newly fallen snow in twenty-degree weather. Our stalk 
\ifas to ascend three thousand feet to the 15.000-fool level on 
Awkbassa Ridge where the ibex herd grazed the evening before. 
I did no( know that i t  was snowing at that moment. and that a 
modest blizzard was threalening. The one-mile glacier crossing 
\V;IS lo be accomplished in near total darkness with one small 
Ilashlighl and without ropes, axes and crampons. Somehow. it 
\\forked. Two gun bearers, the shikari and I stepped gingerly 
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from one ice ridge and pinnacle to another, around and over 
crevasses of unknown depth, until at last one of the bearers 
sliouted, "Shabas" (well done), and we stepped onto good old 
terra firma again. only to contemplate a similar crossing later in 
the day. 

The trek took our small party on hands and knees over a n  
evasive, snowy path around ice falls to a rocky spur  that rose 
above 14.000 feet. From there. we ~ ~ s e d  binoculars to inspect the 
splendid ibex herd feeding through the snow on low shrub. Even 
at long range it was evident that there were trophy heads among 
(he group. But our approach to within range was hampered by 
lack of sirfficient cover to obscure our movements. It was eleven 
o'clock, about the time that these wary animals habi t~~al ly  bed 
down for a midday siesta. a s  do. I learned, nimrods and bearers. 
I joined them a s  they negotiated a one-thousand-foot drop 
through a sheer snow-covered nullah (chasm) to a n  old. 
abandoned goat herder's stone shelter. A fire was quickly ignited 
to permit us  to regain composirre and thaw out. 

Dried apricots, hot chappattys and strong tea brought smiles 
to our faces and cheer amongst us. yet I coirld not understand a 
single word of their banter. Despite the annoying language 
barrier. i t  was surprising how well we communicated with facial 
expression and sign language. As mid-afternoon arrived I was on 
my hands and knees again. following to a vantage point where 
our shikari hoped the ibex would be moving out to browse before 
bedding down for the night. Well hidden from view, we hastened 
around the contour of a treacherous fifty-degree ice slope. 
matching our footsteps with the ibex herd's hoofprints. We were 
not far behind. Soon the animals appeared, negotiating a rocky 
shoulder where our nimrod hoped we would score a sirccessf~tl 
shot. The ibex were nicely silhouetted against a n  orange-tinted 
evening sunset a t  about 15.000 feet. but were still over four 
hundred yards distant and slowly moving away. A sharp clilf 
ahead abruptly ended our stalk. I t  was fire now or abort. Bracing 
our lirearms with due care, we let go five rounds without a hit. It 
may be hard to believe, but In a way I was glad. My comrades 
were not- they wanted meat for camp and I cannot blame them. 
The ibex herd proved to be smarter than we. The animals were 
handsomely rewarded with a n  unmarred escape. More power to 
them- perhaps we learned something. too. 

Al camp we heard shots ring out in the distance. Speculation 
ran high and consensus of opinion amongst us  lavored a 
sitccessf~~l hunt. And so it later turned out to be-but in favor of 
the ibex herd. As twilight fell upon our  little camp and  the sharp 
chill of nightfall gripped 11s. we heard faint clicks of a n  ice 
chipping out footholds in the glacial ice. Then came s h o i ~ t s  
followed by the faint murmur o l  voices a s  the hunters ap- 
proached. A few minutes later, four weary souls lelt the ice and 
sauntered LIP to the campfire to receive CLIPS of hot tea a s  a 
prelude to a feast being prepared over glowing coals. 
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Our glacial adventure eventually came to a n  end and the day 
for deparl i~re arrived. Camp was struck and when our  bearers 
were loaded and on their way. I gave a final glance back toward 
those towering frosty heights that  had beaconed our  way. I 
l'ondered the history of that vasl stretch of terra incognita that 
lay frozen, unbroken and silent. Tor over three hundred miles. 
from the source of the Yarkand River to the steppes of the Pamir. 
The forbidding landscape had watched over Hayward's intrepid 
exploration of Karakoram's inaccessible wilderness and the 
untimely tragedy caused by the hand of a ruthless tribal ruler at  
Darkut, a s  Hayward was on the threshold of completing the 
dangerous assignment given him by the Royal Geographical 
Society of London. 

The Pamir Steppe 

I have already described my interest in those little-known 
parls of the Karakorams that had been touched by Lieutenant 
Hayward's perilous explorations..I could not resist a venture- 
some lemptation lo continue to tread the path he had chosen 
through Badakshan and Wakhan along the renowned River 
Oxus and  finally onto the Pamir Steppe, h is  priority assignment 
a s  designated by the Royal Geographical Society of London had 
he lived. To lread that sinuous path in the shadow of Hayward's 
unhappy phantom was a heady challenge. I resolved to sur-  
mount any obstacles in my way. 

TO reach the Wakhan Corridor and Pamir Steppe over 
Hayward's proposed route required further efforl and time to 
conlince the officials in command of the restricled and sensitive 
frontier areas in the Norlhwest Frontier Province of India (now 
Pakistan) lhat we had a satisfaclory reason for crossing into 
Alkhanislan from that quarter. A long and protracted effort 
failed. elm a s  our  enthusiasm and determination rose. 

Access !hrc;ugh Soviet Turkestan, while expedient. I ruled out 
a s  politically impossible. As a final resort. I resolutely diverted my 
efforls to a n  approach lhrough Nghan  territory. Groundwork 
was laid during a visil to Kabul through local Afghan friends and 
officials. Correspondence followed. reams of it, and  time passed 
slowly until a t  last, and through a stroke ofgood fortune brought 
about by one of my local Afghan friends, welcome news came 
that permission had been officially granted lo enter the areas 
involved. including the Great Pamir. Officialdom had closed the 
door to 11s from the Pakistan Northwest Frontier but we would 
manage 10 climb in through a n  opening in the west. 



Amval in Maanistan- 
Source of the River Oxus 

Strange fumes and the tinkle of camel bells, signs of the orient. 
permeated the air around us  when we arrived In Kabul. The 
resonant call of a Musselman in a nearby Mosque announced 
Ramadan (autumn fast) a s  we drove out the broad promenade in 
a lorry. Our impatient driver narrowly missed running down a 
shaggy Bactrian camel a s  we drew u p  to Spinzar Hotel in the 
town square. where we registered for a brief stay before 
departing for the wilds of Pamir. 

At long last we had reached that glamorous city of Kabul of 
ancient Aryana, home of the Afghans and Land of the Rising 

AII Afghan street vendor 
displaying his-freshly baked 
chapatiisJor sale in Faizabad 
Afghanistan. 

Sun. Afghanistan was invaded by Alexander the Great in the 
year 330 B.C. and that conquest marked one of the most 
important events in the country's history. For the first time. 
protracted contact with western culture and peoples of western 

Photo by Kcr~neth B. Noark civilization was possible. Greek philosophy and ar t  were 
introduced and a new era of great political and cultural 
significance was created. Aryana became known a s  the Greco- 
Bactrian Empire. We were in the middle of great history. For 
three full days we enjoyed shopping, dinners and meetings with 
Afghan officials and friends. Our  schedule stretched from dawn 
to midnight. Much-needed sleep after our  tiresome airlift half- 
way around the globe was obviously neglected. But it was 
relaxing to mingle with our good friends and  officials who had 
been so  helpful in making it possible for u s  to enter and  travel 
through those restricted and sensitive parts so  essential to our  
interests. 

A porter came to our room to announce that a Board of 
Directors' meeting of Spinzar Cotton Company was in session a t  
our hotel. A gracious friend from a n  earlier visit to Kabul, Mr. 
Sanvar Nashir, presided. Apparently he had learned of our  
arrival and had arranged for our presence during that important 
session. Presenting our  cards to a n  attendant a t  the Directors' 
c h a ~ n b e r  door, we were led into a spacio~ts  room where five of the 
officers were seated at a huge mahogany table. All rose. Mr. 
Nashir-who occi~pied the Chairman's place a t  the head of the 
table-was a dignified figure who towered above the others. He 
greeted LIS with a warm handshake and a smiling face. He was a 
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s t r ~ k ~ n g  individiral, tall and handsome- the cotton king of 
A@hanistan. Moreover. he held the distinguished title of Leader 
o l  the tribal Uzbegs, thousands of whom were employed on his 
vast cotton empire. Evidently. the Directors were involved in 
important discussions: nevertheless, we were seated among 
them and senred with tea and cakes. Nashir spoke his native 
U ~ b e g  tongue a s  well a s  Persian and German, but very little 
Engl~sti. However, there was really no problem- his linguist sat 
beside him and removed any linguistic difficulties. 

Nashir was keenly interested in our  plans, of which he had 
been fully informed by Afghan officials since he had played an 
Important part in our negotiations. He offered any further 
assistance we might need, then reached into his pocket for two 
of his personal cards on which he penned notes in Arabic 
characters- instructions to his innkeepers in his home city, the 
ancient Kundilz and in Taloqan. to extend to us  a s  his guests 
n~hatever lodgings and special attention we required on our 
stopovers en route to Faizabad. Badakshan. Time arrived for 
departing. We felt most lortunate to have a s  a liiend in that far 
quarter of the world a s  distinguished and generous a host. 

At four o'clock a telephone call informed u s  that we were 
. invited to a cocktail party at the residence of His Excellency, the 

Honorable Mr. Ashok Mehta. Ambassador of India. and his 
charming wife, whom I had known on former visits to 
Nghanistan. The embassy automobile called for u s  a t  six o'clock 
and whisked us  out to the Residency. Two Afghan footmen in 
uniform stood at the courtyard doorway to receive us. The 
entrance hallway with its rare oriental Bukhara carpets under- 
loot and ancient firearms and artifacts decorating the walls 
brought back memories of a past visit in 1968. A retinue of 
uniformed house servants led u s  into a spacious living room 

The complex wiring Job  a t  the 
Faizabad telegraph office gets 

past numerous antiques, well chosen and appropriate for that 
message throL,gh.,.  dignified residence. Priceless ivory-inlaid Afghan muskets com- 

occclsionally. manded our attention a s  we passed. but our  eyes were diverted 
Photo by Kenneth B. Noack toward charming Mrs. Mehta, who stood to greet us  in her 

exquisite embroidered gown. 
Cocktails were promptly served and a s  our  hostess was about 

to propose a toast on the event of our  departure for the Pamirs, 
the Honorable Mr. Mehta entered to join the ceremony. Servants 
brought up hot hors d'oeuvres followed by a continuous 
procession of delicacies over the next two hours. Conversation 
centered on plans for our early departure and travel schedule. 
destined to put 11s in our faraway Pamir camps in eight days. 
Instead of the occasion being merely a customary cocktail hour. 
we indulged in not only drinks (mostly gin and tonic) but a most 
clelicio~rsly exotic hot and cold snacks. The fare seemed 
cuslomary for sorne important state occasion. but hardly for LIS 

tir~mble adventurers en route to an  almost unknown wilderness 
on the "roof of the world" in Turkestan. Eventually a toast was 
proposed by the ambassador. giving notice that in the same 
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room upon our successful return. there would be another party 
given in our honor with guests from the countryside interested 
in adventurous travel. After which, we respectfully thanked our  
graciolrs hosts and departed in the embassy automobile for our  
hotel and much-needed rest in preparation for our early 
morning departure. 

81 Into the Wilds of Badakshan 
to Intersect Marco Polo's 

Trail 

We awoke early. At six o'clock three bearers came to pick up 
our duffel bags and equipment for delivery by government lorry 
to Kabul airport for our flight to Faizabad. Badakshan. This was 
the first leg of our long journey ahead. Our breakfast a t  Spinzar 
Hotel would be our last in the modern style until our return 
some flve weeks later. At the airport. we observed the formalities 
of wcigh~ng in our baggage and paying excess weight charges. 
Plr Mohamed. our  liaison official, pointed out the Canadian 
Otter, a very capable aircraft for rugged fly~ng, take-offs and 
landings, which we boarded for the next lap of our journey. 

The sturdy little aircraft climbed without falter to a pass in the 
towering Hindu Kush Range and prepared for a landing and 
short stopover in the cotton growing community of Kunduz. An 
hour later we were safely down on the Faizabad s t r ~ p ,  a primitive. 
simply graded landing field. But the rugged Otter was designed 
for Just such terrain. and with a landing speed of about forty-five 
miles per hour, we came to a halt in a remarkably short distance. 

Two four-wheel-drive pickup trucks awaiting u s  were quickly 
loaded with bags and s~~pp l i e s :  then we were off for the ancient 
city of Faizabad, capital and residence of the governor of 
Badakshan. The city bordered Soviet Turkestan to the north. We 
had gone but a short distance when I called to the driver lo come 
to a halt. A group of Afghans. colorf~rlly attired and moirnted on 
horseback, was advancing rapidly toward LIS. I1 turned out to be 
a wedd~ng party. We learned that. by c~rstom. the atlendanls led 
the parade while the nirplials brought u p  the rear. I t  made for a 
pastoral picture a s  the mounted group moved swiftly over lush 
meadowland a s  ramparts of the H ~ n d u  Kush Range rose in the 
near distance. 

Twenty m ~ n u t e s  later we entered the main bazaar of the exotic 
corn~nirnily of Faizabad on the banks of the Koksha River, a 
tr~butary of the Oxus. We were now close to the trail that the 
reno\vnecl Marco Polo, his lather Nicolo and Uncle Maffio had 
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F a i z a b a d  Badakshari on the 
rl~ter Koksha, a ldb~ctanj of 

the 0x1~5.  
Photo b y  Edward F. Noack 

Afghan nahves of the W a k f ~ a n  
Comdor possess the.features 

i of the Aqari race  
Photo b y  Kennel11 El. Noack 

followed on their famous journey to Cathay and the court or 
Kublai Khan. We would follow in their footsteps for the next two 
hundred miles and scan the remarkable sights that Marc0 polo 
had recorded in his journal. Of Badakshan. Marco makes this 
statement. "The province is inhabiled by people who worship 
Mohamet and they have a peculiar language. it forms a very great 
kingdom and the Royalty is hereditary. Those of royal blood are 
descended from King Alexander and the daughter, Roxana, of 
K~ng  Darius of the vast empire of Persia." We found that thevast 
majorily of the pop~~lation of Afghanistan still worships MO- 

hanied. They are. nearly to the man, devotees of Islam, about 
ecl~lally divided belween the Shia and the Sunni faiths. 

The Islamlc religion began to spread throughout Afghanistan 
111 the seventh century A.D. and has persisted ever slnce. ~t 
brought not only faith in Mohamed, but a cultured civilization 
devoted to science. philosophy, and the arts. Interestingly, great 
rock carvings of Buddha, stupas and other artifacts unearthed 
in burial grounds within Afghan territory are constant re- 
minders of a pre-Islamic era of Buddhism. And among the 
natives of the south, there are legends of the elusive Prester 
John, the fantastic Christian Potentate and conqueror of India 
and Africa and Lord of the Tartars and all the land between. His 
presence hovers like a phantom from the farthest shores of India 
to the Tower of Babel and Abyssinia. He appeared upon the scene 
a s  both priest and k ~ n g  in the twelfth centuryand has remained 
in the minds of men ever since. Marco Polo devotes much space 
in his journals to the life or Prester John and the Nestorian 
Christians whom Polo encountered along his trade route from 
Bagdad to Peking. 

The legend of the Alexander pedigree to the Kings of 
Badakshan also applies to the chiefs of many of the tribal states 
of Afghanistan and the Northwest Frontier Province of India 
(now Pakistan). Alexander and his Macedonian followers found 
tribes of Aryan blood in Bactria when they arrived there in 328 
B.C. I t  was in northern Nghanistan that we entered the realmof 
that great Mongol. Jenghis Khan. who by the time of his death. 
A.D. 1227, had achieved his astonishing military triumphs from 
(he Yellouv R~ver to the Danube and had brought victory to the 
Mongols over that vast area. It was evident, too, that we were 
either on or near one of the principal branches of an ancient and 
famous Asian overland trade route, a fork of the Silk Road-or 
what is left of it after a couple of thousand years of intermittent 
traffic (camel and donkey) lrom the Orient to the Occident and 
vice versa. 

As we pulled up in a cloud of dust to an  open-fronl clothing 
sland of the main bazaar, we spolted some very line chapons. 
which are long robes worn by all Afghans and tribesmen in this 
part of Central Asia. Ken bargained three dollars for one of them. 
a colorful, slriped kind, and linally won. He handed over 250 
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afghanis for a fine robe with a qu~ l t ed  lining lor cold weather 
These open-stall shops. exlendrng for a good mile through the 
town. cannot be effectively described: one must be on the scene 
to ft~lly appreciate the vivid p ~ c ( u r e  of the strange wares, and to 
Inhale the pungent and savory fumes lrom the outdoor 
restaurants, the acrid smoke from camel dung f ~ r e s  and the 
hookah plpe. All of these are mixed in of course with the odors of 
passing Bactr~an camels. bullocks and donkeys. Yo11 soon , 
remember to refrain from snapping pictures of m u s l ~ m  women 
as they haggle with the street b ~ ~ t c h e r s  over a sho~llder of 
mutton the ladies will cover t h e ~ r  faces and warn you to point 

A Kurtdrcz robbler a1 hls bench 
your camera away But ~t is always perm~ssable to snap a picture rlclt,r,g oLlt a of /rr,m 
or the shoemaker at hls cobbler's bench a s  he cuts  a perfectly a dlscardrd rttbber rlre 
good pair of shoes from a d~scarded rubber t ~ r e  Photo by Ker~neth B Noatk 

Pass~ng  along those ancient bazaar lanes, one hears the cluck- 
cluck o f a  caged c h ~ k k o r  (partridge) in  the bird market. I saw one 
of these fine game birds in  a willow cage, offered for fifty ~~~z~~~~~'~~a~~tsras 
Afghanis. or about sixty-five cents. That is  not all, for there was a , ,  dnl,s o, Pol(, 
variety of songsters from robin size to the large talking magpie. If the 5 p r c r  plr,L15 a,l  

you are inclined to falconry. perhaps you could come up w t h  400 irnportar~l role. ~n t h ~  
afghanrs for a trained eagle or falcon guaranteed (vebal) to perch prcs"nTatlort olnlc,ats ~ r l d  

on your shielded forearm while hunting. until given orders to ' I t f '  c c 1 n 5 1 t ' n r c b 1 1 1 f 1 1  ofo thc'r  
food5 due to the lack o/ 

take off after a flock of partrrdges. What's more, he wrll b r ~ n g  one adt.c,llc,te rc,lnqeral,oll 
back to you in his talons. Marco Polo mentions the Saker and ~ a t l l l t , , , ,  
Lanner falcons b e ~ n g  widely used for hunting when he vlsited P I I O ~ ~  h~ Kc,r~nc.lh R Nonck 
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i3adaltslian. Wc \\!ere probably nrilllessing Inany of the same 
scclles he bcheld mol-e than scIren hundred years carlier. One 
mrrsl mingle n,illl (he  natives to ~ ~ n d e r s l a n d  the rare and 
t~ntrstlal sighls. I t  is I-ewarding to observe the customs of the 
prople \vi l l i  \vhom you rrrb elbows a s  you pass along the quaint 
bazaar lanes. We iound the men tolerant, frlendly and some- 
times humorous, but most of the women passed by quickly with 
b;~rcly a glance our \\lay; some in purdah with faces covered. 
al(l1or1gli Inany had long since discarded thc veil. We bought a 
li~\\f Knshgnr melons along the lane and ro~rrid them delicious. 
13c.sides ofrering a cool and adecluate way to quench one's thirst. 
(lie melons are safer than a drink from even a crystal clear 
stream, most of which are contaminated with dysentery 
bacteria. The danger is especially great in sparsely settled areas 
\vl~ere sanitation is unknown. 

S ~ r c h  is the life in that litlle-known but important center ol 
Hadakslian, where the inhabitants live in peacefcrl indepen- 
dence. making their own progress and place in history. oblivio~rs 
to the ~x~lit ical  stress and afflictions of the western world. 

82 Along the Banks of the 
Rivers Koksha and Warduj 
Through Badakshan 

Our destination for the day being some seventy-five miles 
bcyond. itre reluctantly left the main bazaar and drove along a 
lane of fall poplars that shaded a row ofl)rimiti\le mud-brick and 

Otlr Illllcf1 being pr~pnrcd i r l  \!*at lle d\vellings. At the end of 1 he lane stood the walls of the 
'11" ' lcSnr Fnizabnd. c~rsto~liary caravanseri that provided a resting place for nalive 
Pholo by Edunrd F. Nonck 
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traders and their camels. A tea house and lodgings were a typical 
part of the establishment, offering meals and shelter for the 
night. We stopped for a cup of hot tea and a bowl of rice, and 
mingled with stately Afghan land-owners from the farmlands or 
Badakshan. Caravan bashis and  camel drivers from lands afar 
were also present, all attired in the colorful na t~ve  dress of t h e ~ r  
homelands. In a corner of the walled caravanseri stood a native 
storyteller who enthusiastically described Buzkashi-a game 
played on horseback simllar to Polo with a beheaded goat 
instead of a ball. In a resounding voice before a n  eager audience 
of nat~ve Afghans, he told of the great game of the horsemen and 
the beheaded goat, a game a s  fierce a s  the battle between the bull 
and the bear The tale came from the far-off steppes of Central 
Asia and has reached the cities of Afghanistan for the amuse- 
ment or the people and the delight of the mounted horsemen. 

We learned that Buzkashi would soon be coming to Faizabad 
with the ~rsual  influx of natives from the countryside and even 
the distant hamlets of the Hindu Kush. But it was our  lot to be This native ofWesten1 Tibet not 

far awav in the Pamir on that alrspicious occasion. -/ar./rom the PakislanJror~fier 

I t  was nearly high noon when we finished our samovar of tea 
and bade our newly acquired acquaintances farewell before 
departing for the wilds of Badakshan and Wakhan. We drove out 
Inlo a wide open valley between the towering heights of the 
Hindu Kush and Badakshan Ranges. Our  d r ~ v e r  proved lo be 
q~l i [e  careful. although at times he was determined to speed LIP 

a s  we approached a village, regardless of the condition of the 
trail. Natives of remote parts of Afghanistan are hearty. sociable 
fellows who prefer companionship with friends in the small 
settlements to the loneliness of the wilderness. Our  driver was 
simply eager to greet his comrades. 

Our route took u s  through miles ofgrain and clover fields. and  
through orchards of apricots and apples. Groves of walnuts and 
almonds covered the hillsides at the loot of the Hindu Kush 
Mounta~ns.  Wide, open valleys were planted with cotton and 
melons, indicating large estates and wealthy landlords. Oc- 
cas~onally we woirld stop to greet tall, stalwart. AFghan country 
gentlemen who rode lively Badakshi ponles. These men were 
\veil-dressed native c~t izens  with long, colorful chapons draped 
over their shoulders and extend~ng down to t h e ~ r  ankles. 
Probably the owners of many l h o ~ ~ s a n d s  of acres. Mghanistan is 
a Sovcreign Constitulional Monarchy. A prime minister who is 
el~,cted by mernbers o f a  Parliament and the approval of the king. 
presides over the cabinet. Afghanistan extends to all subjects the 
right to participate in government. A native citizen mayown his 
own farni, bazaar stall, or other business. He also has  the r ~ g h t  to 
work for a landlord. He feels certain his country will never 
voluntarily srrbrnil to any other form of government and he 
appears to be well satisfied with his lot. 

ric'eds llle cart, of  a competent 
drv~list ( / n o t  a seamstress lo 
provide 11im tuilh the sttitable 
clothing./or fhc  ntgged climalt* 
in ~ v h i c h  he liues. 
Photo by Kenneth 13. Nonck. Jr. 

A nafiue./anner of the Wakhan 
dlsplays a sound set o j  teeth. 
He tvears a t&ypical rolled ~uool 
hat ~vhicl i  is.frequentl!)-/ottnd 
near the Pakistan Frontier. 
P l~ofo  b y  Kenneth H. Noack 

Grain lianiest was in full swing a s  we passed through valley 
aftcr valley nestled between towering mountain mnges. Farmers 



771rc*asl~1r1g Iltt, qrftlrl rrorn the chfllt uv111 bullocks 1 1 1  prepcrralior~ for lhr.firs1 iuindg day  qf'tuinrln~u~r~g 
fseparnfirtg gmtn hy I L ~ I I I ~  poutcvl. A plt~r~t!fiiI 11utitbr.r ofsheafs o f q r a ~ n  In the backqro~rr~d are to be 
slorcd or1 rhr r ~ / s  ol du~ellrri~gs,/or animal.feed artd to act a s  ir~sulafiarl agairlsl f l ~ e  bitter cuir~tars. 
Pholo bil Ket~ntvlR H Noack 

were harvesting what appeared to be a bumper crop of wheat. 
The reaping process as we know it is non-existent in those parts 
since no mechariical device to make farming more efficient and 
less laborious I-las reached the wilds of Badakshan. And perhaps 
i t  is just as  well, as the province is sparsely populated and the 
land owners, by combined effort of every lamily in a district, can 
easlly handle the task. First the grain is  cut by hand with a 
sickle; then i t  is placed in shocks to dry. When ready. the shocks 
are removed to flat, circular pads of smooth ground and laid 
uriiformly about a Soot thick, Five to ten donkeys are harnessed 
abreast and driven in circular merry-go-round fashion over the 
grain. thereby tramping out the kernels o l  grain and breaking 
up the charl. Then, come a windy day, two or three men to a pad 
l i f t  [he chaff and grain into the air with homemade willow pitch- 
rorks. permitt~ng the wind to carry off the chaff while the grain 
falls directly on the pad below. When all is winnowed. the grain 
lies rn a pile at the renter of the pad, and a great heap of straw 

A day I s  csserltfal  lo rests about twenty feet away. The straw is gathered up lo be 
w'nrlol"ingorgraln l n  Ihe ~ ~ w d  as wintrr feed for the farmer's livestock. Further winnow- 
hiqhlands o f  Bndakshan 

b y  Ed&rd Noack 111g nf the grain makes 11 ready Sor a nearby water-driven mrll, 
where i t  is groilnd on a revolving millstone into flour. Watching 
the process broilght back memories of (he tales told by my 
grandparents of the same primilive melhods once used Ln Ohio. 

Long shadows of the siirrounding mouniains creeping over 
Ihe landscape reminded us (hat dusk was rapidly approaching 
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and that darkness would soon envelop us. Since we were now 
several miles from the next village, and since the weather 
appeared to favor us, we decided to set up camp in a likely dell 
alongside the road. A grove of walnut trees on a hillside near the 
Koksha River offered shelter from wind while a large boulder 
provided conrinement for the camp and cooking fires. While 
dinner was being prepared we spread out our  sleeping bags on a 
thick bed or straw that had been left from grain winnowing. 
Apparently we were bedding down on a native farmer's land. Hot 
dried soup. canned ham. baked potatoes, tea and sweet biscuits 
made for a hearty dinner around a warm campfire on this. our  
first night in the foothills of the towering Hindu Kush Moun- 
tains. As we crawled into our goose-down bags at  sundown, the 
highest peaks in the distance gathered shrouds of billowy white 
clouds while the soughing of the breeze through the surround- 
Ing woods seemed to forecast the onset of a change in weather. 

Long before dawn we were awakened by a few ramdrops on our  
faces and, strangely enough, by straw that was being scattered 
about by two farmers with pitchforks who had arrived to move it 
into a starlc for protection from the oncoming rainstorm. There 
appeared to be nothing to do but get up and move our  beds to a 
dr!er spot. In the dark of night, we dressed and moved to shelter 
under a large spreading walnut tree. We laid our beds on a 
canvas sheet, part ofwhich we p ~ ~ l l e d  over us for protection. But 
sound sleep was not our fortune. after a short catnap. the rain 
worsened to the extent that we got up. had a quick breakfast by 
the light of the campfire and moved on toward the next village 
and night stop on the Warduj branch of the Koksha River. 

Formidable canyon walls of varicolored stone impressed u s  a s  
we approached the great rampart of the Hindu Kush which 
forms the boundary between Afghan Wakhan and the Northwest 

Grain is grauit$jJed.fr~rn a 
hand-woven basket into a 
center hole of lhe mpldly 
spinning wa ter-powered 
millstone ~uhich reuolues 
against a-fWed stone base 
grinding the grain into a gc 
grade.for.llour. 
Photo by Kenneth B Noack 
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Frontier of Pakistan. The icy summit of that magnificent massif. 
Terich Mir. rises to 25.000 feet. Partially hidden behind a cloud 
bank, it held u s  in suspense a s  we awaited the skies to clear so 
that \ve could actilally view its summit. 

We saw many of the celebrated Badakshi horses roaming over 
the landscape. Marco Polo states in his journal. "Of the people of 
this land, they are excellent archers, given much to the chase. 
Falconry. too, is much practiced by the rich. birds and beasts 
being in abundance. Excellent horses are produced, remarkable 
Sor their speed. Alexander's B u r ~ p h a l u s  stood at the head or this 
strain. all of which had a particular mark on the forehead. This 
breed was entirely in the hands of a n  uncle of the King's: and in 

of refirsing to let the king have any of them, the 
latter put him to death. The widow, then, in despite, destroyed 
the breed and it is nowextinct."To thisday the Badakshi ponies 
are sought for the games of polo and buzkashi throughout the 
lands of Central Asia. 

Came was in evidence along our trail. particularly the 
partridge-li ke chi kkor. From the occasional wayside native we 
learned that the sport of falconry was still indulged today by a 
few. I cannot attest that the fine horses we saw along our trail 
were direct blood descendants of Alexander's Bucephalus, but 
they had the stature of fine breeding. Some of the ponies we rode 
later had those qualities. 

That morning we started out with suspicious cloud banks 
over our  heads but  a s  usual, a s  the s u n  rose and its heat bore 
down on u s  to cheer our  spirits. the skies soon cleared and we 
spread out our damp clothes and bags to dry a s  lunch was 
prepared at roadside. Later, a s  we continued our sinuous course. 
the valley of the Warduj began to narrow and  our trail to worsen 
until finally we entered a stony gorge with a turbulent, crystal 
clear stream that presently joined the waters ofthewarduj,  then 
the Koksha, and eventirally reached the River Oxus. Our bearers 
told us  that there were large brown trout to be caught but we 
decided to wait until next day's arrival a t  the head of that same 
stream, where good fly fishing was reported. 

1,ong rows of poplars and willows alongside our lane foretold 
the presence of a settlement ahead. It was not long belore we 
approar:hed a hardy-looking fellow in a long Afghan chapon 
tending a small flock of goats. A swirl of smoke and the outline of 
stone huts  on the horizon assured us  of shelter for the night 
stopover a t  the village of Payz. One of our bearers had gone on 
ahead to announce our arrival and a s  soon a s  we pulled up to the 
center of thr  village we werc met by the Aksakal (literally, white- 
beard or village headnlan). /\rrangements had been made for our 
shelter and several of the \litlagers had started LIP tinder fires for 
heating our quarters and for cooking the evening meal. Spicy 
odors permeated the air around 11s and whetted our  appetites for 
a hearty dinner oS rice and mutton pilau with a variety of 
\refietables mixed in. The staple rmrl or unleavened bread would 
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be baked over an  open fire. Our room was of ample size to house 
ourselves and our bearers, but what cheered u s  most were the 
colorf~~l  fel t carpets with interesting geometric designs spread 
out over the floor. and two fine oriental rugs on which to place 
our sleeping bags. Such exotic refinements are fo~rnd in most of 
the more well-to-do native dwellings and are handwoven locally. 
Afghanistan, particularly its northern provinces, has been a 
center for fine oriental carpet weaving for many generations. The 
Khanate of Bokhara. home of the renowned antique Bokhara 
carpets. joins Afghanistan on the north: however, since the 
Soviet invasion in the mid-nineteenth century, most of the 
weavers have migrated to the Afghan area south of the Oxus 
near the ancient city of Balkh where they carry on their re- 
markable trade. A typical Afghan family of weavers maintains a 
room in their mud-brick dwelling where a great wooden loom is 
erected to weave the manificent oriental carpets. The children 
are taught to tie the geordian and sinah knots, and to operate 
the shuttle. 

In a n  atmosphere of cheerfulness and relaxation after dinner. 
we reclined on our  bags to enjoy welcome rest after the long day's 
ride over rough lerrain. In Badakshan a t  that time of year the 
onset of evening brings frigid temperatures and a thick coat of 
ice on exposed water puddles. The wise villager seeks haven by 
his fireside within the thick stone walls of his home. The typical 
Afghan heating stove, a welcome contraption in our room. 
consists of a circular. upright firebox of metal over which 
extends a water tank with a spigot for drawing hot water. Not 
only does the stove-which is fired with tinder or yak dung fuel 
-heat the room but it boils the water in the tank for bathing 
and for tea. Heavy wires attached to timbers in the stone walls 
are for the drying of clothing. Withall. the Afghan stove is a 
skillfully designed and highly efficient invention. 

Our dinner was prepared over three separate fires on the 
earthen floor against a stone wall a t  the far end of the room- 
one fire for the rice pot. one for the vegetables. and another for 
roasting kabob and heating the pan for preparing nan (native 
bread). I t  is surprising how comfortable and restful those crude 
huts r an  be after the chill of nightfall descends upon the wilder- 
ness of Badakshan. 

Despite the few days we had been in Nghanistan,  we were 
beginning to discover the characteristics of the different native 
tribal peoples. Aryan blood seems lo predominate a s  it has  in 
most of Central Asia a s  far back a s  history records. Many of the 
\lillagers had blond hair. Some had blue eyes, but the most 
interesting feature noticeable in many was the long horselike 
fare with deep-set eyes and long aq~riline noses. Those, we were 
told, were the native mountain Tadjiks who had dwelled in 
Badakshan and Wakhan and partici~larly in the Pamir Steppe 
since the beginning of time. We shall see Inore of those inter- 
esting people a s  we enter the Wakhan Corridor and and later in 
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the Pamirs. We soon learned to distinguish between the Tadjik 
and the Uzbek. who make up the majority of the population, 
sparse a s  it is. The Tadjik composes the majority of the 
population of the Wakhan. 

Time Out for Trout Fishing 
to Conserve Our Meat Supply 

- Fly fishing in the Zebak River was the first order of the day 
since we nceded meat for the pot. So  on that bright morning we 
headed out toward the southeast. gazing a t  the great towerlng 
bulwark of the Hindu Kush confronting us. We bade our several 
hosts a warm farewell a s  they assembled a t  the village portal in 
their finest robes to see u s  off. It reminded me of some ancient 
parting scene out of a n  oriental book of fables. Except for our 
presence in the picture, it probably wasn't much different from 
that viewed by our intrepld predecessor. Marco Polo. when he 
passed this way seven hundred years ago. 

As we progressed on our  way toward Zebak, we came upon the 

A q,- tile BmlLrr, Irolcf lI,p crossroads that had been traversed by ancient peoples from the 
rauglll I,, a small  west en route to Cathay, and by traders destined for the markets 

Badnk$l~an of India. The trail began to deteriorate a s  we progressed and 
Photo bll Kennrtl~ R Noack became a mere path in  the wide canyon that  separated the 

niountalns of Badakshan from the mighty Hindu Kush. At last 
we came to a halt beside a swiftly flowing crystal clear strearn- 
the Zebak River. our stopover for a fishing spell. Tall, autumn- 
colored poplars and willows that lined the river's bank shim- 
mered in the bright sunlight. Through t h e ~ r  branches several 
good-sized brown trout were spotted rising to the surface for 
insects. Rods and reels were quickly assembled and flies tied on 
leaders in preparation for a n  hour's diversion. The Zebak's 
waters were icy cold but wfe waded in and started casting for the 
fighting spotted browns. We were rewarded with a s t r ~ k e  for 
nearly every cast. Many got away but within the hour we had 
landed plenty for dinner. We had enjoyed exceptional sport in 
strange waters. 

Marco. at this polnl in his journey to the co i~r t  ofKublai Khan 
in Cathay, made the following statements about the ancestors of 
the right~ng trout we cairght and about the therapeutic 
propert ies of the atmosphere in the Zebak highlands: "In those 
brooks are found trout and other T~sh of the dainty kinds: and 
the air in those regions is so pure and residence there so 
heal rhf~~l .  thal when the men who dwell below in towns and in 
the valleys and plains find themselves attacked by any kind of 
Tc.\~c-r or other ailments that may hap, they lose no time in going 
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lo the hills: and afler abiding there Iwo or three days, they quite 
recover their health throirgh Ihc exc~ellcnce of that air." And 
Marco said he had proved this by experience: for when in those 
parts he had been i l l  for aboul a year. bill a s  soon a s  he was 
advised to visit that mounlain. he did so  and got well a1 once. 
The area lhal Marco speaks of is probably about fifty milcs north 
of our fishing spot at Zebak. a1 the cool plateau of Shewa which 
conlains the mysterious tnke  Shewa. Accorcling to ATghan 
aulhorilies, no  westerner has ever been on those gloriol~s 
tablelands. Marco's observations were in evidence a s  we passed 
many a stalwarl. healthy-looking native along our  trail. We 
cw-lainly had no complaint over the fishing proprrties o f  those 
brooks with lheir many "dainty kinds." 

84 on To the River Oxus A l w z a r d o ~ ~ s  -sing " f a  
. s l r c ~ n n ~ ~ / l o ~ c ~ i r ~ g  irlto the 

the Forbidden W m a n  r~c,cir/xl ~ s r i s  HiocBr. Ottr 
b6.arc.r 1i~nrr1c.d cis lo 11ac~c. 
rlol ovar orw horsc, rcrld ll~rt,c, 

I,ictrtenanl George Hayward. my i~nltnowing benefactor, cau- ""I1 On "lc' hridgc' l i n l e .  

liotrsly laid his plans to cmss  the difficull Dark~rt  Pass and  
~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ) c ; , ~ , ~ ~ ~ , ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ r l  

pn)cerd onward over the Baroghil to Wakhan and Badakshan bc, snlc,r r t ,nde r l lc ,  Ilorsc,s 
berort, attacking his assigned objective. the Patnir Sleppe. Had artd O I ~ ~ - ~ , I U C ~ S  nc.ross. 
hc nol been cruelly murdered a1 Darkut a s  he reached the very m ~ o l o  b11 Ker t r~c~ t l~  lj. Nonck 



82 AMIDST ICE AND NOMAlllS 

thresliold of his eventf~rl exploration, he would most certainly 
have passed through the Wakhan Corridor and Zebak en route 
to Radakshan and retraced part of his path in order to reach the 
Parnir Steppe. We, therefore. from Zebak onward. would be 
following not only Marco Polo's path. but the purposefill 
lootsteps of Hayward a s  he resolved to be one of the first 
explorers of Pamir. "the roof of the world." 

The crossing of a low pass brought LIS into the broad valley of 
the renowned River Oxus which together with the Jaxartes or 
S.yr Daria and their tributaries drains the western watershed of 
the Soviet and Alghan Great Pamir Steppe. Tall, golden-tinted 
poplars appearing on the horizon revealed the presence of a 
remote settlement near the banks of that historic river. Presently 
we drove into Ishkashim. a village that lies at the west portal ofa 
sensitive and forbidden zone known a s  the Wakhan Corridor, a 
buffer separating Soviet and Afghan territories. A pleasant and 
colot-f~~l flower garden surrounded the compound of the Aksakal 
(Governor) of this remote and important Afghan frontier post 
and garrison. Directly opposite the river not more than a quarter 
mile away was a similar Russian fortress. 

We alighted and soon found ourselves surrounded and 
rubbing elbows with the Tadjik townsmen of the colorful and 
picturesque little village. A small, open-stall bazaar was the 
center of attraction. displaying dried fruits. nuts  and a varietyof 
fresh vegetables. We obtained a generous supply for our pantry. 
The bazaar even boasted a bird market, quite in evidence by the 
chirping of songsters and the screeching of some larger varieties 
confined in willow cages. It was market day and the bazaar 
hummed with conversation of local tribesmen who had as- 
sembled Tor the important weekly event, showing off their 
handsome striped chapons while spreading the latest village 
gossip. We joined in with them: one asked, through our linguist. 
i f  we were from Faizabad or Kunduz (apparently he had never 
been that far away). When told that we were from America, he 
shook his turbaned head in the sort of bewilderment usually 
manifested by Mghan villagers when confronted with a geo- 
graphical location beyond their homeland. 

We were abruptly interrupted by the approach of a tall, stately 
gentleman attired in a beautifully embroidered wool chapon and 
cap He had come to inspect our ofricial permits to enter the 
Wakhan Corridor and proceed onward to the Great Pamir. We 
were ~mpressed by the apparent importance of thegentleman a s  
arc were informed that he held the title of Aksakal or Governor of 
the Province of lshkashim and commander of the small Afghan 
garrison on the Soviet Frontier. Our  liaison officer arranged for 
11s to photograph him, his small son, and a group of tribesmen 
\\rho stood nearby. This operation seemed to amuse them and 
they were a s  will~ng to please a s  we were eager to photograph. We 
powd them in groups or Tadjiks and Uzbegs after questioning 
them a s  to their ethnological classification. I mused that had we 
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brought a Polaroid camera, we could have created a sensation 
amongst our newly acquired friends. 

Departing Ishkashim's pleasant flower gardens and shady 
tree-lined lanes, we drew up to the left bank of the historic Oxus 
where it flowed swiftly around what is termed the Great Bend. It 
is through this point that the turbulent waters are directed 
northward to join the Shakhdara and Surkh-ab, two important 
tributaries of the Oxus. We were then on the frontier that forms 
the common boundary of Soviet and Afghan Turkestan. A 
Ri~ssian garrison stood out in bold relief only a few hundred 
yards distant across the river. In Ishkashim we were informed 
that we would be watched by Soviet sentinels a s  we passed along 
the frontier all the way to Qala Panja, some eighty m ~ l e s  to the 
east. According to our driver, we were being watched through 
hiEh-powered binoculars by observers in their hideouts on the 
~ d v i e t  side. 

Marco Polo a t  this point records in his journal the following 
observations about the surroundings and its inhabitants: "They 
are excellent archers and much given to the chase: indeed most 
of them are dependent for clothing on the skins of beasts, lor 
sti~ffs are very dear amongst them. The great ladies, however, are 
arrayed in stuffs and I will tell you the style of their dress. They 
all wear drawers made of cotton cloth and into the making of 
these some will put sixty, eighty or even a hundred ells of stuff. 
This they do to make themselves look large in the hips, for the 
men of those parts think that to be a great beauty in a woman." 
We failed to notice this attraction in any of the women of 
Badakshan nor Wakhan, so apparently the fashion no longer 
prevails. Perhaps the menfolk now prefer to gaze upon a 
slimmer, less hippy figure. I have seen women in this style of 
pantaloon, filled up with Marco's so-called "stuffs." far away in 
the Khyber, which indicates that  the custom may still 

According to Marco's recordings, and verified by several of our  
native bearers, we were now not far from the location of the ruby 
mines in which those valuable gems known a s  Balas rubies are 
mined. By all accounts they are the finest in the world. In 
Marco's time. the mining of the rubies was controlled by the 
klng; they were produced only for his account. No one dared dig 
for them on pain of forfeiture of life. It is reported that the gems 
are still mined. but no one seemed to know if the stones 
eventually reach a marketplace. Not far to the south of Zebak the 
valuable semi-precious gemstone lapis-lazuli is mined. some of it 
f ind~ng a market in the bazaars of Kunduz. Mazari-i Sharif and 
Kabul. 

We were now jeeping along over a stony path well inside the 
confines of the Wakhan Corridor. Massive canyon walls of stone 
rose skyward on both sides of the river. To the south towered the 
glacier riven crags of the Hindu Kush. while across to the north. 
11~1ge buttresses supporting 20,000 foot heights formed the 
south boundary of Palnir, our  destination in Afghan Ti~rkestan.  
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The Wakhan Corridor extends for more than a hundred miles 
eastward and terminates at the Chinese frontier a t  the western- 
most boundary of Sinkiang. The history of Wakhan's boundary 
between Afghanistan and Soviet Russia dates back to the year 
1872 and the famous Granville-Gortschakolf agreement, which 
delineates the common frontier. It was agreed that the boundary 
would follow the course or the Ab-i Panja (Oxus) from Sarikul 
(Victoria Lake) in the Pamirs near our farthest destination, all 
the way to the junction or the Oxus and Koksha Rivers north of 
Kunduz. In 1895, a convention between the British and the 
So\iets was held in the inhospitable Pamirs. It settled the 
boundary dispute in the Pamirs except for that part on the 
eastern front abutting Chinese Turkestan. This area has  never 
been ofiicially settled. 

85 Our Movements Closely 
Watched by Soviet Cossacks 

Stone pylons placed a t  regular intervals along the river's 
course drew our attention and made u s  aware of the strip of no 
man's land that was marked by these monuments. No Afghan 
nor foreigner is permitted to pass beyond this border. The same 
restriction exists on the Soviet side of the river. Fierce 
skirmishes and bloodshed occurred a t  frequent intervals along 
this frontier before the corridor separated the hostile natives. 

Across the river we spotted armed cossacks in a tower 
watching our movement through field glasses. A Russian jeep 
kept abreast of u s  for several miles. Pir Mohamed speculated 
that they had seen u s  snapping a picture some distance back 
and were on the alert to observe what we were u p  to. Care was 
taken to keep our  photographic equipment out of sight. 

Mountain Tadjiks and a few Uzbegs are the two ethnic 
divisions of races native to the Wakhan Corridor. They common- 
ly reside on both sides of the Oxus. However, a number of Kirghis 
d\vell in the Pamir Steppe in the eastern extremity of the 
corridor. Since the time of the demarcation nearly one hundred 
vears ago. the strip of no man's land along the river has kept 
(he  separate ethnic groups apart, never to mingle with their kin 
-and a l~ lc  to sce each other only occasionally across the 
distance of the stream. 
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86 we Enter an Important 
Wakhan Hamlet 

Toward evening there appeared on the horizon a l l  the marks of 
a settlement- tall poplar trees, smoke from cooking fires and 
the sound of belled animals. At dusk the huts of the village of 
Khandut came into view. Barking dogs greeted us  a s  we drove up 
to the compound of the village headman. Two rows ofstone, flat- 
roofed dwellings about a quarter mile in length formed the little 
livestock and [arming center of Khandut in the Wakhan 
Corridor. The inhabitants, known a s  Wakhis, appeared to be of 
mountain Tadjik background. The Hindu Kush Range rose in 
the southern sky with several peaks of the 24.000-foot class 
standing out in brilliant sunlight high above the gray dusk of 
oncoming evening. Every ravine discharging its icy stream onto 
the broad valley floor and into the River Oxus was a tongue of 
pure white ice that carved its way slowly down the mountainside 
-at last becoming a milky stream at a lower altitude. 

The temperature was falling rapidly a s  we arrived. An icy 
breeze sent us scurrying for shelter and the warmth ora fire that 
had already been prepared for our arrival in one of the stone 
buildings near the center of the community. Passing through a 
low, five-foot doorway brought us into a wide hallway. Along the 
outer wall three glowing fires burned brightly. Iron stewpots that 
hung from the beams above two of them contained part of our 
dinner-a pilau of rice, mutton and vegetables. The aroma 
sharpened our appetites for what turned out to be a splendid hot 
supper. One of the village natives sat squatting near the third 
fire patting out chappattys (flat bread) and roasting them on a 
sheet of fiery hot iron. 

With Pir Mohamed acting a s  our linguist, we learned that the 
isolated little settlement is a trading center for natives and 
nomads of the upper Wakhan Corridor during the winter 
season. When the river Ab-i-Panja (Oxus) freezes over. i t  becomes 
a rrozen highway for Bactrian camel trains and nomads along 
with their flocks of sheep and goats. I was curious as  to the 
reason for using the icy surrace of the river for travel rather than 
the anc~ent  trail across "the roof o l  the world." a branch of the 
famous Silk Road from China to the West across the Pamir 
Steppe. Our host. the village headman. explained that the 
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icebound river. \vhile fraught ~ v i t l i  danger. was a milch safer and 
nior-e direr1 routc. He spoke L I ~  with alacrity. "Twice each winter 
KI:andut I~econies t hc  crnter of much excilenient for a few days 
-\vc make lamasha (festi\lal) and our good friend Rahrnan Kul 
comes from Bozai-Cornbaz lo trade." Rahman Kul. a Kirghis 
tribal chief frorn the little Pamir close to the Chinese Sinkiang 
frontier nearly one hi~ndred miltXs away, comes over the frozen 
All-i Parlrija (Oxt~s  Ri\.er) with his Bactrian carncl (rain and 
Ilocks. Tea, sugar, grains, clolh and salt are the items lie needs. 
tie \\.ill tradt, rnut ton and hides. Wc \yere told that lhe bargaining 
\fr i l l  lasl se\,eral days. 

Wr arose early next rnorning while our cook was preparing 
l~reakfast at the far end of our cltlarters. over glowing coals left 
frorn lasl night's roaring fires. As I gazed northeas1 across the 
ri\,cr- to\vartl So\iet Turkestari. 23.000-fool Karl Marx peak 
caught the first rays of sunlighl. I t  was a n  arnazing spectacle. 

O t ~ r  ol,jec,ti\.e for that day \inas Qala Pa~?ja. the end of the road 
;is far a s  \~ehiclcs c o ~ ~ l d  go ancl (he point of transfer of bags and 
supl,lics lo the I~acks  of horses. while rny attention was direcled 
to (he  t~rilliant array of lofty ice-coated peaks and glacial flows 
ahcitd a s  nzc dro1.e oul of Khandut. therc sce~mecl to be some 
con(-crn amongst thc I~earers a s  to the possibilily of fording one 
of tile sir-chams that Ilo\ilrd from a large glacier ofthe I l i n d ~ ~  Kush 
a sllort clistancc ahead. As the sun  rises and heats down on the 
icy glacial (ongi~rs .  rnclt i ng increases, and by midday the depth 
o f  \vater brcolnes loo great for safe crossing. even with a four- 
\vheel-dri\,e \reliic~lc sr~cli  a s  ours. 

Arri\,ing at the crossing we found the icy waler t i~rb~r lent  and 
rising rapidly. B L I ~  ollr driver- did not seem concerned. He shifted 
into four-wheel-drive and p l ~ ~ n g e d  into the stream. the water 
corning up nearly to 1 1 2  floorboarcl. Pro\idence was on our side 
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lor all three of our vehicles made it through without mishap. For 
the next several miles there was either no road at all or only a 
miserable track leading ahead through the Wakhan toward Qala 
Panja. 

37 An Ancient Fortress 
Remains Intact at a 

Strategic Frontier 

We were now well beyond the bustle of civilization. Even the 
humble settlement of Khandut lay several miles behind. We met 
no camel caravans, carts, shepherds with their flocks- nothing 
but the occasional native of Wakhan afoot, the birdlife in the 
heavy copse along the river, a marmot. or the i n f r e q ~ ~ e n t  track of 
some larger beast. 

A most picturesque stone Mazar (tomb o f a  Musselman) stood 
beside our path a t  the foot of a steep escarpment. We stopped 
briefly to pay our respects a t  the ancient shrine and observed a 
Muslim devotee who kneeled with head to the ground over his 
small prayer rug, facing Mecca, performing his morning orisons. 
The worn threshold a t  the entrance to the shrine gave evidence 

A naliveqLqha,, maid tends her 
of the many pious devotees of Islam who had lingered therein. i n  a lLcsh spot along a 
The low profile of Qala Panja Fortress a t  last came into view in strean1 as .he a small 
the distance a s  we rose to a n  elevation of nearly ten thousand ancient mosque. 

feet. Again, a grove of brilliant autumn-colored foliage revealed Photo b y  Kc'nneth B. Noark 

the presence of primitive dwellings and farmsteads in this 
isolated narrow corridor of Afghan's Northeast Frontier. The 
southwestern buttress of the Great Pamir stood out supremely 
in the near distance between the two principal sources of the 
River Oxus. It was a magnificent. immense spectacle. This was 
our first glimpse of the lonely heights that Hayward was 
destined to explore had he lived. Our  ccveted goal lay beyond 
them. 

Entering the confines of the settlement of Qala Panja. we 
passed a stone wall surrounding the compound of a n  important 
Wakhan native whose political s ta tus  entitled him to the 
sprawling dwelling that stood behind the wall. A little farther on 
stood the ancient citadel and garrison headquarters. Situated 
close by was a comfortable wood dwelling, the remote lodge of 
his majesty. the King of Afghanistan. The lodge was reserved for 
the king's shelter and comfort during his occasional visits to 
Wakhan. The ancient fortress with its six-foot-thick stone and 
mud walls provides shelter and protection lor the Afghan 
fronlier g ~ ~ a r d s .  The outer walls are built with loop holes and 
turrets for observation and, i f  necessary. for the firing o l  guns. I 
was lold that the loopholes were used in ages past by archers. 
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The massive fortress and its surroundings reminded me of a 

ACqhan benreffi carnlir1g~/1tel~for 
kitchen /ires ~uilhin IhfJve 

.foot-th~ck ~ualls of this anclent 
fortress qf gala Parua on the 

south bank of the O.uus River. 
The north bank of the OXLLS IS 

in Solriel terntory. Marco Polo 
was reported to haur slopped 
oLIer here en ro~lte to Cathay. 

China. 
Photo b g  Edward F. Noack 

scene from the Arabian Nights. 
Qala Panja provided safe haven for the native residents and 

acted as a barrier to intruders treading on the Oxus Valley trail 
from China's Sinkiang Province to the West. The citadel con- 
tinues to serve this purpose. Reflecting over days long past, I 
stood gazing at the surroundings and imagined I could see the 
warning fires lit on the fortress tower. and hear the muted sound 
of drums behind the walls calling the sentries to arms as the 
invaders drew near. Then would come the blare of trumpets as 
the warriors sallied forth to meet the enemy. That scene has long 
since disappeared, but the fortress still remains to remind the 
occasional wayrarer of a turbulent past. My careful observation 
of construction details of the ancient fortress revealed that the 
greatest number of loopholes were placed on the walls facing 
land An attacking enemy would have to approach over land 
since the Oxus River flows close by the opposite side. Its 
presence would be a ror~nidable barrier. 

The commander of Lhe fortress stepped forth to greet us and 
announce that he was having a late lunch prepared for us over 
the kitchen fires within. Several ponies were being readied lor 
the loads they were to carry during the next two days on our trail 
to Sargaz and Baba Tanji some twenty miles away. These villages 
were the last habitation we would encounter in the Wakhan 
Corridor before taking off for the Great Pamir over Sargas Pass. 

Directly across the rlver from Qala Panja. the Soviets occupied 
a [ortress which appeared to be of more recent construction. We 
had noticed several Soviet settlements since leaving Ishkashim, 
some with sentry-occupied towers. 

A short distance upstream from Qala Panja. two of the 
principal sources of the RfverOxus or Amu Dariajoin in ajungle 
of camelthorn, willow and other kinds of copse. The Pamir River 
branch has its source in Lake Victoria (Sirikol) seventy miles to 
the northeast wh~le the Wakhan branch rlses in the glaciers of 
the Little Pamir to the east of Great Pamir. Captain Wood. a 
Brilish explorer, set out to discover the source of the Oxus in 
1838. He was the first Englishman to travel through the Wakhan 
Corridor to Qala Panja at the confluence of the two principal 
sources. In mid-winter, he decided that the Pamir fork was 
larger. He rollowed that branch until finally arriving at his god. 
There he made the following statement: "After quitting the 
surface of the river. we lraveled about an hour along its right 
bank and then ascended a low hill whlch apparently bounded 
the valley to the eastward; on surmounting this, at five o'clock in 
the afternoon of the 19th of February. 1838. we stood. lo use a 
native expression. upon the Bam-i-Duniah or Roof of the World. 
while before us lay stretched a noble but frozen sheet of water 
from whose western end issued the infant River of the OXUS- 
its elevation, measured by the termperature of boiling water. 1s 
15.600 feet above sea level. This. then, is the position of the 
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sources of this celebrated river. which, after a course of upwards 
of a thousand miles in a direction generally northwest, falls into 
the southern end of the sea of Aral." But Captain Wood was 
mistaken in his assumption that the Pamir branch was the 
principal source or the Oxus. After further exploration, the 
Wakhan or Ab-i-Panja fork was rightl~rlly identilied a s  the true 
source. Our course for the next two days would follow along the 
Oxus left bank. 

Several hours had passed since our breakfast. We were 
a m i o ~ r s  to mount our ponies and be on our way when several of 
our bearers appeared with trays of welcome food- nee, mutton 
and vegetable pilaf, fruit and stacks o l  chappattys. We dined on 
the open veranda of his majesty's bungalow overlooking the 
caravanserai. The residence and compound of the village 
headman and the fortress surrounded us. The steep canyon 
walls across the river in Soviet Turkestan obstructed our  view of 
the glaciered heights we were destined to see upon our arrival in 
the Great Pamir. 

The site o l  Qala Panja marks a geographical point of 
uncertainty among historians a s  to Marco Polo's route across 
the Pamirs. According to his journal, we had followed in his 
footsteps for the last two hundred miles. But a t  this point. 
historians seem to be confused a s  to which branch of the Oxus 
Marco followed. Colonel Henry Yule, renowned authority on 
Polo's travels, wrote. "There is nothing, absolutely to decide 
whether Marco's route from Wakhan passed by Wood's Lake 
(Lake Victoria) or by the more southerly branch of the Oxus in 
Parnir Kul." Either of these routes woi~ld have eventually put 
Marco a t  Tashqurgan in Sarikol, located eighty miles to the east 
of where we stood. So, regardless olwhich route Marco Polo ~ ~ s e d .  
we would be no more than a few miles off his original course. Si r  
Aurel Stein, the celebrated British archeologist who spent nearly 
forty years of his life in explorations in Central Asia. seems to 
favor Marco Polo following the Pamir River branch to Lake 
Victoria. It is on that watershed that one of our camps in the 
Great Parnir would be. 

Penetrating deeper ~ n t o  the Wakhan, we were astonished a t  
the Immense scale o l  the canyon walls and the towering icy 
heights of the Hindu Kush and Pamirs. The few agrarlan 
inhabitants, mostly of Tadjik background, dwell in a land of 
harsh splendor. Existence in the hostile environment olWakhan 
centers around abundant water, a few plots of fertile soil for 
crops, vast areas of grazing lands. A native's life is one of toil and 
struggle. 

The village Beg or headman came to bid u s  a warm farewell 
and wish us  success on our Pamir adventure. But he could not 
converse with us  nor we with him since he spoke only his native 
Persian tongire and a few words of Ottoman Turkish. But 
through our native linguist bearer. I asked him about the ruins 
of an  ancient stone building I had discovered nearby. He 



explained that the building had been erected in ancient days a s  
a watch-lower to warn the surrounding residents of approach- 
ing unfriendly tribes pressing down from the east. A sentry was 
probably on watch day and night to alert the populace of 
pending danger. As I chatted wilh that robust native official I 
had no inkling that I would find him lying prostrate on his 
charpoy only three weeks later. burning wilh fever and several 
days distant from medical assistance. We discovered on our 
return through Qala Panja he was delirious and breathing 
heavlly. When his bearer asked me for help. I told my linguist to 
inform the man that I was not a medical doctor. Still. I could see 
that the official had a high fever and probable infection. I handed 
my bearer twelve tetracycline capsules, the strongest medicine in 
my kit, with instructions a s  to their use. I hoped and prayed that 
i t  would be the proper medicine. Next morning (and six 
tetracycline capsules laler) we were glowingly told that the 
official's temperature was almost normal and that recovery was 
apparently on the way. I told his bearers to keep him in bed lor at 
least three days and have him use all the remaining tetracycline 
pills. Then I was beseiged by the natives ior more of the "magic 
pills." Needless to say. my supply of tetracycline was nearly 
exhausted. As I handed the capsules to the fortress commander, 
I was careful to insist that the magic medicine be used only in 
alarming emergencies. 

3% Jeep Road Gives Way to 
Rugged Horse and 
Camel Trail 

We mounted our  ponies not far from the garrison compound 
at the very end of the jeep road. We were up against a steep bluff 
lhat seemed to dely footing even for a horse. After waiting lor all 
twelve Badakshi ponies to be loaded with our bags and supplies. 
a na11ve guide who had joined our  bearers led us  around a bluff 
to a steep trail that ascended over alternate patches ofgrass and 
shale to a well-used animal track. This track wound along the 
canyon wall ahead for miles. Suddenly we came to a switchback 
that dropped off steeply toward the river where lhe trail 
disappeared around a precipice. We found lo our dismay that a 
gallery had been constructed on the cliffside with pegs. timber 
props and knee braces. It had been topped with poles and brush. 
and overlaid w11h shale. It clung lo the canyonside above the 
river in a most precarious fashion. This structure provided the 
sirpporl for our trail. I dismounted and walked on ahead unlil 1 
reached a gravel bar on the rlver. Looking back. I was startled to 
see t l ~ a l  the gallery had been secured with no1 only props and 
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Our stilt car~tilevered trail along the 0x11s River between Qala Panja and Baba Tanja. TLL~O more days  of 
hazardous travel to our destination before embarking upon the Great Pamlr. Photo b y  Kenneth 8. Noack 

braces. but with wooden pegs that had been driven into crevices 
in the rock wall. That night I lay awake and pondered the 
possibility of termites existing in the Wakhan. If they did. I 
wondered how long i t  would take them to devour the pegs which 
were apparently the sole support of the structure above us. 

After all members of our party had survived the ordeal and 
were accounted for. I turned in the opposite direction and saw 
the distant outline of several small stone buildings surrounded 
by brilliantly-colored autumn foliage. It appeared to be a 
farmstead of a Wakhi family. Dark gray clouds streaked across 
an angry sky. I was sure I felt a snowflake mixed with the light 
rain that fell against my cheek. It seemed to be the harbinger of a 
snowstorm that would settle upon us before nightfall. Pir 
Mohamed had galloped on ahead toward the village to arrange 
supper, shelter, and horsefeed for our livestock. A snow squall 
had set in, so we pulled our storm gear over our goose-down 
jackets. The only cheerful sight before us was an occasional 
glimpse of shimmering autumn foliage through a thin veil of 
snowflakes. At dusk, we arrived at a small farming and livestock 
settlement consisting of several sprawling stone and mud huts 
that huddled together in the center of a well-terraced talus slope. 
The settlement was at the base of a glacial nullah (chasm) ol the ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ : h ~  ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ e r  
Hindu Kush Range. It was heartening to arrive at that pretty nearChaltll,  

little compound of three or four friendly families and accept their photo b y  F, Nmrk 
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\val-m hospitality. A large pot of hot tea was brought to us  on the 
trail by a village elder. We welcomed the dry shelter and the 
warmth froni t h e  villagers' kitchen fires. Not only were we 
comfortably accotnmodated in dry and warm quarters, but our 
eshausted ponies were led under cover with the natives' live- 
stock and fed a sizable ration of newly-harvested wheat straw. 

The common Wakhan farm compound in lhese remote parts 
has a stone-walled enclosure adjacent to the dwelling for 
conrining livestock after nightfall a s  protection against pre- 
dators, principally wolves. But during frigid winter nights the 
livestock is driven into covered stalls built against the dwelling 
walls. With the poorer families. the living room is shared during 
bleak nights by humans and animals alike. While I never slept in 
the same room a s  the family livestock. I was awakened before 
dawn one morning by the crowing of a rooster that had perched 
on a beam. His call was followed by the cackling of hens who flew 
rrom their roosts above me to reach a straw pile on the ground. 
There they scratched around for their breakfast. 

To pass away the time while awaiting our  supper, we huddled 
close to the blazing coals of the cooking fires. Conversation 
amongst the bearers reached a lively pitch. I t  was quite 
important that our nightly stops provide companionship and 
rest for our bearers so  that their thoughts would not dwell on 
their distant homes and kinfolk. The daily toil required to put 
ourselves and supplies safely in the Pamirs had to be rewarded 
with not only meager wages, but by some form of recreation. 
Mingling with the few Wakhan natives and chatting until late 

hours of the night seemed to keep the bearers in high spirits. 
As moderate sno~vfall settled in for the night, we were thankful 

that adequate shelter and warm food had been reached before 
darkness rorced u s  to pitch the tents a t  trailside. The savory 
fumes of mutton strips being roasted on skewers over red-hot 
coals permeated the air  and reminded u s  that we had not eaten 
for nearly seven hours. The customary rice and vegetable pilaf 
and hot chappattys were brought u p  along with tempting strips 
of mutton. It was a most adequate supper for hungry. tired 
wayfarers. 

Morning broke clear and cold with the ground covered with a 
few Inches of powdery snow. It was a relief to find that our horses 
were packed and ready for the day's double stage all the way to 
Sargaz and Baba Tanji, where we would lay over for two days 
before beginning our  upward climb to Sargaz Pass and our 
destination in the Great Pamir. It is surprising to see how 
quickly two bearers with a piece of rope and a square hitch can 
pack a cumbersome load on a horse. As we left the little farm 
settlement, a great icefall at the terminal of the Hindu Kush 
glacier presented a n  Arctic-like scene. Across the river, the stony 
nor111 wall of the canyonside rose seven thousand feet to the 
southern rim of the Great Pamir, reminding 11s lhal three days 
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hence we would be riding our yaks amongst those icebound 
peaks on the way to our encampment. 

The Wakhan branch of the Oxus flows unhurriedly like a 
colossal snake over a stony bed nearly a mile wide in places. 
someetimes separating into a s  many a s  four different streams a s  
the valley widens. Along the banks and on land between the 
water courses, there is jungle of camelthorn, tamarisk, and salix. 
Clusters of vermillion-colored berries covered the branches of 
the copse a s  we passed. The golden yellow of willow added 
brilliant color above the deep blue water of the  Oxus. Our  bearers 
told us  that foxes. rabbits, wild boars, and even a n  occasional 
leopard abound in the jungle. Sometimes, during the bleak 
winter months. the Asian snow leopard and Siberian wolf invade 
the farming areas from heights above to prey on the livestock. 
Those Wakhis who raise cattle, sheep and goats keep large 
mastiff-like dogs to guard their domestic livestock day and 
night. Several coveys of chikkors (partridges) were flushed from 
the copse near the river bank a s  we rode along but it was not 
until we reached a n  elevation of around 16.000 feel that we 
found the Ram Chikkor (Himalayan Snow Cock), a giant 
partridge that can sometimes weigh eight pounds. Ours 
provided a delectable meal for a half dozen hungry wayfarers. 

Occasionally we passed the ruins of ancient stone structures 
that had probably served a s  watch towers a t  a strategic vantage 
point on this historic ancient trail. 

Our Afghan Wakhi bearers informed us  that there was a more 
direct way to approach our yurt camp in the Pamir by crossing 
the river several miles west of where we first mounted our  
ponies. The route follows the nomad trail along the left bank of 
the Pamir River for a short distance before striking up a side 
valley eastward into the heights of Pamir. The route would have 
saved a full day travel. But we were told that the sentries on the 
Russian frontier objected to the presence of foreigners, even 
though the trail is entirely on Afghan soil. As remote a s  the area 

One ofour yaks loaded with 
is from civilization. the Soviet-Afghan frontier along the Oxus willow fire from the 
and its headwater tributaries is vigilantly guarded by sentries on banks ; , the  Pa;ir R~~~~ 
both sides of the river. As we rounded a projecting bend in the several thousand.reet beloto 
river which had been obstructing our view, we saw the telltale one ojour camps. Dried yak 
huts and terraces oranother small settlement three or four miles d ~ Q 7  the limited source 
ahead. The bearers had been in high spirits for some time: that ~~-~~l~$~~r~~Nmck 
alone sho~rld have told 11s that we were approaching friendly 
Wakhis. We were nearing our immediate objective and two-day 
stopover, the isolated community of Sargaz and Baba Tanji- 
the home and headqirarters of the community headman. Ali 
Gohar Sheikh. who would be our native guide into the little- 
known wilds of Great Pamir. An hour later we dismounted and 
led our ponies down a stony defile. The milky waters of the 
turbulent Ab-i-Panja (Oxus) rushed by with unusual ferocity. A 
prilnit ive but skillfully designed cantilever bridge spanned the 
stream to provide access to the tiny plantation of Sargaz. We 
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heard from the natives who built the timber structure that i t  is 
the only one spanning the river for over a hundred miles. But it 
is capable of bearing the weight ol two or  three horses. We 
crossed the shaky strircture on foot. single file, the ponies 
following behind. 

8 Arrival at Sargaz to Prepare 
for Pamir Ascent 

Sargaz is a picturesque little community of neatly terraced 
farmsteads lying astride a large talus delta which had been 
formed over the centuries by a siibstanlial glacier-fed stream. 
Some t h ~ r t y  or  forty lamilies scattered along the Ab-i-Panja 
between Sargaz and  Baba Tanji make up  the population of 
Wakhis in this a ln~os t  unknown a n d  extremely isolated region. 
Their li\relihood depends upon the outcome of whatever crops 
they can wrest from the little productive soil that  IS available. A 
few of the pastoral fam~l ies  join the nomadic tribes of the  Pamirs 
each spring to tend their flocks on the rich pastures until heavy 
snows and arctic-like temperatures drive them homeward again 
in the autumn.  

Back on our  ponies, we wound our  way up  over terrace after 
terrace of golden-colored grain. ripe and ready for harvest. Our 
ears caught a grinding sound coming from within a small stone 
hut. Closer inspection revealed the village miller busily engaged 
in the o ~ e r a t i o n  of two millstones, erinding the dav's accumu- 

L. - 
A natr1-e Wakt1an.famer ready lation o i  the wheat harvest into flour. The crude little mill was 

It'' daL~'s  l n b o r ~ f  pltclling operated bya  stream ofwater directed against paddles fitted into 
hall . H I S  homemade pitchfork 
I S  made fmm the branch of a the lower end of a shaft which, in turn.  rotated a homemade 

u,illoLt, tree. 11ii:Istone upon a second stationery stone. The grain was fed 
Phoio by Kennel11 B Nonck through a small hole in  the upper unit. Though antiquated, the 

contrapt~on produced a fine grade of flour not unlike the sort we 
purchase at  the supermarket. 

Several villagers met u s  with warm greetings, apparently 
having been informed of ou r  immlnent arrival. We were 
welcomed to the home or Ali Gohar Sheikh, who had left for the 
Pamir camp to prepare lor our  arrival. As the Aksakal (headman) 
of the community. Ali Gohar enjoyed a dwelling that is a 
spacioils and imposing structure for these parts. with high 
stone walls enclosing a compound of living quarters, stables for 
ponies and yaks. and corrals to confine them. Beyond his local 
duties. he holds a n  important olficial appointment a s  warden 
over the vast and lonely area of Great Pamir. We felt fortirnale to 
have obtained the senices  of this competent leader to guide us  
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in the frozen wilds of Pamir. Addilionally, we learned that our 
linguist and head bearer from Sargaz onward would be a highly 
respected Afghan guide, well acquainted with the isolated 
mountain fastnesses of Hindu Kush and Pamir. From what we 
could gather from our bearers, we would rest for two days a t  
Sargaz and Baba Tanji while our supplies and animal transport 
were made ready for the steep upward climb of seven thousand 
feet to Sargaz Pass and the Great Pamir. Ali Gohar and Sifat Mir 
were expecting us  at a herder's yurt camp five miles beyond the 
pass. 

The kingdom of Nghanistan has  laid aside all of the Great -, 

Pamir that is wilhin its boundaries a s  a refuge for the remaining 
herds of Ovis Poli (Marco Polo Wild Sheep) and ibex. The former 
is reputed to be the rarest and most prized of all big game 
trophies. At the discretion of His Majesty, the King of Afghan- 
islan, and by special permission from the government. a limited 
number of permits are occasionally granted to cull the herds of 
the older animals and improve the stock. After several years of 
effort on my part and that of my official lriends. Afghan officials 
notified me that they would permit us  to travel through the 
Wakhan Corridor and onto the Pamir to hunt  and secure one 
fully matured Marco Polo wild sheep. The official date set for 
arrival in Kabul was nearly two years after that notification was 
received. 

Entering Ali Gohar's dwelling. we were led into a spacious 
stone-walled vestibule and passageway which appeared to be 
used lor storage and from which several other rooms opened. 
One of these seemed to be a master bedroom, but we later found 
it to be the quarters reserved for passing natives on their 
toilsome travels over the Wakhan trail. clein and comfortable. 
the room was assigned to us  for the duration of our  stay in 
Sargaz. The usual colorful felt rugs and a fine quality oriental 
carpet added cheerfulness a s  coverings upon the clay floors and 
sleeping decks. Regardless of the primitive construction of these 
Wakhi dwellings and the rudeness of the furnishings, one can 
always find something to cheer the spirits and gladden the 
heart. 

Re-entering the passageway and  glancing through a doorway. 
we discovered a huge famlly room with massive stone walls and 
heavy adzed timbers to support the roof and hold heavy iron 
cauldrons. As we entered, it was apparent that our  dinner was 
being prepared by several womenfolk. The ladies were busily 
engaged in tending the victuals being cooked over several beds of 
glowing coals of dried yak dung. Smoke escaped through a n  
opening in the roof directly above the cooking rea. while light 
enlered lhrough the same opening. The room was bright and 
near-smokeless. The time of day could be determined by 
shadows cast on the floor during lair weather. Marks were 
scratched on the planks to indicate the hours of the day. In 
addition. the seasons were indicated by similar shadow de- 
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marcations on a post. Carved notches helped keep track of both 
time and season, a sort of sundial device. This system takes the 
place of the clock and the calendar, rare luxuries in these 
faraway parts, and unknown items even in the bazaar of 
Ishkashim. 

We lived with these Mountain Tadjik natives in their mud and 
stone Ii i~ts.  existed a s  they did, ate their food. and became their 
staunch friends. I f  our linguist bearer was away, we got along 
with them with motioning with our hands  and through facial 
expression. At times it was a hopeless struggle: sometimes we 
received a smile when it should have been a scowl. and vice versa. 
But they seemed to thoroughly enjoy u s  a s  we did them. When we 
departed for the Pamirs. they lollowed in our yak tracks well 
beyond the limits of their compound, waving until we were all 
out of sight. 

It was comforting to know that our  native hosts throughout 
the Wakhan corridor were eager to accommodate us by 
providing the very best food and lodgings available in their bleak 
domain. This attribute seems to have impressed the Polos in 
their travels throughout this and other parts ofTurkestan. Their 
journals record the following at the Province of Camul near the 
Great Desert of Lop: "The people are all idolators. They live by the 
lruits of the earth which they have in plenty and dispose of to 
travelers. And it is the truth that if a foreigner comes to the 
house o l  one of these people to lodge. the host is delighted and 
desires his wife to put herself entirely a t  the guest's disposal 
whilst he himself gets out of the way and comes back no more 
until the stranger shall have departed. The husband has  no 
shame in the matter but considers it a n  honor." 

Among the variety of supplies that had been stacked in the 
vestibule ready to be loaded onto our yaks, one item that caught 
my eye was several cartons of Army C-rations, included for our 
lunches while we explored and hunted in the Parnirs. I thought 
that I had seen the last of C-rations when I served in the Army 
during World War I. But after fifty-seven years they caught up 
with me again. I always found the several varieties of canned C- 
rations t o  taste alike-there seemed to be little difference 
between canned corned beer and chicken. 

A small lad. the son o fa  Sargaz farmer, came hobbling up to us 
a s  we were sunning ourselves on the veranda. He seemed quite 
timid and even somewhat fearful a s  he wordlessly pointed to a 
filthy bandage around the calf of his swollen leg. Upon removing 
the bandage and laying bare a severe and painful-looking 
wound. he looked up at me, pleading with his eyes that 
something be done about it. As I examined the badly infected 
wound. our  linguist explained that the boy had injured the leg 
on a sharp  stick of wood several days belore and that nothing 
more than the crude bandage had been applied. Inlection had 
set in and formed a pocket in the flesh the size o f a  large cherry. 
It was filled with pus. The infection seemed to be spreading since 
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the surrounding parts were badly inflamed. Still, there was no 
evidence ol fever. The nearest medical clinic administered by a 
pharmacist was a t  least four days away. Several villagers had 
gathered around to watch the magic cure to be performed by 
strange foreign sahibs. The veranda began to take on the 
appearance of a field hospital. It was imperative that the ugly- 
looking wound be cleaned out without delay, so Ken and 1 
disinfected the cavity with a cotton swab and alcohol from my 
medical kit. Then the wound was packed with antibioticjelly and 
bandaged with sterile pads of gauze. The boy was handed a 
supply of the jelly with pads and gauze, and told to instruct his 
parents to keep the wound clean with bandages and repack it 
;very day. Aspirin and penicillin tablets were also given to him. 
along with instructions for their use. Though he  left with a 
gratifying smile, the outcome of his condition could not be 
predicted. He was fine when we returned two weeks later, but he 
would carry a deep scar Tor life. 

A spectacular scene unfolded before us  to the southeast just 
before sundown. We gazed over terraces of newly harvested 
golden grain sloping toward the fast-flowing waters of the upper 
Oxus to the 23.000-foot icebound summit of Baba Tanji (grand- 
father mountain), a sentinel that later became our  guiding 
landmark on our return to Sargaz. The mountain glowed in the 
approaching sunset. Across the river on the rocky canyon side a 
narrow trail winds eastward to the Chinese Sinkiang Frontier 
some seventy miles away. The trail is a n  historical trade route 
that even now accommodates camels and donkeys carrying the 
commodities of the Orient and Occident to their respective 
markets. Its use has  dwindled to infrequent travel required by 
those natives residing within the Wakhan Corridor and the 
wandering nomads of the Pamir Steppe. 

Of even greater historical importance is the nearbyjunction of 
an ancient trail that was crossed by the famous Chinese General 
Kao Hsien-chih in 747 A.D. His remarkable expedition crossed 
the Pamir within view of where I stood, leading a fully equipped 
military force of 10.000 that ousted the Tibetans from the upper 
Oxus basin and from India's Northwest Frontier Province. 

As I wandered along the bank of the river I came upon a n  
elderly matron with deeply furrowed facial wrinkles. telltale 
evidence of advanced age and a n  arduous existence. But the 
twinkle in her deep-set eyes betrayed her keen curiosity a s  she  
gazed upon one of the few foreigners she  had ever seen. I asked 
my native bearer, who spoke her tongue, to inquire a s  to the 
woman's birth date. I was startled a s  well a s  amused by her 
answer. "1 was too young to remember." she  said. Then I in- 
structed the bearer to ask the woman her age. "I can ride a 
yak." she replied. "I sometimes help in the harvest. I tend my 
small flock of goats." I smiled a s  I reflected her prompt answers; 
they were direct, intelligent and typical of her individual 
estimate of age. As I had observed In other remote parts of 
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Mghanistan and the Northwest Province of Pakistan, almost 
none o l  the elders had any record or memory of their age. Later. 
on our return to Sargaz. I suggested to Ali Gohar that records of 
age be kept by cult ing one notch each year on a limber lor each 
niember of the family. 

A1 a splendid dinner served in our warm quarters by 
laniplight, we learned that hot springs not far from Sargaz 
emi tted no1 only heat and vapors. but sufficient warm water fora 
hot bath. Villagers had constructed a stone bath house around 
the spring and pool to contain ample hot water lor community 
bathing. However. I understood that it was used more as  a spa 
lor restoration of bodily health and vigor than a s  a place of 
cleanliness. Nevertheless. it was decided that since our last bath 
had been five days earlier, we were due to test both the bathing 
and therapeutic properties of the spring. It would be our last 
chance for a t  least two weeks since the streams of the Pamir are 
either frozen solid or too frigid lor bathing during the winter 
season. 

Our brief stopover in Sargaz. while too short for more than a 
cursory survey of the surroundings and  inhabitants, revealed 
the village to be a n  interesting mix of religion (Islam prevails). 
domestic culture, racial characteristics and language. Sir  Aurel 
Stein. the distinguished ethnologist who spent most of his life 
exploring Central Asia, claims the Oxus basin and the Pamir 
valleys are the center of the origin of the Aryan race. In a land so 
far removed from the western world and yet so  near the frontier 
of China, i t  was surprising to find many Wakhis who had 
typically western European characteristics-light complexions. 
some with blue eyes and blonde hair, fine racial features. A few 
had the handsome appearance of a Flemish country gentleman. 

Painstaking construction o l  crude but well-planned and cold- 
resistant mud and slone dwellings with reinforcing timber poles 
galre proof of the resourcefulness and patience of these hardy 
people. To survive under the rigors of sub-zero winters and lo 
s~rccessrully raise sufficient crops to nourish themselves at 
10.000 feet altitude requires not only robust bodies but a high 
order or intelligence. 

When I returned to Ali Gohar's veranda. my attention was 
i~nexpecledly directed loward moving objects that approached 
lrom far up on the canyon side. The natives a t  work in the fields 
apparently had discovered this bit of excitement. for they were 
chat ling away a s  though some important visitors were about to 
arrive. As the objects drew closer, the profiles of men on the 
backs of yaks could be made out through our  binoculars. But i t  
was not irntil one of our bearers came up to u s  that we learned 
the identity of the visitors. As we had hoped, it was our Afghan 
leader Teheri and a number of bearers returning rrom the Pamir 
whrre they had prepared camp lor our arrival upon the Bam-i- 
Duniah (roof of the world). Our spirits rose at the sight of our 
yaks and men winding their way down the steep mountainside 
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in numbers sufficient to bear our supplies and equipment to our 
deslinatio~~. 

Teheri dismo~rnled his shaggy yak and shook our hands with 
warm formality. He was a tall. handsome, well-spoken Afghan 
native with typical Aryan Ceatilres. He addressed 11s in skrllfitl 
English. He inspired conf~dence instantly. His eyes, however. 
required treatment for snow-blindness The best we could do 
was to supply him with a spare pair of dark snow glasses and 
bathe his eyes with warm water and boric acid. By silndown he 
showed signs of recovery. He was able to look after the animals 
and the moving of supplies to a convenient location for early 
morning loading onto the yaks and to care for the numerous 
details associated with our transport. 

Teheri proved to be an encyclopedia of knowledge a b o ~ ~ t  the 
Wakhan. We kept him occupied in conversation about the area's 
geography and inhabitants, and about the antiquarian ruins we 
had passed along the Oxus. Authentic history of Central Asia 
and particularly Afghanistan goes back to the era of Alexander 
The Great. Many or the past nllers of the region pronounced 
themselves descendants of lskander (Alexander). Many of the 
present rulers of the States of the Hindu Kush and the 
Karakoram Monntains cling lo the same conviction. 

Teheri, SiCat Mir and Ali Gohar, our expedition leaders, left the 
main Pamrr encampment intending to meet us at Sargaz upon 
our arrival. En route they stopped at a nomad's camp in one of 
the Parnir \lalleys where they spent the night. There were reports 
amongst the natives that a band of the rare Marco Polo Sheep 
had been seen high LIP on the snowbo~lnd r~dge not far from 
lhe~r  camp. Ali Gohar and Sifat Mir decrded to investigate the 
rumor Instead of returning to Sargaz to meet us. But Teher~, 
several bearcrs. arid six yaks were sent on to guide us  onto the 
Great Pamir. 
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A check of the weather before we retired revealed increasing 
cloudiness and only a few scattered stars sh~n in f i  through to 
give some hope of fair weather for our start  the next day. From 
our sleep~ng bags, we were amused watching our cooks have 
supper around red hot coals of the kitchen fire and listening to 
their spirited conversation, 1101 a word of which we understood. 
Most probably their talk centered on our  forthcoming adventure 
in the Pamir. Even the barnyard chickens roost~ng above our 
beds on a rafter cackled with zest a s  though they expected to 
accompany us. And they likely will. I reflected, since I knew that 
one of our bearers would tend the livestock on our journey. 

We Depart for Bam-i-Dunya 
(Roof of the World) 

Before daybreak I was awakened from a deep sleep by the 
unusual sound of grunting yaks and the tramping of hooves as  
our  beasts of burden were herded to the dwelling's entrance for 
loading. Soon the voices of bearers shouting strange commands 
aroused u s  sufficiently to leave our warm sleeping bags and 
dress to join in the commotion. We would shortly be on our way 
to much loftier and more remote parts. 

In less than two hours (including time for a warm and hearty 
breakfast of e a s  scrambled with onion, curds, chappattys and 
tea), we mounted our  grunting yaks and rode out ofAli Cohar's 
compound, through the little settlement, past waving children in 
their colorful homespun garments, and onto a broad cobble- 
stone wash that had been formed by a small tributary of the 
Ab-i-Panja. A rough trail carved out of shale zigzagged steeply 
upward directly ahead to a promontory overlooking a vast 
stretch of the river valley. I t  was there I noticed that Ken was on 
fool far ahead, climbing u p  and over a steeply inclined 
esc.arprnent. I t  was comforting to realize that travel in this kind 
of terrain is far safer on foot or on the backs of sure-footed yaks 
than on horseback. 

ATler joining Ken on level ground, we beheld a most spec- 
tac.~rlar \hew of the gliltering Ab-i-Panja (Oxus) snaking i t s  way 
along the canyon floor two thousand feet below. The river was 
enroute to other branches of the mighty Oxus before de- 
bouching far ahead onto the plains ofAfghanistan and Bukhara. 
11 w o ~ ~ l d  ultimately empty into the inland sea of Aral 1400 miles 
away. 

I was apprehen~ive about the weather. Condllions were be- 
ginning to worsen and obstruct our splendid vlew of the mighty 
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ramparts of the Hindu Kush directly opposite across the Oxus 
canyon. A noticeable drop in temperature a s  we rose in altitude 
signaled the possibility of snowfall. We gradually penetrated the 

that gathered around 11s. Traces of snow from a recent 
storm began to appear on the ground a s  we ascended the 
moLlntainside. My mind began to drift loward the remarkable 
geographical area we were rapidly approaching. We were 
trodding on soil in the very heart of innermost Asia. and before 
s~rndown we woilld climb onto the incredible heights known a s  
the "roof of the world." home of the nomad and the rare and 
renowned Marco Polo sheep. As I plodded along that bleak 
mountainside on my trusly yak. I found it hard to believe that 
after nearly tcn years of determined effort, hopes. and frustra- 
tions. we were now approaching the goal that had been forcibly 
denied for a long time by officials in command of the sensitive 
frontiers involved. Little did 1 dream only a year earlipr. that I 
would soon be following in Marco Polo's footsteps. 

We had reached a n  elevation of slightly over 1 k.000 feet 
according to our aneroid. A crystal clear stream cascading down 
the canyonside had guided us. The stream eventually flowed oul 
onto the terraces of Sargaz hamlet in the form of numerous 
irrigation courses and millstreams for domestic use before 
joining the waters of the Ab-i-Panja. Several small frozen lakes 
and swamps surroirnded by grassy n~eadows and patches of 
rosethorn enhanced the landscape a s  we climbed steeply up 
toward 17.000 foot Sargaz Pass amongst the majestic pinnacles 
and ice fields of Pamir. Many flowering plants, long since wilted 
and past their blooming season, appeared in sheltered places. 
Teheri remarked that the mountainsides were radiant with a 
prof~rsion of varicolored wildflowers in summer. I noted and 
identified the Kashrnir Blue Gentian, although the specimen I 
saw had been dried and withered by frost and wind. It was 
almost identical to the gentian of the California Sierras. The 
immediate surroundings were spectacular in their enorrnity- 
huge overhanging cliffs rose sharply above the stream we were 
following and tcngues of fossil ice left over from the last ice age 
were beginning to make their appearance in the nullahs 
(chasms) a s  we climbed higher. 

Presently, dark clouds gathered and snowflakes enveloped the 
canyonside. Everything was lost to view and I found myself 
traveling alone. I had been following on fool for some time. 
leading my yak, while the rest of the party outdistanced me. All 
was silent excepl for the hushing crunch of freshly fallen snow 
beneath my hcavy boots. I imagined that I heard the tinkle of 
bells in the distance. But our yaks did not wear bells. Then the 
faint sound of calling voices seemed lo come from somewhere 
behil~d me. Yet our little caravan was far ahead. I got the weird 
feeling that a mysterioirs band of Asian robbers was trying to 
lure me away from my comrades: fortirnately. I retained 
sufficient composure to dismiss such a blzarre assumption. 
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Ne\,e~-theless, mysterious sounds and voices. muted by the heavy 
scl-ern of snowllaltes, persisted and haunted me a s  I hastened 
on\vard toward my companions. Soon the snowfall abated and 
the angry rlouds lifted ilnlil far above. on a field of pure white 
sno\\r and ice. I made out the Sor~ns of nine yaks and a s  many 
men plodd~ng steeply upward toward a notch in the barrier ridge 
defi~ilng t11e southern boundary of Great Pamir. My yak bearer 
had long since gone ahead with his companions, so I trudged 
along a s  fast a s  I could. leading my g r~ ln t ing  bovine mount while 
keeping a sharp eye on those ahead 

I t  \vas not long before I caught up with the others and round 
that thry had been anxious a s  to my whereabouts. I told them I 
had stopped to don my fur-llned gloves and goosedown storm 
coat \{!hen arctic-like chill overtook me. I was careful to avoid any 
refcrence to the s p i r ~ t s  that had bewitched me. The incident still 
lingered in my mind: I recalled the tales of natives in hamlets 
\\here I had stopped for the night relating similar experiences of 
travelers in the deserts and mountains of Central Asia. There 
was a legend of a lone traveler in the wilds of Kara Kum who 
heard voices calling his name. He became bewildered, followed 
the voices and was lured deeper into the desert only to expire 
from hunger and thirst. Seven hundred years ago, a s  Marco Polo 
Ira\leled along the edge of the desert Lop in Sinkiang, he 
recorded this accoirnt in his famous journal: "Beasts there are 
none: for there is nought for them to eat. But there is a 
manrelous thing related to this desert. which is that when 
t r a~~e le r s  are on the move by night. and one oS them chances lo 
lag behind or fall asleep or the like, when he tries to gain his 
company again, he will hear spirits talking and will suppose 
them to be his comrades. Sometimes the spirits will call him by 
name: and thus  shall a traveler oftimes be led astray so that he 
never finds his party. And in this way. many have perished. 
(Sometimes the stray travelers will hear i t  a s  it were the tramp 
and hum o f a  great ca\lalcade of people away from the real line of 
road. and taking this to be their company, they will follow the 
sound: and when day breaks they find that a cheat has been put 
on them and that they are in a n  i l l  plight.) Even in the daytime 
onc. hears those spirits talking. And sometimes you shall hear 
thr sound of a variety of niusical instruments. and still more 
com~nonly. the sound of drums. (Hence in making this journey 
'tis cwstoniary for travelers to keep close together. All the animals 
too t ~ a \ ~ e  bells at their necks so that they cannot easily get astray. 
And al slcrping time a signal is p r ~ t  up to show the direction of 
the nest march.) So  thus  i t  is that the Desert is crossed." 

Safcly back with my companions. I decided that I had been the 
\.ic.tim of that sort of apparition where evil spirits beseige the 
loncly tra\reler making his way in the wilds of the land. Alter the 
brief respite the snow began again. I pulled on my parka and fur 
miltens and was prepared to oppose the icy blasts that would be 
clicounlered at tile 17.000-foot pass and beyond in Pamir. 
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I hacl lost track of Ken during my lonely climb up the ranyon- 
side and now that I had joined our party, he was still no1 in sight. 
1 was concerned a s  to his whereabouts and hoped he had not 
been a victim ol  the phanlom spirits that had lured and 
bedeviled me. The faint track of nomads and their Ilvestock had 
guided ils toward our des t inal~on but snowfall had blotted out 
the last vestige o f a  path. It was questionable whether Ken could 
find h ~ s  way to the pass. Presently, one of the lead bearers 
exc~tedly signaled for us  to join him on the promontory. There we 
caucht a glimpse ol  Ken through a thin veil of snowflakes. 

L ,  ... - 
climbing on foot only a few hundred yards above He was moving sarqas I,ass. ,7,000 
slowly In the direction of a gap in the massive. ~cebound pl,olo h,, ~ d ~ ~ ~ ~ d  F ~~~~k 
sawtooth r~dge-Sargaz Pass, a1 last the cillmination of Ihr  
climb to Great Pamir. 

41 We Reach 17,000 Feet 
Altitude at Sargaz Pass 

A stiff climb over the ice brought u s  up with Ken. Astonish- 
ingly, we lound him a s  determined a s  ever to reach the pass on 
his own feet-an incredible achievement that brought praise 
frorn every one of us. His pace had slowed considerably, a 
perrectly normal result of climbing 7.000 feet to a n  elevation of 
nearly 17.000 feet. a distance o l  about [ourteen miles. all in a 
litlle over nine hours. 

Traveling astride the broad back or a bulky yak has  its short- 
colnings, requiring one to dismount often to limber up his legs. 
warm his body. and silence the unceasing grunt of the heavily 
l~urdened animal. But, after each spell of steep climbing on foot 
ancl pulling my slow-gaited yak by a rope attached to a ring in his 
nose. I was glad to remount in spite of the discomrorts built into 
(he clumsy beast. 

Clo~td-enshrouded Sarg'v. Pass. though it had been in view for 
nearly an  hour, proved to be an  elusive object on the skyline 
\vhicli atlracted 11s beyond the limit of our  patience. The 
ol~stacles encountered and vanq~rished were now behind 11s and 
at last \ire rode onto the deceptive notch in Ihe sno\vbound 
rampart. T h r  Great Pamir lay beyond. We lingered there for a 
lime and triecl lo absorb lhe stupendous landscape that 
strcl(~licc1 brfore 11s. Magnificent icerlad peaks and spires rose 
skv\\rar-d I~elwcrn drirling clouds above the flat, snow-laden 
\'dlcv Iloor 01- thc Great Parnir. For a moment. the s u n  broke 
thl-oirgli the licavy cloud co\.er in the \\lest. Light seemed to creep 
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LIP the mountainside. reminding u s  that sundown was near. 
Suddenlv the crest of a n  icy pinnacle to the northeast turned 
faintly crimson and we watched a s  the distant massif revealed 
its evening splendor. 

42 Our First Contact with 
Pamir Nomads 

Since it was nearly five miles to our  night shelter and a few 
snowllakes had begun to appear. we remounted our yaks and 
trudged onward a t  a faster pace over a downhill grade to the 
valley Iloor. Teheri had nearly recovered from his snowblindness 
so he rode ahead to alert Ali Cohar and our  camp cook of our 
arrival, leaving the bearers to steer us  safely on to camp. My yak's 
cloven hooves crunched into the powdery snow and gave me a 
feeling of security on the steep and icy terrain of that bleak and 
inhospitable environment. Descending rapidly to a n  elevation of 
15.000 feet. i t  was now possible to make good progress along the 
level valley floor. The animal's usually slow pace quickened for 
some unknown reason. Our  bearers appeared to be aroused by 
some unseen activity in the distance. As we skirted project~ng 
rocky spurs  1 saw smoke in the distance, rising above two large 
felt yurts (Asiatic tents). Tadjlk nomads gathered up their flocks 
of goats and yaks from snowladen grasslands before nightfall. 
The fierce barking or huge wolr-like dogs. the tinkle of bells, and 
the harshly guttural sound of a herder's voice prodding un 
ilnrirly yak into the corral for nightly protection from his 
predator. the wolf, gave assurance that we were at last entering 
the domain of a nomadic tribe. And, what seemed most 
important at the moment, warm shelter and food. 

As we drew up to the yurts. two important-looking native 
Nghans  approached u s  with a welcome handshake and salaam 
while a bearer brought up mugs of hot tea. Ali Gohar's wisened 
facial expression and expressive, sparkling eyes inspired con- 
fidence on first sight. A native of the Wakhan. sensitively aware 
of his formidable and primitive surroundings. Ali Cohar 
possessed the very qualities that we could hope for a s  our 
caravan bashi (leader) during our  adventure on the Pamir. Sifat 
Mir. an  Afghan native of the Hindu Kiish, was a handsome chap 
possessing fine facial features and a good command of English 
a s  \cvell a s  the local native dialects. Good fortune had placed 11s in 
the care of two capable leaders. 

Two large felt yurts belonging to the local nomads and three 
storm tents were pitched in a well-protected site sheltered on 
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three sides by rocky cliffs. Circular stone walls three feet high 
surrounded corrals to conline the nomads' livestock after night- 
fall. Several wolf-like dogs lurked slyly toward us, drawing the 
atlention of Sifal Mir who came u p  to warn of the danger of 
these trained animals. They watch the livestock day and night. 
protecting them from the ravages of wolf packs. They are trained 
to keep strangers away from the yurts except when the visitors 
are accompanied by one of the nomads. 

The womenfolk appeared to play a n  important part in the daily 
toil of the camp by gathering up the flocks a t  sundown, carrying 
large vessels of water from nearby icy streams and caring for 
their small children. Approaching u s  from the snow-laden valley 
floor were four men driving a number of yaks to be corraled lor 
the night, some of which Sifat Mir had procured for transport to 
our base camp deeper into the Pamir. 

As I glanced out onto the vast frozen steppe toward distant 
snowy silmmits. a shaft of light from the setting s u n  streaked 
over Ihe valley and onto the peaks. creating a splendid scene of 
rose pink-one suitable for the artist's brush. The warm glow of 
color over the snowy summits quickly paled and one by one the 
dislant peaks took on the cold grey pallor of twilight a s  the 
specter of night approached. The biting chill sent us  scurrying 
for the fireside and the warmth of the yurt to reflect on the 
events of the day and to enjoy the substantial supper being 
roasted over red hot coals for us. Presently, the loud barking of 
dogs alerted us  to conversation outside. A native herdsman. 
powdered with snow and a coating of hoarfrost on his beard. 
appeared through the yurtflaps with our  host a t  his side. There 
was much excitement when Sifat Mir arrived to inform us  that 
he had spotted a herd of several Marco Polo wild sheep about 
three miles distant, bedding down in a sheltered dell for the 
night. This. of course, was stirring news since one of our 
objectives was to come to grips with a herd of these rare and 
noble animals and to secure photos and, hopef~~lly. a mature 
specimen lor a trophy a s  well a s  a plentiful supply of meat for our  
larder. As we crawled into our  snug  goosedown sleeping bags. 
hemy snowlall set In to add gloom to a bitterly cold night. S ~ f a t  
Mir ordered breaklast to be ready a t  four o'clock in the morning 
to permit a n  early start lor the heights where the sheep had been 
discovered. Bul we were too weary to concern ourselves a t  the 
t~me.  

At lhe dismal hour of four o'clock in the morning. the barking 
of dogs and grunting of yaks broke inlo our sound sleep- then 
the lent flaps opened, letting in snowflakes that chilled our faces 
and hastened our decision to arise and don our  several layers of 
clothing. Afler a generous hot breakfast ole% and onion omelet 
and oatmeal porridge, we rnoi~nted our yaks and departed for 
slrange parts known to harbor those few wild sheep reported by 
the local herdsman. 

The snowstorn soon abated and small clusters of bright stars 
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Three Tfljik nomads pmcrss- 
ing yak Iinir inlo blartkct s ize  

sq~rnrc~s.for coc,erir~g yurt 
d ~ ~ ~ t ~ l l i r ~ g  lit~irlg q~~nr t t*rs .  Firs1 

llie ynk u ~ m l  is sprcnd otlf 
~rrt[lonnly nbouf t u n  irtclies 

fliic-k. llicrt rich hof yak riiilk is 
sprirlklcrl oL1cr llic 1~1ool nrtd 

info f l ~ e f i b c r s .  When Iliomc~gfi- 
111 dricvi 111t~./t~11 blnrtkels are 
roped d o ~ t v i  oc'cr f h c  t,.vfcrior 
rmfnrtd s ides or f l t e  ye117 lo 

nlnke i l  1~1irid- and 111nfcr-proof 
Pltoro bg Kcnrir~ll~ H. Noack 

al)lw;i~-ed. l'lir higlicsl icebound peaks in the distance caught 
[lit. firs( dim 1-:1ys of llie sun.  rasling a rain1 pinkish glow upon 
thrm ( h a (  grad~lallv s111-cad lo lhc lower ranges and finally out 
onlo (he  \,as1 sno\\~-laden valley floor. We plodded along on our 
sll:~g<v vaks r~nti l  Ali Gohar unrxpecledly ordered a hall. He 
d i smo~~nt r t l  lo examine lraclts in lhe snow and set LIP a spotling 
sc~opr ( o  sc;111 the mountainside in the dirc,clion of Ihe spoor.We 
\Irel-r no\\, o n  Marco Polo sheep ground, and 1 he lraclts were lresh 
on ne\\rly-rallrn snow. They poinled steeply upward illto soaring 
hriglits which we climbed for Inore than a n  hour. Though we 
Tollo\\rrd closely. ( h r  animals' instinctive alertness and un- 
bclic\.al~le agilily enabled them to outdistance 11s and conceal 
(Iirmsel\res. 'I'heir nalural skills were beyond belief. Ali Gohar 
and Siht Mir sal astride their yaks looking o ~ 1 1  inlo the distance 
from the bro\v of a hill. They seemed restless and uncertain a s  to 
ilic next mo\fe. Their slightest gesture would have to alerl us 
si~icc, we could no( see beyond (lie brow or ~rnderstand their 
c.liatier. BLII rlpon catching i ~ p  with them. we were doomed to 
disal~pointrnent -we were told that a band of five Marco Polo 
sheep were spolted Tar in the distance crossing a high ridge lo 
disappear inlo the \vilderness beyond. No1 being prrpared Tor a 
long and a rd~rous  stalk, we were willing lo agree that round one 
h;icl to go to the waly sheep and their ~ialive habitat. I t  was 
clt-c~idrd (o abandon (lie slall( and relurn l o  camp. 
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"Salaam alaikum-may peace be with you." spoke a lone 
herdsman astride his hairy yak a s  he slopped to greet us. 'Wa 
a la~kum salaam." I responded a s  I tried to shake his hand. He 
had come from the direction of the yurt camp; I pondered over 
his lonely quest in such formidable terrain. I found later that he 
had been sent out from camp to hunt  down two stray yaks thal 
fa~led to turn trp the night before. 

Heaching the yurl camp at midday, our  altention was centered 
on several nomadic women who toiled over what appeared to be 
a pile of animal hair. Closer obsarvation disclosed a crude 
manufact~~r ing process involving four elderly kneeling women 
who ~ ~ s e d  a long wooden roller to press and roll a thick layer of 
yak hair across a smooth stone surface. Anolher woman stood 
with a large vessel of hot goat's milk, pouring the proper amount 
onto tlie matted hair a s  a binder while it was being rolled into a 
mass. The hair and milk would eventually adhere and cement 
the fibers logelher into large, blanket-sized sheets of one-i nch 
thick felt of stormproof qualily. When ready, i t  is laid out in the 
sun lo dry. The ingenious process produces covering material for 
the yurts and comfortable ground cover. It is surprising to 
observe how comfortable and warm ayur t  can be with the help of 
a small yak dung fire in its center and the felt doorway cover 
p~rlled shut. There IS a n  opening a1 the center peak of the  roof to 
provide a n  outlet for smoke but even this can be closed in stormy 
weather. Small children and even babes play on the wall-to-wall 
fell carpet nearly naked while outside temperatures hover near 
zero. The ylrrt's skillfully designed framework is held rigidly 
togelher by a wide. artistically decorated woven band stretched 
tightly around its exlerior. Decorated felt numdas (small rugs) 
are piled lour or five thick around the perimeter to provlde 
addit~onal warmth and comfort a s  bed mattresses. Occasionally. 
onr finds a fine antique Bukhara rug thrown over one of the 
beds in the yurl of a well-lo-do nomadic family. Even the walls 
miglil be covered with fascinating woven fabrics. Handwro~rght 
copper kitchen trtensils may hang from the ceiling framework 
around the hearth. An opening in tlie lelt carpet and a circle of 
stones at the center of the floor provides a safe place for the yak 
dung fire. 

Although the life o f a  Pamir nomad is admittedly austere, he  is 
able lo devise comforts that make it possible Ibr him to live with 
reasonable contenlmenl in such hoslile surroundings. I was 
o f f e ~ ~ d  a bowl of freshly-made yogurt by one or the women who 
seemed to sense niy liking for the disli. Il proved lo be quite tasty 
tliotrgh slightly more acid lhan our western variely. The chunks  
of goatsmilk cheese we carried in our  pockets for a snack were 
quite rich in flavor. But even more tempting was the sight and 
savory odor of a hannrh of mullon hanging from a wire over a 
bed of red-hot coals, sizzlitig away temptingly. I drew the line a t  
sampling 1 he native Central Asian intoxicating beverage, ktr- 
miss, originally made by the Tartars and sti l l  brewed by the 
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nornads of the Steppes from fermented mare's or camel's milk, 
Because il was somewhat embarrassing to reject a sip of their 
favorite liqi~or. I gave in and accepted from my host a large mug 
of the potent, orthodox liquor of the Asian sleppes. Its taste, from 
the small draft that I swallowed, was like a mixture of warm 
champagne and beer. Although the large majority of Pamir 
tribes are Muslims. they regard their ties to Islam ralher loosely 
and. on occasion. they partake in the merriment offered by a few 
drafts of the potent kumiss. 

Oi~ts ide  the yurt, activity in the compound was running at a 
fast pace: the womenfolk were rounding u p  the ewes for evening 
milking while the men and dogs kept busy separating the yaks 
from the rest of the livestock. All of lhe animals were being 
herded in groups into enclosures for protection from marauding 
\valves after nightfall. Children were pouring a plentifi~l supply of 
milk from goats and yaks into large containers for later 
churning into butter, cheese, and yogurt. These foods, added to 
the staple nan (unleavened bread). grain, mutton and a few 
onions, make up by far the principal components of the native 
diet. The flesh of sheep. goats and yak is roasted over coals ofyak 
dung or whatever copse or root is available. While the diet seems 
to prodc~ce alert and sturdy children and lean, m~rscular elders. 
its lilnited variety would soon become monotonous. We learned 
that many 01' the children are stillborn and that dogs give birth 
to pups only about once every three years. Whether this 
phenomenon is the result of diet or the high altitude, I shall not 
attempt lo delermine. 

Sifat Mir came to disclose plans for transport of equipment. 
supplies and ourselves to base camp some fifteen miles deeper 
into the Great Pamir. We would have to arise early in order to 
arrive a t  our destination by mid-afternoon. Twelve yaks and nine 
I~earers- including two cooks-will be required for the trek and 
to put camp in order. Sifat Mir, head-bashi (leader) and linguist 
-Ali Gohar, shikari (hunter)  and Resident of the Sargaz. River 
Panja area, and the Great Pamir where his authority reaches to 
the far corners of this isolated domain. They are well acquainted 
with the isolated wilderness into which we shall spend our 
remaining days in Pamir. Ali Gohar holds the Afghan Govern- 
men1 title of Warden of the Great Pamir. 

"Khal) Rufta ~1s t  (The wind has  gone lo sleep)." remarked Ali 
Gohar a s  the biting west wind abated. "Inshallah (Cod willing)." 
I added, hoping that the weatherwould improve by morning.The 
~ x o s p ~ c . t  of entering what Ali Gorhar calls the home of the Great 
O\ is  ['oli wild sheep was exciting enough. yet we would be 
approaching close to the trail of Marco Polo again- the trail that 
\ilc hat1 left hrhind a s  we departed QaIa Panja. More than seven 
h~~ncrlrrd years ago Marco wrote in his daily notations. "There are 
n ~ ~ r n b c r s  of wild beasts of all sorts in this region. And when you 
Iravr this little country and ride three days northeast, always 
arnong moirntains. you get to such a height, one that 'tis said to 



AMIDST ICE AND NOMADS 109 

be the highest place in the world! And when you have got to this 
height. you find a great lake between two moi~ntains.  and oirl of 
11 a finc river running tlirough a plain clothed with the fines1 
pasture in the world: insomuch a s  a lean beast there will fatten 
to your heart's content within ten days. There are great 
numbers of all kinds of wild beast: among others, wild sheep of 
great size, whose horns are good six palms in length. From these 
horns the shepherds make great bowls to eat from, and they use 
the horns also to enclose folds for lheir cattle a t  night." Messr. 
Marco was told that the wolves were numerous and killed many 
wild sheep. Hence quantities of their horns and bones were 
found and lhese were made into great heaps by the wayside in 
order to guide travelers when snow was on the ground. This 
plain is called Pamir. The greal lake between two mountains was 
named Lake Victoria by the British explorer Lieutenant J o h n  
Wood. who on the afternoon of February 19. 1838. stood on its 
frozen surface believing that he had discovered the true source 
of the River Oxus. Later it was found that the Ab-i-Panja was the 
real source o l  that famous river. Before departing those frozen 
heights of "Barn-i-Duniah" or "Roof of the World" a s  he named it. 
he decided to withdraw the name Victoria and retain the name 
of"Sir-i-kol." the appellation given to it by our  guides. That name 
endures to this day. 

48 We Depart the Nomad's Yurts 
for a Wilderness Beyond 

On a splendid but frigid morning we awoke to find the vessel 
of water frozen solid in our storm tent. But soon. Sifat Mir had 
one of our bearers bring a large vessel of steaming hot water 
from the yurt for our morning sponge. We could always tolerate 
the sharp cold of morning with our thermal underwear and 
several layers of wool clothing topped by goosedown coats and 
fur-l~ned mittens. When the s u n  shone brightly, its warm rays 
provided comfort. But when a dark cloud passed over or the 
shadows of late afternoon deprived u s  of that welcome heat, we 
got olf our yaks and walked. 

Bidd~ng our nomadic friends a warm goodbye, we steered our  
yaks lo the dim trail that led through the snowy valley floor 
beside a frozen stream. We plodded along in the center of that 
vast rspanse between snowy heights that reached to over 20,000 
feel. Our Iiilnible caravan was dwarfed. Lake Victoria (Sir-i-kol) 
lay tlilrty miles northeast. Polo's trail across the "Pamier" is 
5.000 feet lower and less than six miles to the northwest. 
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One Ily one, in single file astride our grunting yaks and with 
our loacled bearers on foot, we left the nomads' grazing ground. A 
bearer who trailed close behind tended a half dozen goats and 
sheep that would follow LIS lo new pastirres and an  eventual 
drstiny on the millton and rice platter of our dinner table. 

A ~~rorii inent landmark rose majestically in front of us to an 
unknowrl height. but not less than 21.000 feet. This impressive 
crag with a remarkable hanging glacier clinging to its north face 
\\rould be our guiding sentinel to the base camp site some twelve 
miles firrtlier on. My attention was suddenly directed to a scene 
of commotion around a group of nearby yurts. I thought we had 
left the last trace ofcivilizatiori behind. I stopped for a better look 
when two hersmen came forward. I assumed their intention was 
to greet me. It was somewhat disturbing to note that the two 
nomads were dressed in the skins of animals. What little tailor- 
ing there was barely held the skins together around the men's 
bodies. 'rtieir long fur robes that resembled the Afghan chapon 
draped over their shoulders arid extended to their ankles. Their 
shoes were merely leather str ips wound around the feet and 
ankles and tied with a thong. A cap made of the hide of a fox or 
a wolf sported earflaps similar to a trapper's headgear. They 
appeared to have just stepped out of a cave dweller's abode. Still, 
a s  I sat astride my yak and regarded them. they seemed to be 
intelligent. Modern civilization, though, was either unknown to 
them or of such a thin veneer that their likeness to cave dwellers 
was probably not too remote. While I sat watching their 
expressions, they appeared to be startled a t  being suddenly 
confronted with strangers- faces and apparel of a sort they had 
probably never seen before. I would have liked to have greeted 
them wrth a warrn tiandslrake, but learned arterward that it was 
better I had not. I left them with a wave of my hand and a 
goodbye. They looked rilore bewildered than before. 

Seven Iiundred years ago Marco Polo said of the nomads. 
"Indeed. most of them are dependent for clothing on the skins of 
beasts for 5ti1ffs are very dear amongst them." Sluffs (fabrics) are 
slrll dear amongst them. After I caught up with him. Silat Mir 
told rile that many of the nomads react to foreigners in the 
manner of animals. Living in solitude throughout their lives and 
seldom confronted with strangers, they become alarmed when 
they suddenly stand face-to-face with queer-looking people. 
Little wonder1 He disapproved of my wanting to be friendly by 
shaking hands and felt that making a move toward them might 
bring for(h some of their primitive traits. I was glad that I kept 
my distance. 

As \ire proceeded onward toward our  destination, the valley 
gratlir;~lly opened L I ~  into a great broad expanse of snowy grass- 
land. 'l'hcre was grass aplenty a s  far a s  the eye could see: "A plain 
clothed with the finest pastilre in the world." is how Marco Polo 
descr~tjed I( .  Mile after mile we j o g e d  along over crusty snow 
which 5ounded like crilnching glass under our yaks' hooves. 
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Despite our longing to reach the base camp and begin our 
p ~ ~ r s ~ ~ i t  of the Great Marco Polo wild sheep, we were thoroughly 
cont(.nted wilh our carefree life, our newly-acquired com- 
panions, and even the domestic animals which carry and 
s l~s ta in  11s. Besides. the landscape became more immense and 
impressive a s  we penetrated dreper into the Pamir. 

At last we reached the forks of two slreams draining into the 
nearby Pamir River. In the distance, rising above the steppe. we 
saw enormous sky-piercing heights laced wilh glacial flows and 
ice fields. The sun's warm rays kept my lefl side comfortable 
while my right side suffered from the biting cold. I donned my 
fur parka and forgot the bleak wintry blasts. Ali Gohar changed 
his course and headed our little procession toward our  camp at  
(he fool of (lie ice ~nountains.  The last vestige of civilization lay 
far I~vhind-even the nomads' camp with its flocks and 
domestic activilies were well beyond our reach. We had arrived at 
the heart of that lonely steppe ofcentral Asia the Polos called the 
"Roof of the World"- thal unknown wilderness of ice and snow 
Lhal had been chosen by the Royal Geographical Society of 
London for exploration by the intrepid Hayward. I asked my 
bearer. "How far to camp?" He answered. "Yes, far." Then I asked. 
"How many kilometers?" He answered. "Yes, kilometers." No 
f~urther questions were asked. 

Before crossing the stream. I dismounted my yak to stretch my 
legs. When I attempted remounting my formerly gentle beast 
altaclted me head-on. I grabbed his massive horns and held on 
for dear life with all my strength a s  the 1.200-pound beast 
carryed me above his grizzly head. Luckily, my bearer heard my 
cries and came running to grab the rope attached to a ring in the 
yak's nose. That stopped the animal's vicious attack and enabled 
me lo escape without injury. Luckily I survived the ordeal 
wilhout being gored. Needless to say. 1 changed yaks on the spot 
and never rode my adversary again. 

Headquarters Camp is 
Reached in the Wilds of 

Great Pamir 

A two-hour march up a narrowing, grassy trough brought LIS 

to within sight of our encampment. It was nicely nestled in a 
circular basin and surrounded on three sides by towering 
pinnac.1~~ rising to heiglits well in the 20.000-foot range. As we 
drew closer to the setting. three bearers who had gone on ahead 
cam? fonvard lo greet LIS and help wilh the loads. Two 
anticluated stone huts stood In the Ibreground, while a short 
dislance away slood a large felt yurt and two storm tents that 



would provide warm shelter against the bitter cold nights so 
common lo the Pamir valleys. 

There was much chatter and excitement amongst the bearers, 
not a word of which we understood. But before we could inspect 
our  quarters in the cozy yurt. they hastily led u s  off to a spotting 
scope mounted on a small tripod and focused sharply on a group 
of three Marco Polo rams that lay about one thousand yards 
away among some rocky crags. And that was not all. for in plain 
view through the scope. less than a half mile away on the 
opposite side of t he valley, several females and a single ram were 
feeding with the assurance that safety is directly proportionate 
to the distance between nimrod and quarry. Both groups were 
well out of range for telephoto photography or rifle shot. It was 
hard to believe that all this good fortune should prevail on our 
arrival in camp. At last we had come to grips with the rarest and 
most stately of big game. But I refused to allow myself to become 
overly confident upon this piece of luck. While pkering through 
the scope at those magnificent animals. Ali Gohar sh ruEed  his 
shoulders and announced that they were not of the stature we 
were after for our  cameras or for trophy and pantry. We were 
therefore relieved of the thought of a n  arduous stalk to bring 
them within range. But we had had the rare privilege of viewing 
our first Marco Polo wild sheep. 

The savory aroma of hot bread ended our search for wild sheep 
and sent us  scurrying to the kitchen fires glowing cheerfully 
alongside one of the stone huts. While our cook prepared dinner 
over two of the fires, one of our  bearers. Aslam. patted out 
chappattys between his hands and tossed them onto the red-hot 
griddle where they cooked to tantalizing taste in a matter of 
scconds. With a lump of fresh yak butter and a couple of hot 
chappattys. our hunger was suppressed until suppertime. 

Mi Gohar told u s  that the average life of this great sheep is 
about f~fteen years, after which they fall victim to predators 
during the deep snows of winter. We were fully aware ofthe keen 
sense of smell and alertness of the Poli and his ability to outwit 
even the most nimble hunter. I knew that the days ahead should 
bring u s  to grips with many of these noble animals. We resolved 
to keep our  cameras ready for pictures and a rifle in hand in case 
a fully mature ram appeared within range. Sifat Mir told us  that 
i t  will require all the skill we can muster for a n  outstanding 
photo or a chance to secure a fine trophy. 

I t  was our renowned medieval traveler who first brought the 
story of this monstrous wild sheep of the Pamir to the attention 
of the western world. For this he  was ridiculed. just a s  he was for 
the many astonishing but valid tales he told of the wonders of 
Central Asia and Cathay. But eventually, after later explorers had 
proven the  existence of the great wild sheep of Parnir, the 
scientific name Ovis Poll was accepted by naturalists in honor 
of Marco Polo. 

Long shadows of late afternoon began to envelop our little 
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campsite. I was reminded of approaching sunset by the rapid 
drop in temperature even as  I sat  close to the glowing fireside 
and indulged in piping hot chappattys and yak butter. The 
attract ion of our cozy felt yurt - a w ~ s p  of smoke rising above the 
vent from a warm fire within-lured me to make my first 
inspection of what would be our quarters for the duration of our 
days in Great Parnir. Warm comfort welcomed me a s  I stepped 
into the twenty-four-foot diameter yurt and onto a thick wall-to- 
wall felt carpel with colorful geometric patterns woven into the 
fabric. Our sleeping bags were arranged around the perimeter, 
Silal Mir's and Ken's on folding cots brought up from Sargaz on 
the backs of yaks, and mine placed on top of a jumbo-sized air 
mattress. For frigid night temperatures. I found the groirnd 
much warmer than a raised platform or cot. What comforted me 
most was a native-made stove assembled in the center of the 
floor with a teapot sizzling on top. Piles o l  numdas (felt rugs) 
lined the wicker-framed circular wall, and our bags and 
trappings added to the furnishings. Cameras, clothing and 
personal eflects were conveniently placed near our beds. We 
returned to the outdoor kitchen to absorb some of the radiant 
heat from the fires kindled up to cook our supper. Three huge 
copper pots over a s  many glowing fires held rice. vegetables 
(mostly onions). and roasting strips of goat's meat (kabobs). Our 
meat ration had trailed along and kept us company all the way 
from the nomads' camp. But every time one of the goats or sheep 
was slaughtered, it seemed like a criminal act against a n  
innocent traveling companion. 

Ali Gohar told us that we were now in the natural abode of 
the Ovis Poli and the Siberian ibex. It is prime feeding ground 
-an area of isolation and rarefied air in which the animals 
thrive. Ali Gohar and Sifat Mir informed us  that our next 
day's trail would lead us  onto snow and icebound heights far 
above any we had already encountered. We had survived the 
rigors of cold and thin air of high altitude up to now without 
falter. Climbing higher would be a new experience and a risk we 
had to take in order to come to grips with the rare and dignified 
denizens of Pamir. 

Evening darkness soon enveloped our little compound- the 
flickering light of our kitchen [ires caste long shadows a s  our 
bearers Aslam and Islam carried great platters of hot foods into 
the yurt. "Tonight we have dastarkhan (feast)." Ali Gohar an-  
nounred. As we entered our warm yurt, we cast our goose- 
down coats aside. Our table was lighted by candle and lamp. We 
helped ourselves to rice. mutton.-and onion pilaf. baked nan 
(wheat and barley bread) spread with wild honey, tea and sweet 
biscuits. Soon our hunger vanished. Ali Gohar informed us  that 
we must arise at the early hour of three-thirty come morning. So  
bedtime after a long and active day arrived at  7:00 p.m. Aslarn 
waved his hand again and again over the bright candle flame 
trying to extinguish it. 'Why doesn't he blow it out?" I wondered. 
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I had noticed this practice in the native settlements in the 
Wakhan Corridor: it is a lingering remnant of Z ~ r o a ~ t ~ ~ ' ~  
doctrine dating back to before the sixth centl~ry B.C. 
Zoroastrianism. the faith of the so-called fire worshipers. 
flourished throughout Persia in that remote era. Acolytes do 
not blow out a flame for rear of polluting fire with their breath. 
This and other superstitions connected with fire dates back to 
pre-Christian times. 

At last the steep climb to Pamir was over-our snug quarters 
sheltered 11s from a bleak and snowy night. S o  we snuggled down 
on heavy fell numdas in our goosedown bags. The breeze and 
powdery snow found a tiny chink and invaded our yurt. but red- 
hot r o d s  in our little stove cheered u s a s  we drifted offtoa sound 
sleep. 

While everyone in camp was in deep slumber, great commotion 
arose in the compound a t  a little past eleven o'clock. Cries and 
shouting came from within the stone hut  a few yards away. Sifat 
Mir. \\rho slept in the yurt with us, grabbed his rifle and ran 
outside in the darkness calling Balu-Balu (bear) a s  though he 
knew exactly what was taking place. And he did. for there was a 
large brown bear in camp about lo break into our provisions hut 
and gobble our rood to his heart's content. He was crawling 
through a n  o p e ~ ~ i n g  directly above two of our bearers who had 
been on the floor fast asleep. They were so  terror-stricken that 
they bolted out of the hut into the frigid night. I arose from my 
warm bed and with bare feet ran to the yurt flap to gaze out into 
the darkness to witness the disturbance. but a n  icy blast greeted 
me. As the turmoil quieted down. I scurried back to bed. Sifat 
Mir returned after firing one shot in the darkness, and reported 

that the bear had been seen trying to enter the hut  through a 
small opening. but was lrightened away by the bearers before he 
was able to find and devour any of our  food. Bears are supposed 
to live off the land, but when they scent man's food and garbage 
they are inclined to ignore their normal diet and raid man's 
p a n t v  and garbage pit. 

Three-thirty arrived all too soon after the bear incident broke 
illto our sleep. But i t  was time to arise and don the five layers of 
clot hing required to insulate myself against the sharp Arctic-like 
cold of early morning. Aslam and Islam entered the yurt with a 
torch and lighted a heating fire and lantern, and later brought 
up a sirbstantial hot breakfast of oatmeal. tinned fruit, ham and 
onion omelet and nan. 
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45 Our First Encounter with 
Wild Marco Polo Sheep 

Our shaggy yaks, saddled and waiting outside. gave a few 
grunts lo alert 11s to the sharp cold. We donned heavy coats and 
fur mittens before starting out to explore the frozen heights of 
I'amir. Moonlight enabled u s  to discern the jagged profile of 
towering mountain heights rising aloft on both sides of the 
broad valley we were to follow. As dawn cast its light pink 
reflectiorl on the highest snowy spires, the surrounding land- 
scape came to life in a most imposing array of brilliant pastel 
coloring-changing in splendor against its snowbound surface 
a s  daylight progressed. 

My yak grew tired of his usual grunting after a while and 
began to grind his jumbo-sized teeth- the sound resembled the 
sawing of wood. A guide rope attached to a metal ring inserted 
through his nose cartilage enabled my bearer to lug him along. 
yet the determined beast continued along much a s  he pleased. 
"Culja. gulja." cried Ali Gohar, pulling up for a dead stop astride a 
ridge. He pointed down to the snow, and we saw the gulja (Ovis 
Poli) tracks. And a good many freshly-made ones, too, taking off 
toward a small lake nearby. This bit of excitement called for a 
brief halt and an  inspection of the surroundings through 
binoculars. Ali Gohar set LIP the spotting scope with its forty- 
power magnification for a more precise inspection, and found 
that there were probably seven or eight sheep in the groi1p.They 
apparently stopped at the lake for water, then took off abruptly to 
Ihe top of a ridge where they disappeared over a pass. For the 
moment they were too far away to plan a stalk. 

I was si~rprised to find the pretty little lake entirely free of ice 
although the air temperature stood a t  several degrees below the 
freezing point. Sifal Mir explained that several of the lakes 
nearby were fed by hot springs and would remain ire-free until 
late in October. The reflection of a majestic pyramid-like peak in 
lhe lake's indigo blue water presented a magnificent picture a s  
the early morning sun 's  rays cast a golden streak across the 
watvr's glassy surface. I was disappointed that we could not tarry 
longer. 

Stall<ing the Ovis Poli was the objective of the day and we had 
hopes of c o ~ n i r ~ g  to grips with trophy-sized males within camera 



132 AMIDST ICE AND NOMADS 

range. Upon reaching a n  elevation of somewhat over 16.000 feet, 
\irr again came to an ~ ~ n e x l ~ e c t e d  hall on a rocky eminence. Ali 
Gohar d i s m o ~ ~ n t e d  and signaled for all of (1s lo do the same. 
Tlien lie CI-awled on hands and knees to a n  eminence that 
orlkrrd a commanding position overlooking a large snowbound 
basin amongst towering heights on three sides. I knew he had 
spotled game since he was setting LIP the powerful spotting 
scope and the yak bcarers were hasrilv heading 1 he beasts under 
cover o f a  large boulder. Upon reaching Ali Cohar. we found him 
intently gazing in the direction of a little grassy bare spot 
surrotlnded by sno\il. With ilnaided eyes. I was unable to detect 
anything but boulders and shadows in the glare of the sunlight. 
13~11 Ali Cohar's wisened expression a s  he stared into the scope 
and then at me gave dl that I wanted to know- he motioned for 
Ine to come havr a look. Silre enot~gli. 1 could see seven rams 
t,~-ou,sing i l l  the shadow between the boulders where I had failed 
to spot [hem with unaided eyes. They blended into the landscape 
almost perfectly. After I observed the grand sight lor fully ten 
minutes. t\vo of the larger rams lay down and rested their 
massive horns on [lie ground, relieving their milscular necks 
and shoulders of the hea\y b ~ ~ r d e n .  As we found out later. the 
I~a re  horns and skull often weigh over forty ~ ~ o u n d s .  We were told . . - .  

A rare photo aftu'elue Marco Illat [hese rams would go over fifty inches around a single horn. 
Polo s l iccp (Otlis I'oli) lflkcpri Yet. at Ilie impossible range of over seven hundred yards, even 
Irorll six hurlrlrc,d !jnrds. 
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our telephoto lenses could not produce the detail we required. 
Nor would a rifle shot be in order at such a range. The wind. what 
little there was. favored u s  slnce we were on the downward side. 
An examination of the t e r ra~n  for a possible stalk lo closer range 
revealed a spur  intervening between u s  and our  quarry. This 
would conceal us  until we reach another vantage point not over 
four hundred yards away. All of us  crawled on hands and knees 
to keep well out o i  sight and linally reached a spot to peer 
through a crevice. One of the bearers pointed excitedly to the 
seven rams a s  they retreated over the skyline a half mile yonder. 
When I stood up for a better view of the unfortunate situation. I 
saw eight more wild sheep following some distance behind the 
others. Where those eight came from we would never know. 
Likely, they were hidden away in a nearby nullah and became 
alarmed at the sight of the others on the move. 

We fell that our approach had been faultless: the gentle breeze 
was in our favor, we had tried to keep well-concealed. and there 
had been no sound capable of reaching the sheep's keen hearing. 
I decided that they must possess some form of intuition that 
gives them warning when danger threatens. My profound 
surprise can be better imagined than explained when two more 
rams unexpectedly appeared a s  t h o ~ ~ g h  out of the blue sky. then 

~ ~ 

disappeared into a deep ravine.  he^ did not reappear. The usual 
expression on Ali Gohar's face changed to one of bewilderment. 
I could then understand why it is claimed the Marco Polo wild 
sheep is the most difficult of all big game to stalk. 

Signaling for the yaks to be brought over to us, we mounted 
and started off in the same easterly direction leading into a 
nullah supporting a grand glacial flow. Its origin seemed to be 
amongst a group of majestic, icy crags perhaps ten miles ahead 
of us. It terminated nearby in a jumble of ice falls, seracs. and 
stony moraine. As I admired the incredible height of some of the 
towering summits confronting us. I recalled that when the 
Pilgrims. Hsuang Tsang and his Chinese followers first sighted 
those awe-inspiring summits of Pamir during their pious 
wanderings en  route from their homeland in China to India in 
the year 642 A.D., they wrote in theirjournals. "These heights o l  
Bolor (Pamir and surrounding area) lie midway between earth 
and Heaven." With the explorers' knowledge of the Buddhist 
faith and the reputed whereabouts of Heaven, their description 
was probably accurate enough for all practical purposes a t  the 
lime. 

Two spectacular glacial flows came into view with their stony 
terminal moraines joining a short distance from where we stood. 
After we reached the junction of the two frozen valleys. Ali Gohar 
-thoroughly familiar with every nullah, gulch aLd cranny in 
this wilderness, and keenly aware of the habits of its wildlife- 
chose to explore the valley on our  left. We would tramp its 
gravelly moraine and glacier if necessary. We had barely entered 
the lower reaches of this promising area when Sifar Mir dropped 
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to the ground and motioned for LIS to dismount and do the same. 
Croilcli~ng behind a boulder. \are waited for the big spotting 
scope to be set up We knew ltial another herd ofCllljas had been 
discovered. Bill we saw not a one, so perfectly did they blend inlo 
the surroundings. Still. Ali Collar had them in the field of the 
scope and declared that there wcrc two very large rams of trophy 
s i ~ e  in (lie herd. 

Glancing through the scope. I could hardly believe what I saw. 
There were nine Polis within the field of view and two or more of 
them carried massive, wide-spreading horns. The others ap- 
peared to be either sickle heads (young rams) or mahdlnes 
(females). They had sought shelter amongst scattered boulders 
in the moraine and had bedded down in a sunny spot well out of 
the snow. Gazing eagerly through the glass 1 mused. "This is the 
golden oppor t~~n i ty  of a lifetime of dreams and plans. At last I 
niight come to grips with the great wild sheep of Pamir." Yet. 
with over seven hundred yards between the quarry and me, how 
could I shorten that hopeless range to assure except~onal color 
transparencies'? I f  I could conquer the problem. there would be 
ample meat for the stew pot and a grand trophy besides. The 
problem, obviously, was to devise a skillful stalk. 

We were so well hidden and the wind was so much in our favor 
that i t  was safe to talk the situation over without the least fear of 
our  quarry being disturbed. Both Ali Cohar and Sifat Mir knew 
the ground well and agreed that a stalk to within range, either 
for telephotography or rifle, would be both difficult and time- 
consuming. With my eyes fixed on those magnificent rams I was 
ready and willing to accept the challenge. I scanned the rugged 
topography and saw only one possible route that would shield 
me from \dew. I f  the wind did not change its course. I could with 
difficulty reach a vantage point well above the sheep and not over 
three hundred yards distant from them. But I was told that i t  
would take no less than three hours to negotiate the sinuous 
~lphill climb necessary to accomplish the task. Besides, it was 
likely the sheep would move out to their feeding grounds within 
(he next two hoi~rs .  Furthermore, if the stalk was successful. 
(here would be so  l i  tile time left before darkness that it would be 
impossible to travel the difficult, frozen valley and reach camp by 
n~ghtfall. Hanng brought no sleeping bags, and with the 
prospect offinding no fuel [or a campfire to keep from freezing in 
the frigid night temperature at 17.000 feet elevation. I had no 
a l t e rna t~ \~e  but to abandon a l l  hope of approaching those stately 
denuens  or Pamir. Anyway, i l  was gratifying to have had the 
unexpected opportunity of watching them for a protracted spell 
in their well-protected hideaway. We left with our hopes dashed 
while those wily guljas remained a s  undisturbed and contented 
a s  when wr arrived While ~t was disappointing to mount our 
yaks and turn our heads toward camp, i l  was, nevertheless. 
encoilraging to know that the sheep had not been alarmed. 
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Unless routed away by predators, they would likely remaln in the 
same quarter for another day's attempt. 

Our track back to camp got underway at a faster pace than 
usual-both bearers and yaks were eager to return to the 
comforts of our isolated little encampment. The bearers seemed 
delighted with our decision to abandon the idea of a protracted 
stalk. In summer, the jilga (valley) in which we were confined is 
carpeted with an abundance of wildflowers of various colors. Icy 
tongues of glaciers extend from the heights above to the valley 
floor, a scene resplendent in brilliance and massive ice-riven 
spires. But now winter reigned, and we plodded along over icy 
shale and crusted snow to the rhythm of our mounts' grunting 
and grinding of teeth. The yaks. hardy and accomplished beasts 
of burden. dug their cloven hooves into the icy surface without 
ever making a misstep. So sensitive is their instinctive 
reasoning that they would stop and paw the deep. newly-fallen 
snow whenever they approached a crevasse. As I rode along. I 
could feel and count the heavy beats of my mount's giant-sized 
heart. But he never seemed to tire. even under the heaviest 
strain. 

The Karakoram natives describe him well enough: "The yak is 
a strange ruminant-something like a grand piano. standing 
four-square on his short sturdy legs. A kind of jack-of-all-trades: En route to the Great Parnir 

he can carry a pack or pull a cart: one can eat its flesh and drink thrO"gh Ihe near 
Sargas Pass. Author riding its milk out of its own horn. each one holding a full pint: its dung lead yak. 
Photo by Kenneth B Noack 
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senres a s  a convenient fuel for the coolting fire and from its tail 
yo11 have a n  excellenl fly-swat. Where would you find a more 
usef~rl animal?" 

Conversation dwindled a s  we sauntered along, but the 
monotonous sound of yaks' hooves breaking through cn1ste-j 
snow kept LIS alert in spite of the weariness that threatened to 
overtake u s  afler such a n  eventful day. Sifat Mir suddenly cried 
out. "Balu. balu." Fifty yards ahead a big brown bear dashed out 
from behind a boulder and headed for cover in a nearby gulch. 
Ali Gohar reached for his rifle but before he was able to extract ~t 
from the scabbard the bear had gotten out of range. Ali Gohar 
squeezed off two fast shots to no avail. The bear managed to 
reach safe haven, out of sight, and it was too late to plan a stalk. 
When the excitement dwindled I wondered why Ali Gohar would 
want to slay a n  innocent bear. The animal apparently was l~ving 
off the land and was probably not the same critter that had 
raided our  larder. His hide would not be prime for another 
month and would not have made much of a trophy rug. And I am 
sure we would have rebelled a t  bear stew when there was plenty 
of mutton on hand for dinner. 

Soon a westerly breeze came out of the calm. bringing with it 
the spicy fragrance of our  dinner cooking over the open fires at 
camp. We knew that camp was not far away and that our first 
warm meal since early breakfast awaited. A billow of blue smoke 
appeared in the near distance. Then we saw the flames of fire 
and finally our felt yurt. and  then the whole compound opened 
u p  before our eyes. Aslam and Islam came runnlng out to greet 
us  but they soon discovered by the expressions on our  faces that 
we had not had a totally successful day. Nevertheless, they 
cheered us  with good news- they had been watching a large 
number of Poli rams on the heights northwest of camp a s  we 
approached. Dusk was upon u s  so  it was impossible to estimate 
the animals' size even with binoculars. I scanned the mountain- 
s ~ d e  and could hardly believe the large number of rams and ewes 
that stood on the hillside, defiantly looking down on our motley 
group, quiet and unconcerned about our  problems, but in- 
stinctively aware of our  presence in their native habitat. Little 
did they suspect that sooner or later our  cameras would catch 
some of them posing unaware. Or  that I hoped to see one of their 
mature. trophy-sized brothers through the sights of my rifle one 
day. Inshallah (God willing). 

We warmed our  weary bodies around the cooking fires and 
relieved our hunger with hot chappattys and Yak butter. Ali 
Gohar heartened u s  by announcing that. since the fall rutting 
season was a t  hand, the big rams were lying not far away from 
the herds. We drew our  camp stools in front of a blazing wood 
fire and close by a big stack of freshly-baked native bread a s  All 
Gohar and Sifat Mir set forth a plan for tomorrow's strategy. 
While many promising haunts  of the wild sheep were discussed. 
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there was strong preference shown for the icy mountainside 
west of our campsite. 

Long, ghosllike shadows of the sawtoothed ridge to the west 
soon descended upon us in our comfortable res t~ng place a s  the 
sun set behind Karl M a n  Peak, a prominent landmark of Soviet 
Turkestan. It was only minutes later than I noticed a layer of ice 
forming over my cup of tea. It was not long before we abandoned 
the cheerfulness of the open-space fireside for the comforts of 
our yurts, the standard home of all nomadic families residing on 
the bleak Pamir Steppe. 

A lively crackling fire in the tiny metal stove had already 
warmed the yurt and soon a savory feast of rice. mutton and 
vegetable pilaf arrived from the kitchen fire on a large platter. 
And that was not all-for our untiring cook had taken the time 
to grill sheep's liver and kidneys over red-hot coals. Hot biscuits 
and wild bees' honey topped off a capital supper. Silence fell over 
our lonely compound at an  early hour. We bedded down before 
seven o'clock with vlsions of monster rams and the strange 
untrodden landscape that we would feast our eyes upon come 
morning. 

The grunting of our yaks broke into the silence of a frostbound 
dawn a s  we mounted and left camp in total darkness. The yaks' 
cloven hooves shattered the surface ice of a small stream. 
causing more clamor and alarm than we wished. We knew that 
Ovis Poli were not far off. And we knew that our quarry's 
sensitive ears were capable of picking up such warning signals 
at incredible distances. But onward and upward we climbed. 
nudging our bovine mounts along to keep them from nibbling 
grass from beneath the snow. We were headed for a belt of 
rimrock some fifteen hundred feet above camp. Our total 
altitude would be nearly seventeen thousand feet: we were, by 
this time thoroughly acclimatized and hardened to withstand 
the rarified climate. Before we left Pamir we would probably go 
much higher. 

Through the semi-darkness of early dawn. I could barely see 
someone ahead dismounting. It was Ali Gohar, who motioned for 
the rest of us to dismount and hand our yaks to the bearers. We 
had reached the rimrock. The spotting scope was being set up 
behind a crevice in the ridge. At the crack of dawn Ali Gohar 
motioned for me to have a look. His smiling face kindled our 
enthusiasm for game. I scanned a sizable flat basin through the 
scope and caught the fleeting movement of at  least twenty Polis 
retreating in the near distance. The group included no less than 
five good-sized rams. Others out o l  range had been alerted and 
were moving away from their feeding grounds to disappear into 
a distant ravine. Our approach to this promising maidan 
(pasture) was made with the breeze in our favor and without any 
alarming sound reaching the sheeps' ears. Still, something 
alerled them of impending danger before we reached the 



138 AMIDST ICE AND NOMADS 

rimrock. What it was. we'll never know, unless it was the sound 
of fracturing ice a s  our  yaks had brolten through the frozen 
streani a t  camp over a mile away. 

We seemed to be favored by good fortune in discovering so 
many Polis in the brief time we had been in their honieland. In 
high spirits, we remounted our  yaks and rode north out across 
the basin to a steeply ascending slope. This maneuver would 
Iiopefully put u s  in a commanding position astraddle a knoll 
overlooking the escape route of the Polis. Through snow a foot 
deep we struggled steeply upwards. at last reaching a crest we 
estimated at near 17.000 feet. It was a difficult ascent for our 
stocky kashgows (yaks), over icy shale and big snow-laden 
boulders. But the beasts are amazing in  their ability to negotiate 
risky terrain. They hug the ground on their short. stocky legs- 
slow but  sure-with a grunt for every step. 

Near the crest we cautiously crept to shelter between large 
boulders. avoiding being seen on the skyline. But we found no 
game in sight after scanning every nook and cranny on the 
mountainside where all those Polis had made their great 
getaway. The day was bright and sunny, so we decided to remain 
on this comfortable vantage ground and examine the immensity 
of the landscape around us. The towering, ice-bound heights. 
nameless and forbidding. rose in every direction around the 
compass. 

High above the valley floor, the shrill cry of a large bird drew my 
attention. He came stroking by quite close, then set his broad 
sweeping wings in a sharp  dive before coming to a fluttering halt 
inches above the ground. In a moment the bird's violently 
beating wings carried it upwards to soar into the breeze with 
some unfortunate creature in its sharp  talons-probably a 
marmot that had been sunning himself outside his den. 
unaware that sharp  claws were speeding toward him from far 
above. I watched this drama of "survival of the fittest" through 
my binoculars and identified the bird a s  probably a falcon or 
small eagle. 

I examined the vast panorama of the Great Pamir through my 
b inoc~~la r s  and followed (he  ~ ~ r e c i s e  route of the famousexplorer 
Lieutenant J o h n  Wood, who in the winter of 1838 set out to 
discover the source of the River Oxus. I could follow the course of 
the Pamir River from near its junction with the Oxus to Lake 
Victoria-some thirty miles away, a s  the crow flies. Wood had 
followed in the footsteps of the Polls just as we had for over two 
hundred miles to Qala Panja. It was through this historic valley 
of the Pamir River. I reasoned. that the intrepid Hayward was 
destined to follow the same route as Polo and Wood, had he Ilved. 
Wr kno\v from tlayward's records thal he intended lo cross the 
1):lrktlt and Baroghil passes on the Hindu Kush Range and 
ni;tkc his way inlo Badakshan I~efore at lcmpling his assignnicnt 
to rxl~lore (Iic I'amir Steppe. Upon his return lo Qala Pa~ija, he 
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would have had (he  choice of two historic routes leading onto 
the I'amir. I ralionalized that he wollld have been advised by the 
local tribesmen at the Fort of gala  Panja to follow the Pamir 
River route. 

46 Frederick Drew's Account of 
Hayward's Last Days 

Hayward lies in a modest grave in peacefill Gilgit cemetery. I 
wondered how he would have responded i f  only he could have 
witnessed the alpine scene before me. An accurate account of 
Hayward's last days is described by Frederick Drew, rormerly or 
the Maharaja of Kashmir's service, in his book The Nor-thern 
Baniclr- of  India. 1877. It was Drew who recovered Hayward's 
body and brought it to Gilgit for burial. His account reads. "In 
the beginning or the year 1870. Lieul. George W. Hayward came 
to Gilgit. He had been sent out by the Royal Geographical Society 
of 1,ondon with lhe object or exploring the Pamir Steppe. In 
prosec~rlion of this object he had gone to Yarkand and Kashgar. 
from which places he had, in the previous year, returned to the 
Punjab. ~ rnsuccess f~~ l  a s  to his main end. not having been 
allowed to approach the Pamir from the side of Yarkand. but 
with a store of incormation aboul eastern Turkestan and the 
Karakorams. With an  enthusiasm for his purpose that was 
characlerislic of him. he determined lo run the risks ofajoilrney 
through Yasin and Badakshan lo the place which was his goal. 
'rhoi~gh warned by many of the danger of putting himself in the 
power of sucli people a s  the Yasin and Chitral rulers-1 myself 
inlrodrlcrd him to men who knew their ways. and declared them 
lo be ullerly devoid of faith- he started on tlie journey. 

"'rlie rirst thor~ght lhat there would be dirficulty in entering 
the Yasin country was that the chief would refuse admission to 
Hayvard, but i t  did not turn out so. It chanced lhat a n  agent of 
Mir Wali's had on some pretext come to Gilgit and was there on 
1ia.yward's arrival: by his hands he sent a letter and presents. 
and in due lime an  answer came rrorn Mir Wali to the effect that 
he would be glacl to see him. So  lie wenl. was hospitably received. 
and was taken about to some of the valleys Ibr sport. This was in 
thr winter when snow was on the ground: there was no prospect. 
for lhrcr monllis or Inore. or the road to Badakshan being open. 
Ha.wvard. though on good terms with tlie ruler. did not think it 
wise lo wear 0111 his \velco~ne by staying all that time, but 
dclrrminrd lo return to lh r  I'unjab and make a fresh start in tlie 
early sumlner. 11 was almost a necessily Illat in return for such 
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;~ltentions he s l~ould  give his host, who was well-known a s  an 
a\k~ricious man. almost all that he had that was suitable for 
prcsenls. He promised, besides, that which Mir Wali expected to 
be of more value. He engaged to represent to the Governor- 
General what klir Wali had persuaded him to consider his 
rightf~rl claim to Gilgit. 

" I t  was evident that Mlr Wali had no right to claim Gilgit as 
one of hls possessions based on the frail grounds. that some four 
generations back, a distant relation of his wrested it from 
someone. But little of this did Hayward know. He adopted the 
\iews of Mir Wali, and promised his aid in getting them brought 
before Ihe British Government. He did, in fact, bring them before 
the Governol.-General: nothing was done about it: nothing could 
have been done about it. 

"Hayward returned lo Yasin in July. 1870. and a t  once i t  was 
clear that the former cordial terms would not prevail. Mir Wali 
\vas annoyed at his having effected nothing for him: was vexed to 
see the now large mass of baggage, containing untold wealth in 
the very things he would like to have (for they had been provided 
a s  gifts for the people beyond Yasin), going out of his grasp, and 
was vexed a t  Hayward's not agreeing to the route through 
central Chitral that he was desired to take: lastly, he was enraged 
at a n  encounter of words that took place between guest and host. 
For one used to having his own way within his own little 
country, all this was sure  to be more than annoying. For Mir 
Wali, a man who thought little of taking life, it was enough to 
decide him to murder his guesl and lake possession of his 
baggage. 

"Hapvard had started from Yasin, and had made three short 
marches on the road to Badakshan, had reached a place called 
Darkul, when he was overtaken by fifty or sixty men sent by Mir 
Wali. These, however, gave no signs of enmity: the leader said he 
had been sent to see the camp safe across the pass. But the next 
morning they took Hayward in his sleep, bound his hands, led 
him a mile to a pine forest, and killed him by a blow from a 
sword. tlis five servants. Kashmiris and Pathans, met with the 
same fate. 

"Three months afterwards I recovered Hayward's body. send- 
ing a messenger with presents and promises from Gilgit, where I 
lay. We buried him in a garden not far from Gilgit Fort." 

So concludes Frederick Drew's account of the death of George 
tiajward a s  described in his book The Northern Barrier 01 
Ir~dia. i~irblislied in London in 1877. My wandering reflections 
\ifrre brorrghl lo a sudden end by great excitement erupling 
around me. Off to the south, in a tremendous snow-covered 
(.ircluc, a large herd of ibrx made ils appearance. First. ten male 
a~i imals  came into view. then several more. until in all there were 
mar-c I tian .sivl!g climbingastride a rocky ridge, in f i r l l  view nearly 
;I milt, away. 'Iliey suddenly picked LIP speed and ascended 
rxpiclly to a blulfwhere they cam? to a halt and looked back. With 
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A group oJJJy Ibev alarmed 
crossing a snowJeld, possibly 

Ihr aicl of our b inoc~~lars .  we watched lhem for several minutes. escaping their predator, the 
'I'hcy were r~nquestionably alarmed. But our presence could not Siberian wolL the arch enemu 
have Ileen the'reason. ~ l i - ~ o h a r  was certain ihat  a woll pack or sf both the 0v is  Poli and the- 
some other large predator was on their trail-perhaps a snow 11~c.x (20.000 I c e l )  
leopard. 71'his was our chance lor rare pictures of ibex, alive and by Kenneth B. 

in their native home. But the distance, even with telephoto lens. 
was excessive. Ken's reso~~rcefulness was equal to the occasion: 
he set LIP his eight-power binocirlars on its small tripod and Sit a 
150 millimeter lens to his rellex camera. But the herd decided to 
move rapidly in single file into Lhe snowycirque. Ken focused his 
camera lens through lhe binoculars but I was fearful that he 
would be loo late for the picture we hoped lo get. The ibex slowed 
do\vn ant1 stood broadside to us  against a pure white snowy 
barkground. I heard the click of the camera shutter, then 
another and another. That was it: I Sell sure that Ken's skillful 
co~itrivance for long distance photography would yield precious 
rcsulls. While our earlier efforts to photograph the wily Poli 
slieel~ had failed. our spirits rose with this bit ofsuccess. Several 
of thr sliecp were fine, big fellows with massive i~pswepl horns. 
With the aid of eight-power binoculars, we estimated that the 
horns measured well over Sorty-five inches. All told. there were 
sixty-five ibex (Capra Siberica) in tlie herd. The predator. 
whatever i t  might have been. failed lo appear on the scene. He 
probably gave up in disgust al'ler failing lo fincl a n  idler or 
weakling among the herd. 

Moi~nting our yalts, we steered in the direction of camp with 
thc Sinn determination to try another stalk on the mountainside 
to the north where rams had already been sighted, and where 
they \voi~ld likely reappear at afternoon feeding time. As we 
descended a steeply-pitched ridge, we were approached by five 
yaks that carried great bulky loads. As we met on the valley Iloor. 
we found them to be driven by our bearers. The group was 
returning from a n  overnight trek lo tlie Pamir River with loads 
OS firewood cut the day before in the willow thickets and copse 
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d o n g  the river banks. Yak dung is the favorite firel in the nomad 
\ ~ L I ~ I  camps where i t  abounds, but there was hardly enough at 
our- camp to supply the needs of several fires b~rrning almost 
co~~stant ly .  

Wrth the tlier-morneter registerrng near the f ree~ing pornt in 
the shade. we lounged comfortably in the s~rnlight in front ofthe 
o~rlcloor kitchen fires. A hearty lunch sizzled away in the Iron 
coolting pots. Through habit. the crafty wild ~ h e e ~ ~ o f ~ a m i r  rise 
from Ihcir beds i11 Ihe icebound heights above and range . , 
tlo\\fnward lo lush grassy benches 111 lale aflernoon, and graze 
dirring Ihe night. Before mid-afternoon I spotted loirr polis 
al~proaching a sheltered dell high above camp and within less 
lhan an hour's climb. All were rams arid one big Sellow was 
trophy size What little b r e e ~ e  there was blew in our favor, so 
when the Polis settled down to steady feeding. Ali Gohar and I 
niounted the yC&s under cover below the brow of the hill and 
climbed slowly and a s  silently a s  possible lo a critical point. 
\vhere \\re dismounted and proceeded on foot. Jirst a s  we had 
observed before leaving camp, i t  was possible to conlinue the 
stalk to within close range without exposing ourselves to view. 
The only remaining probleni confronting us  was how to negoti- 
ate a silent final approach over loose shale. The stone has a 
tendency to rattle irnderfoot. and that alone coirld reach our 
q~rarry's  sensitive ears and result in complete collapse of all our 
efforts. Bill Ali Gohar and I were alone. We climbed slowly and 
methodically-always seeking firm ground or secure stones for 
a footing-avoiding the least sound. We felt certain that we had. 
a (  last. acco~nplished our goal. We arrived at a predetermined 
dcs(i11ation and cautiously looked over the brow or the dell where 
oirr rams had been grazing. They had vanished a s  though by 
magic- they were nowhere to be seen on the mountainside. 
Ilisappointed and confi~sed, we stood shaken on the spot where 
four stately Poli rams had grazed only minirtes before. Ali Gohar 
and I remained silent. There was no clue a s  to what caused the 
alert ancl disappearance. I looked to Ali Gohar for encoirrage- 
ment but I und'rstood not a word that he sl~oke. Yet, from the 
sage expression on his firrrowed face ancl the waving of his arms. 
I gathered thal he thought the animals were not far away. 
ron(iniring their late afternoon repaqt in bet ter pastures. 

We look irp their tracks in the large palches of snow that 
remained and had liltle t r ~ ~ r b l ~  following their trail and escape 
r o ~ ~ t e  in a westerly direction to another grassy bench. Conceal- 
ing o ~ ~ r s e l v r s  behind a huge boulder. we got our binoculars and 
sc,anncd t h r  moirntainside. A qirar(er of a mile ahead amongst 
I)ot~lders and drifted snow we detec.ted ~novrrnent. A dark cloud 
I)lotlccl oul thv late aSternoon sunlight ancl i t  was difficult (0 

r~l:rlcr. 0 1 1 1  Ihe sort of animal ancl the nirmber in the groirl). B~l t  
\vc3 \r8c.re confident Ilia( they were Polis. The s u n  rrappeared 
I~riclly hefor-e selting hehind (lie lofty Wakhan Mountains in the 
far tlistance. I I  cast its last rays directly upon o i ~ r e l ~ ~ s i v e  quarry: 
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thcre wcre our evaslve four elegant rams and six olhers. dl wilh 
their heads down, feeding ~ o n l ~ r ~ t c d l y  at thr foot of a steep 
escarp~ncnt. Despile (lie sucldrn drop in lemprralrrrc. we 
buttoned irp our parkas and feasted our eager eyes upon those 
noble animals. They fed without the slightest perceplion that 
they were centered in the field of view through high-powered 
binoculars. Little did they know thal we observed their every 
rnovemc~nl. We even watched one big fellow nudge his opponent 
away from a particularly savory morsel he had saved for himself. 
We were so absorbed in watching the scene before 11s that little 
thoi~ghl was given to planning a slalk to put us  in range for tele- 
photography or securing a huge. old monster a s  a trophy to 
grace my fireside at home. To our irritation, it was far too late in 
the day to think about another stalk, but the location was firmly 
fixed in our minds for an  early morning inspection. Hopefi~lly. 
those magnificent rams would remain for their breakfast. 

The long shadows of evening were beginning to envelop us. 
Bilter cold was setting in for the night a s  we turned toward the 
telhering site of the yaks. An hour later we rode into our little 
compound and hastened alongside the blazing kitchen fires to 
be handed mugs of hot lea and heavily buttered chappattys. I 
was prepared to give a detailed account of our attempt to stalk 
the four elusive Poli rams but learned that the whole camp had 
been watching our every movement through binoculars. The 
entire scene had been within their field of view, a s  camp was not 
more I han a mile and a halfaway. The four big rams we had tried 
our best to outwit raised their heavily burdened heads in alarm 
soon afler we dismounted to make our final approach on foot. 
They rambled along the sloping mountainside to join several of 
their comrades feeding away contentedly on a small spot of 
li~xuriant grass. Our hurried departure for camp at  sundown 
brought no alarm amongst them. But we found that our  bearers 
had been watching an  even larger herd coming out from the icy 
heighls above to graze along with the sheep we had stalked. This 
bit of irltelligence helped to remove a t  least part of the disap- 
pointmenl we had experienced and prompted a spirited dis- 
cr~ssion of plans for the morrow a s  we consirmed sticks of 
birltered nan and a hearty dinner served in the warmth of our 
kll yurt. 

47 Our Operations Move Deeper 
Into the Great Pamir 

In spite of the linguistic barrier existing between Ali Cohar 
ancl me. we got along com~nendably even when Sifat Mir was not 
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along to translate. But I would have liked to discuss many 
inleresling tol~ics with him concerning his stamping groclnds 
- tlic Great Pamir and Wakhan. Ali Gohar was self-educaled and 
s l~en l  a loilsome life in a n  isolated wilderness where his very 
exislence depended upon what he could wrest from the land. He 
had a keen mind and a remarkable knowledge of the local lribes 
ant1 nomadic migrants. He knew their language and cusloms 
and helped them when problems arose. He had great respect for 
la\\. and order. pri~nilive though it had lo be in thal remole 
corncr of Central Asia. 

I3eli)re rrtiring. we got out our maps and scanned the areas 
already covered. With Ali Gohar's help, we marked the nullalis 
where large herds of Polis were known to congregate. All of these 
locxl ions \\,ere \vithi n three hours yakbark from ramp. It was 
heartrning lo find so many hideaways within so  short a distance 
from otlr hrad(1~1artrrs- thew was no likelihood of running out 
ol' ~>riliie 11~1nt ing ground. Fourteen different valleys with 
streams led by vast glaciers discharge their flows inlo Pamir 
River. Each onc of these valleys is a hideaway for Marco Polo 
sheep ancl ibex. Wt, had already covered no r-norc than a fraction 
of (hc area o f ~ r ~ s (  one of 1liese \.alleys and had counted over sixty 
\vilcl sheep. Ali Gohar and Sifat Mir reminded 11s that we had 
only I1rgr111 our ~ ) i ~ l - s ~ ~ i (  for tliosr wary beasls. And as yet. we had 
no1 t.splorc.cl [he  most promising groi~nd.  1 snalclied a few winks 
of s l ~ c y ~  d t ~ r i n g  the c.on\~crsalion and soon retired lo tlic comfort 
of rny s l ~ c p i ~ i c  I~ag.  I drifted off to sound s l t~mber  with dreams of 
Marco I'olo and his accaount of "wild sheel) of giant size, whose 
h o r ~ l s  arc. good six palms in length." 

TIir c~oristrllatio~i of Orion stood out boldly against a clear 
I~l;rc.lc sl<. ;IS I slrppcd 0111 of the vurt at four lhc nest morning. 1 
I-cflc.c.lcc1 over Ihr discoven, in tht- Pamir, liallivay a ro t~nd  the 
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globe from my home, of those familiar stars. Orion, the big 
dipper. and others were cheerful to gaze upon when all else 
around me remained so slrange. They seemed l ~ k e  heavenly 
friends. Clear s k ~ e s  promised fine weather to explore spectacular 
ground deeper In the Pamir Steppe. We steered our g r i~n t lng  
kashgows in the direction of last evening's hunt. We sallied forth 
in bright moonlight. All was still a s  a graveyard. The first rays of 
dawn struggled with the light of the moon for supremacy, It was 
barely light enough to make our way up the mountainside. but 
our yaks plodded along a s  though they were equipped with 
radar. 

Soon we reached our planned vantage ground. Daylight made 
its appearance with a pinkish glow over the great snowy peaks 
while all else below remained dim. Keeping well hidden. Ali 
Cohar sel u p  the spotting scope and with what daylight there 
was, quickly spotted seven rams about six hundred yards 
distani, their heads down and feeding in our direction. Finding 
cover for our mounts and ourselves, we prepared for action a s  
the sheep approached within range. We were patient a s  Ali 
Cohar signaled the animals' leisurely progress in our direction. 
In our eagerness. we exposed our heads just enough to glance 
over I he stony barrier behind which we were concealed. This was 
enough to cause an  about-face in the sheeps' grazing direction: 
they slowly disappeared around a spur  a quarter mile away. 
Disappointed and annoyed over our misjudgement, we re- 
mounted and followed Ali Cohar, who apparently hoped to 
overtake them. We climbed steeply over loose shale for another 
hour until we reached a dawan (mountain pass) overlooking a 
vast expanse. We stood on ground well over 17,000 feet in 
altitude and reveled in the stupendous landscape before us. 

Whilc the Marco Polo sheep out-maneuvered u s  and disap- 
peared into some sheltered hideaway. we had reached the very 
hear1 of their domain. The deep snow disclosed Ireshly-made 
foolprints of large animals moving over the higher snowbound 
ridges into less hostile ground below. As the spotting scope was 
set up. but I was engrossed in scri~tinizing the scene before me 
(the Pamir River was not Tar below). I examined my topograph- 
ical map and had no trouble following the river's course all the 
way from Qala Panja Fortress to Victoria Lake, a distance oI 
about sixty miles. This is the route followed by the distinguished 
Venetian trawlers on their way to the court of Kublai Khan 
seven hundred years ago. I t  was within this valley of Pamir that 
they had Iheir first opportunily to find "great numbers of all 
kinds of wild beasts: among others, wild sheep of incredible 
size." 

liad Ha.yward lived to cross the Hindu Kush into Badakshan 
a s  lie liad planned. he would have had the choice of reaching 
I'amir Steppe by one oC two ancient trade routes-the Pamir 
Rivrr chosen by the I'olos, or the Ab-i-Panja branch over which 
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\ve traveled. Either way, he woi~ld have visited this magnil'icent 
jilga (v:~Iley). 

'I'hr bearrrs had spread ~ L I I  a tempting lunch in the shelter of 
a roc.lty o ~ ~ l c r o p -  buttered chappattys. strips of roasted mutton 
and sc\leral cans of various Army C-rations. Sirat Mir noted a 
sno\iy pass leading into an adjacent jilga (valley) that revealed a 
freshly made game (rail. As we examined likely spols with our 
binoc~llars. I picked up the head and shoillders of a Poli ewe 
al~lIroaching beyond the skyline aborrt a quarter mile away.'l'hen 
others appenred and followed ca~~tioilsly in single file. All told, i t  
was Ihe largest herd yet: Ibrly ewes and five srnall rams crossed 
lhc pass and slowly came clirectly toward the outcrop that 
scrcrned our stand. Our spirits rose a s  Ihe sheep approached- 
one I l i o ~ ~ s a n d  yards, eight Iii~ndred, seven hundred. But as  we 
aci.jt~sled our cameras for pictures. the animals c a ~ ~ g h t  our scent 
and abruptly stopped in their tracks. We could only hope and 
pray Ihul larger rams were trailing and would soon appear over 
the horizon. Alerted birt apparently not frightened. the sheep 
t i~rned their heads. changed course. and ambled away over the 
snow. They were soon out of sight. Another disappointment. but 
i t  had been a capital opporlirnily to observe those magnificent 
animals. At five hundred yards range and with the aid of 
binoculars. it was possible to examine the anatomy of this 
slrange animal. The Poli is larger than the red deer ofScotland. 
slands a s  high a s  a small horse or large donkey, has  a thick coat 
of hair similar lo the reindoor, and is entirely devoid or wool. 
Only (heir massive horns mark them a s  relatives of the more 
fanliliar varieties of sheep. 

130th Siht Mir and Ali Cohar seemed encouraged and 
I~righlened our spirits by predicting that mature rams were not 
k ~ r  afield because Inany females were in the vicinity. Ali Gohar 
gazed intently through the scope into the depths of a ravine 
several hundred yards away. He waved his hand and said that 
the ravine was a promising shelter and hideout for old rams 
during rutting season. With that season impending and with 
some li,rty attractive femalesgallivanting leis~rrely nearby. surely 
there would be a few elderly and eligible males on hand. Leaving 
(he yaks and bearers trailing well hehind, wc started off over the 
snow. bound for a bluff less than a quarter mile away. Our two 
\cleran shiltari (hunters) led the way with Ken and I following 
closely. I (  took a l l  the skill we could muster-we even got down 
on hands and knees to avoid exposure above Ihe crestline. I 
trailed several yards behind the others. When the group came to 
:I de:~ci slop Ken motioned for nic to come along qi~ickly. I got 
t l~crc  ills1 in time to catch sight of Ihree good-sized rams not 
o11c Iii~ndred yards away a s  Ihey took off and disappeared into a 
rocky defile. I had no 1 irne lo reach for my carnera or bring my 
rille 1111 1-01- a snapsliot. tlow long they liad I~een bedded down or 
st:lncIing there we would never know. Hut i t  was long eno~rgh to 
give LIS  the most dramatic view of the great sheep ofPariiir that 
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we liacl had lo dale. We fixed our eyes rlpon Ilie most likclv spol 
for thcm to rrappcar. When lhrv rclr~rned. i l  \\us a (  a elislarice . . 

well o11l of range for (he  cameras or a running rifle shol. Ali 
Gohilr rslimated Ihal tlic horns woirlcl go sonlewhat t~ncler fiflv 
inrlies, a fair-sized Irol~hy. 

Our al~proach lo Ihe rarn's hidea\vay had becn a rnallcr of 
cha~ice.  We liappcriecl lo have been I~lcky enough lo strlrnl~lc onlo 
~ h c  right place al llic right li~iie. We Iiircl had 11o idea thal Ihc 
rams were lingering so closc to otrr Iilnchron sitc.While tlic C h r i s  
I'oli is saicl to be widcsl~read tlirot~ghoul (he Parrlir. \Ire li)tlrid 
that the animals are real isolationists, confining themselves to 
(he  solilude of lofly crags. glacial Ilows, and Itlsh glens \vl1ert7 
thcv fi~id al~ilndanl grass lor stlbsislenc.e. Unless dislurbctl. Ihcy 
secrrl lo bed do\vn cl~rring Ihe day anel start moving aboill Iicar 
stlndown and dtlring the nigh-c.rossing political boundirrics 
al \ \ , i l l .  \vhere il \votlld br unsalr i f  no1 impossible for [IS lo lOllo\\.. 
I'rrse\,cr-ancc and long hours aficld seerrled lo be the kc>ys to 
sucac.css in otlr quest lo come lo grips \ \ l i t  11 1 hcse crafty bc,irsls. 

On otlr relurn lo ('amp late Ilia1 afternoon. I came across a 
nrlmbcr of olcl. I~leaclircl Poli hor r~s  and bones strewn a l ~ o t ~ t  
hcsidc orlr path- mule c\idcnc.e o f a  tragic. clernise for sc\rc,ritl of 
Ihcse noblr animals. Thry hat1 mosl likely been Ihe \riclinis of 
\vol\,cs. Ali Goliar- explained t ha1 \\rhen \irinler approaches and 
lhc rigors of (.ole1 (.reel, over Ilie frozen Iieighls ol' Pamir. Ilie 

great herds of wild sheep descend into more tolerable elevations. 
The stealthy wolves sense this migration and follo\v lhe sheep 
over deep snow to their sheltered retreat. Displaying reriiarkable 
cunning. the wolves advance to encircle and drive the sheep inlo 
clecp snocvdril'ts. thereby reslricling their movement and con- 
fining Illern When the cordon is finally drawn around (he Polis 
and all chance of escape is closed. the wolves star1 howling lo 
panic Ihe sheep into attempting escape through deep drifts 
where they become easy prey. The aged members or the flock are 
deslined lo feel the wolves' sharp teeth. Only the younger 
aniriials have a chance of escape. 

4% Ken Secures Rare Photos of 
Ovis Poli in Retreat 

The following three days were exciting and disappointing. We 
were oulwitled in e\,ery atlenipt to stalk and approach within 
range of the filly or sixty sheep we encountered daily. But the 
adventure at last had its rewards when Ken managed lo set up 
his telephoto-binocrllar contrivance live hundred yards from a 
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herd of twelve rams. We discovered them bedded down amongst 
huge boulders: so  skillfi~lly had they concealed themselves that 
one became visible only when our carelessness made him wary 
and caused him to raise his massive horns above a boulder. Up 
they came, little by little. until I could fix my binoculars on the 
f ~ r l l  monstrous head. I could hardly believe my eyes. Then all o f a  
sudden u p  came three more-then still more-until twelve 
rams. four big fellows in the lead, sallied forth across a bare snow 
patch into a steep nullah. They disappeared, bul Ken had been 
ready for the occasion: three clicks from his camera assured me 
lhat he had succeeded. 

Six hard-earned bul fascinating days taught us  that the great 
sheep of Pamir are craftier than we. Even with the skill of our 
native guides. the animals oi~tmaneuvered us. Yet Ali Cohar was 
confident of other more successful encounters. He and Sifat Mir 
held a durbar (pow-wow) by the fireside while Ken and I gorged 
on hot buttered chappattys and chunks  of yak cheese. After a 
lime. Ali Cohar and Sifat Mir arrived a1 what seemed to be a 
sound modus operandi. Fair weather had ruled since our arrival 
in camp. Much snow had melted on many of the sunny slopes. 
exposing patches of browse and lush fodder to attract game. The 
straleg-v for the next day's shikar (sporl) would put u s a l  heights 
above anv we had reached thus  far. Ali Cohar contended that 
many of the larger rams would remain well up onto the glaciers 
in spile of the Arctic-like cold. He kept 11s in high spirits a s  he 
carrird on with his plan of approach. 

At sundown. great cloudbanks dispersed. The leaden sky 
cleared and a full moon rose above the distant snowy range to 
shine like a new silver dollar. Silence fell over our little 
compound a s  the gloom of dusk descended upon us. The muted 
howl of a distant lone wolf broke the calm. I was drifting off to 
sleep at the early hour of seven. 

The harsh grunling of yaks and the popping of our kitchen 
fires roused me the next morning. I decided to doze until the 
bearers came to light the lamps and announce breakfast. but the 
smell or roasting milt ton came drifting through the yurt flaps 
and inspired me to arise for a hearty breakfast. 

As I rode my monstro~rs yak out of the compound in total 
darkness. the profound silence of the Pamir Valley was inter- 
rupted Ily (he annoying grinding of my mount's teeth. His huge 
tongi~e h r ~ n g  from his moulh a s  he shuffled along. His breathing 
slill sounded like the sawing of wood. Occasionally he would bite 
into the snow to quench his thirst, which gave me temporary 
relief from his litany of weird noises. Soon our way was 
brifihtened by cheerf~ul moonlight that rose belween distant 
sawloot11 rims. Our bearers looked like ghosts a s  they stumbled 
over the crusted snow in their long chogas and chapons (robes). 
There were eight or us, including the bearers who pulled the 
yaks. Hut drspite the pulling, my yak's leisurely gait remained 
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constant, a s  thoirgh he had been equipped with a mechanical 
speed governor. 

Ali Cohar guided us  lhroirgh a lush, partially snow-covered 
valley, then above two frozen lakes and upward over slony slopes 
inlo a grand boulder-strewn basin. A spectacular glacier 
dominated the scene in the near distance. A whirr-whirr sound 
and a whistling came suddenly rrom lhe m o u n l a ~ n s ~ d e  above. As 
we looked up, a half-dozen ram chikkors (Himalayan snow 
cocks) sailed past and alighted beneath a nearby cliff. Belonging 
lo the partridge family, these fine birds sometimes weigh irp to 
eighl pounds: they are native to the higher mountain ranges of 
Central Asia. 

Small, lush grassy plots began to appear belween lhe boulders 
and crags where the sun's  rays hastened the melting of snow. 
According lo Sifat Mir. we were approaching a favored haunt of 
big Poli rams. As rutting season approaches, these lusty old 
fellows seek isolalion until Arctic-like chill sets in to seal off high 
Pamir for the winter. The rams then sally rorth with femalesand 
sickle heads (young males) for lhe more temperate rutting 
grounds where battle-royal begins for possession of their 
harems. 

The recent severe storm and generally bleak weather had 
already driven a few younger animals to lower altitudes but it 
was still too early Tor the hardy lo abandon their favorite hide- 
away. Nirmerous fresh tracks appeared in the snow a s  we 
climbed, revealing recent movement of several Polis during the 
night. We hastened to the nearest cover to conceal oirrselves and 
scan the counlryside for lheir whereabouts. Ali Cohar gazed 
intently into a depression ahead. He signaled [or 11s to dismount 
and seek cover behind nearby boulders a s  he set u p  the spotting 
scope. Crawling on my hands and knees lo his side. 1 watched 
him turn the glass slowly on its axis. He stopped and fixed the 
scope In the direction of a small, boulder-strewn basin a t  the foot 
of a glacier. His grin gave assurance that game was in sight. I 
looked through the scope and was amazed to see six Poli rams of 
monstrous size- by far the largest we had seen. They stood with 
lheir heads down, nudging the snow in search of grass. Two of 
them possessed outward spi ra l~ng horns that made them appear 
top-heavy. As I excitedly stared. I recalled Marco Polo's observa- 
tion a s  the first foreigner to view the great wild sheep of Pamir 
-"whose horns are good six palms in length." 
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4s At Last We Outmaneuver 
Monstrous Poli Rams 

Our conrealed stand and the favorable direction of the wind 
gave assurance that we could plan our  approach without 
alarming the rams. This was a priceless opporl~rnity-one we 
had long dreamed of. We had lo get closer. Sifat Mir discovered 
safe access lo some large boulders to gain a hundred yards. We 
decided lhat the Polis would no1 be disturbed by lhis maneuver. 
so we started oirt kneeling and finally went 011 hands and knees. 
Bearers and yaks remained behind with instructions to watch 
our signals. The four of 11s reached our vantage point and gazed 
intently a1 the six magnificent rams, who were unaware of our 
presence a s  they munched away a1 frozen t i r f t s  of grass. We 
werc still nearly six hundred yards away and woirld have 
preferred i t  be half thal distance for our  cameras. Ken and Ali 
Gohar huddled to work out a stalk lliat would close the gap. 
There seemed no feasible way without exposing ourselves to 
view. The camera and lenses were adjusted and made ready for 
fast action should our  quarry become alarmed. Through the 
spotting scope. I noted that roilr ofllie rams had bedded down in 
the sun.  All were of malure age. Three possessed horns of' 
incredible size. They were unaware of our presence in their 
remote hideaway. We continued to en-joy the rare privilege of 
watching every mo\fernenl they made. Ali Cohar pointed out the 
grandest and most elderly of the group and estimaled the ram's 
age at tliirleen years-about the limit o f the  Poli's longevity. His 
rnassi\le horns ~neasured more than fifty-five inches, a remark- 
able ( rol~hy lie eslimated. 

11 was safc- lo assume (ha1 Ken had been successf~~l  in 
producing splendid photos of lhis remarkable group of Polis. 1 
\ \ ro~~dr r rd  about s e c ~ ~ r i ~ l g  thr venerable old ram for a trophy. AS 
I gazrd at the splendid scene thro~rgh (he high-powerecl scope. I 
nolcd r hat the old monarcl~ had bedded down while a younger 
one had laken over a s  sentinel. Like the wary ibex. the wild 
shcc l~  is k r e n l ~  alert to I he approach or scent of predator or man. 
His sunri\,al d r p e ~ i d s  Lrpon this inslinct. While evcly one of 1 1 1 ~  

sis rams apprarrd lo possess horns over firty inchrs. nly i n l c r ~ s (  
\{,as roc~lsed on (he  wise old resling veteran. 

I lingrred o\,er (he dccision that racccl mc- I considrrrtl 1 h(. 
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hundreds of wild sheep we had seen in a week's ex1)loration of 
only a fraction of the Pamir Steppe. Then I piclirrcd a scene of 
terror a s  a wolf pack closes in on the hell~less old monarc.11. 
cornered in deep snowdrifts while his younger coml~anions flee 
to safety. The urge to possess so magnificenl a trophy rose a s  
precious time ebbed away. Heedless of the exlreme range. I 
reached [or my rifle and fired two shots. Upon the first. the old 
ram rose to his feet and led the others lo a slandstill on an  icy 
embankment. Upon the second. he faltered and droppecl back to 
a trailing position, then disappeared into a d t ~ , p  ravine. 

Sifal Mir had honed his skills over years of grim existence 
stalking game 011 hostile ground in Palnir. Signaling for the yaks 
to be brought up. he followed the fresh tracks thro~rgh deep 
snow. Impatient to relrieve my prize. I followed on root. expecting 
to discovet- the old ram lying prostrate in the snow. B L I ~  Ali Cohar 
knew better- he had been reared in the Wakhan. His livelihood 
\vas steeped in the lore of the  land and he was intimately familiar 
with the great herds of wild game that roamed his homeland. He 
advised nie that of all the animals roving the Pamir. the great 
wild sheep is noted Tor his incredible ability to climb after a 
mortal wo~tnd.  Ali Cohar pointed upward toward icy spires and 
peaks. some reaching 2 1.000 k t .  I could not believe we would 
wind LIII on one orthem. But the fo~ t r  ofirs struggled onward and 
steadily upward a s  Ali Gohar promised that the ram lay close by. 
I looked back into the valley and saw that our  yaks and bearers 
had reached the ravine where we started our climb. They awaited 
firrther signals to follow our tracks when we reached our quarry. 
"Comr. look." called Ali Gohar. pointing his finger at a large track 
in Ilie snow. I t  was the footprint o fa  prowling wolf, grim evidence 
of predators not far away. 

50 Our Quest Ends at 
19,000 Feet 

Marco Polo sheep possess remarkable stamina. and i t  was not 
unlil \vc had reached the thin air at 19.000 feet Ihat we came 
~11joti lht' old ram. He lay on a promontory, his Ioval companions 
standing nearby a s  i f  guarding their vCtrran leader. Upon 
sighling 11s. they scrambled LIP over deep snow and Jagged rocks 
to a pass on the skyline a thoilsand feel above us. Soon t h q  had 
disappeared. HLII my hard-eat-11ctl prize had reached his final 
drstina(ion. Ken clinlbed u p  on (he  knoll and dragged the ram 
down a sleep. icy slope lo a basin whertx I awaitrd. I admired the 
old palriarch a s  Ali Collar got out his lalw lo rneasure up. I 
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At 19.000.feet In the Great 
Pamir oJAjg11an Turkeslar~ 

after many days' e ~ f o t  given 
by every one of us, we 

succeeded in secunng a jtne 
55-1r1ch spectrnen ofMarc0 

Polo mrn wtth a 40-~r~ch  
spread oj homs weighing 
200 kilograms All Gohar 
estimated h ~ s  age at over 

thirieen years-nearly the 
mawtmurn ltfe of thts spectes 

before becoming the utctlm 
of the Siberian wolf 

Photo by bearer 

guessrd fifty-four inches a r o ~ ~ n d  the curve of the masslve 
ouIswrl~t horn- the tape found Sorty-inch spread at the tips and 
s ~ x t r e n  ~ n c h e s  a ro~rnd  the base. The ram's body slLe r~valed that 
01  a large donkey. According to our shikaris. his weight would go 
slighIly under Iwo hundred kllogram5 (a I I I  tle over 400 pouncls). 

I relaxed from the excitement and tension of the past days- 
i l  was comforting to know that success had come in the midst of 
strange lands, strange peoples and strange animals. A shrill 
whislle brought bearers and  yaks up the steep moi~n ta~ns ide  
while we set about preparing the bulky carcass for transporta- 
t ~ o n  back to camp. Our faithrul bearers arrived looking 
exhausted, followed by four grunting yaks reluctantly climb~ng 
through snowdr~f ls  three Seet deep. ~rnaware of the burden they 
would carry back to camp. The bearers spread a saddle blanket 
over the snow in the shelter of a rocky outcrop for our noontime 
tilfi n. Chappat tys, yak cheese. tinned fruit and tasteless K- 
r a t ~ o n s  rek~ndled our weary muscles and warmed our bodies lor 
the chorr lo  come. 

While thc bearers loaded the carcass onto the backs of two 
yaks. Ni  Gohar made a careful examination of the sheep's horns 
and ac.curalely estlmatrd the age by counting the well-defined 
growth rings on each horn. We decided that the ram was 
thirleen years old. Since fourteen to liftecn years is considered 
to be the l i m ~ t  of the species longevity before becoming the 
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victim of predators. it was reassuring to know that ours  had 
been nearing the terminal point in his life and was spared a 
tragic fate. By tape the accurate measurement of each horn 
around the curve was found lo be 55 inches. 

I brought LIP the rear of our little pack train a s  we headed back 
to camp. I had time to admire those massive horns, roped in a n  
upright position on the back of the leading yak. At limes. the 
horns presented a strange illusion, for it looked a s  though they 
rested on the yak's head. They appeared far too massive. even for 
a one-half-ton yak. 

As we descended slowly from our perch at 19.000 feet. the 
d ~ s t a n t  scene across the Great Pamir onto the Wakhan Moun- 
tains became awesome. I t  seemed that the higher we went. the 
higher these peaks in the distance appeared. Karl Marx sentinel 
stood guard in Soviet territory with his crown rising nearly 
23,000 feet above the sea-a silent vanguard forever watchful 
of the vast wilderness he commands. 

Rillowly white cloitds swelled in the western sky like the sails 
of ships a t  sea. As I watched them streak across the blue sky. I 
caught a glimpse of two specks moving toward us. Down they 
came with set wings, streaking directly toward a small frozen 
pond-most likely to settle down for the night. But they were in 
for a grand surprise, for when they flapped their wings for a final 
soft landing. they struck the ice and skidded away in amaze- 
ment. As we passed. I saw lhat they were ruddy shelldrakes. 
ducks common to Central Asia and North Africa. In late summer 
and early autumn myriad varieties of wildfowl abound in the 
lakes of Pamir and Kashmir. Winter migration to warmer feeding 
grounds begins when the first hard freeze sets in. Our  two lonely 
shelldrakes had probably been forced to land after a long and 
difficult flight in the thin air  across Pamir. We were told that 
many of them die or become badly injured a s  they struggle to 
wing their way up and over the highest passes. 

51 Camp Bristles with 
Excitement 

Our leading yaks, burdened with ponderous loads, moved 
along a t  a snail's pace. At every step their cloven hooves broke 
through hard, crusted snow with a sound like shattering glass. 
We neared camp a s  the shadows of soaring crags on the skyline 
began to envelop 11s. We shivered and buttoned LIP our 
greatcoals and prepared for the austerity of sundown. 

Entering the bounds of our  compound, the cries of shahbas  
(well done) came to our ears on the breeze. The bearers came 
nlnning oul to shake our  hands  and congratulate u s  with broad 
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smiles and animated c.on\rersation. not a word ofwhich I ilnder- 
stood. I replied with a lusty mubarak (good luck). And I believe 
they agreed \vith me that luck plays an important role in 
s e c ~ ~ r i n g  a n  o ~ ~ t s l a n d i n g  Poli ram. 

Wlien thr hilarity of orlr bearers quieted down and calm was 
I-cslorrd. our l i t  lie encampment returned to its normal state. As 
I d~-c\\, close to the cheerful kitchen fires to r e l a .  I glanced LIP 
to\vard t he nearby Poli grcazing grounds- sure cnoilgh. five of 
(lie stately ranis stood looking down on our strange and noisy 
c~~icla\,e, unconcerned about the trials and tribulations of our 
ci\rilized life and the political frontiers over which we dare not 
(I-cad. We dre\v closer to the red-hot embers or the fireside. Biting 
colt1 ixnetrated our h e a ~ y  clothing, running shivers LIIJ our 
s11inc.s \vhile tlie fireside heal roasted our fares and chests. At 
last \ire were lured lo the I~txury of the felt-covered yurt to bid 
del'ianre against wind and weather. 

52 Fumes of Sheep's Liver and 
Onions Drift into Our Yurt 

The hea\y door of tlie yurt was th r~ t s t  open by our cook who 
camr to spread the table cloth and announce that tonight there 
\\,oi~ld Ile dastarklian (festive celebration). As we relaxed in 
anlicipalion. two bearers entered burdrned with our feast: 
I)arl>rcli~ed Marco Polo sheep's liver and onions roasted over 
glowing coals. leek soup. tinned corn and a variety ol'i~nfamiliar 
dislics prepared for this festive occasion. Ken brought out a 
I~ollle ol' Russian vodka he had bought in Ideningrad en route to 
Afghanistan. Wc offerrd a toast lo our two untiring native guides 
\vho had organized our expedition into the Great Pa~nir ,  and 
whose outstanding guidance had brought 11s to grips with more 
than three hundrcd wild sheep and nearly as  niany Ti~rkestan 
ilxx. Their efforts e\vntuallv led to the six ~nagnificent rams and 
SiIccess. 

'I'hrli Sirat Mir and Ali Cohar offered a toast to LIS as  two 
a ~ i \ ~ e n l i ~ r o u s  Americans who came to cxplore the realms of the 
l<i\.t,r Oxus and I'amir Steppe, its inhabitants and nomadic 
Iribcs. At last. the bottlr ofstolichnaya vodka I~ecame so depleted 
l1i:rt \vc had to forego additional toasts and get d o n g  with our 
teliipting dastarklian while i t  was still warm from the glowing 
coals. 

A large m i ~ g  of hot tea flavored with Wakhan honey warmed 
our w e a v  I~odies and prepared L I ~  for bed. Knowing thal there 
~vould be no three-thirty alarm to disturb our so~rnd  sleep come 
~norning,  we relired at the late' hour of eight. But when three- 
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thirty arrived. I was fi~lly awake from habit; I needed time to 
adjust to the ILIXUI-y of lying in becl t i l l  sunup.  At last I drifted off 
to sor~nd sleep again. only lo be awakened Lhree hours later hv 
the cooks rattling pans and preparing breakfast. 

The next two days provided respite from the vigorous schedule 
we had become acci~stonied lo-yet every one of u s  kept 
occupied with the chores of breaking camp, dismantling the 
yurt, and the meticulous detail of preparing the sheep's hcatl 
and hide for mo~rnting. At last our cozy little shelter had lo be 
dismantled and made ready for transport lo Sargaz. Five bearers 
loosened the binding ropes and peeled orf fell and blanket-sized 
squares. exposing the intricate framework. The process looked 
like the skinning of some giant. prehistoric quadraped. 'l'he 
skeletal remains presented a grotesque-looking specter. l 'hr  
unknown architect who had designed the felt yurt in the time 
before Cenghis Khan deserved a Mongolian Legion of Honor. 

53 Last Days Amongst the 
Nomadic Tribes 

I t  was a dismal day when we mounted our  yaks and turned our  
backs to isolated wilderness encampment where we had lingered 
in conlenl~nent. As we rode in single file through the compoi~nd. 
our little manor sank back into its nati~ral  calm, not to be 
tlis(urbrd again until some wandering nomad chanced lo pass 
by. As I glanced back over the formidable landscape that had 
beckoned me. I fell a sense ofgratifiration knowing that we had 
barely disturbed the numberless bands of those great Marco 
Polo sheep and ibex, whose abode from lime immemorial has 
been confined lo the Paniir wilderness. 

Only [lie two isolated stone 11~11s remained in peacefill 
solitl~dc. Soon they ~ i ~ o u l d  be buried beneath drifts of hea\y 
snow. The nomad herder's encampment was reached in late 
afternoon, in time to mingle again with those stalwart mountain 
Tadjiks and learn more about their domestic life. Two little 
Tadjik ~ n a ~ d s ,  dressed in sheepskins and riding double on the 
back of a n  ilnruly yak, were prodding several stray yaks home- 
ward with the aid of willow whips. Trained wolf-like dogs 
snapped viciously at the stubborn beasts to bring them back 
into line. Before entering the herdsman's compound. I noted 
~lonienli)llc and small children busily driving flocks of goats and 
sheep off the mountain slope and open valley floor to nightly 
protection within rock-walled corrals. 

I dismoi~nted my yak in front of the yurt. The owner shook my 
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hand warmly and invited me in to share a bowl of well-ripened 
yogi~rt poured into dried apricots. I was glad to have another 
opportunity to inspect the interior of his yurt. I had with me 
se\reral pieces of costume jewelry I had brought from home as  
gifts. Several women and children gleamed a s  I displayed my 
bait, which I had brougllt in hopesofinducing the womenfolk to 
permit me to photograph them. 

The women were quile choosy in their selection and one of 
them handed back a l l  but one of the five pieces offered her. The 
children were not so  fastidious- they reached LIP for beads and 
trinkets even before the prizes were orrered. 

Before leaving. I was ofrered a potent draft of k i~miss  which 1 
sipped with caution and later disposed of without being dis- 
covered. Sifat Mir told me that kumiss has a reputation a s  a 
tonic, a cure for fever, and a s  a retardant for aging. It renews 
vigor and virility and possesses powers too numerous to 
mention. 1 decided to forego its magic potency. 

One of the women, in her colorfill native robe, sat near the 
fireside kneading nan (bread) dough in a wooden trough in 
preparation Tor the evening meal. As usual. a large shank of meat 
(probably yak) hung from a wire above glowing coals. I t  gave offa 
savory aroma and whelted my appetite for supper. Flickering 
firelight disclosed the yurt's filrnishings: a crimson. geometri- 
cally designed felt carpet caught my eye. Two dark-eyed Tadjik 
women tended the coals and patted out circular chappattys to 
roast on a huge iron griddle. The tinkle of bells sounded outside 
a s  yaks and goats bedded down for the night in the bleak stone- 
walled corral. 

I left the warmth or the yurl pondering over those hardy 
natives inside. They and their ancestors had camped on the 
Pamir Steppe for coicntless seasons and turned their herds out 
on the rich grass until snow and icy cold drove them back to 
their winter quarters some seven thousand feet lower in 
elevation. There they remained until the s u n  cast its shadow on 
the notch in a wooded post and heralded the return of s t i l l  
another spring season. Once again the natives would feel the 
urge lo climb the heights above. 

84 Homeward Bound 

I l ~ ~ r i n g  the three days we lingered a t  the nomad's camp we did 
not hear a n  infant cry or a single harsh word from a child. They 
played happily despite the bitter cold and utter isolation-we 
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handed them toy balloons which they divided fairly amongst 
t hemselves. 

Twenty-seven yaks. their s h a w ,  loot-long winter coats 
reaching nearly to the ground, were brought in from the snowy 
heights for our return journey to the banks of the Oxus. Lertover 
sirpplies. equipment. the yurt and its furnishings, and the Marco 
poi; sheep trophy awaited loading onto the backs ofthe animals 
for the long and tiresome stage to Ali Cohar's compound. 

The loading operation next morning demanded all the skill 
and brawn our bearers could muster. Sifat Mir stood on a 
wooden box and directed packing operations-calling out 
orders to the bearers with a willow stick in hand. pointing and 
rotating signals like a concert master waving his wand before 
the orchestra. Then, when the last load was roped in place, we 
were strewn one by one and in single rile along the dim trail for 
nearly a mile. An early morning haze blanketed the 16.000-foot 
valley a s  we approached the steep incline leading to the pass. 
Climbing u p  through the mist and emerglng above we were 
cheered by a bright blue sky and the warmth or sunlight. In 
looking back toward the Great Pamir, it appeared a s  though we 
were gazing out to sea-the frosty peaks resembled great 
icebergs emerging over water. It was a remarkable apparition, a 
scene of ~rc t ic- l ike  splendor I shall never forgel. The sun 's  bright 
rays soon melted the vaporlike pall and fully revealed the peaks 
and spires and landscape below. 

In the opposite direction across the River Oxus, the majestyof 
the Hindu Kush Mountains reached its most imposing grandeur 
a s  far a s  the eye could see. Mighty glaciers, ice falls, and snow 
fields laced the entire range. As we descended steeply from the 
17.000-foot pass, we faced the staggering pyramid of Baba Tanji. 
soaring skyward and dwarfing all others within view. Clothed in 
the spolless garb of eternal snow and ice. it presented a scene of 
dazzling white against a n  azure blue sky. This scene. too, would 
be etched in my memory forever. 

Our attention was abruptly diverted by the appearance or a 
band of about twenty ibex feeding unalarmed on a bare. grassy 
spot some four hundred yards o f .  Their tracks disclosed that 
they had crossed a great snowfield from high above to find this 
sunny spot where the warmth had exposed tasty vegetation. 
Several were big fellows who carried great upswept horns of 
trophy dimensions. But I had no interest in securing another 
trophy: I was content with the success already achieved. To view 
the ibex and observe their movements was rewarding enough. 

Toward sundown and after a drop of nearly seven thousand 
feet, we reached the tiny village and rode up to Ali Cohar's lonely 
compound. We were greeted once more by the local elders with 
the familiar "shabahs" (well done). and warm compliments on 
our sirccessful two-week expedition. One of the natives. a 
particularly imposing gentleman, stood out among the group 
that waited to greet us. He wore a long, formal chapon or 
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excellent quality and tailoring. I was informed later that he was 
the v~llage Aksakal (head man) of a nearby seltlement. He came 
Sonvard lo greet me warmly. I tried to look impressive as  I sat 
there on my shaggy gray mount, but finally realized that a yak 
hardly lends dignily to such a selting. Through my linguist, we 
chatled briefly about his homeland and mine. I lefl for my 
quarters with a feeling that I had learned more from him than he 
learned from me. 

Our primaT objeclive to explore the Wakhan Corridor and to 
trace Ha-vward's planned access into the Pamir Steppe was now 
behind us. We had lived amongst the Wakhis, the mountain 
Tadjiks and Uzbegs, all of Aryan origin We had come face-to-face 
with a Sew Mongol-featured Kirghis nomads, members of a 
widely scattered race belonging to the parent slock of Ottoman 
'Turks. 

A small settlement on the left bank of the Oxus some four 
miles distant was our goal for the following day. Sifat Mir had 
selected Baba Tarji a s  the rnost exemplary oft he small villages of 
the upper Wakhan. One of the families residing there had 
featilres remarkably lypical of the original Inhabitants of 
Waklian. Our curiosity was aroused and we went to sleep with 
visions of blue-eyed children with blond tresses and fair 
complexions. 

Morning broke with biting cold that chilled us  to the bone. 
There was a frozen stillness all around. A white veil of hoar- 
frost coated the valley of the Oxus. But when the icy mountain 
heights above caught the first rays of sunlight, they glowed like 
S~ery lowers. 

Breakfast over. we changed to horseback, much lo the relief of 
our weary legs after two weeks astride the broad backs of yaks. 
Long before reaching Baba Tanji. we heard the laughter of 
children a t  play. From Kabul we had brought several bolts of 
colorful cotton cloth for distribution a s  gifts to the local native 
children who patiently awaited our arrival. We watched a s  they 
assembled into a single file formation under the direction of the 
village elder. Upon arrival, we were gladdened by the sight of SO 

man!) children, perhaps forty In all, standing at attention in 
their modest homespl~n frocks, to greet and welcome us  lo their 
lonely homeland Brightly-colored carpets of oriental design were 
spread out on the ground Tor our comfort in the center of their 
little hamlet. We seated ourselves and listened to a number of 
their folk songs. 

Surrounding the area of activity were the children's homes. 
built in bygone times from mud and stone and wattle. Each had 
a simple doorway for entrance and illumination. An opening in 
the roof vented the acrid smoke from their camel and yak dung 
fires. The entire population seemed to have turned out for the 
occasion: many had traveled from cultivated plots along the 
nearby river. 

My vislons of blue-eyed chlldren with fair tresses and com- 
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plexions came true with my discovery of a handsome adolescent 
girl and her younger brother. I had sought this prototype or 
typical Aryan stock throughout Badakshan and the Wakhan 
Corridor. Now. in this remote and lonely quarter of Wakhan. 
success had been achieved. The girl had blond hair, bright blue 
eyes and very fair skin. She stood taller than the rest of the 
children of her age. The boy's features were quite the same, but 
were not a s  refined as his sister's. Nor was he as  tall as  she. I had 
no problem snapping many close-up pictures of the girl and her 
playmates, but I needed several pieces of costume jewelry and a 
number of Afghani notes to lure the elder women into close 
range of my camera. 

Settling down on the carpets, we were served hot tea and dded 
fruits as  Ali Gohar and Sifat Mir cut several bolts of the colorful 
cotton cloth into three-yard pieces to be distributed among the 
children. Each one received nine yards: it was inspiring to watch 
the happy expressions on their faces as  they rambled off to their 
dwellings.   here was no question about the parent stock of these 
Wakhan natives. They are mountain Tadjiks, an Aryan race of 
Central Asia widely scattered throughout northern Afghanistan. 

Before departing, I climbed up onto a ruined stone wall of an  
ancient watch tower in order to obtain a better view of the 
stupendous landscape surrounding the Ab-i-Panja source of the 
Oxus. I fixed my eyes on a remarkable geographical point 
perhaps sixty miles distant where water gushes from melting 
glaciers and trickles westward to mingle with others to form the 
Ab-i-Panja and, ultimately, the Oxus. Swelling in volume, the 
river meanders 1.400 miles through Wakhan to the plains of 
northern Afghanistan and Bukhara before ending in the Sea of 
Aral. From this same geographical point on the great Asiatic 
Divide, gushing underground springs turn their courses east- 
ward to merge with others before flowing out onto the great 
Takla Makin Desert (wilderness of death). They eventually dry up 
in the faraway depression of Lop in Sinkiang, the westernmost 
province of China. Still other springs emerge there and flow 
southward through the Northwest Frontier Province of Pakistan 
into the Huna and Gilgit rivers. They later converge with the 
mighty Indus on its long journey through the punjab and Sind 
deserts to the Arabian sea, and, finally. the Indian Ocean. 

I tarried for a spell with my eyes fixed on this remarkable 
promontory on the southern rim of the "Roof of the World" 
where three great Empires meet and where historic rivers rise 
and flow in opposite directions. Only one finds its meandering 
way to the sea. Just a few yards from the crumbling stone wall 
upon which I rested was the dim camel trail leading to China, 
the ancient Cathay. Marco Polo's footprints had long since 
vanished, but I pondered over the great Venetian's last state- 
ment. As he lay on his deathbed, a group of his most intimate 
friends pleaded with him for the peace of his soul to retract some 
of the incredible statements he had recorded in his journals- 
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descriptions of his fantastic and almost unbelievable travels. But 
as Marco Polo sank back on his pillow, his only reply was. "I have 
not told the half of what I saw." He was buried In the church of 
San Lorenzo. 

Were i t  possible for me to report to my benefactor, Lieutenant 
George W. Hayward-fearless explorer of Central Asia's frozen 
wilderness more than one hundred years ago-1 would have to 
acknowledge that although I followed for many miles in his 
footsteps and in the route he would have followed had he lived. 1 
did not view the half of what he saw, or what he would have seen. 

Hayward had already earned the Royal Geographical Society's 
highest award, the Founder's Gold Medal, before cruel fate 
terminated his brilliant career. 

1 admired the intrepid Hayward for his daring explorations in 
the Himalayas and Hindu Kush mountains of Central Asia. 
Reading about them fascinated me as  much as  the Tales of the 
Arabian Knights. 

I would like to have followed in more of Hayward's routes in the 
terra incognita of Hindu Kush. However, at the time 1 was in the 
vicinity. I was advised against entering the troubled and 
dangerous areas involved. There may be. however. an oppor- 
tunity for me to visit an even more incredible path of Hayward's 
in Chinese Turkestan before my trekking days come to a close. 
inshallah. 

As Hayward lies in his lonely grave in faraway Gilgit cemetery. 
I ponder over his cruel fate that prevented his exploration of 
Pamir Steppe-if only his phantom could have seen through my 
eyes while I explored his assignment given in the Pamlrs by the 
Royal Geographical Society of London. 

THE END 





The borders represent countries 
at time of expedition. 
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