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Una Leonard is the owner and founder of 2210 Patisserie, a speciality shop and online business selling delicious baked goodies and custom celebration and wedding cakes.


Una pursued a degree in culinary arts and business, which developed her artistic skills and knowledge of the industry. Upon receiving her degree, Una began her baking enterprise at home in her mother’s kitchen, initially fulfilling orders from family and friends, putting the years of hard work at college into practice.


One day in 2015 while exploring Mullingar town, Una passed an empty shop front – which led to the idea of opening a café. In the weeks and months to follow, Una, at just twenty-two years old, opened the doors of 2210 Patisserie, her simple goal being to bake cakes (and this is still the case!).


The business went from strength to strength and now 2210 Patisserie is well-established in the town of Mullingar, supporting the local community and local businesses. Una is supported by a full team running the show, from office staff and the team running the website and online business, to a full kitchen outfit and the speciality baristas mastering the coffee machine, and 2210 Patisserie caters to customers from all over Ireland.
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To all the amazing, strong, supportive women
in my life, past and present.


Mam, Joan, Orla and Eimear – by my side from day one.


And to the 2210 Patisserie team through the years – my
superstars! This book would not exist without you!
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[image: My Story]


I’m just a girl who grew up in the countryside with a beautiful, supportive family and had a fun childhood.


My two sisters, Joan and Orla, my brother, Niall, and I grew up in rural Westmeath with our parents, Pauline and John, and our Granny, Dotie (her name was Mary, but everyone called her Dotie).


We came from a home without any chocolate bars or sweets in the cupboard as my mam always baked our treats – and bread. Obviously as kids we thought we were deprived of all the nice things – it was only in later years that we realised how lucky we really were. Nothing we have now can replace what we had back then, especially the smell of a freshly baked apple tart on a Sunday afternoon served with a scoop of ice cream!


From a young age I had this obsession with food photography, recipes that came in magazines or the newspaper and of course cookbooks. I filled many scrapbooks with recipes and even developed some of my own, most of which are still boxed up somewhere in Mam’s attic. I loved to spend hours flicking through pictures and just quickly glancing at the recipe before announcing to Mam I was going to bake or cook something nice for us all. I was never one for following the instructions, so it was hit or miss. I just tried to replicate what I had seen in the pictures, said a prayer and hoped for the best [image: image].


My summer days as a youngster and teenager were spent playing camogie – a sport still very close to my heart – and every Sunday we all squeezed into the car to traipse around the country to watch a hurling or football game with Mam and Dad. Sounds delightful, but you put four kids in the back of a car and see what happens (ha ha). Luckily, I have such fond memories of this time and feel so privileged to have got to see so many games which only made my love for the sport grow!
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Secondary school was a happy time for me and was filled with sport, friends and boys. I respected all my teachers and had a big group of friends. I also got my first job at the age of fifteen in a local bar collecting glasses. I worked there every weekend saving for my first car. Sadly, like many teenagers in the later years of secondary school, I found myself obsessing over how I looked. I developed this fear of eating in front of people and my mind ran with thoughts of what people were thinking and saying about me. It got to a stage that one of my teachers would hold me back in her classroom for ten minutes at the big lunch break and we would eat our lunch together. The days she didn’t do this were the days I didn’t eat lunch.
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I was absolutely chuffed with myself when I got my first option on the CAO to study culinary arts and business in Galway. I was seventeen years old and about to move to Galway on my own to make new friends and live the college life. I could feel the freedom, the excitement of a new adventure – these were going to be the best years of my life! Unfortunately the reality was very different for me. Things changed when I tried to transition into my new life; when the security of what I had known for so long was suddenly gone. I didn’t have Mam waking me up each morning – I can still hear her coming down the hall, calling ‘Rise and shine, it’s time for school!’ – and I wasn’t coming home to her dinners every evening. I also lost the security you feel when you go to bed at night in your home. It was a rocky start, and I was struggling. I didn’t make friends as easily in college. I felt like I didn’t fit in at all and there were some things happening around me that I didn’t want to fit in with. It felt like there was a lot of pressure to act a certain way and do certain things – and I didn’t want to be involved. It was a very lonely time.


I rushed back home every weekend as I had started a new job a few months earlier in a restaurant in Mullingar as a commis chef. I LOVED it. I loved being in the kitchen and felt like I was part of a team, I was learning every day and I took such pride in my work. At the time the country was in a recession and college was not cheap. My parents had four of us in college and I did not want to put pressure on them as I knew they didn’t have much money. I came home from college every Wednesday evening or Thursday morning after my double accounting lecture and worked through until Sunday evening when I returned to college. I was always on the move from work to college, trying to fit in playing camogie and most of all getting to see my family and new baby nephew, Conor. I did not have much downtime, but I do think I was distracting myself from my own thoughts.


The 4th of October 2011 was the day my beloved Granny Leonard, ‘Dotie’, went to heaven. Granny lived with us my whole life – or should I say we lived with her. My childhood revolved around this woman. I could never imagine a life without her. Every Saturday Mam and Dad had the morning off, so the four of us children made the tradition of walking through the door in our hallway that brought us directly to Granny’s ‘house’ – her bedroom to be exact. I cannot tell you how many times we got in trouble for jumping across her bed to get to the door that took you to a small kitchen with a roaring hot range and Granny singing ‘I’ll Tell My Ma’ [image: image]. Occasionally you would smell rubber burning, but that would just be Granny’s slippers in the range ‘warming up’ until they were fully melted! (Ha ha.)
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In the corner her four-ring electric cooker (which was on its very last legs) would be sizzling with fried eggs, black pudding, sausages, rashers – the whole lot. The table would be set for the four of us and the brown bread would be fresh out of the oven. She pretended to be stressed on a few occasions, but when I thought back I just remembered that smile on her face and the pure happiness she had when we were all fighting for the last sausage. I will never forget those mornings. Many years later, when she had Alzheimer’s, sadly she thought we were still children and she still made the Saturday fry as if it was like when we were small. The eggs had been cooked four hours earlier, and the sausages were shrunk like prunes, but it made her happy, so we stomached it. Or should I say the others did – I never liked the frys, so she always had a fresh bowl of Coco Pops for me!


When you are a child, you cannot imagine a life without a person you look up to and love so dearly, the way I loved Granny. Losing her was my first big blow of grief as an adult. It was also the trigger for me. For so long I was holding on by a thread, but I lost my grip and plunged into a deep depression. The best days of my life had turned into the worst days of my life without me even noticing.


When I look back on those years, I remember very little. I’m not sure if that is because I refused to eat and was so malnourished or because my body was going through so much hurt and pain that I blocked it out. I just remember hating myself so much. I remember in the early days of this not eating, I hoped I would fade away into nothing with no one noticing. I ate maybe one small bowl of peas a day, or an apple if I felt I was going to faint. I was never alert. I showed up to college, work and camogie but it wasn’t me – it was just a shell standing there with an emptiness inside and a smile on the outside.


To my dismay, my plan of fading away didn’t work – it actually gained attention. This caused me even more distress and so the panic attacks started. I remember the first time I lost control of my body. I was in college, dressed up like a chef (as they make you do: full-on whites, ties, hat, the whole lot) and we were in a practical cooking class. I usually enjoyed these classes, but this day that changed. It was coming to the end of the class, as we were plating up our dishes that we had spent the past four hours cooking. I cannot remember exactly what I had cooked that day, but I know there was some sort of lamb and corn bread on the plates. Everyone’s favourite part of the class was when we got to taste the dishes. I stood to the back of the group. My hands were stone cold, my body was freezing, but the kitchen was piping hot and everyone else had their sleeves rolled up and a few buttons undone on the whites with the ties off. They all scrambled to get knives and forks as I lost my breath. I could feel it caught in the pit of my stomach. I tried to take small breaths, but I couldn’t. I did not want attention and just looked at my lecturer and walked straight out of the class and into the changing rooms. I had no control, I was trembling, breathless, lost and empty and the only way I could soothe myself was with the thoughts of running away and never having to come back again.


I was fading away, not just on the outside, but on the inside too. The panic attacks were becoming more frequent and the soothing thoughts of running away darkened into thoughts of leaving this world for good.


I recall my sister Orla experiencing me having a panic attack for the first time. We were on a night out with friends. At this stage my family could see I was losing weight and presumed it was just because I was so busy coming and going all the time; they did not know what was going on in my head, but to be honest I didn’t know at the time either. Orla came to my rescue that night and helped me breathe through the shortness of breath and tears. I cannot remember the trigger for this panic attack, but they were happening so frequently at that stage. She sat me down on a cold window ledge and promised the next day we would go and get me some help, and we did.


Orla drove me over to A&E in Navan general hospital on the Monday of the October bank holiday in 2012. We sat for hours in a silence of fear for what was to come and the journey that was ahead. We got called into a small room with a nurse who asked me a few questions. I was terrified. I burst into tears and explained to her that I didn’t sleep, I couldn’t breathe, I didn’t eat and I hated myself!


I could see Orla in the corner of the room sitting with her ever-so-calm face and a small tear dripping from her left eye as she could see how broken I was. The nurse reassured me and spoke to Orla about getting professional help. We waited a short time then we were called back into another room. This time our kind nurse was accompanied by a man, a psychologist.


I trembled as the nurse sat on one side of me and Orla on the other. The questions came. I held my head down as I watched the tears drip into my cold hands. ‘Una, do you ever have suicidal thoughts or ever think you would harm yourself?’ the man asked. At this stage I was scratching one hand with my nails to the stage they were nearly bleeding, I didn’t want to be here, I just wanted to curl up at home in the dark as I had been doing for weeks. I told the man the only time I felt any type of peace is when I thought about my death. I told him how I, the week before, had a letter written for my sisters, my mam and my little nephew. I’d been on top of the world and felt like myself for the first time in months because I had finally come to the decision; I was going to be free from it all.


I remember being able to breathe freely and deeply that day the previous week, I told him, as I sat on the small step at the front door of my family home, listening to the hustle and bustle of my dad and brother working away. I had felt a glimmer of happiness, I think. I was happy with my decision to leave this world and take the burden off everyone. I went down to my sister and nephew, as they had now moved into Granny’s flat at the end of the house, and I got all the cuddles off baby Conor as he looked up to me with his big brown eyes. I had a laugh with Orla that day as we drank tea and caught up on the gossip. I went back up to my room, which was dark at this stage, and Mam came in to try and help me sleep, which had turned out to be a regular occurrence at this stage. She lay beside me. She could not see the tears in my eyes. When she left, I said a little prayer to God that they would be all safe. Then I took out the packets of painkillers and whatever tablets I’d been able to keep together. There was a good handful of them. I put them all in my mouth, chewed them and drank them down. I’d woken up late the next morning lightheaded, dizzy, faint and sleepy. I was puking bile from my stomach as there was nothing else there and I was horrified that I was that useless I couldn’t even kill myself!


After our trip to A&E, Orla alerted my family to how bad things really were. They had noticed I took a trip to the bathroom after any food I consumed, but no one questioned it. Mam had known things were bad, as she was the only person I was really talking to back then, but obviously I had kept some details from her. At this stage I was continuing with my normal day-to-day life. I had started to work in the kitchen of Neven Maguire’s Macnean House and Restaurant in Blacklion village a few months earlier. It was a dream come true for me. The one thing that didn’t change throughout this breakdown was my love for work. I felt privileged to be there and put my head down every day, absorbing all the new skills a young chef would want. Mam made a call to the restaurant to tell them I was sick and wouldn’t be returning for a little while. I was signed up to a rehab programme and there were support systems put in place, one of which was counselling.


A few weeks later, I went to my first counselling appointment. I remember the day like it was yesterday. It was in Trim, County Meath, on the second floor of a beautiful stone building in the town. Mam drove me over and there was complete silence in the car. I felt as if I was being brought to the principal’s office after doing something terribly bad at school. I did not feel good about this, although after emotional pleas from my heartbroken family to have the Una they knew and loved back, I wanted to get help, I wanted to come back. I hesitantly walked up the stairs into a large bright room with some warm orange colours, a nice sofa to the left and two large armchairs. A pleasant woman in her mid-fifties with short blonde hair and caring eyes brought me over to the sofa and offered me a seat.


She asked me a few questions about my mood and how I was feeling daily, but I had very little to say on this subject as I had no feelings – I was numb. We went on to talk about incidents that had happened over the past few months just before and after the death of my Granny and she called these the ‘trigger’. I was not able to speak – I cried and cried – and every time she spoke and probed another topic, I could feel the panic in me rising. I couldn’t breathe. It was all too much.


That afternoon when I got home I was exhausted and fragile. My mind was racing, and I was fighting myself. I was thinking about everything the woman had said to me and I couldn’t digest it all. I announced to Mam as soon as we got home that I would go for a nap, so I took my feeble body to my bedroom. As my mind raced, I tried to self soothe by scraping my hands, scratching away as if I had hives. It was not helping, I needed this to stop. I remembered I had been given sleeping tablets and some medication for my panic attacks. I went scrabbling for them all over my room and only found four tablets in total as Mam wouldn’t have given me any more the previous night. I knew there would be more tablets of some kind in my room somewhere and eventually I found Difene and painkillers in my sports press from an injury I’d had months previously. I took everything!


The next thing I remember is waking up in hospital and seeing the heartbreak and worry in my parents’ eyes.


My rehab and medical assistance started. There were to be no medicines kept in arm’s reach of me in the house. Nurses visited us daily to administer my medication and check in on me. I was at my all-time lowest. I had hit rock bottom and there was no light when I looked up. My family tiptoed around me, and I stayed in a dark room crying daily. I was so fed up; why was I still here? I was angry, annoyed and paranoid. I would not speak to any of my friends, I wondered why my family kept coming into my room to see me, and every time my mam was on the phone I tried to listen in, certain she would be talking about me. I knew she was, I was so annoyed with her for keeping people updated about my shite situation. I didn’t want to be there looking like I was crying for help – I wasn’t! They should all have been gathered around at my funeral right now!


After a few weeks of rehab and taking my medicines I felt ready to go back to work. I needed a reason to get up every day and I always loved work. I begged and pleaded to go back. I felt like I was letting people down by not being there. Mam was in contact with the team in Neven’s kitchen and everyone agreed I could go back. I cannot even begin to tell you how amazing and supportive they were. I am only hearing about it now, as Mam tells me about the contact she had with them. It was about a one-hour-and-forty-five-minute drive to Blacklion and I stayed up there in a house by myself, not far from the restaurant. It was a Sunday morning, only a few weeks from Christmas, and I was back on the familiar road. As I drove closer to Blacklion the fear crept in. I remember getting as far as Derrylin, just across the border, and the breathlessness began: it was happening again. I had spent the last few weeks sheltered in the comforts of home with few panic attacks but little interaction with the outside world. I was on medication that I felt would protect me from these, but I also had emergency Valium for occasions like this. I pulled my car over outside a garage that sold agricultural machinery and tried to breathe. I felt as if my lungs were tied, my body was in shock and the tears ran from my eyes. I was scratching away at my hands, and I soothed myself enough to be able to ring Mam. She talked to me and assured me everything was going to be okay, then directed me to where she had put the little bag of two Valium tablets that would calm me down until she got to me.


When Mam saw my name pop up on her phone she knew. She was just about to walk into mass and turned on her heel knowing there was something wrong. Mam normally never has her phone with her, but she recalls it never leaving her side at that time when I was away. Her heart stopped beating every time she got a call, not knowing what news she was going to receive. That day she packed a bag, left home and moved to Blacklion to mind her little girl.


My mam saved my life, and I will forever be grateful. She held me every night as I was having terrors, she made sure I was taking my medication, she even cooked me my bowl of peas each day. She was there to keep me alive and get me home safe.


I finished up work in Blacklion on Christmas Eve and wasn’t to return. I absolutely loved it there, but I needed to be closer to home. I was still checking into a rehab clinic in Trim every few weeks at this stage.


My little nephew Conor had been born on the 2nd of February 2010 and his third birthday was approaching. Yes, this is where the name 2210 Patisserie came from! I had made his cake in previous years but it was just a plain sponge cake. This year I asked him what he wanted, and he said ‘A John Deere tractor’. I was only delighted to start researching and take the challenge of my first fondant iced cake. I didn’t have a clue what I was doing. I looked at YouTube videos and pulled out some cake decorating magazines I had kept. I was weeks prepping for this cake. I went to a cake decorating store to pick up the few bits I needed (it cost me a fortune, ha ha), I sent Mam to another store with a list of ingredients, I got a small John Deere tractor Conor had at home and used it as my model, and I took over one end of Mam’s kitchen table for three days as I carved, rolled, shaped and painted my first ever fondant cake.


[image: image]


And so it began. I had a purpose. I woke up each morning with a challenge, whether that was to bake a cake, test out a buttercream recipe, perfect my chocolate biscuit cake or create a fondant iced cake a neighbour or friend had asked me to make. It was as if someone had just turned on a light! I was by no means ‘better’, but there was the odd ‘good’ day thrown in among all the bad days. I lived in hope for those days. I had something to talk to people about now that didn’t include my mental health. I could talk about how I made the bow on the cake or how busy I was in the kitchen. Mam also stopped tiptoeing around me, and we started fighting again over me taking over her kitchen and her never having any space anymore which was great!


The cake orders kept coming and I kept trying to improve on flavours and decoration. I was staying up all night working on the cakes, as at the time I had found a new job in a close-by restaurant in Navan. I had deferred my last semester in college to the following year to be at home and heal. I was working so hard it was a distraction, but also a saving grace. I was building up my cake kit from the wages I was getting in the restaurant. The cakes were making no profit whatsoever, as they took me hours and hours to make, then I would deliver and come back to a house that was completely upside down. It was exhausting but you couldn’t put a price on the feeling I had when I set foot in the kitchen and started a new baking challenge.
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