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A few years back, to help out a friend from Quebec City who was working in computer 

graphics, I agreed to deliver, in person, the proofs of a book to a Montreal publisher whom I 

happened to know. With his natural dry humour, the publisher greeted me in his stentorian voice 

by telling his receptionist, when she announced my presence, “I told you I don’t want people 

sending me proofs by taxi. Quebec City to Montreal—can you imagine how much that cost?” 

 His joke was based on the large percentage of Haitians among Montreal taxi drivers, 

which has convinced more than one racist that a Haitian, or any other Black for that matter, 

could not possibly have another profession. My publisher friend probably did not realize that 

many Haitian cab drivers hold university diplomas, and that useless bureaucratic complications 

prevent their credentials from being recognized in their particular areas of expertise. But that 

prejudice, like all the others, seems unlikely to fade away, and hence his little joke when he saw 

me, package in hand, in the lobby of his publishing company. 

 If you’re a Haitian, you must be a taximan, right? The word itself is a gift to us from 

colonial French.  

 In my case, that cliché is particularly incongruous, and you will allow me to explain the 

reason why with a little confession, scarcely conceivable in these times when a man’s virility is 

linked to the type of automobile he drives: I don’t have a driver’s license, and I never learned to 

drive. I can’t even tell you why I never got around to learning. That’s just the way it is. And so, 

when I need to move around town, sometimes I use public transit, but most of the time I take a 

cab. 

 I have no idea of the enormous sums of money I have spent on taxi rides over the last 

thirty years. No doubt, for the morale of my budget, it’s better if the amount remains unknown. 

People have given me the reputation as a big spender, a lavish sort of guy, and it’s true, though I 

know that a taxi fare is not money foolishly spent. Over the years, I have noted down in memory 

the exchanges, some laconic, others stormy, that I have had with taxi drivers. For years, those 

men and women—and there a number of women drivers—have become familiar acquaintances, 

and we have discussed any number of subjects of common interest. 

 In Montreal, where Haitians make up a big part of the taxi industry, I’m always happy to 

fraternize with a small number of drivers who count me among their regular customers and speak 

to me in Creole. More than my family or friends, descendants of Haitian immigration as I am, the 

drivers are my most trustworthy link to the large Haitian community in Quebec—and to my 

native country as well. 

 And so the idea of this collection came to me, a book inspired by stories I’ve heard and 

anecdotes I’ve experienced in the back seat of these vehicles. I have designed it as a series of 

telegraphic flashes, an informal anthology of sketches drawn in the heat of the action, the 
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beginning of reflections that are never longer than the taxi ride that set them in motion in the first 

place.  

 But enough introduction: the meter is running. 

 So hop in and take a ride! 

 

Translation and Introduction to Taximan © 2018, David Homel 

 


