CIA HISTORICAL REVIEW PROGRAM

RELEASE AS SANITIZED
) & SEFPT 95—

TITLE: With Rod & Reel In Afghanistan

AUTHOR : Lester M. Viniar

VOLUME : 11 . ISSUE: Spring YEAR: 1967




INTELLIGENCE

A collection of articles on the historical, operational, doctrinal, and theoretical aspects of intelligence. -

All statements of fact, opinion or analysis expressed in Studies in Intelligence are those of
the authors. They do not necessarily reflect official positions or views of the Central
Intelligence Agency or any other US Government entity, past or present. Nothing in the
contents should be construed as asserting or implying US Government endorsement of an

article’s factual statements and interpretations.



The development of a forthright
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A WITH ROD & REEL IN AFGHANISTAN

Lester M. Vinfar

“Why don't you go fshing?” suggested the US. Army Attaché in
Kabul. We considered his proposal, decided that it was a good one,

¥ the Pakistani bordes I, along the road
hrough the Khyber Pass, Jalalabad, and the Sarobi Corge. We were
now looking for other opportunities, and we found them to the north
of Kabul, in a new Soviet roed project to run from the capital over !
the Hindu Kush to the Soviet border. The particular section under
. construction at the ime ran from Charikar, some 40 miles north of
Kabul, through the Salang Pass to Doshi, 50 miles farther as the crow
flies. When completed it would eliminate 100 miles of marginal road
then being used, or misused, to bring goods (including heavy equip-
ment) down from the north.t

Inquiries at the Embassy turned up the only American who had
been through the Salang Pass Project. He had gone through with a
hunting party of officials from the Afghan Ministry of Public Works
but had been unable to il many of the US. information require-
meots respecting it. His standing with the Ministry would be helpful
in getting from it a permit for us to travel and £sh in the area. :

First Hurdles

While waiting for the arrival of the permit we borrowed a Willys
Jeepster from the Army Attaché, along with all the necessary camping

* Izvestiya later (13 November 1906) poetically described #t thus:
“After bunsting cut of the suburbs of Kabal, the road rushed nocth. It .
races across & valley, dimbs foto the mountains like & gigantic spirsl and,
' ] mmumwnmm.mm&m
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Afghanistan Skcree

equipment-—tent, stove, water cans, gasoline cans, clothing, and last
but not least fishing rods. When the permit finally arrived, it merely
stated that we had the right to travel and fish outside of Kabul as
far north as Baghlan and as far west as Bamian. That gave us plenty
of territory but not necessarily access to the Salang Pass, which was
off limits, with all requests by Western embassies to visit it refused.

- Since the permit did mot exempt the Pass, however, we

set out the next moming fust dawm.

ton. Al m&wgb

At Charikar we entered the Salang Pess Project. Several kilometers
up the road we encountered our first checkpoint—a guard hut and
a bar across the road. The guard, like all the road workers, was a
member of the Afghan Labor Corps. His ragged \miform,m'lgmaﬂy
blue-grey, was now earth-colored from years of accumulated grime.
He motioned to us to turn around and go back. Racing the engine,
we flourished our pass under his nose. He looked at it with interest,
but it was obvious that he couldnt read. Shaking his head from side
to side in a puzzled manner, he looked up at last and said, “Engi-
neers?” “Yes, yes,” we agreed, “engineers.”

The road into the Pass followed the river upward past the anclent
caravanserai at Ahingaran and on through a high arid valley in a
last straight stretch before beginning its halrpin turns over the Hindu'
Kush. While its course was in general that of the old north-south
wavanhaﬁ.modcmequipmuﬂmdeonstmdmnmcthodsbadhnned
it into an all-weather road. It tended to ride along the fank of the
mountains high enough to avoid the spring torrents released by melt-
ing snowd but low enough to be sheltered from the high winds that
sweep the exposed ridges.

At 10,000 feet, after making a number of steep curves and grinding
in low gear around & rock spur, we came to ancther barrler across the

‘road. We bad arived at the main construction camp. “Two rather

smxﬂ’yhmmen sppeared from a sentry but and pointed
Mausers st us. We blew the horm and waved
anmvdpermitvigumdy The rifle barrels didnt waver. Finally

_ one of the guards jerked his gun in the direction of & group of low
S mbuﬂdhgx,mﬂmdmgawtd&epepmdmhdmd
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them. No longer covering us with their rifles but still bolding them
ready, the guards led us into an office.

Fish and Tea

The room was fumnished with a faded burla
crudely made armchairs, and a desk and chalr that seemed service.
able in spite of having been fashioned from random boards. The
fnevitable single bulb hung from & wire In the center of the room,
uni

Plaster was breaking away from the stone walls, ced by one uni-

o e P ighing
Amﬂuﬁ-imns&vewjthi&pipe&mghthemdmylmm
scene.

We:atdownlnthechaim,mdha&wminutsmoftbeump
functionaries arrived through a door leading into the room from

* behind the desk. He was Russian, about 5 10, well set up, with

black curly hair and generally alert-looking Slavic features. He also
had a pleasant manner which I immediately attempted to capitalize
on. Evenuhewasenteﬁngthemom.inhct.lmmdnid.
vecher,” and stuck out my hand. He took it with a friendly smile,

“Ah,” he exclaimed, “You are visitors! Are you from Kabul?” This
was getting to be too much for my Russian, but my companion at-
tempted to reply in his Polish-Russian (which I privately suspect is
only Polish spoken with a Russian accent). Here we bogged down,
and the man seemed to be cooling off & bit. We could understand
mostofwbatbesaidbutapparmdyoou!dnotgetthmughtohim.
ItriedFrenchtonoavaﬂ.butthaxCamanmadeeontact,andwe
began communicating again. "

Iexp!ah:edthatwehadbeengimatmvelpamitandpmceeded
to show it to him. It was obvious that he could not read the Pashto,
I thea began an animated description of the roadbed over which we
had traveled so far. He interrupted and asked, “But why are you
here? * 'ﬂ:iswucueforomcoversbmy:webadhaxdﬁnmﬂgban
&iendshhbnlthatthoﬁ:hhgin&ewﬁwnnbelimbly'
andwe!ndpmvaﬂedupontbemhgatmatnvelpermitmthat
we could try out some of the streams, L

His face it up with  broad smile. We had found a Russian feher.
man. He called for refreshments, brought his chafr sround from

wooders of Afghan febing - -



b on’our way, sincs W6 wanted t5get over the pass bét

Afghaonistan SSohey

The tea amived in glasses, and as we sipped and chatted the atmos-
phere thawed completely and the guards were dismissed. For me,
though, the conversation was very trying. I had not been fishing for
om%yean.mdtobemlaxedmdu?mﬁvehahngmgen«my
own about a subject of which I knew nothing took on the aspect of
a nightmare.- After a few minutes, however, I noticed that he was
repeating phrases I used and not introducing any himself. I then
realized that his Cerman was less fluent than mine and that I was
leading the couversation.

When at last we finished the tea, I

We shook hands egain, and he accompanied us part of the way back
to the jeep. He said we should have telephoned from Kabul before
coming; since i was Friday, the Moslem sabbath, the engineer in
charge and most of his associates had gone to Kabul. In parting, he
offered to telephone ahead so we would not have trouble with the
other checkpoints, This he undoubtedly did, for thereafter the
barriers swung open with welcome regularity as we approached.

Over the Top - T

Always climbing, we proceeded through the construction camp
along a road that was for the most part cut into the side of the moun-
tain. Because of avalanches and rockfalls in the area, thousands of
feet of reinforced concrete snowsheds had been constructed. They

had slanted roofs that followed the slope of the mountain, very similar

to those found in the high passes of the European Alps.

At 12,000 feet we came suddenly to a tunnel mouth. The old cara-
vantraﬂmﬁnuedontothenimmit&OOOfeetabove.butthedope
here was so steep and the possibilities for building a successful road
sofewtbatithadbemdeddedmhmnelunder.asuringanaﬂm
road through the pass.? The tunnel was being driven from both sides
simultaneously, but the two shafts had not yet met. An armed and
resolute guard prevented us from entering the tunnel, so we back-
tracked and found the caravan trail. Shifting the jeepster into four-

- wheel drive, low range, we began the precipitous ascent to the summit.

Itmlppumt&atjeeps.mdwﬁwdlyw'cw:,wéethe
only vehicles that had ever traversed the trail. A trip that would have
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taken perhaps 10 minutes on a reasonable road, even at that altitude,
took us almost two hours. The passengers got out and climbed afoot.
The road was so narrow that at each comner it was necessary to back
and £l to get around. The rear end of the Jeepster bung over the

e, the nose intedhlghathan(Odcgma.mddxeen stalled
o8 ueacglotmnbecauseofthedmnde. Anﬁ:ewhé’emwem
Mbmawmmmwwmgm

and sleet.

QT T ; T e Tha e 508 TOOKS 0n - P
' Emmedpﬂhrs.leavfngiustmon@mbsquemtbc ecpster be-
tween them. wandmdmpmhnmdfogmdc!ougswhkding
through this cleft left a thick deposit of hoar-frost over the srea, 2
ventur] effect on a grand scale. The wind, shrieking up and down
the frequency range, rocked our vehide. It was fmpossible to face
into it. We tried to get some pictures, then clambered aboard and

badednorthtoDoshithmghecscnmnythesamehndofmah
' that lay behind us.

During the next two days we pbotograpbed the road in various
stages of construction, important air-interdictable points along #t, its
bridges and culverts, and the condition of the roadbed. We also
shot panoramas of open range, the approaches to villages and towns,
their main streets, and  any natunl or artificial features that might be

toprovamocessfulinlaterhipsthmgbodupartsofﬁ:ecmmhy
Inspectors from Kabul

We found that the best time to work was during hnch break or
slesta hour; and if the target was more sensitive than usual the mid-
day hours on Friday, the sabbath, gave the most promise of success.
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Afghanistan Shone?

At worst, the play so acted made the man QRN
cautious about taking action against us. He had received oo orden
concerning us, and perhaps we were indeed visiting dignitaries.

e eyes ced at us
sixtomfeetawty Owraeﬁonwﬂzkﬁnﬁruﬁmemm
inshncﬁveouo—tofrenemdgmhtothedktanoe. Thexu&awe

thotigh e "6l préseit o expland

taketdoanotﬁﬂyawaken.hedwaysc!&edeyu gainandwent
back to sleep.

If an operator was swake ¥

7 woulddmwupmthasaeechofbmks,j\nnpmt.mveathxm,md
- approach confidently with a large smile. We would grab his hand

and shake it, put an arm arcund his shoulders, and proceed to talk to
him in a mixture of Russian, Polish, and English. If he looked be-
wildered, and most of the time he did, we would lace our converss-
tion liberally with the magic word “engineer”—a title fraught with
learning and position which seems to be the one acceptable reason
forafordgnatobehthemoﬁremotemundutbemostbimm
circumstances. We would proceed SESSETMSSPNEED and then pose
mththeoPeratorfaapictm—cmomcntofpndeforhim. With .
aﬁna]claponthebad:mdhandshakewedepaned.hmghhn
delighted that he SAeEurts

Eng{neer: on Holiday

wonldﬁxstchecktoseeiftbehvmg
qusmonlywuuawoodmshedhdiawddmt&vietmgx-
neers were present, and we felt it best to avoid them if possible. We
&lso avoided open approaches to any group of tents that had a tele-
phmeﬂmksdhgb&fw&exhxpkmm&ataﬂghaeehdm




we sbould left immediately.

SEsne? Afghanistan

If the open approach seemed called for, the Jeepster was driven
dosetothetmts,andhwoofus.exudingnnk,ﬁshingrodsatthe
ready, met the occupants. Through sign language we asked if the
meam.‘hadbeenﬁshed(inthkumdxereneumﬂyﬁvmtndm
mountain valleys, roads are constructed alongside, and of course the
mmpsmphwddosetothemmms),mdmmedmswewmldbe
invited to have a glass of tea, We.lntum,wmﬂdpassummddgg.
rettes and candy. After obsesving these amenities—and getting across
the term “engineers™—we would stroll down to the stream, cast our
lines aid, indeed, try fo catch fish, Most of the n the camp
! i Wcif:"k‘tm@% Of ﬁﬁ‘f&w" BN B o S PR E . P

wonder at our gear, such as most of them had pever seen before,
Meanwhile, back at the Joepster, “underlings” could go
INSECSINRRERSR If people were still
there watching they could be diverted by one of the pair taking pic-
tures and generally entertaining them while the other gradually
moved away until he was out of sight and could go to work.

Challefzgc A o

"Only once did a Soviet construction worker evince a certain amount
of ill will toward us. We came upon angsiEEiE repair yard dur-
ing the siesta period on a Friday afterdft " Seeing no one in the
area PN S We were about half way through when we
n keeping us under surveillance from the window
of what was obviously an office and toolroom. We further noticed
a telephone wire leading away from the wooden shack. We had inad-
vertently, through overconfidence or because the heat and the sabbath
had!uﬂedoursuspicims,violatedtwoofourlmporlzntground
rules—stay away from all permanent structures and sta awa

at the situation fn

Wehadou!y}ustﬁnishedwbma&mkdrewnpmdtenﬂgbam
and a real Soviet engineer got out. The engineer, a short, slight
pmwﬂ:hMongo!oﬁfeahna,dm]yaKaukh,hmngnedﬂm

. watchman, then approached us.. We_wers sitting in the Jeepster
" ‘.eufoyiig & can of beer from out fcebox. - The groip, glowering
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Afghanistan SGGRET™

Gercely, gathered around the Jeepster. We tried to look bland and
mildly surprised.

'ﬂxeKaukhenginearemm-atedwitbusforawhﬂehAfghm,
Pashto. When we looked puzzled he asked, “Do you understand
Parsi?® We shook our heads no. Id:enuked——cndtbeAfghgm
around the engincer hung oato every word, though they understood
none of it—"Sprechen Sie deutsch?® The engineer shook his head,
“Habla Vd. espafiol’® The engineer shook his head. “Parlato
italiano? " The engineer shook his head. “Do you speak English?*

( o PR ANl
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) Now I have R, 1'asked, “Govorite po fusski? > The enginses glon
and it seemed regretfully, but perhaps gineer slowly—

my mauling of the Russian
proaunciation confused him—shock his head.

Tuming to the surrounding Afghans, I gave the classic mime for
“What shall I do now? "—shrugged shoulders, questioning look, arms
thrown wide. The Afghans roared with laughter. The engineer
stamped away in a rage to the shack, a rage against his own men, |
think, because they had witnessed his losing the initiative and con-
sequent humiliation. We engaged the clutch, the Afghans moved
aside still laughing, and we rode off, waving to them as they disap-
peared around a curve in the road. We did take the precaution of
returning the way we had come—away from the telephone lines,. We
stopped a few miles down the road, had a meal, and later in the day
continued back past the repair yard and the main encampment with-
out incident. :

It was also determined that each Soviet project in Afghanistan
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