BOWERY BUM
John Roche
After I my discharge from the Air Force in June,1970, I spent the summer driving for the Syrosky taxi company. Every afternoon I walked a mile to the garage and shaped up for a position on the swing shift. I always turned in good bookings, so I generally received an “early “cab.
 My parents moved from the Flatlands section of Brooklyn to Sheepshead Bay in September of 1970.  So, I needed to change companies.  I went to work for the first taxi company in New York City with a radio dispatch system.  Love Taxi was born with the phone number 444-4444.  I’m sure that the marketing office received a bonus for the name and number. 
 	After cruising the streets for fares, it seemed like I was stealing trips.  The dispatcher would announce a pickup location and the drivers would respond if they were in the area. These extra trips added to my weekly paycheck. Previously, on trips from midtown Manhattan to one of the furthest reaches of one of the other boroughs, I worked my way or “dead-headed” back into the city.  With the radio dispatch, I often rode back to town with a passenger in the back seat.
One such trip took place in the Bergen Beach section of Brooklyn after I had just dropped off a passenger at around 9 pm.  The call came for a pickup at Avenue T and East 26th Street.  Only five minutes away, I responded to the call.  Awarded the trip from a wealthy location to downtown Manhattan, I knew a good trip loomed.  
WRONG!
When I arrived at the address, a poorly dressed and (quite frankly) unkempt man came out of the house.  A homeless man, he had been visiting his parents.  They obviously weren’t too concerned about him.  But they gave him enough cab fare to get him back to the Bowery in lower Manhattan.  As soon as he entered the cab, he gave me ten dollars and told me that was all that he had.  He was going to Canal Street and the Bowery.  I knew the ten bucks would cover the trip, especially at that time of the night.  He didn’t shut up for the entire trip.  He definitely had some issues.  
One of the stories that he told me involved a fellow homeless person, who had fallen into the Hudson River and almost drowned.  He was laughing as his friend was taken out of the river with “a turd of shit on his head.”  Little did I know that I would be writing about that anecdote fifty-five years later.
I dropped him off at the end of the Manhattan Bridge at Canal Street and the Bowery. He was laughing his ass off because the fare came to $9.95.  He thought it was hilarious that I was getting a five-cent tip.  I was heading north.  Always some business in the Wall Street area, I drove up a few blocks on the Bowery to make a U-Turn.  As I returned to Canal Street, my man stood in the middle of the busy intersection taking a leak.  
I was really happy that he didn’t decide to piss in my cab.

