don’t remember what the party was about, but like most diplomatic affairs it was
getting to be a real wing-dinger as the evening wore on. I was doing my share
of the wing-dinging, too.

Little had I realized, as a struggling graduate student at Stanford University some
years before, that the innocent-looking little notice on the bulletin board offering teach-
ing positions in Afghanistan was to lead me to Habibia College, in Kabul, where I would
teach geography. Or that my professional status would provide entree into the pleasant
whirl of diplomatic social life in the small and remote capital-—such as this party at the
home of one of the American Embassy people.

Mary suddenly materialized out of the fog that had been following me around and
laid a restraining hand on my arm. ‘“Remember,” she said in a low voice, “Rudolph is
waiting for you to pick him up.”

I remembered, and I also remembered that within the hour I was scheduled to start
for the Hindu Kush mountain country of northern Afghanistan. Somehow I made the
proper rounds of adieus and then Mary got me outside, where our servant nodded
stoically as he guarded our jeep.

At home, I insisted I needed some sleep before starting on such a journey. Ignoring
the waiting field gear, I tossed the soup-and-fish expertly into a shapeless pile on the
floor and dived into bed. My faithful spouse shook her head sadly, set the alarm clock, and
came to bed herself. Exactly eight minutes later the timepiece sounded its burring call.

I pounced out of bed, slid into my hunting clothes, gathered (continued on page 104)

Mary laid a restraining hand on my arm. ‘“Remember,”
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OLD MAN OF MOUNTAIN
(continued from page 37)
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