OUNCING in a pickap over Musded

and ruted tracks, we finally rosch e
sander village of Terl Mengal afier o day's
ride fram Pestavwar, 198 bl up by scoves of
smuall keropenc lanlérns and i the aipht the
hesvy sinccann of machine puns can be
beard, Tracer bullels streak joward (he
moustning and sscasionally ke hodlow
hang ol an RPG-T anti-tank gresade launch-
£ puiv: luatcs Uhe paght. The mujabideon are
eheckiag the seeurmey of thelr wenpons.

Homes neigh. donkeys biay. Easbam
e wails From catscite radiog and every-
thing is sumk im mub. We climb up o
rickely stasrs of 3 leasouse and fum in for
the nighs. Maoslema ger np hefiore sunrise for
their First praysi.

When | Mnally awake, | lack arcsind the
ronm and can's believe my eyes. The men
have their hasds full ol weapons! On the
way here they had none, anly same phoie
und showels. Mow they're diligently clean
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g Ealashmabuve, BiT and & low BT
ligha machine guns

We won'l leave before 15090 hosis, so
there i plenty of time 10 got eeguainied. |
Bave with me 10 pages of Persian phmses
and key wonks, whils the leado ol ow
group botweda thom know some 50 Englisk
words, | had no imnuble communicaing
willy e party kaderahigp an Peitawar — all
spoke good English, Bul what aboul these
s T Wil they ne misinke oo foraspy if]
el il Uy Labvian, of ey hear tat °m
from the “other™ slde?

I deaw o map ol Buops on a psee of
paper amid poinl ' Estonis, Latwia and
Lithumnda, ithen io Moscow, then back 1o ihe
Halie counines, preasang Jown epon thiim
will ke pale of my hand snd saying,
“Strwravi®” (Fussiangl. They umsdcastamd
what | mean, and they know when it teok
pleer, hecause Hiiler and Sinlin e pot un
krarwn | W,

They sk, ""Were there Ballic mojshe
deen ™

“Hale® (Yes). | say. aml I show soven
finpers for seven years of goomilla struggle.
Then | sy, “"Mujskidees shahid™® (mar-
Tyreadh,

Salcnce. Owir cyes micct, and o that Mick-
er of & second T know that they keaw whan
defeat mednl lor wi. This ""bouchsg of
wouly”” is somcthing [ have not fclt i the
Woest. [ alzo see smmething ekse i their gy
== the awlul question = will they sulfer B
same fme?

1 nerw say thal | ams a Lalvisn, that sy
uncle is shuhid (deposted dusing the fim
Russian oocupation in 190} and ikl my
family tog have Boen refugocs. These ma-
|nhldern exnend inome ihelr sympathies, We
have Bsvows bemls, brolbent,

We are climhing a sicep slope. Them i
an caner way W gel wile Afghansian, by
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SOF SPECIAL REPORT

Mujuhldeen man the Kigriar smiaieerale
fun in Sarhsh eangan, Tigrist bos Chiness
eppy af the Savict FPL-1 antiniroradt gun,
which coamprises a ginghe KFY 14 5o
Beravy ikl gui with sighls o0 0
lewed-carrizpe mounding,

way af o riprag rack on a fractor pulling a
wagan, bl my men think the fare is exnrhi.
tmnt, 20 Cnsbesd we Lake the okl possibie
narh en the horrer

| Iewl fike I"m clinbing the side of the
Ermpiro Statc Building. My lungs zre work-
ing like bellows amd a whole noran nf 1wess
is pouring off of o, When we reach the
Pakiszemi border poss o ehadar (the thin
Slanket worn by 2l Alghans) i thmwnover
ey sl der and on top of it a Kalashniko,
Muw you really cam's red] me from s ma|ahid
and | cross e tooder unlmdeaed.

Oippostie the Paldarani post arc the nains
of Bm Alghan bimler satiom. The whole

TP W AT

' Latvian Joins
'_ ‘Warrior
- Brotherhood

aren |a erawling with goomillas. Mow my
men arw realy W oavail themselves off e
tracior scrvice, and we all jump mie a
wagon where we mix with aiber armed
men, Wi boumee duwn a potted incline,
deddping bomb craters and hanging on G
dear lile i the mils of the hunling machine

We jampe ol i sz Dicst vilkage, which is
hammhed, dearseved and empty. The tractor
s i [ariber. The landsenpe is smannles
= mountdies higher than ihe chounds,

Chur hags are sincked an ke backs of tea
donkere, wlush trail us with ibe olber ball
af emr greap. We tire of waiting for them
and continue on our way. Cwr path seenches
beside & creeks an e ollier sids lie uncudii
waiedd imigmics fAeldy Tes small Afghan
pomics (ool an lovwl with buge packs on their
haris, the chimes on their hamesses -
pling gently. Such pesce seed Beanry

Sudidendy, these's an cmammus bang om
our fight. Snmerhing heavy mnd powerful

s owver pur beads and, with & demile:
blasl, smushes inthe gresnd a pand distanoe
from s,

Thie chubhy, shan mugabid who joined us
i Ten Mangal, and wha hisl a hand time
ehimbing up the slope now tabes Connmamd,
Hall manning, we make foe te ereel 2o for
the trees and busbcs wlivh grow 2kmg s
winding parh

Ancthér big baag, a snim ush of air
shove us, nn replogiod, Madrsaol, Y nEw
lswamd, puanis a finger in the Bills ahesd,
siying, “Dustman!”" (Eremy!) He makes
circles with ki finpers and tvambs, and
looks lhreugh them. The Russians are
ekserving us through bonodulars,

Io 2 chster of aspen tress, wihecis i two
pomies are hriedly pluekiag precn prass, 1
remove my glasses (oo mujahid wears
ke, wrsp my hoad and shoalders in the
chadar and wail ustil our lesder erosses the
dry bed of ancther cresk, W mued b g
204 meters 1o the noher siie, whese there is
another bembed-eul village. Silence.
Resehing the ather sade, he throws rocks
inio the branches of frain oees snd . nesne-
ing the Eallen [rail, wals For us

LATYIAN PATRIOT

Aaks Lefime wrines as a frecbance joars
malist, swpazaie from his job & en ediicr
sl the Swodish [matifoie of [nlerns-
tivmal AliEirs

Lejing wist bowit s Latvia. He las
Hyed In e Uhsined Staies, scrving in the
Vs, Marinn Corps Fereree und receiv-
imgan M. A from UCLA. Livieg sow m
Sieckholm, he is separared fram the Land
o Bk Bl phiysscally by e Esliic amnd
poditically by the continuing Soviel mab-
j jon ol peee-ind ! Larvla

Lejing' imlerest in the liboration ol
Afphanisun from Soviet oocapation de-
rives [rom his pairicgic inferest in ke
liberation af his hosrelam! lom Saviel
cinminsticn

Author Alis Lejins (left} In mujahideen
gark with mujahidesn sommander Tabel
Shiread in Kalanper.
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A ler Najibullah (center,

Now it's my turn. Madrasol clenches my
left hand and we hurry, bent over with our
heads pulled in, across the mass of jumbled
rocks.

Something strange curls up inside my
stomach. Here there is no shelter; the terrain
is as flat as a table, offering a completely
unobscured view to the Russian (or Kabul7y
garrison. Are there rifles powerful enough
toshoot abullet that far? Is someone peering
at us through a gunsight right now? Who
will the bullet strike?

Madrasol is keeping me closc to his side.
Only now do I fully realize that his body is
shielding mine.

We're putting distance between
ourselves and the parnson, moving over
fields, along rows of trees and bushes that
run along deserted irrigation channels. 1
jump into a dry diteh and my hand strikes
against a child's clothes laid out on the
rocky sides, A womun must bave washed
them, and she must have left in a very big
hurry; in a poor country, clothing is not left
lying around without good rcason.

We'ne sumounded by yellow fields —
wheat, not like in the West, much shorter,
but wheat nonctheless. Where are the farm-
ers? There they are, in the next bombed-out
village. All have not lefi; some have ne-
mained, or ventured back, to eke out a liv-
ing from the land. Their faces are tired and
old. Sitting in a circle they watch us slog-
ging through their village.

Never have I seen such destruction.
Formerly solid, two-story houses made of
stone and dried mud are now complete
shambles. Craters, large as elephants, gape
like open wounds in the earth. | poke my
head through a broken garden door and see 2
jumble of cross-beams and sticks in the
courtyard. Still, some peasants persist in
living here, Other villages are completely
empty. This part of Paktia leading to Low-
gar is devastated.

Twilight is fast becoming night, but we
have to struggle on along the muddy path,
which is getting steeper and stceper. We
have to reach our first markaz (puernilla
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with rifie) with his men and camels in
Lowgar.

center) by midnight.

One lad with six loaded Kalashnikov
magazines around bis chest — with the
magazine in his rifle this makes 210 rounds
— hands me a strong stick.

“Teshakur™ (Thank you), Isay. It isn"t
long before we come upon a camel caravan
amdl 1 realize how grateful I really am,

As the big animals slowly pick their way
down the hill, they have the nght-of-way;
we must slide past them off the tmek. The
walking stick is a lifesaver as 1 try to keep
my balance and avoid being jabbed in the
eyes by the roughly hewed logs the camels
are camying.

The logs are leng and heavy — how can
thesc camels camry them? They are being
taken to Pakistan. Apparently the war has
not disrupted this ancient trade, but herc,
closer o the border, the caravan must move
under cover of darkness. Will it ever cnd?
There must be a hundred of these big brutes,

Finally they pass and we can climb back
on the path, The rain has stopped,, and on the
horizon white lightning is still flickering,
but without thunder. The path cnds and
we're struggling up the bed of a crcek,
sometimes hopping over rocks in running
waler.

Racks everywhere, sharp and jagged. My
chubby friend is beaming his pocket torch in
front of me so that I can have some idea
where I'm putting my feet, Some of the men
in front also have their pocket

““Pai khob™* (My legs are good), I lic.

Drenched in sweat and with parched
mouths, we finally amrive at the markaz at
midnight. | sit down and observe my new
surroundings. We're in an underground
bunker and my guerrillas are sitting around
with othcrs. Now and then a tiny sand
stream pours down on my head; the roof
must be covered with earth. A single
kerosene lamp lights up the men's sunbumt
faces — sharp, hard features that look as if
they have been hewn out of granite.

Who are these people? Wherein lies their
strength? They have dared to take up arms
against Sovict power, sword against sword.
Mo paperwork here, no letters of protest. If
the Russians show themselves, they will be
hit by a hail of lead. That's why they stay
away, shooting only from a distance, throw-
ing bombs down from the sky.

Madrasol is telling the others about Esto-
nia, Latvia, Lithuania. 1 can clearly hear
those names. The men are listening. They
arc thankful for the medical aid the Swedes
are shipping them, but can't understand
why they don't send weapons. I'm hard put
to give an answer because I really don't
understand that mysclf. Sweden did give
weapons, guietly, to Finland when the
Finns were fighting for their lives in the
Winter War against Russia. Checks were
written out to liberation movements in Afri-
ca with no questions asked. Why not Af-
ghanistan? An abstract concept like *‘neu
trality”* is incomprehensible to these men.
Their people are dying, and they need
WeApons,

I am pressed 1o give an answer. | try to
make them understand that Russia, having
devourcd the Baltic states, is now much
closer to Sweden. Soviet submarines cruise
about in Swedish waters and maybe the
Swedcs are afraid w give weapons o some-
body at war with the Russians, their mighty
neighbors.

They ask, **Did they give weapons to the
Baltic mujahideen?™

“No,"" T reply.

We wm in for the night, packed together
like sardines, The local guerrillas have left
and, before I collapse into sleep, I hear the
sound of their small metal whistles as they
communicate with one another from their
sentry posis. Walkic-talkies would be bet-
ter, I muse.

‘When [ wake up, the hut is empty. | creep
oulside and see the sun already climbing in
the sky. And again the panorama — huge fir
trees occasionally covering the slopes of
ins; jagged, bold rocks reaching for

torches on, but 1 lelt mine in my bag on the
donkey. Never would 1 have imagined that
in these night marches we would be using
such lights! Where are the famous Russian
commandos, the dreaded Spetsnaz, who lie
in wait along such paths and ambush unsus-
pecting guerrillas? Here there must be too
many mujahidecn for them to make an
appearance,

My men climb on and on, now and then
inquiring about the state of my pai (legs).

the blue sky through the flimsy clouds.

I wash in clear spring water, drink tea
with the troops and inspect the camp. The
commander shows me decp caves, dyna-
mited in the stony ground, that serve as
air-raid shelters, He proudly shows ofT his
»Zigriat,”” a Chinese antizireraft gun. [ take
pictures, Then he gives us four of his men
who will take us to the next markaz.

Approaching us is a pony catrying a man
and two small boys. Their faces are lifcless.
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I ask why. The guemilla leading the horses
stops and one of the boys raises his arm; the
hand is wrapped in rags and is seeping
blood. A Russian bomb, [am told, and they
hurry on to Pakistan.

Today is like a walk on a Sunday. My
legs don't burt anymore, the sun is shining
and the passage between the mountains and
hills is casy and wide.

We join a long stream of mujabideen
walking to diffcrent points in Alghanistan. I
see Turkmen heading for the northern bor-
der. Their commander has lost his eye in
Tadzhikistan SSR, where he has led several
military excursions across the Amur river.

At the first “hotel” — a very crude clay,
stonc and wood hut where tea, bread and
rice: can be bought — we run into our don-
key unit. It bypassed us in the night and
now, delighied, the men greet us with
smiles and bandshakes. This group is led by
one called Sofi. A competition of sorts has
sprung up between him and mysell — who
will beat the other to the next hote]?

We mect a caravan of five camels and one
baby camel. The commander of this group,
Engincer Nadehibur, a proud and handsome
marn, :,pc.ake good English, Hcapologixcq o
me that he is not able to receive me proper-
Iy, that his country is in such a bad state. He
explains that the Russians have occupied his
land and he has to drive them out. Then he
asks, “*Where are you from?"

“Sweden,” T answer,

He thanks me for coming o his country,
and then continues his trek to Pakistan for
new provisions. He will be back ina month,

We spend the night in another hotel, We
still have to cross the Goban mountain to
reach the Surhab markaz on the other side.

The Goban mountain almost does me in.
cxplain o the men that 'm an old man; 1
point to myself and count up to 43 with my
fingers. They laugh and 1ake another rest for
my sake. | wonder why I'm panting so
much; I"'m in top physical shape again. Then
it comes to me — of course — the air up
here is much thinner.
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Mujahideen commander Tahel Shirzad
{second (rom right} with his people in
Kolangor.

We finally make it to the top, and we see
small groups of relugees coming toward us.
On ponies and donkeys are men, women
and children; they are from Mazar-i-Sharif
on the Soviet border, As we come into the
Surhab canyon we see many groups travel-
ing on foot. A little girl, wearing plastic
sandals, sits on a rock; she can’t go any
farther.

At the entrance (o the Surhab canyon
there is much movement. There arc several
hotels here and many camels. Entering the
canyon itself is almost like cotering a cave;
the tops of the opposite cliffs almost touch,
leaving a space of only a few meters, The
base is wider, with a nning spring in the
middle,

It would be hardly possible to drop a
bomb through the crack of this canyon's

“‘roof,” but if the unlikely happened there
wou[d not be much left of the scores of
hid ponics and donk di
here. The guerrillas would be al n;,ht
though, [or they have buill strong sione

walls along the base of the canyon.

Farther on, the canyon widens. Not much
skill would be required to get a bomb in
here. Picces of bomb casings are indeed
scattered aboul everywhere,

Sure cnough, the first MiG soon appears,
slowly flying over us and then back, cir-
cling. We creep under an overhang. Tt flics
away, and we goon.

More MiGs — this time two together,
circling fairly low. I'm getting a little wor-
ried. The jets fly off, but then return, and
now I fecl absolutely worried — the mujahi-
deen don't have any antiaircraft missiles

A **Dashika™ fires off a few rounds. This
heavy machine gun is smaller than the Zigri-
at, but with luck a bullet from it could hit a
jet. I scems to scare off the planes, but
pretty soon they come back. This time a
Zigriat Jets go and it sounds vastly more
powerful than the Dashika. The aircraft dis-

appear,

Thank you, China, for the Zigrial, I think
to myself. 1 am relicved, but maybe the
Zigriat should have kept quict. The jets
were not bombing and maybe they simply
wanied to know where it was.

Up until now T have only scen Chinese

pons, but j lists in Pest say
that even these supplies are financed in large
pant by the United States. Other weapons
have been taken from the Russians.

The commander of the Zigriat crew wel-
comes us, and we stay for lunch. The men
smile at me and ask the same questions 1
heard on the way here. ““We necd Sting-

rs,"" they say. ““When is America going to
give us Stingers? If America won't, why
can't Sweden?™” [Editor’s note: For an up-
date on andl the mugahids see
*The Sting That Kills,"” beginning on page
44 of this issue.]

We leave the Surhab canyon, passing
about six or cight destroyed Soviet armed
vehicles. This must have been done early in
the war, when the Russians didn’t know
better than to force their way up the canyon.

Al the canyon cxit lies a village in rins,
and beyond that imigation fields, fed by a
spring that is clear and clean. 1 drink until
my belly is ready to burst. Looking up [ see
shepherds driving sheep and goats toward
the safety of the canyon. Some of the ficlds
are under cultivation,

We go past silent, ruined villages and
past villages untouched by bombs but de-
serted nevertheless. In some, however,
there is life; not all have left for Pakistan.
Two small boys on donkeys drive some
cows and goats up the slope from the valley,
where wheat is being harvested,

We finally reach Chambul, a giant hill of
rock rising out of the slope leading down to
the irrigation felds. Mud huts line its side
facing the creek and hididen behind them are
several caves. [ sit on the roof of one of the
huts, soothing my huge bisters, and wonder

Two 15-year-old mujahideen in Kolangor.
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whiy the Russians haven't Boqbed this pecr-
iz gironghald bo picccs. Thens can’t he an
casler mrpe than this wlitry ek

Two mugalniesn parties live here side by
1ide == Jamisd, the pary of Mnssemd, the
femius conemander i e Panslar Yalkey,
aml ““my’" party. Fartkcr on i the nex
willage, Fexb-i-ffaml eeiges sepreme. Foo
ple ure relactnl o lalk sl thes party 20d |
gatler (Bt il is ool b0 popéalar. Irs eader is
Calbguldin Helkmatynr, an exiroms fun
damontalizl.

Adber dinncr the mes pile thelr wespons
in Trvssa oF Mmdrasol, wln wics D s e
slentalscation numbers ina notchask. Here [
atan meez T Parid, who inbes came aff the
whole Suchalr zoes and why gets s medis
cal supplics from the Swedish Commines in
Peskavar. Me speaks Englich sl mvitcs
e 4 stay m his cave

The Trunlring stats aboot 500, MiGs mnd
T+ 2% bombsérs ang pounding swsy m n village
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called Feeckal, bess than mwo Kilometers fian
Chambul im e dincutin o Szhad casyoa
Fagher 8o the keft, up oa 8 bar mouwninin
s, b5 mmether mrget for e e, They mc
drupping ¢hstes buonbs that explode with dov-
pslating foooe aplin necomds npam, shooting
flames up inls the sky.

There @ 0o antiaircraft fice olker than
RPG-T ant-aank rockers . nnil these aro fred
mnszly from our posalicn, The planss dave
wawen with am awful nadsc, leavieg hehind
therm in ke sky red balls of lire — Daros —
thail e e divert any SAM-T rockets fircd ar
them, They rebease thels carpoes of desime
thon snad, clinbing sieeply, v off sgean

by abeoat VO heoira the amsek perers nul
sl | cam iebe 3 much-needd balli dawn s
the cresk, There ere 5201 planes flying ket 1
car't b scon | ama peosecied by the sspen
irees whase tops Jorms & el ower the
rushang gicek.

1& ehe afremnes coemes nows thal tww
mmjuhideen have been killed and anothce

Tvve wisended in Zerekal. | am atap indd thm
i1 I immassible i ke me o tho chied come-
mander. He bas Sowet prisoncrs, amang
wham porhags are Rales. The sisumios has
become (oo dangeruus, amd 1 wall b Lkcn
fr Kolanges, out of danger.

I say feondbye 1 Madrasol and the cther
men; they have i lake anetle roule, Chodk-
g U party's oiher wnits and weapoes
Saifi wnd four nrenesd puerrillas lecom Surkale
will Eake ma b Eolamgar, |'m bundbed up in
the chadar again and iy camers b odces
fresn me. Three of ihe goomille. Uxn 5ol
lurnsell, sdvaie ahesd o chock I the way
is 2afe: this i the smmubard procedure, but
nivw ihey srem o be oAl Cautipud

1 am alome ina At desen with Bammsiu-
il who, ke Zofi, domn't speak 3 woid
uf Englel. He points fo tank tracks in the
bard cath and sayn, “Djsag, s dfang™
(Bip batile). Many pucrrilla diab

Sels appeans up atcad and, af the eezraace
i Faranskar, o semall sown, ihe other man
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Alifakideea in Chambiil

By now E's pou and Ble slavels & a
verimhle pos W slewh hraingh the
twem, whore Sofi wds for four more men
wmcd wilk BPG=7s and RIDe The rain
siogrs mnil | een see thm we s appenaching
twr Jorw Qulls Sluough whsh ke a pass

Agala I'm abonc, now with Sofi, want bo
Frarry on, bul he hecknas t me so siny s his
side, 10 is naght wivers we oo i Lhe e
and ke wpesen dawn, lscning istenthy. 1
wani i know whal in happewing. He poimis
u finger 1o the hills and softly says, "L
mam, "t

S That's il — Eassin sonumasdos! Wo
huery nn, sllesz 35 mice

Sl ooy fhemn belue | do ihe ibmee
shadows thal spring up out of the Black
gromnd, They nreenrs guardshe eapeped is
ihe bwin, Lhig ol s panis ahead wiilihis
hond and eays, “Thorskar”' (Foreand),
Appaently the way is wfe, bu whene are
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.P.l
the others?

They sy, we move an Raemashumad
appeans agim vul of mwhene and we in
eroiss ooy pace. Sofi carrics mx on his back
wver a mshieg oreek and my mourh s sn
parched | afmesd Bemd duows o dnok s
ety water, | hear soft whistles, and soon
e uther boys show up.

Al netnént B Lighs of s B
eanenlled enwn af Pol-i-Alam e on @y
right, al ancther on my Jefi. We miest be
goéng in cirches, Mow and thén a powerlsl
Mare shooes ep o he pphe aky feen cse of
o Fonse pam baace, 1 imankdiel] [or thix, for
the faing light helpr s o soc i way o bt
Mu pockol mches now. Sumeiimes the
beam of & scarchiight staba the darkness,
they mu= he from snaller, lneal pavem-
menl garmisoes,

‘We pass throngh onc small village after
antlier. Hene aml thece a Caini Eghi Mickers
behind a window, Iogs bark when we sty
sz housses with peapls. Oinee, we bear an

ungry wesmnn shenning snd we lnse na rime
a1 EFRIE A

We grunt gimgorly along the narrow, slip-
pery pachs.on iop of dykes, warer all areand
Sofi leads me by the haml mew. because
oncr [ fell fim pe ey face — 1 dide’t notice
Uz Bz i [rent ol nuiee 0 put vy et aleliber
sicly in puddics o oxlinguish the Fire burm-
img andler my soles from hlisers thar mewe
nisel b a8 g as pidows

1°m abminsg pesdy 40 regeo? thas mght ma-
veuver, bul willy a suiliden rush [ remsesnher
cverything | Bave réad asd heand abuil
puertiling snd gnersilln warfor, Mow [ am
gl s fircthas] lessoes in whas it
rcally is all abaut,

Annther thoughe flashes ikraogh my
aumed oo andd thons Wiat il thers isa Spers
nrr umil lying in waid for us’ How many of
s woruld servive che firs bers of suremele
wanfireT Whal woeuld il kel hke o bave 4
baaller venr sheaogh ey Resh? Dot that §s
peeencly wiy Soll bas chigen bee jor
Paciig pathe, just o case

We divide i two groups, Safl bnacia
#odly G & dovs wwd we ol This sourntyand
nf n fnrmhowse, Takel Shiresd, Kolangor's

Cortlnard ma pape 07

Mujahldeen enler ihe vadl Swwheb canpou,
#ele ol o guorrills ceoler, or markas,

Mlujaliders inside Surhab canyun stand

ready Tur adiack frem abuve, Seviol and

Soviel hocked Afphen grvernmes forees
mracked the fueerills srnngheld hetwein
the mubhar's frigs Merongh.
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AFGHAN ODYSSEY

Centinved from page 73

commander, greets us with hot tea and
bread. We started walking at 1530; now it is
one hour past midnight, I sleep the sleep of
the dead,

At daybreak I wake again to the sounds of
war, The Russians are bombing Dubandy,
the guemilla stronghold nine kilometers
away. When I go outside with the com-
mander my jaw drops in amazement —
we're right next to Russian-controlled Pol-i-
Alam!

The whole landscape is completely flat.
The mountain range forms a girdle far in the
distance around this immense plateau, and I
clearly see huge helicopters dse up from
Pol-i-Alam and head toward Dubandy in the
hills, The air is filled with their vibration,
and they stay a little over 506} meters up in
the air, where RPG-7 rockets can’t reach
them, Teount 14 helicopters in the sky at one.
moment. They return to Pol-i-Alam, firing
big red flares from their tails before de-
scending. They pick up a fresh load of Rus-
sian commandos and Afghan government
troops, and off they go again.

“*Have you used SAM-7 rockets?”” [ ask
the commander.

““Yes, but they are worthless. We need
Stingers."'

We arc joined by Mudjic, formerly the
director of & department in a ministry. He
has been tortured in prison. He now assists
the commander, and he speaks good Eng-
lish.

Mudjir tells me that this is the first big
offensive against Dubandy this year; last
year there were two. Also, Surhab is being
bombed. Tomorrow we'll know about
Chambul. We go in for breakfast, tea and
bread. No rice here.

Today, all is quict on the Dubandy front,
but Surhab is still being bombed. Helicop-
ters returning from there fly right over our
courtyard, but a more sinister group is cir-
cling an area only half a kilometer away
from us on the Dubandy side. We're sitting
hunched up against the outside wall of the
courlyard, and I'm beginning to wonder if it
isn’t high time to run for cover.

“*Don’t worry,” Mudjir says. ““They
won't come here, We are too many. "

“‘But why are they circling?””
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““They have a purpose.’’

The commander and some of his men
show me the countryside. People are work-
ing in the fields, and everywhere we go we
are invited in for tea,

Lunch here consists of bread, fatty broth,
cucumbers and onions. In my four days here
I was offered eggs twice. Once upon a time
people were well-fed here, the diet was
varied and good. T can scc that from the
farming country still being cultivated. Not
everylhing has been destroyed, not all ficlds
lie abandoned. Some of the houses still
standing are fine, impressive structurcs with
meter-thick walls, clean carpets, carved
doors, cuphoards and sparkling tea glasses
filled with undiluted tea.

The enemy is selective, punishing thuse
caught in **anti-government’* activity. | am
shown a bluckened wheat ficld; last week
government soldiers bumed it but left the
other fields unscathed. When the dragnet is
put out for guerrillas, they disappear,
warned by informers in the government or
working for the Russians.

We cross the road connecting Pol-i-Alam
with Kabul, and behind some trees and
bushes I am shown a Russian armed vehicle
graveyard. The Russians now clear the
roadside of shot-up vechicles so that foreign
dignitaries and journalists traveling along
the road as guests of the regime won't sce
them.

I am taken to a destroyed house where 3
fight took place 13 days ago between the
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der's men and Vi and In-

dian troops. One Vietnamese and two Indi-
ans — and one guerrilla — were killed. At
the bottom of a dry well lies the body of an
Asian, knees drawn up to the chin. Butisita
Vietnamese soldier? Mongols also serve in
the Soviet army.

In the evening, while we are the guests of
an old and proud farmer, Sofi comes around
with a grin on his face. He tells me that just
after we went through the pass between the
low hills, Russian tanks closed it and sur-
rounded Z: hat. The three mujahid
who stayed in the pass barely escaped with
their skins intact. Early in the moming the
tanks shelled Chambul, and Zarunshar was
combed for guerrillas.

Today, I'm being taken to see a tank
convoy. We have lo be careful beeause the
Russians have guards along the road and
guards with dogs in every ruined house
along the way. Through the scrub I can
actually sec onc guard poking about the
ruins of the former government post we
passed the day before,

The tanks arrive precisely when the com-
mander said they would, and [ can’t believe
my eyes! When the mujahideen say hun-
dreds of tanks, there really are hundreds of
tanks. Only by “‘tanks™ they also mean
trucks, armed personnel carriers, artillery,
jeeps, cte. I sit hunched on my heels for
what must be an hour and the column keeps
roaring by. The distance is only 350 meters,
and with binoculars I can clearly see not
only Afghan government troops but also
Soviet soldiers with their floppy desert hats,
like pancakes, poor imitations of the **dig-
ger’” hats still wom by the Australian army.

Are there men of my people among them?
Perhaps my nephews, old enough now for
military service?

The war winds down, the clouds leave,
the sun warms the lazy days up to 35 de-
grees, and time stands still. Even the oxen
pulling the wooden plough seem slower
than wsual. Yeet, the Moslem Christmas,
has come and I have nothing to do. People
clean their houses, dress up in their Friday
best and visit friends and relatives. The
commander distributes money lo the war
widows.

During this time I spend many hours talk-
ing about Sweden, America, the Soviet Un-
ion and the war. Mudjir tells me that relig-
ion is the source of the mujahideen’s
strength, but I don’t think it is the whole
answer. You also have a people's cultural
and historical traditions; the Afghans are a
warrior nation, never before cowed by a
foreign invader. They have made a temble
decision — either to drive the Russians out
or dic to the last Afghan. But it seems the
world couldn't care less.

I love the children here. Hard work,
undernourishment, the war have not
smothered their inbom childish delight and
inquisitiveness. Some would call the
Afghans simple and naive, too straightfor-
ward and friendly, too generous in the midst
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of poverly. But I see this as another well-
spring of their strength, These “primitive’”
national characteristics have saved their
souls from the effects of a long and cruel
war. They have not become evil. Despite
cverything, they laugh and tell stories, Of
course, they’re nol angels — they have the
same faults we have. But they have
awakened something good in me, some-
thing I once had but was about to lose in the
stress and turmoil of my life.

It’s time for me to leave, The commander
is making excuses to keep me longer, but I
entertain a vague hope that one of Cham-
bul's commanders, Engineer Hamid, six
feet tall with dark blond hair and light green
eyes, can still take me to see Soviet prison-
ers. He said he would when I came back
from Kolangor, but that was before the
attack.

Sofi, my trusted guide, leads the way
back and we arrive in Zarunshar in two
hours — straight across the desert, no
roundabout excursions. His friends give us
food, but nobody can speak a word of Eng-
lish; I'll find out what happened from Dr.
Farid in Chambul. Here everything is nor-
mal again — children playing in the narmow
dirt streets, fittle girls smearing their cheeks
with bright red rouge.

We take a ““taxi,” a beat-up Russian jeep
painted bright blue, to Chambul, On the
way we cross fresh, deep tank tracks in the
ground. I feel worried about my new
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friends; they would have defended me with
their lives il necessary.

Chambul is a shambles, but the driver
shows only two fingers — two shahid. Both
Hamid and Dr. Farid have left for Pesha-
war. There is nothing clse to do but to press
on to Surhab and the Zigriat nest, We must
get there before dark.

Dusk settles as we enter the canyon. Ithas
an eerie feeling about it now; it is much

flying stone while he was shooting at the
Russian commandos up on top of the can-
yon. The commandos had been placed there
by the helicoplers, and there had been one
hell of a din down in the canyon as the
mujahideen fired back with everything they
had. Enemy losses are unknown.

Anargul and Asadulah, my good friends,
are taking eight days off to guide me back to
Pesh

cmptier. A group of mujahid langhi
and washing grapes in the creck, invites me
to tea, but we hurry on.

Night falls and my spirits arc at rock
bottom. There is the cliff but no tent. Wait.
Yes, there it is! Shouts of joy in secing cach
other again, We've come right in time for
supper, But where are the others? Is there
another battle brewing?

Mobody speaks English, but I gather from
their answers that many bombs were
dropped on Surhab; the Zigriat pesition and
the guerrilla center isell under the “‘roof*”
got six bombs each. One jet was downed,
and four tanks and two trucks were destroy-
ed. The tanks were blown up by mines
placed out in the desert — they didn’t try to
enter the Surhab canyon.

The guerrillas show me the mines, heavy
round ones with English markings. They
say they are American and explain that you
have to put onc on top of another, otherwise
the tank will not blow wp. They lost one
guerrilla, and six were wounded, including
the commander. His hip was struck by a

I 5
On the way, 1 keep seeing before me the
poor farmer, face lined with age, in
Kolangor; he is praying in the midst of his
harvested wheat. As he sits back, one arm
inadvertently reaches out for a grain ear. He
gleans it and inspects the kemels. Has the
unexpected rain spoilt his crop? Tiny yellow
shoots can be seen creeping out of the seeds
already . He and the children will stay, over
the winter, while the mujahideen return to
Peshawar until next spring. He must be
brooding over the {ood supply. Then he
remembers — and quickly finishes — his
prayer. Picking up his fork, be goes back to
work.

We're back at the border. Zigriats and
Dashikas resound in the mountains. If any-
thing is going to happen to me it"s bound to
happen on this last day. But Anargul says
it’s all right, it’s just the muojahideen
practicing.

Mow comes that big bang. I count until 10
before the shell explodes upon impact. It's a
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long way off, and we get up and continue to
walk, cool as cucumbers.

Another bang — the same procedure —
and another. After the fourth shell whistles
over our heads, my counting stops at three
between the bang and the explosion. I see
long, perpendicular columns of smoke ris-
ing less than a kilometer in front of us on the
road. | look around for Amargul; he has
alrcady found a safe spot in a ditch and
invites me to join him. The shells keep
flying, perhaps cight more, then there is
total silence. We go on.

Again I get that weird fecling in my stom-
ach I felt on the first day, crossing the ex-
posed dry riverbed. This, after all, is war —
and in war anything can happen.

Around a bend, we meet up with Asadu-
lah and the man carrying my bag waiting for
us. He shows gravel in the skin of his hands,
he barely ducked into a trench in time when
the shells came down, They were being
fired at the horses that had passed us retum-
ing to Pakistan.

The last thousand meters now, Caravans
of loaded horses, the moon big and white, a
dog barking in the distance and my feet are
killing me. But I can't help worrying about
those bombs and the Russian air foree. The
Soviet leader, Gorbachev, is on the move
and wants Afghanistan out of the way.

Can such a country, in this day and age,
really be conquered by Sovict armed
power?
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