IGHTS I
INS

THE CAB DRIVER

“'m waiting for my kids to get older, and

then I'll get on to truck driving—local,
interstate, anything is fine;” says Yolanda
Denise Riggins-Maddox. “l was always
fascinated by driving trucks from a )./o.ung
age. I've been to school for truck driving
and have a chauffeur permit and a

limo tag.”

A native Atlantan, Riggins-Maddox
comes across as your next-door
neighbor, friendly and approachable.
These are traits that probably hold

her in good stead on the job, driving
clients and managing her own business,
Yolanda’s Transport.

o)

“It’s a male-dominated industry,” she
says, one that she learned about as 3
dispatcher with a local taxi company
before working with them as a driver
and eventually going out on her own,
“When | started ten years ago, there were
very few women...but times are changing”

Riggins-Maddox has her regular clientele
but she also drives her gleaming black :
2008 Ford Expedition for Uber as

filler on slow days. “I'd rather be doin
something than nothing,” she explainzJ

Among her customers are business
executives, partying college kids
celebrities, and the cast ang cre\A,/ b
The Walking Dead. Inside her 7-seate(r) she
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rtation is, you

ing with transpo
«The thing with transp money comes

the
ever know where ;
?rom There’s no guarantee of a daily

minimum income, you know?’j sh; sszs,
shrugging. “Every season ha.s its hig o
and lows, it’s a hustle. The highest tra ;
is New Year's and Halloween, and | loo

forward to it.”

Living with her husband and two sor\s,
aged ten and sixteen, in the Southadg,
work takes her all around Atlanta and its
surrounding regions. She now knows the
area like the back of her hand.

A self-proclaimed night owl, she enjoys
the action that evenings bring, despite a
few harrowing experiences.
“Along time ago,” she
pauses. “A couple of drunk
guys tried grabbing at me,
but one of them wasn’t as
drunk as the others and
restrained his friends,”
she remembers,

“Another time about five years ago, | had
this gut feeling the Passengers in my cab
were just not right and politely requested
to transfer them to another cab. They
were fine with it, byt just as they exited,

I quickly caught sight of quns on their
person.”

Another lowlight: bein
bya Passenger. But th
outnumber the baqg 0
grateful. Especia||

g called a nigger
€ nicer moments
nes. “People are

Words by Ruksang Hussain

THE CARRIAGE DRIvg

Conversation with the carriage drivers
in Central Park takes on a peculiar
cadence. The first noticeable absence
is eye contact, as the drivers are always
on the lookout for new customers, Wel|
attuned to the rhythm of the crosswalks
that send fresh batches of tourists

to their curbs, they’re quick to spota
potential client and may zip away from
you mid-sentence. Time is money.

It’s a learned rhythm, not unlike the ones
the horses develop after spending time
alongside their human companions. Helio
Leite wagers that the requisite amount
of time for a horse and driver to become
properly adjusted to one another is two
years. “We like to keep the horses and
drivers together as teams,” he says.

Charlie, the horse he’s currently paired
with, has only been with him for five
months, and accordingly, has yet to Ieflm
his driver’s habits. “He’ll get there,’ Leit?
says with a knowing smile.

For a man with more than twenty—t‘hffe
years of experience under his belt, N€*
surprisingly free of nostalgia. “The park
is nicer now;” he says, than when he i’
started. Cleaner, safer, and better for

giving tours.
; e
As for the clientele, they're still the,zam
Perhaps more plentiful—but he ci;‘ 4
for sure. When asked how " nh: Jast
he gives per day, he says, “That H

sl
thing | pay attention to, the last thing
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RUKSANA HUSSAIN

Atlanta, GA

Fun fact: “Can speak Tamil, but
don’t read it. Can read Arabic,
but don’t speak it.”

Best money | ever spent:
“The AP stylebook—it’s a
lifesaver every time.”




