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My excitement for the trip we have been preparing for two months is great. I haven't slept for
a week because I dream of minarets, marijuana, beards of mullahs and Persian carpets. The
destination is Kabul, in a teal-tinted Citroën. I am very young and my inexperienced eyes want
to loose their virginity, devouring all there is to see there.  
Greece, Turkey, Iran, are just stages. The destination is Kabul, a name that sounds like a wild
drum, a word that ignites sparks in my head, the dot on the map I have marked with a star.
Kabul is far away, unreachable; I don't know what I'm going to do, I just know that I have to
go. The unknown, the dark: the call of the East, hard, secret. Going to India seems trivial.
Everyone  goes  there,  by  plane.  No  risk,  no  adventure.  But  Kabul  sounds  new,  magical,
mystical, mysterious. It is under another sky, ruled by other planets, nourished by unknown
nights.
Finally we leave, we are five in all. Rajendra and I are in the back seat. Jimmy and Nina with
Shamala in her arms, shielded by the intimacy of the front seats. Jimmy told me we'll sleep in
the car, because there is not enough money. I already said this is the journey of ignorance. In
the sense that we started with toilet paper and old papers, traveling down English roads, roads
whose name I do not know, I don't know what's behind that mountain nor do I know what is
around the next corner.
I think we will reach the border with Iran at first light. The night is our best companion for
this kind of business: there are those who come to our house and we go to them, exchanging
silent visits, human complicity. It is the privilege enjoyed by those who travel, escorted only by
the desire to see, connecting images, stories, fairy tales. Maybe this is it, the stimulus that has
moved the helpless pilgrim of the past.
Rajendra  is  silent,  he  is  the  personification  of  contemplation,  the  incorruptible  dreamer
devoted to meditation. Jimmy, the brother, is action, strength, vigor, enterprise; Rajendra is
its necessary complement, the perfect oriental. He sits on a stone and waits. Nina seems to be
with us by chance; Shamala is a charm.
Who knows how many mosques, ghost towns, ruins full of suggestion we have passed by and
lost to  memory.  Maybe what is south of this  road.  What oases open up among the stone
deserts  of  Iran?  Travel  continues  to  have  its  own  one-dimensional  profile.  And  this
unchangeable  dimension  is  called  the  road.  We  ate,  slept,  washed  on  the  road.  We  do
everything on the street. I almost left my head there too, and while on it,  had to imagine what
I could not see.
We are in Afghanistan. The sky is livid, almost purple. There is an immense silence. It looks
like an abandoned frontier: the outpost of Nothing facing nothing. I will never forget the face
of the guardians placed to guard this nothingness. They seem to derive from another world,
animated by another life. Their gaze is a mixture of surprise, curiosity, suspicion. Our group,
oddly enough, assorted, caught their attention.
And so I sink even further into the pink gut of Afghanistan. The journey, the road, are not
more  of  the  same.  It  is  as  if  they  had  diverted  us  to  a  narrow gauge,  where  time  flows
according to unknown rhythms.



Mario Paluan

Verso Kabul

Time has swallowed up those places, clouding them. That was the journey to elsewhere, the
dream, desire, myth. You will recognize your own adventure, the illusions, your most secret
desires. You too have been to Kabul in one way or another, don't you remember?
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