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TEXT ANTHOLOGY: NGN-FICTION

L —
Just as I was assuming that the race had been cancelled, we spotted two
approaching donkey-carts in front of a cloud of fumes and dust created by
some fifty vehicles roaring up in their wake. As they drew nearer, Yaqoob
revved up the engine and began to inch the car out of the lay-by. The two
donkeys were almost dwarfed by their entourage; but there was no denying
their speed — the Kibla donkey is said to achieve speeds of up to 40 kph, and
this looked close. The two were neck-and-neck, their jockeys perched on top
of the tiny carts using their whips energetically, although not cruelly.

The noise of the approaching vehicles grew; horns tooting, bells ringing, and
the special rattles used just for this purpose (like maracas, a metal container
filled with dried beans). Men standing on top of their cars and vans, hanging
out of taxis and perched on lorries, all cheered and shouted, while the
vehicles jostled to get to the front of the convoy,

Yaqoob chose exactly the right moment to edge out of the road and swerve
in front of the nearest car, finding the perfect place to see the two donkeys
and at the front of the vehicles. This was Formula One without rules, or a
city-centre rush hour gone anarchic; a complete flouting of every type of
traffic rule and common sense.

Our young driver relished this unusual test of driving skills. It was survival

of the fittest, and depended upon the ability to cut in front of a vehicle with

a sharp flick of the steering wheel (no lane discipline here); quick reflexes to
spot a gap in the traffic for a couple of seconds; nerves of steel, and an effective
horn. There were two races — the motorized spectators at the back; in front,
the two donkeys, still running close and amazingly not put off by the uproar
just behind them. Ahead of the donkeys, oncoming traffic - for it was a main
road - had to dive into the ditch and wait there until we had passed. Yagoob
loved it. We stayed near to the front, his hand permanently on the horn and his
language growing more colourful with every vehicle that tried to cut in front.

The road straightened and levelled, and everyone picked up speed as we
neared the end of the race. But just as they were reaching the finishing line,
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