FULL OF BLARNEY
John Roche (499 words)
The Roche Family Cruise was winding down. The Ringaskiddy deep water port just outside of Cork, Ireland was the last stop on the twelve-day adventure that started in Amsterdam. After five days in Iceland, there were stops in Belfast, Northern Ireland and Waterford, Ireland. 
But on this day, I was going to scratch one item off of my bucket list. We docked in Cork (Cobh), Ireland on the eleventh day of our vacation. After breakfast, Morgan, Shannon, Peggy and I set down the gangway to the awaiting coach that was going to transport us to the intimate town of Blarney. Blarney is the home of Blarney Castle and the Blarney Stone. Having been raised by an Irish Father (okay, and a Greek mother), it was a life-long wish to kiss the Blarney Stone. An Irish myth has it that kissing the Stone will give you the gift of gab. Weird, yet attractive.
We entered the bus and the tour guide started to spit out her information. As the bus rolled through the beautiful Irish countryside, I was briefed on topics that I did not want to hear. We would be discharged in the town of Blarney, almost a mile from the castle. We would have to walk to the fortress. This was Peggy’s first trip after her knee replacement. So, my hopes started to fade. The host also announced that there was usually a two-to-three-hour line to climb to the top of the palace. 
As the bus approached Blarney, the greenery and trees were so plush that it felt like we were driving through a green tunnel. She announced that we were driving past the Blarney Castle.  There was so much flora that blocked our view. After the upsetting brief that our guide gave us, we decided to just hang around town and wander through the shops. The largest was the Blarney Woolen Mills and we spent some time wandering around the tourist trap (and using our credit cards). We started to fade and decided to look for a lunch spot.  I went on a scouting mission and found The Muskberry Arms, an interesting Irish Pub, a few blocks away from downtown Blarney. The four of us had a happy time over lunch and a few beoirs (Gaelic for beers).  We chatted with the tourists who sat near us and it wound up being a pleasant afternoon in a very green foreign land.
Back on the bus, the route took us once again through the green tunnel. And once again, I didn’t see the castle. The route back to the ship was different, giving us a tour of the city Cork. At this point in my life, all cities pretty much look the same. Only real difference is that the Irish drive on the wrong side of the road.
I may never get back to Eire. It was certainly a fun trip. But my big disappointment was THE KISS I NEVER MADE.  
