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THE JOURNEY,  THIS TIME

We were suspicious about the quality of the 
gas and wary about the consequences for our 
engine, but we had to use this smuggled black 
gold – we had no alternative. Surrounded by 
a huge crowd of curious nomads we filled 
our tank using an awkward combination of a 
jerry can, funnel and nylon stocking to filter 
the precious liquid.

Arid is a simple, stark word, perfectly suited 
to describing the Baluchistan Desert. “Not a 
drop of rain for five years,” the Baluchi farm-
ers told us as they dug in dry pits, searching 
for water. Despite this bleakness, these war-
riors greeted us like kings, serving us tea in 
their big fortified farmhouses.

From Quetta, at the eastern edge of the 
desert, we continued on through the high 
plateaux of Pakistan’s dry heart. The road 

quickly became a dirt track that ducked into 
the suffocating humidity of the Indus Valley.

Once we arrived in Islamabad, the French 
ambassador invited us to his residence and, 
surprisingly, he was very interested in our 
travel tales. This boded well for us because 
to enter China from here, you had to have 
a lot of money or be politically connected. 
The Embassy was willing to help us when 
we returned, in August, when the Pass 
would open after winter. In the meantime 
we decided to visit bewitching India.  

We left Islamabad for Delhi with a new 
dream: return to Pakistan and drive the 
Khunjerab Pass, magnificent gateway to the 
Chinese Himalayas!  

(Keep reading 4X4 Australia for more tales 
from the intrepid French trio.)

On the east side of the royal Square in 
Esfahan, the Cheikh Lotfollah’s Mosque 

(top right) is a place where the Shah 
loved to meditate. It’s as though time 

stopped 100-years ago in the Georgian 
Valleys (main pic) near the Turkish-

Armenian border.


