
I will never forget what happened on St Patrick’s Day. It was a grey, overcast day and I was in a nearby 

field looking for some shamrock to pin in my hair for the Dublin City parade. In the middle of the field, I 

spotted a bunch of emerald green shamrock. I trotted over to pick it out of the dry ground. As I bent 

down a glowing green light suddenly shot up from the ground. The glow started to take the shape of a 

body, it looked familiar but as I stood back in astonishment, things became clearer. 

“Hello,” said the glow. 

“Who are you,?” I asked. 

“I am St. Patrick”, said the glow. “Who are you?” 

“My name is Áine”, I said bravely. 

“How are you here?” I asked, “you died hundreds of years ago!” 

“I am only here for until Dusk, I am the ghost of St Patrick. Show me my home, Ireland, Áine!” 

Over the next few hours, the ghost of St Patrick and I time travelled through a history of Ireland. After 

we started moving, I glanced at St Patrick’s face. He seemed confused. I asked him what was wrong.  

“What language is everyone speaking?”, asked St. Patrick. 

“English”, I said, “you should know, you were born in Britain!” 

“Yes”, said the ghost of St Patrick, “but when I died in the fifth century everyone spoke Irish.” 

“Sin scéal eile”, I replied! 

Our next stop was a visit to Dublin Zoo as the ghost of St Patrick said he wanted to see Ireland’s wildlife. 

He looked on curiously at the elephants, rhinoceros and giraffes but what happened next was much to his 

disapproval. 

“I thought I got rid of these”, said St. Patrick pointing annoyingly at the snakes in the reptile house. 

‘Oh, they’re in captivity. There’s no more in the wild.’ I replied. 

On our way to the parade, the ghost of St Patrick saw people drinking black and white liquid. 

‘What’s that black and white liquid?’ said St Patrick. 

That’s Guinness, St Patrick, it’s our famous national drink created by a man called Arthur! We even have 

a day for him like your day! 

“It’s almost time for the parade” I exclaimed.  

‘One more thing,’ asked the ghost of St Patrick. Can you take me to my place of burial, Áine? 

‘Where’s that? I asked. 

‘I would like to go up to Down,’ he answered. 

I started laughing as I thought it was a riddle.  

When he was at his tomb, I told St Patrick how important he was to Ireland and the Irish people. 

‘Everyone loves you here, St Patrick.’ ‘You’re our national saint’! I told him. 

We zoomed back just in time for the parade. As the parade was ending, the sky grew darker. 

‘I must go now but I want you to speak more Irish. I’ll be back in 100 years to check!’ said the ghost of St 

Patrick. 

‘Ceart go leor, Slán.’ I said. And with that he vanished. 


