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Author’s Note

This is a short, brutally honest memoir from a former rideshare driver who spent nearly a decade behind the wheel.

It is not a guide on how to get rich with Uber or any rideshare platform. It is the opposite: a personal account of how gross income can create an illusion while fuel, maintenance, depreciation, time, and mental exhaustion quietly consume a driver’s life.

Many books and articles have criticised the gig economy from the outside. This short memoir speaks from the inside: from a driver who slowly realised that the number on the screen was not real income, but the liquidation of his car, his time, and his future.

A Simple Calculation

When the app shows $100 in gross earnings, I do not see $100 as my real income.

In my experience, after platform fees, fuel, maintenance, tyres, insurance, registration, cleaning, tax, and the depreciation of the car, only about 30% to 40% remains as real income.

This is not a perfect accounting formula. It is the practical conclusion I reached after nine years of driving.

For me, the most dangerous part was not that rideshare paid nothing. It was that it looked as if I was earning money while my car, my time, and my energy were slowly being consumed.



Copyright

Copyright © 2026 J. Han. All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the author, except for brief quotations used in reviews or commentary.

This book is a personal memoir and reflection. It is not legal, financial, tax, employment, or business advice. The views expressed are the author’s personal opinions based on lived experience.

This book does not claim that every rideshare driver has the same experience. It records what the author lived through, calculated, and came to believe after nearly a decade behind the wheel.

Some identifying details have been generalized or omitted to protect privacy. References to platforms, passengers, locations, or work situations are made as part of personal commentary and opinion.

AI tools were used to assist with English translation and language refinement. The experiences, opinions, calculations, and reflections in this book are the author’s own.
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Final Message to Other Drivers



Introduction: The Serf Who Had No Car

The world celebrates Uber as the "sharing economy" and hails its drivers as "independent partners." But after nine years behind the wheel, the conclusion I have reached is starkly different. I define myself as "a modern-day serf who is worse off than those of the Middle Ages."

This is not an emotional metaphor. It is a record of numbers, strictly calculated.

Historically, medieval serfs paid about 30% to 50% of their harvest to their lords. It was a harsh life, but they didn’t have to provide their own "vehicles." They labored on the lord’s land, within a minimum infrastructure provided by the fiefdom. However, on the roads of 21st-century, I labor by consuming my own primary asset—my car.

The 27.5% commission Uber takes is only the beginning. The daily evaporation of my car's value (depreciation), the recurring terror of repair bills every six weeks, the skyrocketing fuel prices, insurance, and taxes... After deducting all these "fiefdom maintenance costs," what remains in my hand is a measly 30% to 40% of the gross revenue.

While a medieval serf might have kept half of his harvest, a modern platform driver surrenders 70% of his labor to the "Digital Lord" and the machine's upkeep. We live within an exploitation loop more sophisticated than any in history. This book is a raw survival report of an immigrant who clung to that 30% profit margin—a whistle-blower’s account of the feudal system hidden behind a polished app interface.
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Chapter 1: The Cold Cowardice and the Wall of Silence
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The pre-dawn air in the city was as sharp as a surgical blade. At 4:00 AM, while the rest of the world was tucked beneath their blankets, I would awaken my car with a cold, shuddering ignition. My destination was a poultry processing plant, where the blueprints I had mastered for twelve years as an engineer in my home country were replaced by bloodied, raw carcasses. But it wasn’t the labor that broke me. It was the silence forced upon me in the face of blatant cowardice.

The realization came in a flash. As I worked the conveyor belt, a sudden, piercing chill surged around my left ankle. “What is this?” I wondered, glancing down. Ice cubes had already found their way into my boot, wedging themselves between my toes. Just as I raised my head in confusion, I saw it.

A local youth, barely nineteen, was creeping up behind another worker. With a surreptitious, practiced motion, he dropped a handful of ice into the gap of that man’s boot. In that split second, everything became clear: he was the one who had just done the same to me.

A tempest of rage erupted in my mind. If this were Korea—my home, my soil—I would have dropped my knife and seized him by the collar. I would have roared with an indignation that shook the floor, demanding to know what he thought he was doing. But instead, I froze. Though the fury consumed me, my lips remained sealed.

I thought of reporting him to the supervisor or the manager. But I already felt their gaze upon me—the look they gave to the "incompetent immigrant" who struggled with the language and the pace. I knew that if I protested in my broken English and accused the boy of dropping ice into everyone's boots, they would simply brush it off. At most, they would go through the motions of giving him a superficial warning just to settle the matter quickly. The fear that my legitimate anger would be ignored and the situation ended in awkward indifference choked the words in my throat.

Even now, the memory makes my blood boil. The ice began to melt, turning into freezing water that soaked not just my socks, but the very dignity I held as a provider. The silence of that day—the fact that I couldn't even ask, "Why are you putting ice in people's boots?"—left a permanent, frozen scar on my soul.

On the drive home that evening, I made a vow. “I cannot live like this.” I believed that within the steel walls of my own vehicle—my private sanctuary—no one would be able to hide behind someone’s back and mock me. I grabbed the steering wheel as a getaway from one prison, unaware that I was entering a nine-year labyrinth that would offer its own, more sophisticated forms of silence.
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Chapter 2: The Six-Week Trap — Incinerating My Assets
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The first thing that changed after I started driving for Uber wasn't my perception of time, but the frequency with which I crossed the threshold of the mechanic’s shop. For average drivers, a car service is a minor, once-a-year nuisance. For me, that cycle was a brutal "six weeks." I covered a year's worth of mileage in a month and a half. My car was aging nine times faster than a normal vehicle, and the speed of its decay matched the speed at which my bank balance evaporated.

Sitting in the mechanic’s waiting room every six weeks, sipping tasteless instant coffee, felt like a ritual of paying rent in a modern-day feudal system. The mechanic would greet me with a smile, praising the durability of my Toyota. To my ears, however, his praise sounded like a mockery: "Back again to incinerate another chunk of your assets, I see."

A vehicle with over 500,000 kilometers on the odometer screams in a different way every time. Today it’s the tires; next time, the brake pads; after that, an obscure engine component with a name I can barely pronounce. Every time I received a repair bill exceeding $1,000, I was forced to confront the true nature of my earnings. The $2,000 I grossed on the Uber app that week wasn't a reward for my labor. It was merely the proceeds from carving out a piece of my car’s flesh and converting it into cash.

People get intoxicated by the gross revenue figures on their Uber statements, hallucinating that they are becoming wealthy. But those numbers are just the prologue to a " polished illusion." Once you deduct the 27.5% commission, the punishing repair bills every six weeks, the daily fuel costs, and the steep depreciation of a car plummeting toward zero value, you realize that more is lost to the void than what a medieval serf ever surrendered to his lord.

I wasn't just burning fuel on those roads; I was burning my future. The recurring repair bills were a constant warning: as long as I remained on this hamster wheel, I would never escape the loop of a sharecropper, incinerating my own assets to fatten the "Digital Lord" of the platform.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
THEO/

ILLUSION

The Hidden Cost of Rideshare Driving

9 B FueL $68
|  TODAY’S EARNINGS & @ wesaraTEAR -$47
A/~ MAINTENANCE -$36
( [ DEPRECIATION -$74
© Time -$50m |'®
12 RIDES " o e mn
- B Taxes -$48
- —= r
= N e THE REALITY =
s 2} -$332
5 $
\
\.’M b =
9
¢ 7o &
Theo
¥ LONELY
KeEP Gons

LUMEN





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





