A boy and his cars

A boy in thick spectacles, aged ten, drives his little R/C car. When I say thick, I mean really
thick, like borderline bulletproof thick. Not an original joke, by the way. The boy having been
the youngest of four sons and the second youngest of seven children, you can be reasonably
sure he was the recipient of many such a joke. I’d also wager a fair sum that that prized little
vehicle wasn’t originally his, but passed down the food chain, losing a bolt or a gear each
time it changed hands. That wouldn’t have stopped him though, this boy loved to tinker. It

probably ran fastest in his hands.

A very short time later, back when it was legal, or at least when it was not actively
persecuted, for boys to have a vehicle before an Adam’s apple, that boy got a taste of real
freedom, when one of his older brothers knocked someone up and ditched his red Kawasaki
motorbike for a black seven-seater four-wheeler. Cruising through the busy streets, he was
free. Free from his mother’s expectations, free from his older sisters’ practical jokes, most

definitely free from the very concept of school.

Mavericks don’t fly solo for long. All that circling around and you’re bound to find some
kindred spirit. This maverick, after a few laps, found himself a wife. On his favourite route
was this unremarkable village school with a remarkable girl who would cheer him on every
day when he zoomed past. Of course, he eventually stopped zooming past and started waiting
for the sound of her school bell, perched on his red bike, smoking a cigarette, feeling just like
James Dean. Bearing gifts and holding up two tickets for the new Top Gun movie, it didn’t

take much convincing to have her along for the ride.

When a guy has a pretty girl on his motorbike, there is but one logical course of action. As he
put his foot on the gas and renounced traffic laws for the day, this particular girl hollered at

the top of her lungs for him to slow down and damn near murdered him when they arrived at



the cinema. She would many years later admit she was having the time of her life as she

clutched him tighter the faster they weaved through the dense streets of neon and bamboo.

Wives typically enjoy speeding much, much less than girlfriends do. After racing full speed
to the altar, the uxorial housekeeping of husbandly habits soon reared its head and slammed
the brakes on things. The cigarettes were the first to go, obviously, but the bike wasn’t safe

for long.

The newlywed husband went with his eldest brother on a diving gig, repairing some pipe or
cable or something. Both of them were unlicensed, but that had never stopped them before.
The younger of the two, having done his part, surfaced first, and waited for his brother to do
the same. He would wait almost a full day before losing hope. His wife was distraught at the
news. The child in her belly was a coin’s toss away from being the half-orphan in this tragic
story. He pleaded to keep the bike, promising to adhere to the speed limit and to wear a
helmet, which to be honest were really rather low standards. His wife reluctantly agreed, but,
being superstitious in nature, made offerings to his brother in the afterlife and took up a
vegetarian diet twice a month which she keeps up to this day. Shortly after, the husband
watched a biker friend of his die in a horrific collision with a double-decker. Negotiations

were decidedly off the table after that.

Like his brother before him, he traded in his two-wheeled death machine for a baby-proofed
SUV. For one and a half decades, without a single day’s exception, he drove his son to
school. Sometimes, when his son woke up late, he would flash this daredevil grin, and an
unsightly silver behemoth would comically fly across the highway fuelled by paternal
affection, leaving faint skid marks by the school gate. His son always genuinely found his

driving impressive.



The car was this man’s fortress of solitude, his sacred temple. Often, after dinner, he would
get up, announce he had forgotten something in the car, and be gone half an hour. Suspecting
him of picking up an old smoking habit, his wife once grabbed their son, and the two very
underqualified spies clandestinely followed him to the carpark. Much to her relief, no
smoking was involved. He just sat there. Not even the radio was on. On one particularly
stressful day, after he became the only son left in his family, his own son watched him take

out from the overhead compartment a pack of cigs. Let’s keep that a secret.

Racers are lucky to retire. This driver was no exception. His coughing fits became more
frequent and more violent, giving him a few close calls on the freeway. He started to notice a
lot more car horns going off behind him than in his heyday. He would blame the new wave of
impatient drivers and drive on, looking slightly more crestfallen. When things got really bad,
he absolved the car of its main duty. It became his stationary nest, in which he would sit for
sometimes hours at a time. Barely employed as a mechanic, he soon got himself into a nasty

bit of debt just to keep his little sitting-place, so in the end that had to go too.

Not too much later but much too late, his family finally bought him a new car. It was a blue
Mercedes, made of paper, and cost slightly more than a second-hand Toyota not made of
paper. His wife wrote his name on it and his son threw it into the pyre. I like to think that it

reached him somehow, and that he’s up there, breezing past the celestial speed limit.



