LET’S GO BUCS
John Roche

It was a beautiful, sunny late Friday afternoon in July of 1998. My job for the evening started at the Butler Country Club (BCC) about 30 miles north of Pittsburgh. Normally, details of the ride were on my trip sheet. But tonight, the journey was to an undisclosed destination. 
During my modest golfing career, I never had the big bucks to enjoy the country club life. Normally a daily-fee (public course) golfer, I only played country clubs when supporting fund-raising efforts.  Therefore, I’ve never experienced the annual membership weekend.  Club members experience a golf tournament, gatherings for meals, drunken debauchery, and a spouse’s dinner throughout the four-day event. Just happened to be members weekend at BCC. 
I picked up two doctors and their attorney, all dressed business casual, at the entrance to the club at 5:30 on Friday night.  I immediately assumed they were up to no-good.  
I asked, “Where are we off to tonight?”   
Dr. Jim Beam replied, “Just follow my directions.” 
[bookmark: _Hlk151037654]In an effort to make sure we weren’t being followed, the stretch limousine weaved through the farmlands and hills of western Pennsylvania. Heading in a generally westbound direction, I was directed through the exciting metropolises of Renfrew, Connequenessing, Wahlville, and Harmony. Since the instructions were leading toward I-79, I had a good idea idea where we were going.   I had been chauffeuring for three years and I possessed a pretty good feel for Pittsburgh night life. When we entered I-79 southbound near Zelienople (another bustling burg), I was convinced that we were on our way to Club Erotica (aka STIFFYS).  Club Erotica is arguably the most popular strip club in western Pennsylvania. Located about six miles northwest of Pittsburgh in the Ohio River community of McKees Rocks, Stiffys jumps six days a week from noon until the wee hours of the morning.
As we approached the Ohio River Bridge, Dr. Beam stuck his head through the window. “Get off on the other side of the bridge and go south on Route 51.”
“Gotcha.” 
 Now I was sure of it and I was laughing to myself that three prominent people would be going to such deception for a night out.
The BP gas station lot across the street from the club provided a turn around to allow my passengers to get out in front of the entrance.  I assumed my position at the right rear door to allow my naughty little boys out of the car. The threesome jumped out, ready to take on the world. Or so it seemed. 
Dr. Jack Daniels was the last out. He offered, “Come on in and join us.”
Since I normally took guests to Stiffys at a much later hour, I usually declined these requests, taking a nap instead.  Besides, in 28 years in the Air Force, I can’t remember how many adult clubs that I had attended. This time, however, it just seemed a little different.  
“I’ll park the car and be right in.”
A few minutes later, I entered the club (drivers didn’t have to pay a cover charge) and took a seat next to Dr. Daniels.  He gave me a handful of singles from his pile of what looked like several hundred dollars.  He also had a bag of Cuban cigars and offered me one.  As a former smoker, I actually enjoyed the cigar.  It was the last smoke of any kind that I’ve had.  
One by one, the exotic dancers came up the catwalk and we all stuffed their garters with singles.  After a number of girls passed through our space, Dr. Jack handed me the bag of cigars and pushed the remaining pile of one-dollar bills in front of me.
Sucking on his Cuban, he told me, “Have a good time. We’re going upstairs.”  Upstairs is where the girls really earn their money giving lap dances and lord knows what else. How would I know? I never lived the country club life.
 As they left, I actually felt lonely (Awwwww!).  Sipping on a Coke with a pile of money in front of me, I stuffed a few more garters before a cute young blonde landed on the runway.  I was ready to leave and ensure a good tip for the evening.  When she squatted in front of me, I decided to have some fun. 
 I asked her, “You look familiar.  Where are you from?”  
She proudly responded, “Star City, West Virginia.” 
 I jumped up and shouted, “I knew it. Good night darlin’,” as I stuffed her garter with $5.
Grabbing the bag of cigars, I packed my jacket pocket with the remaining bills; leaving Stiffys with a guaranteed $143 gratuity for the night.
About an hour later, Dr. Jack called me and said they were ready to be picked up. I pulled the stretch in front of Stiffys and they emerged a few minutes later. As I helped them into the back seat, they all had schitt-eating grins on their faces. 
The cabin had been cleaned and restocked to pre-trip standards. Trash had been removed. Clean rock glasses and champagne flutes were in place and there was fresh ice on all of the beverages. An uncorked bottle of champagne, wrapped in a clean white hand towel, chilled in the ice bucket. This wasn’t a romantic scene, but I set the lighting in a soft, golden hue. 
Dr. Jack informed me, “We’re going back to the country club.”
“Gotcha,” I replied. 
As the fear of being followed had diminished. I assumed that I was at liberty to take main roads back to Butler County. I crossed Island Avenue to turn around at the BP gas station across the street. The first sound I heard was the popping of the champagne cork. My three bad little boys in the back were all schittzengigglez. The trio giggled like junior high school boys looking at a Playboy centerfold for the first time. The jocularity continued as I crossed the north shore of Pittsburgh. They were having a good old time.
As I turned northbound on I-275, the mood suddenly became almost somber. Johnny Walker, the attorney, asked, “What are we going to tell our wives?”
The conversation that followed reminded me of nights during my high school years when I would lie to my parents about my whereabouts.
Knowing that the member’s dinner on the following night was going to include their wives, the story had to be believable. The three couples would be spending three or four hours at the same banquet table.  As the limo sped up the interstate, I heard more lame excuses from these extremely talented professionals. Bowling, the movies, dinner downtown were all in the conversational mix. The North Park Lounge and a few other bars were mentioned. But these establishments catered to a much younger crowd.
I normally didn’t get involved.  But this group needed a little help. Okay, they needed a lot of help. Obviously, they were not as talented in the art of B.S. as were the troops I commanded during my Air Force career.
My riders were so consumed with their issue, they didn’t notice when I left the highway at the Cranberry exit.  
It was only when I pulled into the lot at a Sheetz that Dr. Jack asked, “Do you need gas?”
“I’ve been listening to your conversation. You guys need some help.”
Mr. Walker sounded a tad offended, when the lawyer in him replied, “Help? We don’t need any help.”
“Hear me out,” I demanded. “Do you like baseball?”
They (sort of) nodded.
“You know, the Pirates (aka Bucs) were at home tonight. Wasn’t it a beautiful summer night to have a few beers and a hot dog at the stadium? Just a really great night for a ballgame. The only bad part was that our beloved Buccos lost to the Houston Astros 7-4. Other than the result of the game, you three had an awesome night at the ballpark, didn’t you?”
No answer was necessary.
There was total silence in the back as I left the parking area, heading back to the country club. A mile down the road, the giggles picked up again and I knew everything was gonna be all right.
The club entrance was dark and eerily quiet, as I approached. 
Dr. Beam was first out of the car. He looked me in the eyes and said, “Thank you for a most professional ride.”
Mr. Walker was next. I think he was still a bit offended when he blurted a simple, “Thank you.” 
But when Dr. Jack exited, he had a big grin on his face. His right hand reached out to shake mine. As I offered my hand, I felt the transfer of a ($100.00) bill. 
“That was a really good piece of advice you gave us.”
“Thank you very much and have a safe trip home.” 
2

