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Preface

 


 


So, you think you want to drive a hack,
commonly known as a taxi cab, or more recently, become a Uber
driver, huh? Well, before you rush out to get your chauffeur's
license, and hurry to your area’s cab company while looking for an
easy job, read the tales in this short book to get an idea what
hacking is actually like.

When standing on a curb attempting to flag a
cab, have you ever wondered what that driver has been through
before he picked you up? Do you want to know? Well, come with me on
an adventure revealed in the pages of this short narrative. You'll
laugh, maybe cry, be surprised, or maybe repulsed, but you won't be
bored.

Keep in mind that many of the stories
contained here in, are fabrications of fictional events, although,
some are fictionalized recreations of actual events as experienced
by me, and other cabdrivers. To protect the identity of the many
drivers who passed their stories on to me, a driver for many years,
the names were changed.

It's a relatively short read, so enjoy.

 


The Author


Chapter 1

 


 


“Oh, there you are, Sparks,” said,
Cyrus, as he called to, Earl — sometimes, known as Sparks, to join
he and several other cabbies at a table in the small lunchroom
inside the Flag Cab Company’s garage. “Come on over, we’ve got us
another rookie to break in.”

A studious looking young man in his early
thirties, who wore thick, horn-rimmed glasses, and a black Kangol
cap turned backwards, Earl held up one finger indicating one
moment, as he headed for the barely working coffee machine. He
noticed a new face sitting with the small group of drivers who
normally sat together at the cramped, round, table, after finishing
their night of driving a hack, and not wanting to go straight home.
They would meet in the tiny cafeteria to talk about their weird
experiences during their twelve hour night shifts.

He remembered his first day driving — how he,
after signing out his cab, and then on the streets, didn’t have the
faintest idea what he was doing — and, actually, not knowing the
city as well as a hack driver should, was slightly apprehensive
about driving — not sure if he was up to the task.

Back when he began driving, the older more
experienced drivers didn’t take a new cabbie under their wings —
kind of point him in the right direction as they do now. They
considered every new driver as competition, and hoped he would
fail. But, if that new driver needed the money bad enough, and
unable to get a better paying job, he’d get himself a street guide,
a regional road map, and while asking the passenger what would be
the shortest route, would eventually manage to do a half-way decent
job.

Sure, there were those few passengers who
would scream at him while claming he was attempting to rip them off
while taking a longer route, and the few times that happened, he
always apologized, and turning off the trip meter, ask the
passenger what the trip normally cost and would only accept that
amount. Of course that only happened a few times, and if he wasn’t
sure, he learned to ask if the passenger knew the shortest route.
He had to pay the owner of the cab whatever was on the trip-meter,
but considered the loss part of the cost of learning his trade.

The tradition of sitting around the table at
the end of the day or night began with one tired driver, and as
time passed, another driver joining him, and, eventually, grew to
the present group of five, now six, drivers — all trying to outdo
each other with their mostly exaggerated tales and adventures.
Eventually, he had a tale or two to lay on the other drivers, but
not that often.

Earl imagined the new fresh-faced young
driver would, with more time under his belt, become as seasoned a
tale teller as the others. But for now, he sat while listening to
the sometimes funny stories, half of which were embellished
exaggerations.

It was twelve in the afternoon, and
Detroit was beginning to slow down after the morning rush-hours.
The Flag Cab Company, called the barn by the drivers, was a beehive of activity
as the night shift drivers brought in their hacks, fueled them up
and checked the oil in preparation for the following day shift
drivers. Some of the more experienced drivers leased their cabs,
and didn’t bother with the fuel up routine during this busy period
while buying their gas at an outside gas station where the prices
were slightly higher, or would wait until the shift changes were
over.

 


“Hey, Sparks, this is Joe, another
idiot who wants to drive a hack. Joe, this is Earl. We call him
Sparks,” said, Cyrus, a tall, middle aged, dark skinned, balding,
man, with angular features, to Earl, as Earl pulled over a chair
and wedged himself into the last small space at the unwashed table
covered with stains of dried, long ago, spilled, coffee.

“Hey, Sparks. Nice to meet you,” Joe
greeted, while offering a fist bump over the top of the table. “Why
do they call you Sparks?”

“Same here, and it’s a long story. Nice
to meet you, Joe — ”

“Naw, it ain’t that long a story,”
piped in, Lamont, a brown skinned man, in his late thirties, who
had a constant smile on his face, and considered himself the
group’s joker, and the fellow who gave Earl the nickname. “I’ll
tell you how he got that moniker. It was me who started calling him
that. See, Joe, I was on my way here to the barn, and old Sparks
was in front of me in his cab. I noticed something funny about his
hack — it was spitting sparks from the rear end. Somehow his
tailpipe had fell down, and was kicking out a bunch sparks as he
drove like somebody was welding something under his hack. Man you
should have seen it. The back of his cab looked like a Roman Candle
— sparks was shooting everywhere and old Earl, here, just kept on
driving as if nothing was wrong. So when we pulls into the barn,
and we gets parked, I says, hey, Sparks, you thinks you is some
kind of rocket or something, and every time I sees him from then
on, I calls him Sparks, and everybody else does too.”

The other men laughed, including Earl, after
being reminded of the event.

“You alta quit, Lamont,” Earl defended.
“I was only trying to get the hack back to the garage. That damn
muffler and tailpipe fell down near the end of my shift, and I
didn’t want to wait on a wrecker to come and tow it back. Y’all
knows how long it takes them tow trucks to get to you, and I wasn’t
in the mood.”

“Yeah, that was obvious,” said, Cyrus.
“I bet it made a hell of a racket, too, didn’t it?”

“Yeah, it did, but I didn’t care. All I
wanted to do is get out of that old Iron Horse, and stretch my
legs. Y’all knows how cramped they is up front,” Earl, defended,
while taking a sip of his coffee.

“You ain’t never lied there,” added,
Malcolm. “That’s why I drives me a minivan. Plenty of room, and
easy to load. Yep, a mini is the only way to hack as far as I’m
concerned.”

“Boy,” Cyrus, countered. “You ain’t
been around long enough to no the difference. Let me tell your
inexperienced, no driving, butt, something. I been hacking longer
than you is old. I’ve driven everything from them Iron Horses,
which I might add, is cramped up front, but has plenty of room in
the back for the customer and their bags if they wanted to keep
them inside the cab with them, and they has those large rear doors,
and a jump seat for an extra person should you need it — plus it
has that straight-six engine that never breaks down and don’t burn
that much gas. No, the Horse ain’t all bad, but the best is the
Crown Vic. Nice ride, and plenty of room in the back and front. If
you is gonna hack for long hours, I’d chose the Vic. Now, the only
thing about the Vic is it burns more gas than the Horse, with it
having that big four-point-six, eight cylinder, but I still likes
driving mine. Now, as far as the minivan is concerned, it’s cool
too, but I found that most customers, especially, older folks, has
a hard time closing that sliding door some times, particularly, if
the hinges and roller are rusty, but it has plenty of room,
also.”

"A-men," cosigned one of the men, as everyone
fell into silence while probably thinking about their own cabs and
its shortcomings or advantages.

“What’s an Iron Horse?” Joe asked,
after a moment of silence.

The other drivers looked at each other, and
broke out in laughter.

“Damn, Joe, you really don’t know much
about the hack business, do you?” asked, Lamont. “Stand up, I’ll
show you an Iron Horse,” he said, as he and Joe stood and peered
through the plate-glass window looking out into the garage. “See
that green hack way down on the end of the cabs, the one with the
four headlights, two on each side — the boxy looking one with the
checkerboard stripe down the side?”

“Oh, yeah, I see it,” Joe
acknowledged.

“Well, my man, that’s an Iron Horse.
The only car in the garage that is designed to be a taxi cab,”
Lamont, explained.

“I see,” Joe said, as he sat back down.
“I’ve seen them before, but didn’t know they were called Iron
Horses. Why do they call it an Iron Horse?”

“I’m not sure. I believe it was because
the cabs way back in the old days was pulled by horses, and —
”

“Naw, Lamont, that ain’t why,"
volunteered, Malcolm. "It’s because them
old cabs would work all day like a horse, and — ”

“Will you two cut the crap,”
interjected, Cyrus. “Don’t none of us know why they was called
that. All you needs to know, Joe, is that when your owner says to
take the Iron Horse, you knows what he’s talking about. Speaking of
owners, Malcolm, here come Griswald, and he don’t look too happy
about something. You ain’t been out stealing calls or messed up is
you?”

“Naw, Cy. I don’t steal call, like old
Howard her, and I don't know what he might be mad about. I only had
one situation today. This crack-head looking winch flagged me down,
and when she got into my cab, she said she didn’t have no money on
her. She said she had to go inside her destination to get the fare
when we gets there. So I ask her where she wanted to go, and she
says some apartment building way on the eastside. Damn, Cy, she was
talking about a fifteen-dollar trip, and you knows when someone
disappears inside one of them big ass apartment buildings, it’s a
good chance they ain’t coming back out, especially, if they is on
the rock. I’ve had it happen to me before. Besides, I knew she had
some money because she was on a mission to cop her a stone or two,
and I wasn’t gonna let her pimp me — no way, man. So I tells her
that I was on my way to another call, and I couldn’t take her. Man,
she blew a gasket and got mad as hell. She said she was gonna call
the barn here and report me. I tells her to kiss my ass, and to
call if she wants, and drove off. I guess she wasn’t kidding when
she said she was gonna report me. That’s the only thing I can think
of that might get Griswald’s jaws tight. But he won't be too mad
when I tells him how I saved us some money.”

“Well, something’s got his jaws tight.
He sees you and here he comes,” said Cyrus, to Malcolm, who had his
back to the door.

“Damn,” Malcolm, said, as he put his
head down on his crossed arms on the table. “I knows exactly what
he’s gonna say, even though we works on the split, and I probably
saved him some gas money and a lost fare by not driving the
crackwhore. He is probably gonna ask me why I turned down a fare,
but he don’t know. He don’t have no frigging idea what them
crackheads will do to keep from giving up any of their rock
money.”

“You got that right,” agreed, Cyrus.
“That’s why I leases

















cover.jpg





