
Love on Tap

Some love stories are written in ink.
Ours was brewed.
Gail Robin Raes
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The Bruno Beer Ballad Collection
Brewed with Love, Laughter, and Lyrics
For Bruno—
my husband, my brewer, my partner-in-pints, 
and the reason I’ll never have to wonder what’s fermenting in the garage.
Our first date: September 12, 1976
Our wedding day: January 20, 1978
So many years since that first spark,
and nearly a lifetime of marriage later...
we’re still laughing, still loving,
and still debating whose turn it is to drive.
What began as one surprise birthday gift—
a shiny new home-brew kit—
has grown into a lifetime of adventures
flavored with hops, heart, and humor.
Through every batch, every bottle, every
“Taste this, honey,”
you’ve filled our lives with stories worth singing about.
This collection is my way of raising a glass to us.
To the beer lover who swore he’d never sing 
(and somehow still became Bruno from Deck 6).
To the man who brews with passion, dreams in barley,
and still makes me laugh harder than anyone I know.
Here’s to love on tap, laughter in full pour, 
and the one man who can turn any moment
into a story.
You’re still my favorite duet partner—
even if I’m the only one doing the singing.
Forever yours,
Gail
For the love that fills the glass,
and the laughter that keeps it full.
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A Love Story on Tap
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When life gives you beer, make it a love story on tap.

Every great love story has a few common ingredients: laughter, loyalty, and—
in our case... beer.
It all started with a birthday gift—one I wasn’t entirely sure was a good idea. For my husband Bruno’s 60th birthday, I bought him a professional home-brewing kit. At first, he wasn’t convinced. In fact, he proudly reminded me that he had once returned a beer kit to Costco.

But curiosity has a way of winning. And perhaps a deep, ancestral connection to his Belgian roots kicked in too. Before long, the man was hooked.

Fast forward a decade or so, and my living room has become a tasting room, our garage a full-scale brewery, and my role as designated driver has become legendary. I don’t drink beer, mind you—but I’ve smelled it, bottled it, labeled it, and lived with enough of it to qualify for an honorary degree in Brewing Tolerance.

This book began as a story about us—how one small hobby fermented into something bigger. Not just beer, but memories. Every batch came with a story, every spill with a laugh, and every taste test with a reminder that life’s best adventures aren’t always planned.

Then, somewhere along the way—between Bruno’s mash-tun upgrades and my eye rolls—the music started. Literally.

I found myself turning our stories into songs. Silly parodies that captured the humor, chaos, and love that’s been on tap in our marriage for nearly five decades. From “Drivin’ My Drunken Ass Home” to “Beer Makes His Halo Fall Off,” each song became a toast—to us, to love, to laughter, and to the shared sense of ridiculousness that’s kept us smiling since our first date in 1976.

So what can you expect in these pages?

A little romance.
A lot of humor.
True stories about a Belgian-born brewer with a heart of gold—and a kegerator in the dining room.
And a collection of parody songs that prove marriage—like beer—only gets better with time, patience, and the occasional designated driver.
This isn’t just Bruno’s story. And it isn’t just mine.
It’s the story of what happens when two people mix love with laughter and never stop finding joy in the simple things—like a good song, a cold brew, and a life well lived.
So grab a glass, pull up a chair, and enjoy the ride.

It’s been one heck of a journey...
and I can’t wait to share a few laughs along the way.
— Gail
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The Legend in His Own Mind: The Real Bruno
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“Let Me Officially Introduce the Legend.”

Meet Bruno Raes—brewer, dreamer, storyteller, and the man behind the myth he personally keeps alive. Born in Antwerp, Belgium, Bruno maintains that his love of beer is not a hobby but a birthright. Genetic, really. At this point—after decades of research (his), tasting (also his), and unwavering conviction (definitely his)—there’s no sense arguing.

Beer was never forbidden fruit in Bruno’s world; it was practically a food group. When he and his twin sister, Gerda, were twelve, visits to their grandparents in Antwerp came with responsibilities most American kids could only dream of. Armed with a handwritten note from their grandfather, they’d walk to the local brewery and return proudly carrying a wooden crate filled with twenty-four bottles of beer—Bruno gripping one side, Gerda the other, like a pair of preteen pack mules with a very specific mission.

It was the late 1960s, after all—a time when children were allowed in pubs, beer was considered wholesome, and parental approval made everything perfectly acceptable. Bruno didn’t just observe beer culture; he was raised in it. While other kids collected baseball cards, Bruno collected opinions about hops.

Fast forward a few decades and what began as a birthday surprise—a modest home-brewing kit—quickly spiraled into a full-scale operation. Today, Bruno’s brewery occupies sacred ground in the garage, a space where lawn equipment is unwelcome and household storage is strictly prohibited. Inside lives an impressive array of shiny stainless-steel equipment, a kegerator that hums with quiet authority, and a mash tun Bruno regards with something between reverence and romantic devotion.

This is not a garage.
This is a temple.
When he’s not experimenting with new recipes—each one explained in great detail whether requested or not—Bruno can be found conducting what he calls “market research.” This involves visiting local breweries, sampling generously, and offering thoughtful critiques that often begin with, “Now what I would have done...”

He is also deeply committed to convincing friends that Bigfoot is real, that UFO sightings are misunderstood science, and that his mash tun is objectively beautiful. (It has curves. It has purpose. It deserves respect.)

Bruno’s official titles include—but are by no means limited to:
• Chief Brewer of Bruno’s Brewery
• Hops Whisperer
• Mash Tun Admiration Society President
• Founder of the National Association of Husbands Who Claim They Don’t Drink That Much
He is also the (sometimes reluctant) star of several of Gail’s books, appearing in such iconic roles as Bruno in Picnics in the Vineyard and Uncorked; Bruno from Deck 6 in Say It With a Song; Papa Dragon in the Dragon Tales series; and most recently, Bruno vs. Shrub and the HOA: My Life as an HOA Criminal—a cautionary tale documenting how a harmless oleander, a pair of hedge trimmers, and an overzealous HOA rulebook turned an otherwise law-abiding brewer into a wanted man of the neighborhood.

Whether he likes it or not, Bruno has become a recurring character in a growing literary universe—one that captures his charm, his stubbornness, and his uncanny ability to be both completely right and entirely wrong at the same time.

In these stories, he is equal parts hero, cautionary example, and comedic relief, proving again and again that real life is far funnier when you live it boldly... and occasionally argue with authority over shrub height.

Despite all the teasing—and there is plenty—Bruno’s beers are genuinely impressive. Rich, smooth, thoughtfully crafted, and occasionally infused with bourbon-soaked chocolate nibs (because why not?), his creations reflect both skill and heart. These are not beers rushed or bought. They are brewed slowly, deliberately, and with just enough flair to make Bruno smile when he pours the first glass.

And through it all stands his wife—biggest fan, loyal taste tester, designated driver, and loving narrator of his legend. She rolls her eyes often, laughs constantly, and wouldn’t trade him for anything... even if the garage will never again be available for storage.

So raise your glass to Bruno—brewer, ballad muse, myth-maker, and living proof that behind every great story, there’s a man with a beer... and a woman making sure he gets home safely.
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The First Brew
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Because Every Brewer Needs a Ballad (and a Designated Driver)

Bruno was born in Antwerp, Belgium, on September 4, 1954, which means two things: he was practically weaned on beer, and he’s been bragging about it ever since. He swears it’s in his DNA. Honestly, he might be right—if ancestry kits could test for yeast strains, I’m sure his would come back Belgian Golden Ale.

When Bruno was three, his family moved to the United States, bringing with them a long, proud history of beer appreciation. In the Raes family, beer isn’t just a beverage—it’s a way of life. Over the generations, it’s been the centerpiece of every celebration, the comfort in every loss, and apparently, the family vitamin. It’s no surprise that Bruno’s taste in beer has only become more refined over the years.

Fast-forward a few decades to Seattle. We were at a party with our Corvette Club when a friend arrived carrying a dozen bottles of his own craft beer—each one with a handwritten label and the kind of pride usually reserved for newborn babies. Bruno took one sip, and I saw it immediately.
That look.
The uh-oh, here comes a new obsession look.
His 60th birthday was coming up, and I wanted to do something memorable—something more meaningful than another gadget or golf shirt. So I called our friend Jeff, the home-brew hero, and said, “Help me turn my husband into a brewer.”

Jeff didn’t hesitate. He told me to skip the starter kits and go straight for the real deal.

So I drove twenty miles to the brew store he recommended and confessed to the salesman, “I have no idea what half these words mean—but my husband’s about to.” He loaded my car with professional-grade brewing equipment: tubes, pots, thermometers, and gadgets that looked like they belonged in a NASA lab. I somehow managed to sneak everything into the attic, hide it for weeks, and congratulate myself on what I was sure was the perfect surprise.

The big day arrived. I lugged out an enormous gift bag filled with everything a man could need to make beer—except, of course, the patience not to drink it too early. I’d even tucked in recipe books, a pre-packaged hops-and-grains kit, and a few brewing “how-to” guides so he could get started right away.

Bruno tore into the wrapping, eyes wide, grinning like a kid at Christmas...
then suddenly stopped.
“Do you remember when I bought a beer kit from Costco—and ended up returning it?”

I froze.

“What? No... I don’t remember that!”

(Truthfully, I probably did forget. It was somewhere between Costco and the Twilight Zone of gifts-that-didn’t-stick.)

He shrugged. “Yeah, I figured I’d rather drink beer than make it.”

My big smile vanished faster than a bottle of cold lager on a hot day.

“Well,” I said carefully, “it’s all returnable.”

There was a long pause—the
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