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There was a fresh breeze blowing in from the Celtic Sea, and white-capped waves were breaking noisily on the rocky Irish shore. Ed Ramsey and his new bride, Tracey Reilly, lounged in the sun on a grassy meadow above the Tramore shoreline, watching seabirds and absorbing the beautiful view as they reflected on their honeymoon in Ireland.

“It must be nice to be a seagull here,” mused Ed. “Just float on the wind and grab a fish for dinner whenever you’re hungry.”

Tracey smiled lazily. “They’re not actually gulls. In fact, the term ‘seagull’ is just jargon. Those are Fulmars, a relative of gulls. They’re in a family with the wonderful name of ‘tubenoses.’” Tracey is an assistant professor of biology at Peterson College in Texas, where Ed also is a faculty member in the music department, and bird ecology is her research specialty.

“Those seemingly carefree birds have a very difficult life. They have to compete for nesting sites on sheer cliffs, and fight off flying marauders like Great Skuas, which steal their prey, eat their eggs and nestlings, and even attack and kill adult birds. But Skuas have to make a living too.”

“And so do we,” Ed said with a sigh. “I love my job, but it’ll be tough going back to work after this trip.”

“It’s been absolutely wonderful, Ed,” she replied, and then kissed him warmly on the cheek. “I hate for it to end. I’ve wanted to see the land of my ancestors for a long time, and this could not have been more perfect. You’ve helped fulfill a dream.”

“And no one was murdered.”

Tracey laughed and said, “You’re right! How did we manage that?”

In the previous year, Ed and Tracey found themselves entangled in two murder mysteries, and the local sheriff in Texas (a close friend of Ed’s) jokingly refers to the couple and Ed’s son from his first marriage as the “Ramsey Detective Agency.”

They stayed a while longer to drink in the scenery before heading back to their room in a local inn. Their plan was to leave for Dublin the next morning and spend the night there before catching their flight back home. They decided to have a drink before selecting on a place for dinner.

“If it’s praise yer wantin’, then die. But if you want blame, marry.”

This was the sage advice given the next afternoon by Colm, the young bartender in the small Dublin pub, when Ed explained that he and Tracey were in Ireland on their honeymoon. Colm was rather short and sported a thick head of curly red hair. Ed sipped his foam-topped pint of Guinness; Tracey preferred a lighter brew and selected a glass of Smithwick’s Red Ale. (Colm said he was impressed that she pronounced it “smid-icks,” like the locals.) They were the only patrons at the bar that early afternoon, so Colm gave them his full attention.

The young bartender said, “I’m glad to hear you kept that pretty Irish family name when you got married, Tracey.” Instantly worried that he might have offended Ed, he quickly added, “Not that there’s anything wrong with the Ramsey name, mind.”

Ed chuckled. “No offense taken, Colm. Tracey is building her scientific reputation, and already has a number of publications with the last name Reilly. We both felt it was appropriate for her to keep her maiden name.”

A relieved Colm asked, “So, what did you two see while on our lovely isle?”

Ed answered first. “Wow, where do I begin. We saw some amazing sights—the Ring of Kerry, the Cliffs of Moher. They both are jaw-droppingly gorgeous. We toured the Waterford crystal factory, and that was great fun.”

“And don’t forget Kilkenny,” Tracey remarked. “The castle and the town were just beautiful.”

Colm asked, “Did you kiss the Blarney Stone?”

Tracey said, “We went there, but decided we didn’t want to wait in line for two hours to go up the tower to the stone, so we walked around the castle and the grounds instead. That was a huge surprise—the gardens are absolutely spectacular, and they just go on and on. And I couldn’t believe how many tropical plants there were.”

Colm said, “Our climate actually is pretty mild, especially away from the coasts. We get plenty of rain, and you can grow quite a variety of flowers here. You should see my mum’s little garden. But she’s got a real green thumb. I think she could grow roses under a barrel.”

Tracey then gazed off and said, “Wouldn’t it be romantic to have lived back then in that big castle, with all the views of the beautiful green hills and countryside?”

Ed answered, “No, thanks. I don’t want to live any time before indoor plumbing. Or Novocaine.” Then after a moment’s thought, “Or Jennifer Lawrence.”

“Right. Definitely not before Jennifer Lawrence,” agreed Colm, leaning against the ancient-looking dark wooden bar on one elbow and resting his chin in his hand.

“All right, you two. You made your point,” Tracey muttered with a chuckle.

“It would be wonderful to know what Blarney Castle looked like in its prime,” said Ed. “It’s very impressive even as a ruin.”

“I hope you enjoyed our good Irish food. A lot better than in Scotland. A man can only eat that haggis stuff if his stomach is beyond all prejudices.” This was greeted with laughs from the two Americans. “And who did the drivin’ on this trip?”

Ed said, “We did all of our traveling by train or bus. Neither of us wanted to try driving on the other side of the road.”

“A very wise decision,” the bartender said, and then added with a wink, “It’s safer fer all of us that way.”

Their glasses were empty by this time, and Tracey said, “It’s so sad that we’re going back home tomorrow. We should have another glass to toast the end of our honeymoon, don’t you think, Ed?”

Colm straightened up and interjected, “If it’s drownin’ yer after, don’t torment yerself with shallow water.” He then placed two small glasses in front of Tracey and Ed and poured each of them a generous portion of Tullamore Dew whiskey. “This is on the house for the newlyweds.”

“That is so sweet of you, Colm. Thank you!” Tracey said. “The only thing lovelier than the Irish scenery was all the Irish people we met.” Then she touched her glass to Ed’s and said, “Sláinte.”

“Long life and contentment,” responded Ed, using the Reilly family toast he learned from Tracey while they were dating.

“This is the perfect farewell drink, Colm. Ed and I visited the Tullamore Dew distillery and got to taste their whiskey. It’s delicious. We even got complimentary little thistle-shaped glasses with their logo.”

“We’ve got lovely whiskey here in Ireland. But I believe Tully is my favorite.”

Tracey replied with a smug grin, “Yes, you’ve got wonderful uisce beatha here.”

“Tracey, you even know that whiskey in Celtic is ‘water of life.’” Colm beamed. “I swear, you should spend your days with me instead of headin’ back to America with Ed.”

Tracey smiled, and then turned on an Irish brogue, “Sure and yer a head-turner, Colm. But it’s m’ husband I’ll be goin’ home with.”

Ed and Colm looked at her with surprise. She said, without the Irish accent, “Both of my father’s parents were born in Dublin. My brother and I loved to hear them talk when we were little, and we used to practice sounding like them. I guess I haven’t completely lost the knack.”

They finished their drinks, said their goodbye to Colm, and walked back to their hotel. Once in the room, Tracey headed straight to the bathroom, while Ed took their cell phones out of the small backpacks they carried. They agreed at the start of the trip that the phones would be turned off except for checking the weather, looking up information on the places they visited, and so on.

Tracey and Ed were married in Texas in a small, private ceremony with just some friends and immediate family: Ed’s 20-year-old son, Rob, nicknamed “Frosty” by his friends because of his love of poetry (as a nod to “Robert Frost”); Tracey’s mother, who flew in from Buffalo; and Ed’s sister and her husband, who made the trip from their home in Tennessee. The newlyweds delayed their honeymoon a few weeks until the spring semester ended at Peterson College in mid-May. There was to be no checking of work email or phone messages until the trip was over. But Ed thought this was close enough to the end of their honeymoon to peek. He had just turned his phone on when Tracey emerged.

“This is a very nice hotel, but I won’t miss that bathroom. Why the heck do hotels put the toilet paper dispenser in a place that only a Cirque du Soleil performer can reach? Sheesh.”

Ed said, “I thought it would be okay to check my phone for messages, but leave the email until we’re back in the states.”

“That sounds fine. Hand me my phone and I’ll check too.” She turned on her phone and saw that the most recent call she received was from her mother. She decided to check that recording first.

Ed was listening to his messages when he saw Tracey’s eyes go wide as she held the phone to her ear. This frightened him, fearing that she’d gotten bad news.

“What is it, sweetheart? Is something wrong?”

“No, nothing is wrong. Mom called, and what she said stunned me. Here, listen,” she said, handing her phone to Ed. She still looked rattled from what she heard.

“Hi, honey. I hope you and Ed are having a wonderful time. I’m sure you are, and I can’t wait to hear all about it. Well, not all about it, of course.” Ed grinned at this last comment, remembering Claire Reilly’s devilish sense of humor. “I hope you’re sitting down because I have some very surprising news. Frank called me this morning. He wants to come visit me and make amends. Tracey, he sounded so good. I am so anxious to see him again!”

Frank is Tracey’s older brother who disappeared several years ago without a word to her or her mother. He had recently graduated from a local college, and his mother hoped he would find work in the area. But he had grown increasingly distant from his family and friends, and no one knew exactly what had been troubling him. Claire was saddened and hurt by her son’s sudden and mysterious departure, and Tracey could hear the joy in her voice at the prospect of Frank’s return, at least for the immediate future.

The phone message continued. “He wasn’t sure when he’d get to Buffalo, but he thought it would be in less than a week. He’s currently in Florida and is going to drive here. He asked me to congratulate you on your marriage, and he said he’s looking forward to meeting Ed. I’m sorry to give you this news in a phone message, but I wanted you to know as soon as possible. Call me when you’re back home and I’ll tell you all about it. Give my sweet new son-in-law a hug for me. Have a safe trip home! I love you both.”

When the message ended, Ed said, “Wow. That’s a shocker.”

“It sure is. Naturally, I’m thrilled that Frank’s going to be back in our lives again. But, at the same time, I don’t want to get my hopes up that he’s changed that much. I’d hate to see Mom hurt all over again.”

“And you have no idea why he bolted in the first place?”

“Not really. He was always quiet, and kind of aloof. He worked for about five years before going to college; I was already in grad school. Despite being kind of a loner he seemed to be happy enough. Then after he graduated from college his moods quickly got darker. When he left, Mom and I didn’t even know if ...” Tracey paused because she was getting choked up. She took a deep breath to calm herself and continued. “We didn’t even know if he was still alive.”

Ed put his arms about her and said, “Well, there’s no reason to look at this other than as good news. Let’s not worry about worst-case scenarios. I’m anxious to meet my new brother-in-law.”

They decided on a quick dinner at the hotel’s restaurant, and then got started on packing for their trip back to Texas. Tracey was worried about how to pack their souvenir glasses from the Tullamore Dew distillery, but Ed said he had a plan. She watched as he dropped each into one of his socks from their dirty laundry bag and tucked them into the toes of a pair of his shoes.

“That ought to protect them on the way home, don’t you think?” he said proudly.

“I suppose so. Remind me to wash those glasses really well when we get back. And we should give ourselves plenty of time to get to the airport in the morning. I’ll set the alarm for five o’clock.”

“Hmm, five o’clock. I think two large glasses of water should do it.”

“Huh?” asked a puzzled Tracey.

“That’s a way I set an alarm. After that amount of water, I’ll have to wake up at around five to pee.”

“Whatever works for you, my loony husband,” she replied, mussing his hair and kissing him affectionately on the forehead.
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Ed and Tracey decided to live in Ed’s house since Tracey was renting her previous home. When they returned from their honeymoon late in the evening, they found the front entrance to their ranch-style brick house adorned with a large paper banner proclaiming, “Congratulations, Dad and Tracey!” As soon as they parked the car in the driveway, Frosty came out of the house with a big smile on his face. He was wearing a T-shirt that asked, If I correct your grammar, will you think fewer of me?

“Welcome home! I figured the matrimonially neoteric couple would be beat after the long trip, so I made a fresh pot of coffee and grabbed some assorted pastries from Hole Notes bakery.”

Ed affectionately hugged his son, happy once again to hear Frosty’s somewhat over-the-top manner of speaking, which he honed, sometimes to the dismay of family and friends. Tracey also embraced Frosty and asked, “How is Raven doing? I hope she wasn’t too much trouble.” Raven is Tracey’s green-eyed black cat that Frosty took care of while house-sitting for the couple while they were in Ireland.

“She’s great.” He then added, “I’m sure Raven missed you, but since she’s a cat she probably won’t let on.”

Frosty helped carry their luggage into the house, and then they all sat at the kitchen table and enjoyed the coffee and baked goods. After a few minutes, Raven made her entrance and leisurely rubbed around Tracey’s legs before jumping onto Ed’s lap and curling up.

“Why, you little traitor!” Tracey said to the cat with mock indignation.

“Sorry, Trace,” Ed said. “I just have this way with women.”

“If this Danish wasn’t so delicious, I’d throw it at you,” she responded with a broad grin.

“Well, look at the time,” Frosty said theatrically. “It looks like you lovebirds need some time alone.”

Ed and Tracey both laughed, and then Ed said, “The truth is that we’re both pretty worn out and not likely to be very good company for you, son.”

Tracey declared, “It was so sweet of you to have these treats waiting for us, Frosty. And also for taking care of that little strumpet,” she added, pointing at Raven.

“Twas my pleasure to mind yon feline jezebel,” Frosty said with a bow of his head. “I’ll actually miss her when I’m back in my apartment. Brooke was rather smitten with her too.” Brooke Morris is Frosty’s girlfriend. “No pets allowed though, so I’ll just have to visit Raven once in a while.”

With that, the tall, tousled-haired young man said his goodbyes and drove back to his apartment.

“Well, here we are,” said a tired but contented Tracey. “You, me, and a spoiled cat.” She got up, walked behind Ed and put her arms around his neck. “I wonder what the future holds.”

Ed put his hands lovingly over her arms and said, “Tonight’s future isn’t going to last long. But tomorrow let’s think about heading up to Buffalo. I’d love to see your mother again, and I definitely want to meet my brother-in-law once we know when he’s arriving.”

“That is so sweet! It’s a little hard to think of traveling anywhere at the moment, but I can’t wait to see Frank again after all this time.”

“I’ve had enough of airplanes for a while. We can drive there rather than fly. It’ll take a couple of days, but it might be fun.” He then added, “We can get to know each other a little better.”

Tracey laughed. “That would be nice, since I know so little about you.”

With a mischievous grin, “And we could do honeymoon stuff in your old room. That might be kind of thrilling.”

Tracey responded, “Cool your jets, mister. Mom’s room is right across the hall from my old room. We’re not going to do any ‘honeymoon stuff’ on this trip!”

Ed acted appropriately reproached, and then added, “Of course, driving also makes it easier for me to bring my guitar so I can jam at the Colored Musicians Club again.”

“Oh, now I understand your logic, Ramsey, you sly devil.”

“See, you’re learning more about me every day.”

Tracey called her mother the next morning to let her know they had returned safely. She found out that Frank planned to be in Buffalo about two days from now. When Tracey told her of their plan to drive up, Claire said that nothing would make her happier than to have both her children home again, along with her new son-in-law. They decided to leave as soon as they heard that Frank had arrived. Ed called Frosty to let him know that he had house- and cat-sitting duty again, and the young Ramsey said he’d be happy to resume those responsibilities.

The home phone rang as Ed and Tracey were sitting on their deck later that afternoon enjoying iced tea. Tracey went in and answered.

The caller said, “Hi, this is DeAngelo Martin. Is Mr. Ramsey available?”

“Dee! It’s great to hear your voice! This is Tracey. We actually just got back from our honeymoon yesterday, and we were sitting outside enjoying some Texas sun. Let me pass the phone to him.”

She handed the phone to Ed, explaining who called.

“Dee! Hey, man, how are you?”

DeAngelo is a pianist and a recent graduate of Peterson College’s jazz music program. He was one of Ed’s favorite students, and he now was attending the prestigious Berklee College of Music in Boston, where Ed previously earned a music degree.

“I’m doing great, Mr. Ramsey. Congrats on the wedding!”

“No more ‘Mr. Ramsey,’ dude. We’re colleagues now, so it’s ‘Ed.’”

“Okay... Ed. But I’ll have to get used to that. I haven’t talked to you since I graduated and I just thought I’d call to see how you’re doing. Tracey’s a wonderful lady, man. That’s great that you’re officially hitched now.”

They then talked about current students in the Peterson music program, Ed’s recent guitar gigs, DeAngelo’s music classes, and how he likes Boston.

“So, classes are over for the summer, right, Dee?”

“Uh-huh. I don’t have any immediate plans. I thought I’d hang here for a few more weeks, maybe find some gig opportunities, and then fly down to Texas to visit my folks later this summer.”

Ed paused as an idea took root in his head.

“You still there, Ed?”

“Yeah, sorry. I just had a thought. Tracey and I are driving up to Buffalo in a couple of days to see her family. There’s an amazing little jazz club there called the Colored Musicians Club, and they host a jam every Sunday. An incredible number of legendary jazz cats have played there over the years. What do you say to letting me buy you a plane ticket from Boston to Buffalo, and you join me for a jam? It’s a short flight and shouldn’t be very expensive.”

“Wow! You mean it? That would be awesome. And I’m even colored. Did you know that?”

Ed burst out laughing. “I do seem to remember that, Dee. And yes, I’m serious if you’re interested. I’d love the chance to show off one of Peterson’s most talented graduates. I’m guessing that Tracey’s mom can put you up for a few days with us, if that’s okay with you.”

When Ed hung up, he told Tracey of his plan, hoping she wouldn’t be upset that he set things up without consulting her.

“That’s a great idea,” she exclaimed. “Mom has had more people than this in that house before, so I’m sure it’ll be no problem to squeeze Dee in. He’s so sweet—Mom will love him. And there’s still a piano in the house from when Frank and I took some lessons when we were little. You and Dee can practice together while I spend time with Frank and Mom.”

They started making their plans to drive to New York, and Ed went online to check on flights between Boston and Buffalo.

Three days later, Ed and Tracey arrived at her mother’s home after long days of driving. Like the other houses in the neighborhood, Tracey’s childhood dwelling was a two-story house with wood siding and a porch that spanned the whole front.

During their drive, a very happy Claire had called Tracey and told her Frank had arrived the previous night. DeAngelo would not arrive at the Buffalo airport until the next evening, so they would have a nice amount of time for just the family to visit. Tracey was excited about seeing Frank, but nervous too. She wondered if he’d changed, and hoped that he had—for the better. They pulled into the driveway, grabbed a few pieces of their luggage, and walked up to the porch. Tracey had a lump in her throat as she approached the front door. Her mother had been watching for them and ran out onto the front porch.

“Tracey! You made it!” Claire grabbed her and hugged her tightly. Ed was next in line for motherly affection, receiving an equally warm hug and a kiss on the cheek. They went into the house, and Ed saw Tracey stiffen as a tall, slender man walked out of the living room. Frank was strikingly handsome, with the same dark hair and blue eyes that Tracey sported.

“Hello, Sis. It’s been too long,” he said quietly with a warm smile. Tracey dashed across the room and wrapped her arms around him. Ed could see her body quivering as she made little sobbing sounds.

She stepped back to look at her brother and said, “Oh, Frank. It’s so wonderful to see you again. I didn’t know... Mom and I never knew...”

But she couldn’t finish before hugging him again. Ed put his arm around Claire’s shoulder as they watched the heart-warming reunion. He saw her dab at a happy tear that had trickled down her cheek.

Frank managed to extricate his right arm from his sister’s embrace and extended it toward Ed. “It’s great to meet you, Ed. Mom’s told me wonderful things about you. You must be special if Tracey allowed you to catch her.”

Ed returned the firm handshake and said, “Thanks, Frank. I’m delighted to meet you too.” He added with a wink at Tracey, “And it’s far from clear who caught whom in this marriage.”

As Ed and Frank spoke, Claire regained her composure, and then took charge of the situation.

“Okay, you two,” she said, looking at the newlyweds. “You’ll be in Tracey’s old room. Frank has already moved into his room, and DeAngelo can stay in the small guest room when he gets here tomorrow. You must be hungry and, unless your noses have stopped working, you’ve probably guessed that I made corned beef and cabbage for dinner. I always buy a few extra packs of corned beef around St. Patrick’s Day and stick them in the freezer for later in the year. I know it’s not strictly an Irish dish, but I still thought it would be a nice meal to celebrate a reunion of my Irish family. And also very appropriate, given where you spent your honeymoon.”

“That sounds great, Mom. And we are hungry,” said Tracey.

Tracey and Ed then took their suitcases and the guitar he brought up to their room. Tracey went into the bathroom and splashed some water on her face to rinse off the tears she’d shed. After they unpacked, they put on fresh clothes.

While they were dressing, Ed gently said, “This must be hard for you, seeing Frank after all this time and not knowing why he left. Your Mom hasn’t given you any clue in her phone calls?” Tracey only pursed her lips and shook her head, so Ed continued. “Let’s keep the conversation light at dinner. Maybe we’ll all be more relaxed afterward, and we can try to learn more about what led Frank to leave. And what he’s been doing all that time.”

“That’s what I was thinking too. We certainly don’t want to make Frank uncomfortable after he made the effort to come back home. It’s hard to forgive the way he left, but I also respect the guts it took for him to return to make amends.” Then she added with a sweet smile, “And he looks so wonderful, Ed.” They then made their way downstairs.

“That dinner was delicious, Claire,” Ed told Tracey’s mother.

“Glad you enjoyed it. Corned beef is really a perfect meal for a small crowd. Just chuck everything in a pot, cover it, and forget about it for a few hours.”

Tracey added, “We tried coddle at a pub in Dublin, which is a traditional boiled ham dinner that’s similar to this. I read that it’s the reason that Irish immigrants in New York City embraced boiled corned beef.”

To the three seated at the dining room table, Claire said, “Why don’t you go sit in
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