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In life, there are far too few people who know the real meaning of love and who are lucky enough to find that soul mate and discover their life’s journey together. I have two sets of grandparents who have done just that. I watched the four of them love, honor and cherish each other through richer or poorer, in sickness and in health. They are the light that everyone searches for when seeking true love. This short story is dedicated to them. May everyone be as lucky as they are and find true happiness with their spouses.

To Joe and Elaine, Pete and Marietta, thank you for the shining example of what love really is.

And for my late Grandpa Pete, I will always remember to “Pray for the Irish.”
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Part One

Lucy sat in the plane looking out the window at the Atlantic Ocean. She couldn’t believe she was actually moving back to Ireland. Every year her grandparents had asked her to visit and she would put it off. Now she would be living there. She didn’t have much of a choice since her granddad had fallen ill, but it wasn’t like she had anyone back in New Orleans waiting on her. It had been two months since her parents had died, two long, trying, sad and painful months. She remembered the sound of the knock at her door when the officer came to inform her of the accident.

Knock. Knock. Knock. Lucy had awoken up from her sleep and walked over and opened the door. She looked into the eyes of the officer who removed his hat before speaking.

“Ms. O’Toole, may I come in?” His voice had been firm yet soft; she stepped aside as he entered the living room. He had taken a moment before telling her the news.

“Your parents have been involved in an accident along Interstate 10. They were in a taxicab that was involved in a crash with another vehicle. They have both been rushed to the hospital.”

Lucy couldn’t remember what he said after that, she’d started to zone out as shock sank in. She remembered he’d instructed her to gather her purse and an overnight bag. He escorted her to the hospital where she had been taken to a waiting room. She’d sat there for eternity an as they operated on her parents. Her father’s surgeon was the first to come out.

“Ms. O’Toole, I’m so sorry we did everything we could. His lungs collapsed and there was nothing we could do to save him.”

She remembered a nurse pulling her into her arms and holding her but recalled nothing the doctor said. She cried on that strangers shoulder as the second doctor walked up to her. This time she was informed her mother’s heart gave out in the middle of the operation, when they had to remove a piece of metal that was lodged in her chest.

They were gone, both her beloved parents, dead. Someone called the Chaplin and before she knew what happened she had being whisked away into his office. No words had been exchanged as she held onto his hand and cried. The officer tracked them down inside of the Chaplin’s office and began to relay what happened to Lucy.

“The person who hit the taxicab appears to be under the influence of alcohol. He is being arrested and processed as we speak. The assistant district attorney will be in touch with you to go over the trial and what will happen next. Do you have someone who can stay with you, any grandparents or aunts and uncles?”

“No, my grandparents are in Ireland and are ill.”

“Any friends?”

“Yeah. I was supposed to pick my parents up from the theater tonight after I got off of work. I forgot and went out with my friend. This is all my fault.”

“Lucy, this isn’t your fault, you cannot blame yourself.” The Chaplin said. The men tried to reassure her that in situations like this she was the victim and not to be blamed. She didn’t want to hear about that though. All she saw was the fact her parents were not around.

“I’ll take you home Ms. O’Toole and if you need me to notify the officials in Ireland, I will take care of that so your grandparents can be informed.”

Yes, Lucy remembered the day like it was yesterday. She elected to have her parents bodies cremated and the urns were wrapped securely in her luggage. This was going to be a long journey. Her granddad had been diagnosed with CHF, whatever that was. All she knew was they needed her and her life in the States had come to an end.

Her plane left New Orleans airport at two forty-one in the afternoon. Of course there were no direct flights so she first had to switch planes in Chicago. The next stop after that was DC and once she landed there she had only an hour to switch to her final plane. That flight left at nine o’clock. Now she was bound for Ireland. She looked at her watch, it was one a.m. She had another eight hours left in the air. Lucy took out her blanket and pillow then propped her head against the window. Closing her eyes she let her mind take her away from thoughts as she fell asleep to the humming of the jets.

“Lucy me darling! You’re here!” Alastar wrapped his arms around his granddaughter; he loved the sight of her and missed the day she could easily be tossed in the air and placed on his shoulders. 

“I assume Bud took care of ye after the plane.”

“Yes Granddad, he did. A complete gentleman.”

“Aye he is, I have been tellin ya lass there are nothing but fine suitors in Ireland. Now ye will see what I’ve been saying.”

Bud stood back watching the reunion as he brought her luggage in from his vehicle. She was exactly how Alastar had described her. Maybe this arrangement wouldn’t be so bad after all.

Part Two

Two Years Later

This time of year was the worst for Lucy, everyone was jolly and celebrating. She never had a desire to participate in this kind of celebration anymore. Not after what happened with her parents. The past two Decembers she had to relive the accident and for once she just wanted to let sleeping dogs lie.

Lucy used to love Kilkenny in the month of December when she was a child. She remembered riding in the sleighs with her granddad while he pulled it behind a cart, going up and down the hills, she would laugh with him all day when they went out on their sleigh rides. Growing up all she ever heard from him when she hadn’t visited in a while, “Come back ta Ireland, ye will love it. Tis the best scenery in all of the world and ye true love and soul mate are here, mark me words. Raise a right healthy family ye will.” That’s what her granddad always told her. He wanted to see her married off more than she wanted to put forth the effort. Men were not worth the hassle, they required too much attention and she wasn’t ready for that.

Alas, that’s what her granddad ‘used’ to say. What she wouldn’t give to hear those words being hollered through the house one more time.

“Grandmum, are you ready to go? I need to drop you at the McPherson’s before work.”

“Coming Lucy, hold onto ye britches.”

“I just don’t want to be late at the tavern; you know the crowds start pouring in this time of year. We could use the extra tips.”

Lucy’s grandmum, Hannah, was a feisty woman; she was pushing eighty-five and never stopped to let time and old age catch up to her. She managed the local garden at the market and outran most of those young men when it came time to harvest their crop. The only problem with Hannah was she hated to drive. Lucy was stuck taking
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