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25. Trail Along The Amu Darya To The Legendary Spinel Mines Named “ Kuh-I-Lal” “ Mountain Of Red” .
Photo by Gary Bowersox from Afghanistan side of the border.

26. The Historic Balas Ruby/Spinel Mines And The Surrounding Villages High On The Mountain Face Along The
Amu Darya. Photo by Gary Bowersox from Afghanistan side of the border.

Backside story on spinel chapter:
After researching and traveling in Central Asia 1972-1995, the chapter on Afghanistan/Tajikistan spinels
was ready to print. As most authors know it can take months to obtain permission for the use of
materials and photographs. In the case of the spinel chapter, one of the photos to be published
belonged to Queen Elizabeth personally and not the British Government. Problem!!! I had traveled to
London and visited with gemologists and museum employees to obtain a photo and permission to print
the photo. During the trip I was given a photo but failed to obtain copy rights from the British Museum..
The next step to contact the queen’s jeweler who stated “this is a legal matter, you need to contact the
Queen’s attorney (Barrister). After obtaining the Barrister’s phone number, I was informed that I would
need to hire an attorney to talk with him. Weeks went by in attempting to just get an estimate of a
price for the written permission to print the photo. I was totally frustrated at this point. The book was
ready to go to print.
The only solution I could come up with was to either write directly to Queen Elizabeth or cancel
publishing the photo. I sat down with a pen and paper and hand wrote: Dear Her Majesty Queen
Elizabeth, I have been working on a book for five years and now find that I need your personal
permission to publish a photo of The Timur Ruby which is actually a spinel from the mine now located in
Tajikistan. Apparently you own the piece personally. I have attempted for months to get permission via
the British Museum, your jeweler and your Barrister. I’m now totally frustrated as to a next step.
Included in this message, you can see all the pages of correspondence in my attempt to obtain
permission. The message and enclosures was sent on May 18th. On May 31st I received the following
message directly from Buckingham Palace. WOW! This Fax sure made my day!

THE EXPLORATION AND RESEARCH STORY
In February of 2022 both the Gemological Institute of America (GIA) and The Explorers Club agreed to
work with Gary Bowersox, known as Mr. Gary in Central Asia to research and report on the spinel and
ruby mines of Tajikistan. GIA signed the letter of intent (see back cover) and The Explorers Club granted
Gary the right to carry an Explorers flag on the expeditions to Tajikistan.
As written in the proceeding chapter Mr. Gary’s search for information on gemstones of Tajikistan
included used book stores, the Library of Commerce, and foreign libraries to locate gemstone mines. An
important find was a book on Marco Polo (1254-1329) written by Henry Yule around 1871. Marco Polo
spent 24 years traveling through Asia and along the Silk Road between 1271 and 1295, and spoke
Mongolian, Persian, Arabic and Turkish. Using maps from Marco Polo's descriptions (1200's), British
Capt. John Woods (1800), and Danish explorer Olufsen (1800), Mr. Gary was able to locate this historic
spinel mine at Kuh-i-Lal - "mountain of red". In addition to the maps, a GPS (Ground Positioning System)
was used by a party of three as they walked the 100 miles along the Amu Darya river (formally the Oxus)
to find the mine. The mine dated back over 2,000 years and has produced many of the crown jewels.
Photo taken from the Afghanistan side of the border between Ishkashim and Shignon in 1994

Visiting the Kuh-i-Lal mines in Tajikistan from passed years until today is not an easy task. During 1989
Mr. Gary located an old Marco Polo map showing the location of ruby mines in a friend’s book
collection. It was 1993 before Mr. Gary was on the trail to the mines starting from Peshawar, Pakistan.
However, after three weeks the trip failed due to Russian and Afghan thieves in the border area of
Afghanistan. It was deemed too dangerous as the bandits were killing people for their supplies. In the
summer of 1994, after six weeks of traveling, Mr. Gary reached Shignon on the Afghan side of the Oxus
to find that the Tajikistan rebels fighting against the Russian Army and the Tajikistan government had
destroyed the bridge between Afghanistan and Tajikistan. The river is wide and swift!
In 1999 Gary arrived in Dushanbe, Tajikistan but could not arrange permission to visit the mines. The
next year (2000) the Tajikistan government was fighting the rebels again, making the trip too dangerous.
In 2001 Gary and three Tajikistan University scientist were granted permission to visit the mines from
the Ministry of Foreign Affairs and Ministry of Industry in Dushanbe. However, when arriving in Khorog,
Tajikistan the local officials did not grant permission. In 2004 plans were made with Khudai Nazar Akbari
to travel across the bridge at Ishkashim, Afghanistan. However, Khudai did not arrive and the trip was
cancelled. Finally in 2005, Gary and his friend Ilhom Narziev were allowed to travel into the mining
tunnels and take samples and photos. The mine geologist and supervisor, Ali, provided a guided the tour
of the mine during which he chipped a specimen out of the wall shown in the picture below.

Since 101 BC and maybe before that time, miners worked in small tunnels. Pictured below is a map
drawn by Russian scientist with the discovery of more than 400 tunnels. Miners in the old days were
smaller than Gary and Ali and when squeezing through the small tunnels the sides of the tunnels were
breaking. Before entering the older tunnels, Gary and Ali held up an archeology study map of the Kuh-iLal tunnels known to be over 900 years old. Ali stated that the oldest tunnels on the front of Kuh-i-Lal
mountain dated to 101 BC. Many have collapsed killing hundreds of miners over the years. The miners
continually find bones of past miners as they work.

Jumping forward to June of 2022, Gary completed another trip to Tajikistan to establish ground work for
a trip in May of 2023 to visit the mines, gather samples and complete the drafts of the GIA articles to be
published.
In recent years Gary has been able to cut and sell spinel from the Kuh-i-Lal mines while waiting to return
to Tajikistan and the spinel mines. Below are some of the spinels currently in The Gem Hunters stock
that are for sale. See Photos of Current Inventory below:

Oval Pair
7.83 carats

Pear Shape
9.39 ct

Triangle
3.86 carats

Winn Cut
11.60 ct

Emerald Cut
5.79 carats
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PRESIDENT
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THE GEM HUNTER - Part II________________

CHAPTER 1
(2004-2005)
“Stoned in Tajikistan”
My mission was exploring the “Stans” (Afghanistan, Pakistan, and Tajikistan) for gems and
minerals. Later in life I will add Kazakhstan, Kirgizstan and Uzbekistan to my list. I have visited
all these countries but have not concentrated on their gem and mineral potential.
It is July 28, 2005 and I have the following missions to complete:
1. Work on training programs for the Afghanistan gem miners.
2. Research the gems and minerals of Afghanistan, Pakistan and Tajikistan for the 2006
Gemological Institute of America scientific symposium.
3. Attempt to obtain rights to film the lapis mines in Tajikistan for as documentary film.
4. Supervise the completion of my lapis desk top in Peshawar.
5. Visit and photograph the lapis, spinel (Kuh-i-lal) and ruby mines of Tajikistan.
6. To hunt for some new and/or exciting gem inventory.
7. To give my eyes a feast of new exciting territory and people to form new friendships.

After months of planning for the expedition, I’m finally packing for my trip. I have alerted my
friends in Peshawar that I will be arriving on July 30th. I plan to finish packing in two hours and
then get seven hours of sleep before my 5AM wakeup call. That was the plan until my Dad, age
93, announced that he just passed over one pint of blood in his urine. Not Good!
I packed my Dad and my 87 year old Mother and their two walkers into my car and drove to the
emergency entrance of the Vicksburg, Michigan hospital. After three hours of blood testing and
doctor consultations it is determined that my Dad’s blood was too thin caused by a recent change
in his medications (Coumadin?) He is going to live and my trip is back on!
Back at my parents home I checked my E-mail to find that my friends Khalid and Ilhom were
both having problems. Khalid’s E-mail said he could not obtain my air ticket to Dushanbe
without my passport and Ilhom informed me that he was having difficulty obtaining permission
for us to visit the lapis, spinel and ruby mining areas of Badakhshan –Pamir in Tajikistan.
What’s New! We always have these problems on a regular basis over the last thirty four years. It
is just very frustrating when you are on a tight schedule.
It was 2:10AM when I finished packing my clothes, satellite phone, GPS (ground positing
system) and my Pepto Bismol, etc.
Finally placing my head on the pillow I reviewed my New Year’s 2005 resolutions:
I’ll be sixty-five on July 23, 2005 and it is time to plan the next ten years of my life.
Besides studying the gems and minerals of the “stans” I wanted to build a gem museum/store in
Waikiki, Honolulu, HI. This would be my retirement program where my gem mining friends
could bring their goods to sell eliminating 90% of my travel as I aged.
Very important to me was to nest in Hawaii with a real home and a personal, loving relationship
with a wonderful women. This I had discovered was not possible being homeless on the road
traveling ten to eleven months per year. One girlfriend said “I was just a homeless man on the
road with a trailer and a box of rocks.” Not too appealing to most women. I had now traveled
over 500,000 miles in the USA to promote my gem shows in every state in the USA except
Alasaka. The packing and unpacking was wearing and becoming very boring!
It seemed like I had just fallen to sleep when the alarm went off! I can get by on five hours of
sleep per night but two hours is a bit short. By the time I showered my mother had a full
breakfast of eggs, sausage, toast, coffee and juice ready for me to consume.
I hugged my worried parents and left for the airport.
In London I switched flights to Gulf Air believing it was safer on an Arab airline for the parts of
the world I would be traveling. People involved in the recent bombings in Europe and the very
recent London subway bombing had been traced to Pakistan connections.
There were several Pakistani’s on my flight to Bahrain. However, the flight from Abu Dhabi to
Peshawar appeared to be all Pakistani’s except for me. I did not attempt to verify this data!
Instead, I slumped in my seat still wearing my American coat and tie and slept until the plane
arrived in Peshawar at 5:30AM on July 30th.
Immigration checked my passport and visa, snapped a photo of me with their computer camera,
stamped my passport and said “Welcome.” With bags in hand I located a cab in the busy airport.
The driver wanted 500 rupees to take me to the Green’s Hotel. There were many more cabs than
passengers so I told the driver that I had been coming to Peshawar since 1982 and the cab fare
should be 300 rupees. He agreed with a smile and delivered me to the Green’s Hotel. Of course,
a local person would only pay 150 rupees for the same trip!
At Green’s Shuja met me with a smile saying Sabir had called him about my arrival. The bell
boy recognized me and carried my bags to my regular room #101. Once in the room I pushed the

TV button and up came General/President Pervez Musharraf. He was holding an international
press conference about terrorism and the recent London bombing. He stated that the Pakistan
Government was investigating each and every phone call made by terrorist between London and
Pakistan. He further announced a new law to be passed that required all madress students to be
registered. Then he went so far as to say “Britain is regarded as a safe haven by extremist
because it has failed to crack down on them despite urging of other countries to do so.” He
totally omitted to mention any plan to capture the Taliban leader, Mullah Omar or Osama bin
Laden and Amen al-Zawahire of al Qeada. This may be good for me as I’m about to go through
the tribal areas and prefer that it not be in a war mode.
I turned off the TV and slept three hours until the home secretary’s office opened. As I walked
into Muhammad Zarrar’s, office he looked up and recognized me from visiting him in previous
years when I need a permit to enter the tribal areas. I handed him my passport, copies of the front
page of my passport and visas for Afghanistan and Pakistan. While we talked about the tribal
situation his male secretary prepared my permit for his signature.
I left the Home Secretary’s office knowing that the tribal elders are very upset with the Pakistan
Government over invasion of their autonomous regions privacy. Of course, they are protecting
al-Qeada and the Taliban personnel.
With permit in hand I traveled by three wheeled rickshaw to Sabir’s office in Namak Mandi.
Moin Khan Jagdalek was waiting with Sabir to see me. Over lunch of nan bread and potatoes,
bean soup and tea we talked about travel plans and the political situation which appears to be
barely OK at the moment. This could change any moment as the Taliban is a major influence in
Peshawar and NWFP politics.
Before parting Sabir, Moin and I visit the room where Abdullah from Kabul was putting the final
polish on my lapis desk top. It had been a year since I had delivered the lapis to Abdullah. The
top and sides were rich blue with gold flecks of iron pyrite, mosaic lapis glued to a white 6’ X
3.66’ X 1” white marble slab. The perfect dimensions “golden rule” according to Martin Ohm
(1835). The lapis desk top was wrapped in local newspaper and on saw horses awaiting my
unveiling/inspection. As Sabir and Abdullah removed the newspaper wrapping all I could say
was WOW!!! It was beautiful and very highly polished. The polish was so good that when I took
a digital photo our images were reflecting on the table top. This is exactly what I wanted for my
new office in Waikiki. But, we had to find a way to ship it!
Sabir escorted me to a private room where he had stored my personal items including clothing,
medical kit, even a bullet proof vest and a binocular scope. I selected the items I would need for
my trip including gem and mineral identification books. Leaving behind some 25 kilos of rough
lapis scraps from my table top production and some sphene specimens which Sabir had located.
Back to research! I visit with Arif Chaudry, Green’s Hotel manager, checked my E-mails and
met Nancy Steinbeck and John from the American Consulate in Peshawar at the Pearl
Intercontinental Hotel to get a further read on the situation. The assessment was that Peshawar
was relatively safe at the moment. However, Nancy and John were surprised that I planned to
travel to Kabul by road through the tribal areas. They would never be allowed to take such a
journey while working for the US Government. As a matter of fact they had trouble receiving
permission to travel in parts of Peshawar. Most markets were off limits to them.
Back at the Green’s I tried to call home on my satellite phone. The screen message read
“Blocked” Whoops! What is this? I went directly to the Internet café across from the Green’s. It
is upstairs on the alley side and in a half lit room. After 30 minutes of attempting to sign on to
my AOL account, I was finally about to send e-mails to friends asking them to inform my

parents that I was doing well and another message to the satellite company about my phone
problem. To the satellite company “Help! I’m leaving Peshawar in twenty hours and will be in
the country side- NEED PHONE TO WORK IMMEDIATELY”
It was now dark and Arif showed up with peanuts and drinks. We sat in my room #101 and
talked. At 1 PM there was a surprise knock on the door – It was Haider Ali Shah from Chitral.
The three of us sat and talked about old times until well after mid-night.
The next day I met my long time friend Nancy DuPree for lunch. Nancy as always has a good
handle on what the current situation is in Afghanistan. Basically, the Afghan government is in a
grid-lock. NGO’s are accomplishing only small task and there is little being done to build an
economy. The only bright light was that Nancy was able with assistance to open the Kabul
museum after all these years.
After lunch Mohammad Ali and I had a long meeting to set him off on his search for my
inventory needs and new gem items. Mohammad has been my number one scrounger for years.
We agreed to meet and review his findings as soon as I returned from Afghanistan and
Tajikistan.
It is now August 2nd and time to hit the road! Moin show his face at hotel door at 7AM.
The first thing out of his mouth was that his uncle had been contacted in Namak Mandi by the
ISI (Inter Service Intelligence – the US equivalent of the CIA) asking what I was doing in
Peshawar. Did they know who I was OR was this some new agent who witnessed a westerner in
Namak Mandi - we will never know! Time to get out of town!
On the edge of Peshawar we stopped at the army barracks to pick up our require soldier. He was
armed and ordered to travel with us to the border. I’m not sure if he was to guard us or stop us
from anything other than go directly to the border.
The traffic was heavy as we reached the outskirts of Peshawar another car plowed into us from
behind and smashed our bumper and back end. This was not the first hit on our taxi so the driver
was quit calm and settled something with the other driver. “On the road again!
In the Khyber area, we traveled past the drug lord homes and Moin pointed out the mountain
where Osama bin Laden is believed to be living. The American press keeps reporting that he is
hiding out. How do you hide over a thousand soldiers with guns that have to eat every day???
That is not discussed in the American or Pakistan newspapers.
We drove thru Torkham known as the smugglers town and on to the border of Afghanistan. I had
my passport stamped “departure” on the Pakistan side and “enter” on the Afghan side of the
border.
After negotiating for a taxi ride to Kabul we were on the road again. It’s hot! This part of
Afghanistan is very hot, dry and flat. We had only gone about ten miles when I looked up to see
a volkswagon bus roll over and fly directly at us on its side at about 50 miles per hour. Our
driver reacted quickly and drove into the roadside ditch and out the other side. When we exited
our car people were crawling out of the volkswagon with bloody faces and wounds. There were
more than twenty people riding in the bus some being lifted out with major injuries. They were
laid in the road shaking badly. Several other vehicles stop and riders gathered and up righted the
bus. One man was pinned underneath with blood running out of his mouth and nose. I saw the
driver of the bus run past me and into the open field. He probably did not stop until he cross a
border into Pakistan or Tajikistan. His life was not worth much at this point in time.
Nothing we could do, so we continued onto Jalalabad and Sorobi. We stopped at the Sorobi
police station to locate Moin’s uncle, Raees, whom was my friend. Raees was not present but the
police officer on duty served us lunch of rice, lamb, chicken, nan and Pepsi. in the director’s

office where Commander Sher Mohammad and I had been right after the fight with President
Najibullah for control of Kabul. The food tasted GREAT!
In years past, this police post was the feared as the KHAD secret police/intelligent Headquarters.
The bullet holes were now patched and the rooms painted an off white. A large photo of
Commander Ahmed Shah Massoud’s photo now hung on the wall .
One of the policemen, Sabir Saba, sat next to me for a photo. His picture taken at the ruby mines
were in my second book – “The Gem Hunter – True Adventures of an American in Afghanistan.
Sabir Saba offered to go with us part way to Kabul. His presence would get us passed the road
blocks where other cars were being turned backed or stopped for long intervals while road
construction vehicles moved around the new road.
Most cars and trucks were forced to take a long very dusty, dirt road to Kabul. This would add
five hours to our journey.
Fifteen minutes out of Sorobi, we started seeing road construction with police men making cars
turn around and return to Sorobi. We are allowed to continue once the policemen could see who
was with us. At least that was until an hour down the road we came to an asphalt spreader that
took the whole road. We were told it would be one hour before they completed the road around
the mountain and could drive their machine off the road so that we could pass. After one half an
hour we realized that the one hour estimate was not accurate. Our new estimate was four to five
hours! We left our vehicle with the policemen and driver. Carrying our bags up and over the
road equipment while the Chinese road workers staired at us with a puzzled look. Once on the
other side we located a vehicle coming in our direction. We convinced the passengers in the
vehicle to swap cars with us. As they removed their bags from there taxi we replaced them with
ours.
Moin and I were complimenting each other and saying how smart we were to hope over the
Chinese equipment with our bags to the other side and convince others to take our cab when our
new driver stopped dead in his tracks. Then we could see where the Chinese had just taken a
large crane and pulled a two foot thick cement beam across the road to block any more cars from
approaching the construction area. Once again not to be stopped we decide to build a bridge up
and over the beam. It took us and four other people in cars coming from Kabul to build a bridge
of rock up and over the cement beam.
It was now dark and our car lights were very dim as we continued the journey to Kabul. At an
intersection outside of Kabul we were stopped by a policeman because of our poorly lite car and
coming from an area where the road had been closed. When the policeman asked our new driver
for his license, the policeman, Moin and I all learned that our new drive did not possess a
driver’s license and his vehicle was without registration. The policeman refused to let us
continue. We asked to see his supervisor as we pressed upon him that we need to continue on to
Kabul. To our surprise the supervisor was behind the tree at the side of the road.
I handed my passport to the supervisor and told him that it was important that I continue on to
Kabul as I had official meetings the next day with ministers. He offered Moin and I dinner and
cots to sleep on but we pressed him that it was important that we continue. We continued to press
that Commander Sher Mohammad was expecting us to be at his home three hours ago. Then I
asked him to call Dr. Abdullah the Foreign Minister if he wanted to confirm our story. This
shook him loose and he decide that we could continue with our driver and the car.
When we finally reach Sher Mohammad’s, he and his family greeted us and said, “We have
prepared some food for you two.” Moin replied that he was too tired to eat. To be polite I said
“Just a little food would satisfy me” Moin disappeared with his cousin as I sat on the afghan

carpeted floor against the wall. A water jug was carried by Sher Mohammad’s son into the room
for me to wash my hands. Then another son arrived with chicken, rice and green tea. I eat and
climbed the rickety wood ladder made of logs and rope to the upper loft where they had place an
old army cot for me.
I was more tired than dirty AND I was REALLY DIRTY from all the dust on the dirt road.
However, after taking off my shoes and falling back on the cot, I fell sound asleep until 5:30
AM.
Most of the guys in the house would have said their 4AM prayers and gone back to bed by now.
Thus, it was a perfect time to take a shower by pouring water from a pitcher over my head and
change clothes before breakfast was to be served. The bathroom was very smelly and the water
very cold but it did refresh me and wake me up. I used up the whole bucket of water that had
been left in the bathroom to get the dirt off my body.
An hour later, as I was seated in the guest room with Moin, a breakfast of eggs, nan and tea was
set before us. Using the nan as a spoon for the liquid yoke I eat my eggs and drank the tea. Moin
let me know that he was not feeling very well and Sher Mohommad had told his son, Ashoor, to
escort me to Kabul.
My first stop was Ariana Airways to purchase my airline ticket to Dushanbe. There were no
other passengers buying tickets so I was in and out of the office in fifteen minutes. The next stop
was the Tajikistan Embassy where I had pre arranged via Ilhom in Dushanbe to pick up my visa.
The next stop was a visit to Zebullah Hashimi’s shop on Chick Street. Upon arrival his son
informed us the Zebi was in the hospital. I agreed to return at ten in the morning and go to the
hospital with his son to visit with Zebi.
Next was a call to Richard Scarth who was working with USAID. I had attempted for years to
start a new program to train Afghan miners. Richard and I had been E-mailing and he thought he
may have some funds available for a program. We agreed to meet at the Gandamak Hotel at 3
PM. Then I called Eng. Es’Haq and agreed with him to meet at the Gandamak as well. This
appointment was for 4:30PM.

Miner’s Training Program
1.
2.
3.
4.

Will create employment for ex-military and other tribal people
Will provide government taxes on export
Will provide government with foreign currency.
Will build a relationship between Kabul government employees and tribal peoples.

The meeting with Richard left me with hopes of a real program. He was to set up some future
meetings with USAID people and I was to sell the Minister of Mines on the project.
It sounded too simple! At least we were off on a plan!
I felt good as Richard departed. Ten minutes later Eng. Es’Haq appeared. After shaking hands
and asking about one another’s families. Eng. Es’Haq said that General Bismullah was waiting
for us at the Afghanistan Army Headquarters. When we arrived at the main gate the guard called
Gen. Bismullah who send a drive down to the gate to clear us a lead us to the meeting.
General Bismullah had prepared a table full of Afghan fruits and nuts along with coffee and tea.
We sat, drank, ate and talked for one and one half hours about the Afghan situation. The main

complaint was that the US Government and Military were just running things without informing
or working with the Afghan commanders. General Bismullah made the following comments:
1. Warlords are being retired and/or their powers are being taken away.
2. The US Army totally controlled the Afghan Army to the point they cannot make
decisions. Like ‘Leashed dogs”
3. Pakistan is an enemy of Afghanistan
4. Afghanistan is receiving little or no assistance from China, Russia and Iran.
5. President Karzi and the Americans undermined Commander Ismail Khan the Herat
Commander.
6. The elections will be good for Afghanistan.
7. New people from outside Afghanistan are arriving and corruption is ramped.
8. Alcohol is available to military troops including Afghan troops. This is not good!
9. The Afghan government is attempting to make changes to the life style of the common
Afghan too fast. Religious and village people are both complaining.
10. Village people are complaining that they are not receiving any assistance. It all stays in
Kabul.

That night I had an interview dinner with Celina Aizenman, reporter on the staff of the
Washington Post. Neither she nor I could understand why the news papers are not printing
articles on Pakistan’s true anti Afghan position. Pakistan is harboring and supporting al Qaeda
and the Taliban. Pakistan wants to keep Afghanistan unstable.
The next morning I visited with Zebi in the hospital and heard all about his hernia operation. He
was doing well and we agreed to have dinner when I returned from Tajikistan.
I caught up on E-mail at an Internet Café on Chicken Street before meeting Khalid Sekander for
lunch. Khalid is the son of Hamed and Sema Sekander of Dallas. He is an Afghan by decent as
well as an American schooled attorney who is in Kabul to assist with writing new laws for
Afghanistan.
That night I enjoyed dinner with Lt. Col. David Milo, head of the British Forces in Afghanistan.
He stated that in the long run the American and British forces would lose this war as Pakistan,
Russia, China and Iran were all against America being in Afghanistan. Later that night Sher
Mohammed said he was totally in agreement with this thought.
To make the night worse there was no water in the house. After running around all day I was
grubby and would have like to have showered.
The next person I wanted to locate and chat with was Abdul Kafi Rasuli, ex-Deputy director of
Mines and Industry. I was still on an old track to locate Dehzad Hashim. The track had gone cold
and Abdul was not of much assistance but served a great lunch. Every time I come to Kabul I
think of Dehzad. Someday, I will find out what happened to him!
Still without bathing at 4:30 AM the next morning I was on my way to the Kabul airport.
As it turned out it bathing would have been a waste of time as all passengers had to stand in an
open dirt field for over an hour before being allowed into the airport. If I had arrived as
instructed I would have had to stand one and one half hours in the field.
The airport was under construction and on the front hung a 20’ photo of Commander Ahmed
Shah Massoud and a written dedication to him posted next to the photo.

Looking around it appears that I’m the only caucasion on the flight to Dushanbe. I guess that
rumors on Ariana’s maintenance problems are spreading. True to form from as far back to my
memories in the 1970’s Arianna is late to take off. This time only 1 ½ hours!
I can remember them being one to three days late and if you were not available when they were
ready to go – tough luck! They would leave without you!
After fifty-five minutes in the air during which I was served a wonderful breakfast of eggs and
mushroom covered chicken, nan and tea we arrived in Dushanbe without any problems.
Compared with American airlines that serve very little food this was a good surprise.
Upon clearing customs I walked outside to look for Ilhom Narziev. I had met Ilhom flying in one
of Commander Massoud’s helicopters in 1999 when he was on his way to Afghanistan as a Tajik
reporter to write articles about Massoud. Ilhom had been a Russian army officer like his father.
However, he preferred newspaper work over military. He now has four sons and works as a free
lance journalist. Recently he had guided a group of Chinese businessmen and politicians into
Afghanistan. During the trip they were telling the Afghans that China and Chinese people were
their friends. China was supporting road building, supplying cheap goods including prayer beads
while Americas were in their country to control the country and shoot the local people.
Being born in Turkmenistan of Tajikistan parents and moving with his family during his father’s
military career, Ilhom had continued to travel, write and serve as a guide. He was now to serve as
my guide as we planned to visit to Khorog and the ancient spinel mines at Kuh-i-Lal in
Badakhshan. After which we planned to cross the Pamirs to visit ruby mines near the Chinese
border in Western Tajikistan.

____________________________________________________________________

TAJIKISTAN
A Landlocked 143,100 sq.km exotic country with 3,387,000 people situated halfway around the
world from the United States
Tajikistan had a known population since the 6th century. Archeologists have reported evidence of
prehistoric people living in what is now Tajikistan over 200,000 years ago.
Elamites built settlements in 2,000 BC. There existed the Persian Achaimenio Dynasty in 6th to
the 4th century BC and Alexander the Great in 330 BC. In 329 BC Seleucus, Alexander’s general
ruled after Alexander’s departure. In the first century the Kushan Buddhist ruled and were later
replaced by the Arab Moslems in the 8th Century. The Arabs were replaced by the gold mining
Turkic people in the 11th-13th century. This was followed by Genghis Khan in the 13th century.
He had invaded in 1220 AD and was followed by Timor in the 14th century. He died in 1405.
The Russians took over control in 1866 and just recently give up control.
Tajikistan is composed of 55,250 square miles of which 90% lies 10,000 feet above sea level.
Lake Karakul is 141 square meters and two miles about sea level and 780 feet deep. Glaciers in
Gordo Badakhshan reach heights of more than 23,000 feet with more than 5.5 million people
living in river valleys of which the three major valleys are Fergana, Hisser and Vakhsh.
Dushanbe is the capital and largest city with 604,000 residence. The population is composed of
62% Tajik, 24% Uzbek, 8% Russian, 1.3% Kyrgyz and 1.5% Tartar.

________________________________________________________________________

After clearing immigration and customs I step outside to look for Ilhom. There were only a ten or
twelve people beside our passengers and half of them were cab drivers standing around. No
Ilhom!
It hit me that I had E-mailed him two days ago and he had not replied. For two hour the night
before I had attempted to call him on my satellite phone. Was I in trouble?
Not speaking Tajik and having no back up for Ilhom may have been a mistake. Was this whole
trip in jeopardy?
After 30 minutes in the hot sun – Still no Ilhom!
Using sign language and motions I ask a cab drive to call Ilhom. The cab driver dialed the
number I pointed out to him on my paper but no one answered. There was a message after three
minutes but I could not understand it. I had the cab driver dial again and listen to the message.
Than with motions I got the message – Phone no work!
Now What To Do! Ilhom and I had no backup plan. If I leave the front of the airport how will he
ever find me? I had the card from the Tajikistan Hotel in my pocket as I had removed it from my
files. However, I had never mentioned to Ilhom that I would stay there.
After another thirty minutes in the hot sun, I looked up and spotted Ilhom across the park
walking towards the airport entrance and me. What a relief!
We gave each other a hug as he explained that he called Ariana and they told him the plane
would be 2 ½ hours late. Any way we were together now and excited about are forthcoming trip
to western Tajikistan. Ilhom had received the blessings of the Foreign ministry and the Ministry
of Mines for our trip. The only requirement left was for them to meet me personally to obtain
final written permission. This was another delay as it was now Saturday and the government
offices were closed until Monday. Of course the Ministry of Mines had requested a formal letter
of interdiction be sent to them from the Foreign Ministry requesting a meeting. After that a
meeting would be scheduled. Only the Gem Committee could provide us with written permission
to visit the mines and the chance to complete my 15 year quest to enter the famous spinel mines
at Kuh-i-Lal.
I had wanted to accomplish this since reading about these mines in a 1903 edition of a Sir Marco
Polo – The Venetian Concerning The Kingdoms and Marvels of the East book translated by
Colonel Sir Henry Yule at the home of Giraud and Carolyn Foster in 1989. The map which I
copied was dated 1271. I must do this in my life time.
In 1993, I made my first attempt to reach the spinel mines via Pakistan and Afghanistan.
However, after being turned back at the Chitral Border and then discovering bandits on the road
out of Escarza we had to abort our trip detailed in Chapter 13. I spent a year researching and
planning the next trip as detailed in Chapter 15 but once again was forced to return because of
fighting near the border and the destruction of the bridges between Afghanistan and Tajikistan.
However, on my1994 trip with my new GPS (ground positioning system) and old maps, I was
able to spot and photograph the mine from the edge of the Panda River (previously the named
the Oxus by the Greeks) from the Afghan side of the border. The mine was situated just as it was
placed on the Marco Polo map and fully described by Ole Olufsen (1898-99 expedition) and
Capt. John Woods (1841 and 1872 expeditions) who had made expedition to the mine in the
1800’s. There was no other information to be found per my search in the western world. The
mine had originally been within the borders of Afghanistan but when the British and Russians

agreed on drawing a new border called the Durand Line, Kul-i-Lal was now in Tajikistan. This
was because they moved the Afghan/Tajik border from the mountain top to the river. The mine
was on the side of the mountain.
It was six years later (2000) before I would have another chance to enter the mines at Kuh-i-Lal.
I had been corresponding with some Tajik and Russian geologist who claimed they could get me
to the mine. On this trip I was delayed ten days in Tashkent, Uzbekistan obtaining a Tajikistan
visa. After another three day delay in Dushanbe obtaining permission for myself and my Tajik
sponsors to visit the mines we were on our way to Kuh-i-Lal. However, I only had four days now
before I was to meet with Commander Massoud and fly to emerald mines of Afghanistan.
We drove south from Dushanbe along the Afghan border in an old Russian Jeep which broke
down several times due mainly to unfiltered gasoline. The shorter direction (375 miles) thru
Tajikistan rebels had been attacking government troops and buildings along the route the week of
my arrival. With so many guards at posts along our route going over our permission letters and
questioning my companions for several minutes each time we only made it half way the first day.
We stayed with a family in the mountains who served us a nice meal with lots of fresh fruit.
Late on the second day, after a roll-e-coaster drive over what Olefsen had referred to as the
“Devel’s Passes, “we reach Khorog were my escorts had relatives. Olefsen had to hoist horse
over the passes with ropes in his time. It was slightly better now. After a morning of meetings
and negotiations we were given permission to visit Kuh-i-Lal. It appeared my dream trip would
finally come true. I just wanted to enter the mine tunnels and take photos. It was that simple.
Our plan was to leave at 5AM visit the mine and start back to Dushanbe. However, when we
reached the base of the mountain at and started to climb to the mine we were stopped by the
mine manager. He would not let us into the mine without permission from his supervisor and the
KGB. We showed him our permission papers and practically pleaded with him to no avail. He
was to frighten by his superiors to let us in.
It was 10 PM before we arrived back in Khorog. We were dirty and tired but drove directly to the
KGB headquarters. It was closed but a guard told us where the KGB director lived. Thirty
minutes later we found his home but the lights were out. We discussed what to do. What do we
have to loose – Let’s wake him up! He was a bit grumping but friendly. After ten minutes of
discussions and showing our papers from Dushanbe he handed my friends a permission paper
BUT wrote on the paper that his permission was only good if we obtained the permission of the
Badakhshan Interior Minister. He told us where he lived and we were back on the road. At
midnight we woke up the Minister only to be shot down. He would not give us permission saying
that he would have to go with us and that was not possible as the President of Tajikistan was
visiting Khorog the next day and he had to be present. That’s it! My time was up! The next
morning very disappointed we began our journey back to Dushanbe.
In 2004, I attempted to obtain permission thru another Tajik/Russian geologist but the permission
to visit the mines was not granted and Khudai my friend and Afghan guide was not available to
travel to Tajikistan via Afghanistan.
It is now August 2005 and I have not given up. Sometimes the impossible just takes a little
longer to accomplish.
Ilhom recommended that I stay at the Dushanbe Hotel. The rate is $25.00 per day and the rooms
were as nice as the $125.00/day Tajikistan Hotel. Sounds Good To Me!
After checking in Ilhom and I walked to an ice cream/coffee shop to talk about our plans. This
time I had two four weeks in Tajikistan before my flight back to Afghanistan.
We had just sat down when a man approached me and said, “Are you Mr. Gary?”

“Yes,” I replied.
“I thought so”, he said. “I’m with the Afghan Embassy here in Dushanbe and I recognized you.
Daud Panjshiri is now our Ambassador, please come visit us at the Embassy.”
“Thank you for the invitation. I will be happy to visit you” I replied as he departed.
I turned to Ilhom and said, “Daud Panjshiri was the man who had given me a letter of safe
passage and asking Commander Malik at Escarza to assist me with a horse to ride over the
mountains and into Pakistan when the Taliban were attacking in the year 2000. Massoud and Dr.
Abdullah were pinned down on a mountain top for days and could not get to me by helicopter so
I took it upon myself to cross over the mountains and into Pakistan.”
Our conversation than turned to “The Great Game”
“ The Great Game - Continues”
In my last book “The Gem Hunter – True Adventures of an American in Afghanistan” Russia
and Pakistan were the aggressors in Afghanistan with Pakistan being back by the USA. Today,
Ilhom and I see the number of countries involved in Afghanistan’s future on the increase. The
USA and China are now involved with Iran, Pakistan and Russia playing games. Pakistan has
continued to back the Taliban and refusing to disturb the al Qaeda forces in and around the
border areas of Afghanistan being financed by Saudi, Egyptian and other Moslem interest.
Ilhom recently escort a group of Chinese politicians and business men into Afghanistan.
China was preparing to support the Afghans with cheap goods including religious items as well
as have Chinese laborers build roads. Of course the Chinese propaganda was the same as being
spoken by Russia, Iran and Pakistan – The USA is the aggressor and killing Afghans.
After 9/11 USA troops were permitted to have troops and military bases in Uzbekistan,
Kirgizstan and Tajikistan. This cost an unknown amount of money. Recently, however, US
government employees were caught assisting Uzbek rebels escape capture by Uzbek government
forces. More salt was rubbed into the open wound when the US press and State Department
condemned the Uzbek government for opening fire on the escaping rebels. Uzbekistan gave the
USA 180 days to close down and leave their country. Russia attempted to persuade Kirgizstan
and Tajikistan to follow the same policy but they refused as they needed the money and they
believed that the US would assist them in preventing al Qaeda personnel from working in their
countries.
China was upset at Kirgizstan for allowing the USA to build a base near the Chinese border.
_______________________________________________________________________

Sunday was a day of exercise, E-mail and a long walk around Dushanbe with Ilhom.
At 10AM on Monday, Ilhom and I entered the Foreign Ministry building as it opened.
The Foreign Minister was busy but assigned Mr. Suleiman to assist us with approval for our
expedition. Mr. Suleiman was the man who helped me in 2000 and again in 2001 when I was in
Tajikistan.
Our first problem arose when both Suleiman and Ilhom failed to locate the Gem Committee by
calling their telephone numbers.
Ilhom said; “Let’s go to the Journalist Club where we can use the phone books, directories and
free E-mail. Ilhom true to his efficient self shortly located the new phone number for the Gem

Committee. They said to see us they must have a letter from the Foreign minister requesting the
meeting. Ilhom called Suleiman who said it would be the next day before he could arrange for
the signed letter as the foreign minister was out for the day.
Ilhom may be the guide for the trip but he had never been in the mining areas that I wanted to
travel or Kuh-i-Lal. Ilhom said that he would visit some bus stations on his way home to
determine the best and most economical route and means of transportation for our trip.
By 11 AM the next morning we had our letter from the Foreign Minister and a meeting set with
the Minister of Industry for 1:15PM and the Agha Khan Chief of Mission, Hadi Husani for 3PM.
The Agha Khan people operated programs through our Tajikistan and we wanted to question
them about travel arrangements and transportation. Hade was a pleasant your man from Canada
whose family was now in Philadelphia. Hadi said that he fully supported our expedition. He
phoned and arranged for us to go directly to meet the Minister of Geology.
The minister did not speak or read English but was totally fascinated with my book “Gemstones
of Afghanistan” which I had given him as a gift. He signed his name, Akhmedove Alexsander
Rahmatullaevich, on a geological magazine and handed it to me. After a half hour discussion
about gems of Tajikistan and the route to Kul-i-Lal, he showed me samples of Tajikistan lapis
which was spotted with white calcite and very different in appearance from Afghan lapis. After
museum with three different padlocks on the door in true soviet fashion. Akhmedove spoke
roughly with the guard and supervisor whom the guard had located in the adjoining offices. We
were told if we would return at 9AM the next morning all the locks would be removed and the
Museum director would be present to give us a tour and answer our questions.
The supervisor spoke some English and told me he had been in Nuristan. When I asked him
about being bitten by poison flies in Nuristan, he rolled up his sleeve and we compared scares. I
asked him what he did to prevent them from biting. He said “I just drank more vodka.” We all
laughed!
Departing Ilhom and I visited the market to purchase tea, a garam melon and some cooked
chicken. Our plans were finally coming together. At the hotel I sat and reviewed my past
attempts to visit the mines.
Sixteen Year Quest
1989 – Located the ruby mines of Tajikistan on a Marco Polo Map
1993 – Failed to reach Tajikistan as Russian and Afghan thieves control the Afghan border area.
1994 – Reach Shignon, Afghanistan to find the bridge to Tajikistan was destroyed and there was
fighting with the Tajikistan rebels against the Russian army and the Tajikistan
government.
1999 – Reached Dushanbe, Tajikistan but could not arrange permission to visit the mines
2000- Tajikistan government was fighting rebels making it too dangerous to travel.
2001 – Received permission to visit the mines in Dushanbe but was not able to get permission in
Khorog.
2005 – Success, I reached and toured the mines and returned with samples and photos.
In 1993 I was in a bureaucratic quagmire between Pakistan and Afghanistan officials. Now it’s
2005 and I’m again up against the Tajik bureaucracy to obtain visas and permission to visit the
lal mines at Kuh-i-Lal. I had made a major effort in 1993 and failed. In 1994 I was able to locate
and photograph the mines from the Afghanistan side of the border but found no way to cross the
Panda River as there was a war and the bridge at Shignon was destroyed.

In 2001, I made another grand effort to visit the mines at Kuh-i-Lal. This time the Tajik
bureaucracy kept me in Tashkent, Uzbekistan extra days waiting for my visa approval for
Tajikistan. When I reached Dushanbe, I was delayed again in obtaining a Gorno Badakhshan
visa and permission to visit the lal mines. When I finally reached the mining property at Kuh-iLal the guards turned us away by saying we needed approval from the local interior minister and
the KGB. We drove back to Khorog and located the KGB chief at 11 AM. He said that he had
no problem with our visit but his approval would only come after we obtained permission from
the interior minister. We failed to locate the interior minister that night and the next morning.
My time was now up as I had to meet the film crew in Peshawar, Pakistan in three days.
Disappointed once again I returned to Dushanbe.
In 2004 I made plans to travel with Khudai Akbari to Tajikistan via Ishkashim, Afghanistan.
After arriving in Afghanistan Khudai canceled on us so we were without guide and translator.
______________________________________________________________________________
Ilhom and I arrived at the museum promptly at 10AM and were met by Anna Gorbatiuk, the
head of the Museum. She handed me a book published by the museum which I asked her to sign.
She did so with pride and then walked us around the museum answering all our questions. I was
particularly interested in the ruby, spinel, clinohumite, lapis and tourmaline specimens. If our trip
was successful we would witness these gems being mined. All the gems in the museum were
fully documented but of poor quality-nothing worth cutting into gems. This was nothing to write
home about but at least we now know where the gems mines of Tajikistan are located.
Ilhom’s phone rang while we were in the museum. It was Mr. Makhnadali Z. Gulov, the Deputy
Minister of Industry, asking us to return to their office for a discussion at 3PM. During the
meeting we were given the Ministry permission but this was watered down by their telling us
that we needed approval from the manager of the Kuh-i-Lal mine. The good news was that they
would support us and the manager was in Dushanbe but they had yet to locate him. Here we go
again! We stressed that our clock was ticking!
On the way back to the hotel Ilhom said that he would bet that we also needed permission once
we reached Badakhshan. I had told him about my previous trips and the permissions required.
Well two steps forward and one step back!
Low and behold, Ilhom called at 11AM the next morning – full permissions had been granted by
all! The Deputy Minister of Industry had even set up a meeting for us in Khorog the next day.
As soon as Ilhom arrive at my hotel we walked to the Foreign Ministry where our passports were
handed us with visas for Badakhshan stamped inside. The Deputy Minister of Industry informed
us that he had set up a meeting for us in Khorog the next day.
Hurray!
Ilhom and I took a cab from the ministry to the flying coach station to check on a ride to Khorog.
Luck was with us as they had Russian version of a VW bus scheduled to leave for Khorog at
2PM. That was enough time for Ilhom to go home, pack and return.
Promptly at 2PM we arrived at that bus station and found them ready to depart. The vehicle had
to be push to start the engine and a policeman wanted bakshish from the driver to leave the bus
area. Five more times we were stopped by police along the road for bakshish. Each time the
driver would stop and get out of the vehicle to negotiate and pay the police. After the third time
all twelve passengers would shake their heads and say out loud “More Bakshish!” This broke the
ice and all the passenger started talking with each other. The driver was from Khorog, his
assistant driver was an ex-Russian Army Officer who was assigned to the Tajikistan/Afghanistan
border patrol. The lady next to me was a nurse in her 40’s who had worked in Afghanistan with

the Russian army. She was traveling with a lady friend from Murgab. Behind me sat a medical
student who had attended medical school at Michigan State for six years. He spoke good English
and had visited my home town of Kalamazoo, Michigan. The student and Ilhom were the only
two that spoke English.
Another passenger was the son of the Tajik Defense minister. He sat across from me at an angle
with his body guard assigned by his father. Directly in front and facing me was a Tajik in his
early 20’s who was studying aviation engineering in Moscow. Three others were young men
from southwestern Tajikistan. Last was a young girl in her late teens who became sick with the
first winding mountain passes. The driver had to stop several times to allow her to jump out and
throw up.
By 6 PM we all knew each others background and were telling stories and laughing. I teased the
ex-Russian soldier about shooting at me while I was in Shignon, Afghanistan across the river
from him at Khorog. The lady next to me kept bumping me when the vehicle would hit a new
bump or hole in the road. At first she would show an expression with her hands and eyes of
being sorry to bump me. Then I said: “You OK!” this she did not understand. Ilhom then
translated. Then she said “OK” after each bump.
At 6:30PM we stopped for dinner at a roadside restaurant. Ilhom and I sat at a table by ourselves
while a lady from Kirgizstan with a friendly smile served us rice, chicken and orange soda.
After dinner the dirt road became so rough that the driver rarely was driving at speeds over 15 to
twenty miles per hour. As we hit more bad bumps the lady next to me switch from saying “OK”
to “No OK” It became a joke.
After nine hours the road became very steep with narrow cliffs showing as the headlights hit
them. At one point on a very steep grade I recalled again Captain Ole Olefsen writing about the
“devils passes” in his 1904 journal – “ the devil’s passes one, two and three the passage along
steep paths scarcely half a foot broad, along the border of precipices that go sheer down into the
foaming river that roars several hundred yards below. Often there is no other path than the
foothold that one may get in the small roughness of the steep precipices of gneiss. Here horses,
donkeys, and baggage had to be hoisted with ropes from one terrace to another.”(Ref.
Gemstones of Afghanistan p. 79)
At approximately 1:30 AM two young men in the back of our vehicle were hounding the driver
to stop so they could buy some cigarettes. The other passengers were supporting them to stop as
we wanted to straighten our cramped legs and go to the bathroom. Finally the driver gave in and
stopped in front of some homes in a small village. There was a chaikhana with lights on next to
the road.
We all got out of the vehicle. I had a bad urge to water the field several yards back along the
road. I walked back down the road in the pitch black night and stepped off the road into the field.
It was difficult to see as the quarter moon was slipping behind the mountains. I relieved my
kidneys and walked back towards the light of the chaikhana.
When I was ten yards from our vehicle I started seeing shadows of people moving rapidly and
making loud noises. Five yards closer I could not believe my eyes. A man with his back to me
had one of our young men pinned against our vehicle with his hands around his throat and his
fingers digging into his Adam’s apple. Just as I looked closer the ex-Russian Officer grabbed the
man’s arm and pulled hard. As the man let go of his pray another man grabbed the Russian’s arm
and pulled him backwards and away. The Russian push the second man hard enough that he
flew to the ground. He jumped up and with his fist slugged the Russian in the eye. This
obviously was no game!

In the dark I could not tell who was who or friend from foe. I glanced around for Ilhom but did
not see him.
When the man with the throat hold was forced to let go of the Youngman he had jumped into our
vehicle. Now the strangler was loose from the Russian. He leaped into the vehicle after the
young man. As he leaped he hit the young girl who squealed loudly.
He proceeded to grab the Youngman’s foot and started backing out of the vehicle. At this point
two other passengers started kicking the intruder. I was only five feet away from the intruder
when a rock crash landed six inches from my right foot. As a result of the force from the large
rock, small rocks and sand from the roadway splashed my leg. A second later a second large rock
hit our vehicles rear window near me and broke the window. Time for action!
I quickly stepped backward several steps and off the road just as our vehicle leaped forward and
took off down the road. Many people chased after the vehicle and I saw the Russian Officer jump
into the vehicle as it passed him. Now what do I do!
Only a few seconds had passed when I spotted Ilhom hanging on to one man’s wrist and he was
talking under the light of the Chaikhana. Friend or Foe? Ilhom spotted me at the same time and
yelled “Gary follow the vehicle down the road, I’ll be with you in a few minutes.” I had only
taken twenty steps up the road when I felt a soft hand gently reach for my arm. A soft trembling
voice said, “No OK” I recognized the voice as the lady who had been setting next to me in the
vehicle. We continued down the road with our arms interlocked like we were about to enter a
formal dinner party. The moon had completely moved behind the mountain and we could not
even see our hands. My feet and the road were pitch black. My lady friend slipped several times
on the rocky road way. Several times I stepped off the road into high grass as the road twisted
and turned.
After what seemed like a quarter of a mile I heard Ilhom’s voice somewhere back in the dark.
We stopped walking and waited for Ilhom. As he approached us I heard “Gary?” I replied “Over
Here” in a low voice above a whisper. Now we were three walking in the dark.
After another quarter mile we could see lighted buildings in the distance. As we approached we
spotted our vehicle. Next to the vehicle was the bad, mad man with two other men running
towards the Russian officer. Six other people came out of the building with lights and ran to the
Russian’s side. We heard a loud shooting match.
The three of us to walk a half circle around the whole group when we spotted a man in uniform
surrounded by eight other men running towards us. As they neared our position they turned and
ran towards the arguing group. The whole conflict group then moved thirty yards back down the
road from whence we had just walked.
Ilhom said to the lady and me “You two stay here” He walked off to meet with the group.
I said to the lady on my arm “Chai” as I could now see that the Chaikhana was open.
She replied, “OK”
Tea and cookies were served and eaten by the time Ilhom reached our table at the chaikhana.
“What happened,” I said
“The man ran away,” Ilhom replied.
“What is the whole story,” I asked.
Ilhom replied, “I do not know exactly what happened but it seems as though one of our young
men passengers said something to the bad man when he was buying cigarettes that really ticked
him off. He then took off after the young man calling for his sons to attack us as he ran after the
young man and our vehicle. When the police living near this chaikhana arrived he ran off. The

police asked the Russian if he wanted to stay and press charges but he told the police that he
preferred to just continue our journey.”
“Sit down and have some tea” I told Ilhom
I asked the Chaikhana owner to take our photo with my digital camera but the screen read “no
battery” Darn! It would be a night to remember. My extra batteries were all packed deep in my
bag which was now underneath a pile of luggage in the vehicle.
By the time Ilhom finished his tea the driver was calling for us all to return to the vehicle,
On the road again! It was now 3AM. Most everyone was trying to sleep as they wobbled in their
seats. I stayed awake and watched out the front window from the second row of seats. I was
ready to yell at the driver if he started to fall asleep. He had to be tired but seemed to know every
turn in the road.
At 5AM looking to the right the driver and I spotted a light in the river below the road. It was a
jeep off the road and in the river. The jeep driver probably had fallen asleep and was now stuck
in the sandy river bottom and up to the top of his tires in water. We all climbed out of the
vehicle and assisted the driver of the jeep to push his vehicle back on the road.
The driver did not stop again until 7:30AM. The sun was rising. This time the drive parked our
vehicle and reached for a towel which he put over his head as he slumped over the steering wheel
to sleep.
By this time the road was a mixture of dirt and old asphalt with lots of pot holes. At least it was
a sign that we were back in a civilized area. I exited the vehicle with the other passengers and
walked straight for the chaikhana with its open air lanai. I laid down on the woven grass mat. It
felt so good to stretch out on my back. Even though my knees ached from the cramped distance
between the seats I fell asleep for some twenty minutes before I heard Ilhom saying “Chai with
bread and honey!” I took my camera out of my pack and videoed our tired group of passengers.
After breakfast we were on the road again to complete our 375 mile journey from Dushanbe to
Khorog. It was 2:30 PM when we finally arrived and everyone one shook hands good bye. It was
sad knowing that we would most likely never see these new friends again in this life time. That
was a long 24 ½ journey! Now let’s hope we get into the mine at Kuh-i-Lal!
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