
A Tail of Two Toyotas
An Autobiography

Hi.  You probably don't know me.  My name is Raider.  Raider 
AHT33GNG508000062, to be exact.  My surname might strike you as unusual. 
No, I'm not an alien.  I'm a car.  I'm from the Toyota clan.  My heritage may be 
Japanese, but I was born in South Africa.  Just another one from a long line of 
brothers, all faithful and true.  From my birth, I suspected that my most 
challenging task would be climbing pavements if my owner could not find a 
parking.  Boy, was I ever wrong!  But my life turned out to be anything but 
boring ...

Many a time I have told my tale to other cars who were parked next to me. 
Many of my tales were met by incredulous unbelief.  Well, now I've decided to 
tell my story to the world, with some pictures – starring me and places I've 
seen.  Here goes ...

I started out as quite a star.  Literally.  Within my first 500km, I featured in a 
photo shoot, promoting me and my brothers.  I thought that, despite my new 
found fame,  I would be relegated to back-and-forth driving from a showroom 
to the salesman's home.  This was not to be.

One day I overheard the salesman speaking to my owner-to-be.  He was a 
missionary going to Mozambique.  I was being sold into slavery in 
Mozambique!  I had heard the tales of hardship from my older cousins. 
Tales of aching shock absorbers, sneezing from dust in their air filters, being 
buried in mud, and standing watching their owners trying to catch fish for 
hours on end.  Horrors!

Then one day he was there.  My new owner.  Bit 
of an idiot, but seemed a nice enough fellow, if 
you like beards.  But man, did that big butt put 
pressure on my front seat.  Anyway, he looked 
like someone who'd look after me, so I prefer to 
think of him and his wife as mum and dad. 
There he is to the right, pulling one of his 
stunts.  Parents can be so embarrassing!  

I soon realised that my days of hanging around 
with sexy actresses in front of cameras had come 
to an abrupt end.  Dad took me to Zambia on an 
outreach.  There I had to splash through pools of 
mud, wade through a river – the water coming 
over my hood ruined my good looks.
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Next came major surgery.  Dad took me to some 
tough-looking characters, who enlarged my 
stomach so that I could go further without getting 
so thirsty.  Then I got a hat, or shall I say canopy. 
I knew that this was bad news – they were going 
to make me carry a lot of stuff in there.  And was I 
right!  But little did I suspect that this would be 
the least of my worries.

They had decided to get me a partner.  But this 
was an unequal partnership!  Sure, he had to carry 
a lot of stuff, but I had to do the pulling.  Man, my 
back still aches if I even think about it.  Dad called 

him his chest of drawers 
on wheels.  I remember 
my new brother fondly 
whenever the song “He 
ain't heavy, he's my 
brother” plays on my 
radio.  Except for the 
“ain't,” it's a good song 
about him.

Besides my poor aching back from pulling 
my heavily loaded brother, all went well, 
at least for a while.  Until one day that 
bro' decided he'd had enough, and broke 
a leg.  Or a wheel at least.  I felt sorry for 
my family, as they were stranded in the 
middle of nowhere without food or 
money.  But at least they had a roof over 
their heads.  I had to sit moping in the 
rain.  In the picture to the right, you can't 
see the pouring rain.  A picture may be 
worth a thousand words, but I think this 
story would take ten thousand!

I could go on and on, but I'll just show you some pictures from my album. 
They show some of the amazing and remote places I've seen.  Despite all the 
hardship, I am one of the most blessed of cars.  And the toughest.
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Dirt roads look so smooth, but I tell you, they bump like crazy.  Proof of my 
bravery is that I crossed the bridge above when Dad told me to!  Those planks 
really hopped around under me, but hey, we made it.  I've crossed worse, but 
Dad was too psyched out to take photos.  Oh, well.

This one is really embarrassing.  Being used 
as a toilet enclosure!  Where there is no 
Wimpy or bathrooms, if you gotta go, you 
gotta go.  At least if you're a human.  But the 
humiliation of having to look away while 
they use me as a hiding place was almost 
too much.  To my credit, I must say that 
when both my doors are open, and I'm 
parked next to high bushes, I can give a 
pretty private shelter!

When you look at the roads I've gone 
through, you might be mistaken into 
thinking I can go anywhere.  Unfortunately, I 
have to admit that I can't.  I have a 
shortcoming.  I can't swim.  I can dive, but 
only about a meter deep.  The mighty 
Zambezi is too daunting even for me ...
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... therefore, I had to go by ferry.  Quite a 
few times, already.  The first ferries were 
pretty scary.  No railings around the sides, 
and getting on and off required my all-
wheel drive, as there was no ramp.

The new one, (below right and centre), is 
smaller and even sissies can go across 
with it!
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My headlights have seen the beauty of creation ...
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... and the destruction of war ...
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... I have seen many strange, and sometimes amusing sights ...
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And through the highways and the 
byways, even with the scars of many bumps and scratches ...

... even despite some impromptu 
operations to fix serious medical 
problems, and the approach of an old 
age ...

... I have helped people with cholera, 
malaria, AIDS, and pregnant mothers 
get to medical help ...

... I have taken people to funerals, and 
others to happy occasions ...

... and I've just given lifts to some of my loved ones out of the kindness of my 
on-board computer!

Even though I am only a car, I am privileged to have seen much love and 
tears, and I am the better for it.

It is as if I have lived the life of two Toyotas.  
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