RIGHT-HAND DRIVE

Does the road wind up-hill all the way?
Yes, to the very end.
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Will the day’s journey take the whole long day?
From morn to night, my friend.

I feel positive that that is, in poetic form, what crosses the mind of any
Maltese driver who, with his nose literally buried in a king-size roadmap, plans
his imminent trip to the North: Sicily, Calabria, Rome, Lugano, Heidelberg,
Amsterdam ... Up and up, day and night! A care-free sense of glee at the
thought of the enchanting European North seems to mingle with a certain feel-
ing of apprehension. It is not the up-hill winding all the way that torments him,
for he knows that to be a sort of optical illusion of the mind. Itistheright-hand
drive! Yes, from near-by Syracuse to distant and chilly Iceland, it’s right-hand
driving all the way. Besides, there will be traffic signs and traffic rules, the
like of which we in Malta have never known. And on the highways and by-ways
of the Continent the traffic will be so heavy that even the Sliema-bound traffic
will look like child’s play.Poor Maltese driver, he had better drop the idea, and
take the traditional and ‘easier’ means of transport, namely plane, train and coach;
and he had better stop somewhere nearer home, say Rimini, or at most Venice!

At the other end, a ‘European’, an experienced driver no doubt, gleefully
studies the well-known routes that lead to the marvellous, sun-bumt South: the
autobahn to Bale, then down beneath the Gotthard and on to the Autostrada del
Sole, and the deep, blue sea! But look! The autostrada has already reached
deep into Calabria, and there are tolerably good roads on the eastem coast of
Sicily. And there is a new traghetto to sunny Malta, of which so much has been
said and written of late. So the European tourist winds his way down-hill to

Malta. But at near-by Taormina he comes to know from a fellow-driver that the

ferry service to Malta is quite costly and that traffic in Malta, in spite of
Sweden’s and Iceland’s example, still goes left. Such a dialogue might again
take the following poetic form (with apologies to C.G. Rossetti):

Shall I find comfort, travel-sore and weak?
Of labour you shall find the sum.

Will there be beds for me and all who seek?
Yea, beds for all who come.

G.M.
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