MAUREEN McGOVERN
John Roche
During my seventeen years moonlighting as a chauffeur, I rarely worked on Thanksgiving. Most people were in place with family and friends. Minimal to no nightlife existed. Just one of the few “quiet” nights in the limo world, I was a little surprised when asked to drive a one-way van trip from Youngstown, Ohio to Pittsburgh International Airport (PIT). In 1999, Peg and I experienced a rare quiet holiday. So, I took the trip. At a four-hour minimum fare, the pay would make it worthwhile.
I reached the garage in the late afternoon and picked up the van after retrieving my trip sheet.  The name on the sheet was Maureen McGovern. No way. Was this the Grammy and Oscar winning singer?
I mapped out the trip and headed towards Ohio. I eagerly anticipated meeting the singer of The Morning After. But what if it wasn’t her? Could be just another Irish lady named Maureen McGovern.  My mind raced with all sorts of possibilities during the hour-long drive to Youngstown.
I arrived at her parent’s home around 6:30 pm and rang the doorbell. An extremely attractive (and classy may I add) red-head answered the door. It was her. She told me that she would be out in a few minutes.  I helped her out with her luggage, as she walked her Yorkshire terrier to the van.
Once in the van we started to chat. I told her that I was happy to meet her and admired her work. She was very gracious.
Not long into the trip, I asked her, “Do the airlines give you any problems with the dog?”
“No. I buy DooWop a first-class ticket and she sits right next to me.”
“That’s awesome. I didn’t realize that you could do that.”
“She travels everywhere with me.”
I was howling on the inside, but cool on the outside.  I just couldn’t imagine buying a first-class ticket for a dog. It must be nice.
I dropped her off at PIT an hour later. Maureen and DooWop were off to a Friday night gig on the west coast.  I was on my way back to the garage in Southside, Pittsburgh, laughing the entire way about a Yorkie flying first class. In fact, I laughed my ass off until The Morning After.



