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Céad míle fáilte

One hundred thousand welcomes
 

- Irish Greeting 



A Message From Mary

Mo Chara Daor, 

I am delighted to welcome you to the Irish at Heart family, and hope that 
you thoroughly enjoy every moment of your journey through the culture, 
heritage, and history of the Emerald Isle. 

My name is Mary, and I was born and raised in Dublin. I grew up 
amongst the bustling streets of the capital, with long walks along the 
coastline, and family holidays to the rolling green hills and gorgeous 
beaches for which my country is famed. Even though I now live in 
Scotland with my husband and children, Ireland has remained an 
integral part of my identity, and will always hold a piece of my heart. 

It wasn’t until relatively recently 
that I realised that my strong 
connection to this little Celtic island 
was felt not just by those who were 
born there, but by minds and hearts 
from all over the world. Whether 
through genealogy, a treasured 
vacation, or a love of literature – 
there are so many different 
directions in which our hearts can 
be tugged back to this country that 
we all hold so dear. 

It was this shared sense of belonging 
that led to Irish at Heart being born, 
and it gives me such joy to help 
kindle your passion for the Emerald
Isle. Each month we explore Ireland 
through the perspective of a
carefully chosen theme, allowing 
you to connect with this very special 
place in a myriad of different ways. 



A Message From Mary

We start this adventure with our exclusive ‘Welcome Box’, which has been 
carefully curated to open your eyes to unique aspects of Ireland, with the 
promise of more to come! Alongside your little green box, we also create a 
gazette especially focused on each theme. Through recipes, poetry, Irish 
language, and (of course) a good old-fashioned story or two, I hope that I can 
help you delve more deeply behind the inspiration of each month’s offering, and
strengthen that connection that makes you all feel Irish at Heart. 

O Mary le grá,



Recipe of The Month

 

Guinness Cake

What better way to kickstart your Celtic Culinary Creations than with a dessert inspired by the
nectar of Ireland? 

Nigella Lawson brought this wonderful Guinness Cake into my life around 18 years ago, and I
will never stop being thankful for it. It’s my go-to for birthdays, dinner parties, and any other
occasion, and I’ve yet to meet anyone who doesn’t love it. 

Think of a dense but moist sponge, decadently chocolatey with a rich Guinness undertone.  As
if that wasn’t enough to pique the interest of your tastebuds, it’s topped with a light and frothy
cream cheese frosting, which makes for a delicious homage to a pint of the black stuff. 

I’ve actually taken to tweaking the recipe slightly, so as to serve this delicious creation in
cupcake format, and it adds a wonderful whiff of whimsy to a grown-ups party. That being
said, the alcohol burns off in the baking – so these are perfectly suitable for sticky little fingers
as well! 

For the finger buffet friendly version, simply divide the cake mixture amongst 12 full size or
roughly 24 smaller cupcake cases, and bake for a lesser time of 15-20 minutes (when you poke
a toothpick inside it should come out dry, but with a few fudgy crumbs). Then simply pipe your
delicious creamy frosting on top of your cooled creations! 

 

 



250 millilitres guinness
250 grams unsalted butter
75 grams cocoa powder
400 grams caster sugar
150 millilitres sour cream
2 large eggs
1 tablespoon vanilla extract
275 grams plain flour
2½ teaspoons bicarbonate of soda

Guinness Cake
Ingredients (serves 12)

FOR THE CAKE

 
 

 

 

Preheat the oven to gas mark 4/180°C/160°C Fan/350ºF, and butter and line a 23cm / 9
inch springform tin.

Pour the Guinness into a large wide saucepan, add the butter - in spoons or slices - and
heat until the butter's melted, at which time you should whisk in the cocoa and sugar.

Beat the sour cream with the eggs and vanilla and then pour into the brown, buttery,
beery pan and finally whisk in the flour and bicarb.

Pour the cake batter into the greased and lined tin and bake for 45 minutes to an hour.
Leave to cool completely in the tin on a cooling rack, as it is quite a damp cake.

When the cake's cold, sit it on a flat platter or cake stand and get on with the icing.
Lightly whip the cream cheese until smooth, sieve over the icing sugar and cornflour and
then beat to combine.

If using double cream, add it and beat until you have a spreadable consistency. If using
whipping cream, whisk first to soft peaks, add a couple of spoonfuls into the cream
cheese mixture and once this is combined, fold in the rest.

Ice the top of the black cake so that it resembles the frothy top of the famous pint.

 

Method

Recipe of The Month

300 grams cream cheese 
150 grams icing sugar
2 teaspoons of cornflour
125 millilitres double cream or whipping  
cream 

FOR THE TOPPING

 

 

 



 
Ireland is famed across the world for its literary talents, so when it comes to choosing a
poem for our gazette each month, I am generally spoiled for choice! However, what
better way to welcome you into the Irish at Heart family than with the verses that are
emblazoned upon the Irish passport itself? 

The beautifully tranquil  descriptions of nature, and the quiet unassuming life that Yeats
pictures for himself upon these shores echoes what many of us yearn for when we think
of the Emerald Isle. When he states that no matter where he might be, "I hear lake
water lapping with low sounds by the shore", it always reminds me of the strong pull
that I feel to the island on which I was born, and how it will always be a part of me - as
it is for so many. 

The regular ABAB rhyme scheme lends a melodic temperament to the verses, like the
easy ebb and tide of the waters which they describe, making it a simple poem to commit
to memory. 

The Lake Isle of Innisfree is a clear example of the style of the Celtic Revival; a
movement in which artists sought to define Irish identity through words, form and
culture. 

Poem of The Month 

W.B. Yeats is one of Ireland's most
esteemed writers and, in turn, his
poem "The Lake Isle of Innisfree" is
amongst his most treasured works. 

The poem is based on a very real
uninhabited islet, suspended in the
waters of Lough Gill in County Sligo 
 - where the poet holidayed in his
youth. 



Poem of The Month 

The Lake Isle of Innisfree

I will arise and go now, and go to Innisfree,
And a small cabin build there, of clay and wattles made;

Nine bean-rows will I have there, a hive for the honey-bee,
And live alone in the bee-loud glade.

And I shall have some peace there, for peace comes dropping slow,
Dropping from the veils of the morning to where the cricket sings;

There midnight’s all a glimmer, and noon a purple glow,
And evening full of the linnet’s wings.

I will arise and go now, for always night and day
I hear lake water lapping with low sounds by the shore;

While I stand on the roadway, or on the pavements grey,
I hear it in the deep heart’s core.

William Butler Yeats
(1865-1939)



The Irish have a saying for every imaginable occasion; some are heavy with 

wisdom, others offer a lighter perspective on life, with a fair few examples of our 

sharp tongued wit thrown into the mix! 

These proverbs are known as ‘seanfhocail’, and every month I choose a few to 

share with my lovely Irish at Heart subscribers. Whether you learn to speak them

aloud, or simply take inspiration from them in your mind – I hope these Irish idioms 

bring you a little closer to the craic of the Emerald Isle! 

Maireann croí éadrom a bhfad.
A light heart lives a long time.
Mahr-in kree ay-drum ah vod

Is iomaí cor sa tsaol.
There is many a twist in life.
Iss um-ee koor sah tayl

Aithnítear cara i gcruatán.
A friend is known in hardship.
Ah-nee-tur kar-ah ih groo-tawn

Ná bris do loirgín ar stól nach bhfuil i do shlí.
Do not break your shin on a stool that is not in your way.
Naw brish duh lur-geen air stowl nock will ih duh hlee

Níl aon tinteán mar do thinteán féin.
There’s no hearth like your own hearth.
Neel ayn tin-tawn mar duh

Is í an eorna nua tú a fheiceáil.
Seeing you is like seeing the new (season’s) barley.
Iss ee awn oor-nah noo-ah too ah eck-awl

An té a bhíónn siúlach, bíonn scéalach
He who travels has stories to tell 
Awn tay ah veen shoo-lock, been shkay-lock

Seanfhocail



Irish is taught to all schoolchildren across
Ireland, from junior infants all the way up
to 6th year - that's 14 years! So you would
think that most Irish people would be
fluent speakers, but you would be wrong. 

I have been lucky enough to have spent my
school years in Gaelscoileanna (school
taught exclusively through Irish). Now,
after spending all these years only speaking
Irish in school, I have a deep appreciation
and love for the language that I'm unsure I
would've had otherwise. I am grateful to
have been afforded this opportunity and
extremely excited to be able to share my
knowledge with all of you! 

Firstly, let me just say that Irish is not an easy language. If you are reading this then maybe
you have decided to learn Gaeilge or perhaps just equip yourself with a few phrases. Either
way, well done. It's great to have you on board! It's a daunting task, but so rewarding. 

It's important to understand that often times there will be no direct translation from Gaeilge
to Béarla. For instance, "Día dhuit" is used as hello, but if you attempted to translate this
literally it would read as "God to you". This is only a very basic example - there are many,
many more like this. 

This month, we'll be learning essential phrases that every Gaeilgeoir must know. Use this as a
guide to having a simple conversation as Gaeilge.

Once you've mastered these phrases, why not share your knowledge with a friend? Set
yourself a challenge by creating a video conversation showcasing your new proficiency and
upload it to the Irish at Heart Facebook group. Start practicing now, after all tá tús maith
leath den hoibre!
 (A good start is half the work)
  

 

A Little About Me

Cúpla Fócail

Your Monthly Irish Lesson
by Hannah Ní Chathasaigh



Dia dhuit  
Hello
Dee-ah gwit

Dia is muire duit
Hello ( When replying to "Dia dhuit")
Dee-ah iss mur-ah gwit

Conas atá tú?
How are you?
Kun-iss ah-taw too

Cén chaoi a bhfuil tú?
How are you?
Cane kwee a will too?

Tá mé go maith/hiontach/dona/huafásach
I am good/great/bad/awful
Taw may guh maw/heen-tuck/dun-a/who-faw-suck

Cad is ainm duit?
What is your name?
Cod iss an-um dit 

____ is ainm dom
My name is ____ 
____ iss an-um dum

An maith leat cupán tae?
Would you like a cuppa?
Awn maw lat kuh-pawn tay?
 

Cúpla Fócail

Your Monthly Irish Lesson
by Hannah Ní Chathasaigh



Bheadh sin go hálainn
That would be lovely
Veh shin guh haw-lin

Nach bhfuil an aimsir iontach/uafásach?
Isn't the weather wonderful/terrible?
Knock will awn eye-m-shur een-tuck/ew-faw-suck 

Is hea
Yes
Sha

Ní hea
No
Knee ha

Aontaím/ní haontaím leat
I agree/I don't agree with you
Ane-teem/knee hane-teem lat

Ceart go leor
Okay
Kyart guh lore

Ba dheas casadh leat
It was nice meeting you
Bah dass caws-ah lat

Bíodh lá maith agat
Have a nice day
Bee law maw a-gut

Cúpla Fócail

Your Monthly Irish Lesson
by Hannah Ní Chathasaigh



 Más é do thoil é 
Please
Maws ay duh hullay

Go raibh maith agat
Thank you
Guh rih maw a-gut

Tá fáilte romhat
You're welcome
Taw fall-cha rowt

Gabh mo leiscéal
Excuse me
Guh muh lesh-kale

Tá brón orm
I'm sorry
Taw brohn urr-um

Le do thoil
Please
Leh duh hull

Maidin mhaith
Good morning
Modge-in whah 

Oíche mhaith
Goodnight
Ee-ha whaw

Cúpla Fócail

Your Monthly Irish Lesson
by Hannah Ní Chathasaigh



Cúpla Fócail
Your Monthly Irish Lesson
by Hannah Ní Chathasaigh

Now that you’ve got a few Irish terms down pat, let’s see if you can make 
your own. 
Lean ar aghaid, bain triail as! ( Go ahead, give it a try! ) 

Gluais - Glossary ( Glue-sh ) 

Cá bhfuil an … - Where is the … (Kaw will awn)
Cá bhfuil an … is giorra dom - Where is the nearest … (Kaw will awn … iss 
gyur-ah dum) 
An bhfuil cead agam … - Can I have (Awn will kyad ah-gum)
Cén áit ar féidir liom … a cheannach - Where can I buy … (Kayn awtch air 
fa-dur lum … ah hyan-uck) 

Leithreas - Bathroom (Leh-riss)
Teach tabhairne - Pub (Chock tav-er-nah) 
Stáisiún traenach- Train station (Staw-shoon tray-nuck)
Stáisiúin Gardaí - Police station (Staw-shoon gaw-dee)
Óstán - Hotel (Oh-staw)
Léarscáil - Map (Layr-skawl)
Biachlár - Menu (Bee-ah-kloor)
Arán - Bread (Ah-rawn)
Subh - Jam (Suv)
Cáca milis - Cake (Caw-cah mill-ish) 
Scóna - Scone (Scow-nah)
Paicéad criospaí - Packet of crisps (Pack-ayd crisp-ee)
Uisce - Water (Ish-kah)
Pionta - Pint (Pyun-tah) 



We hope you've enjoyed this preview of the Irish at Heart Gazette.
You can get a full copy with over 16 pages of content when you sign

up for an Irish at Heart subscription, where you can get a box of
Ireland delivered to your door for as low as $44!

 
Join today at

JOIN IRISH AT HEART!

A Box of Irish Treasures Every Month

DIRECTLY FROM THE EMERALD ISLE

irshatheart @irish_atheart @irish_atheart

irish-at-heart.com



Seanscéal: An Old Story

 
Centuries before Tchaikovsky's celebrated ballet, a legend of swans and
metamorphosis was being told to children on the knees of their mothers and
fathers all over Ireland. The Children of Lir is one of my very favourite old Irish
tales, and the one that I simply had to share with you all in your welcome
gazette. 
 
It has everything you could want from a bedtime story; from a mythical
kingdom, to an evil stepmother and, of course, an abundance of magic. The
only thing it lacks perhaps is a happy ending, as the story of the Children of Lir,
in all its variations, is a beautifully sad one. It goes something a bit like this: 
 
Once upon a time, long before anyone in Ireland can remember, an ancient
mystical race in Ireland known as the Tuatha Dé Danann elected a man named
Bodb Derg as their King.
 
He was a brave and kind man, and most of his tribe were pleased with the
appointment, but one of his lords, Lir, felt that he himself would be better suited
to the throne and refused to acknowledge Bodh Derg as his ruler. 
 
Most of the tribe were outraged by this show of disrespect, but the King was a
fair man who wished to form a truce with his wayward lord. He offered the hand
of his daughter Aoibh in marriage – a gesture that would bring their families
together and cease any disagreements. Lir accepted the offer, and soon fell
completely in love with his new wife, leaving thoughts of jealousy and rebellion
far behind him. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Children of Lir

Together, the happy couple
had four children – the eldest
Fionnuala, followed by Aodh
and finally two twins Fiachra
and Conn. Sadly Lir’s beloved
Aoibh died bringing the twins
into the world – leaving her
loving family distraught in her
passing. 



Seanscéal: An Old Story 
 

   
King Bodh Derg had grown to love Lir as his own son, and nothing brought him
greater joy than the happiness of his grandchildren. So, in an attempt to mend their
broken hearts, he arranged a marriage between Lir and his other daughter Aoife.
 
While Aoife’s beauty may have resembled her sisters, her nature was nowhere near
as sweet. Initially delighted at her high-ranking marriage, she soon became
dissatisfied with her lot – and jealous of the love and affection that Lir poured upon
her sister’s children. 
 
She seethed in silent resentment, pretending to care for her nieces and nephews as
if they were her own, while all the time plotting on how she could be rid of them
forever – and become the sole object of her husband’s affection. 
 
One morning she took she took the children out on her chariot, telling Lir that she
was taking them to visit their grandfather. On the way she summoned her servants
and commanded them to slaughter the children of whom she was so jealous. 
 
The servants, having known the children for all of their lives and watched them
grow and play, could not bear to hurt them, and refused to obey the wicked
stepmother’s demands. 
 
 
Furious with their disobedience, Aoife lifted the sword herself and carried it to the
chariot to execute her own orders, but when she came face-to-face with their
innocent eyes she knew, that she too, could not go through with it. 
 
Instead she drove on, to a place called Lough Dairbhreach – where the children had
often come to play with their father. Once they reached the banks the four siblings,
oblivious to their stepmother’s intentions, gleefully jumped into the water. 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 

While the children were distracted by their games,
Aoife withdrew a druid’s wand from her pocket
and summoned her powers with a terrible
incantation. She touched the wand to the water
and watched as its power took hold of the
children. Their forms shrank, and their necks
elongated, as beautiful wings burst from their
shoulder blades, and their smooth skin
metamorphosised into velvety-soft, white feathers. 

 



Seanscéal: An Old Story

Once the spell was complete, in the children’s places floated four stunning, but
distressed swans. Fionnuala cried out in horror and, upon realising that she still had
her voice, begged her stepmother to change them back – warning that the
consequences for her would be dire if she refused. 

From the shore Aoife cackled that her spell was so powerful even she could not
reverse it. They must spend three hundred years living in the waters in which they
now swam, then they must pass another three hundred in the cold waters of Sruth
na Maoilé, before waiting out the final three centuries of their sentence at Inis
Gluairé. Only then, when the tolls of the Christians’ bells could be heard in Ireland,
could the spell be lifted. 

She then left them, bound to the water by her spell, the only comfort in her wake
was their sweet melodic voices, which they used to comfort each other in their
despair. 

On appearing at her father’s court, Aoife was greeted by a worried King, who
demanded to know where his grandchildren were. In an attempt to sow distrust
between her father and husband, she responded that Lir had forbade her from
bringing them. 

However the King could not be fooled, and immediately sent word to his son-in-law
that his daughter had appeared without the children, armed with deceptions to
excuse their absence. 

. 



Seanscéal: An Old Story

Upon hearing the news Lir immediately feared the worst and began scouring the
road on the way to King Bodh Derg’s palace. He searched high and low, in every
bush and thicket and it was only as night began to fall that he reached the banks of
Lough Dairbhreach.

Sobbing, he called his children’s names across the water without hope of a
response, when he heard the voice of Fionnuala answering him, he ran towards the
waters in delirious joy. 

His relief was short lived, as he realised the voice had come from one of the
beautiful swans which were resting in the lake and, as they told him their tale, he
saw the horrors his wife had achieved and was consumed with grief. Lir could not
bear to leave his children, and so lay by the water all night, where they consoled
him with their enchanting lullabies. 

. 

When the king found out what his wicked
daughter had done, he was so enraged
that he vowed to design a fate for her that
was more terrible than the one she had
inflicted on the children. And so, feigning
calmness, he asked her to name the most
awful creature she could imagine. No
sooner had the words “a demon of the
night” left her lips, than her father used his
own infinitely superior vein of magic to
turn her into that which she feared most.
He banished her into the sky where she
would roam for all eternity, as the most
awful creature in her own eyes, as well
as her father’s.

With their wicked stepmother out of the
way, the children of Lir passed the first
three-hundred years of their sentence in
relative happiness. Their father visited
them every day, and people came from
far and wide to rejoice in their exquisite
singing, as they swam through the warm
familiar waters.



Seanscéal: An Old Story

Alas, when this time was up they had to leave the life they had made for
themselves, and journey to their new destination as decreed by the curse of Aoife.
Before they took flight their ever-doting grandfather, Bodh Derg, ensured their safety
by declaring a new law - that no man in Ireland may kill a swan. 

The waters of Sruth na Maoilé which ran between Scotland and Ireland were not as
hospitable a resting place as the four swans had become accustomed to. The
winds were colder and crueller, causing the water to be far more turbulent. 

Soon after they arrived, the clouds darkened and the winds rose into an almighty
frenzy, producing the most terrifying storm that any of them had ever experienced.
Despite their best efforts, the siblings were torn apart from one another, and all four
of them were frightened and alone. 

Overtime, the four were reunited once more and from then on weathered out the
storms together, as Fionnuala stretched her wings around her brothers to keep
them close and protect them from harm. 

Finally the nine hundredth anniversary of the wicked stepmother’s curse was upon
them and they were free to roam the lands of Ireland as they pleased. Immediately
they set out for the home they had known as children, desperate to be received by
their kinsman and returned to their human forms. There they discovered the
consequences of the curse that they had not been prepared for. 

At last the day came for the Children
of Lir to seek out the final jail of their
sentence, and they made their way
beyond the coast of today’s County
Mayo, to the waters surrounding the
lonely island of Inis Gluairé.

They spent an isolated three
centuries meandering around the
island, taking company only from
the occasional fishermen who
passed through their waters and
delighted in their beautiful songs. 



Seanscéal: An Old Story

As much as nine hundred years had felt like an eternity as a swan, it was several
more lifetimes for a human, and all that remained of their loved ones were the
crumbling buildings and empty roads that they had left behind. 

Disheartened, the four swans took themselves to Lough Dairbhreach where they
were first imprisoned – resigned to the fact the they would never escape the terrible
fate that had been inflicted upon them there. 

One day, as the Children of Lir were treading on water near the banks, they heard a
deep clanging sound quite unlike anything they had ever heard before. Soon from
between the trees, emerged a man dressed in flowing robes of white, ringing a
large golden bell. His weathered face split into a smile as soon as he saw their
inquisitive faces and came over to speak with them. 

The man introduced himself as a monk named Caomhog, who was helping St.
Patrick in his mission to bring the word of Christianity to the people of Ireland. He
said that he had been searching for the four Children of Lir as soon as he heard of
their plight, and promised he would look after them and teach them the ways of this
new religion. 

He taught them many things while they were in his care, about God, his faith, and
what had come to pass while they were banished. The four swans listened with
rapt attention and were so moved by his kindness and devotion, that they made
him vow – if they were ever to be human again - that he would baptise them as
Christians, so that they could live as he did. 

News of these beautiful singing swans had
travelled all across Ireland, and Deoch the new
bride of King Lairgnen of Connacht demanded that
he bring them to her as a wedding gift. Lairgen
made his way in earnest to the home of Caomhog,
and upon arrival requested that the swans be
entrusted to his care.

The kind monk refused, saying that the Children of
Lir could not be owned, which made the powerful
King extremely angry. He attempted to grab the
swans, but as soon as his fingers made contact
with them, their feathers began to fall off. Their
elegant necks shortened and their sharp beaks
widened into smiles that spread across the faces of
the freshly transformed Children of Lir. 



Seanscéal: An Old Story

However, almost as soon as they had taken up their child-like forms, the effects of
the past nine hundred years began to take their toll and all four children began to
age at an alarming rate. 

Lairgnen fled in terror, while a bony and withered Fionnuala emitted her final swan
song - begging Caomhog to honour his vow before they all succumbed to death. 

The good monk took them to the waters where they had been transformed and
baptised them all as Christians, finally bringing them peace in the moments before
they closed their eyes for a final time -  joining their beloved father, mother and
grandfather.

. 
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