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Good morning.  My name is Julian Walton, I’m a local historian, and as we travel from Waterford to Passage East I want to share a few thoughts with you.
	In Waterford you have no doubt already been told about Celts and Vikings and Normans, and perhaps about the Huguenots, the French Protestant linen workers who found refuge here from persecution in 1693.  We’re now passing through the suburb of Newtown, where in the 18th and 19th centuries prosperous merchants of English origin built their villas.  If we had time and the coach could stop without causing major disruption, you could see built into the wall a milestone dating from about 1790 which records the distances from the city to the villages of Cheekpoint, Passage and Dunmore, and - Geneva.  Why Geneva?  And how could the distance from here to there be only six miles?
	This old milestone is one of the very few reminders of an 18th-century dream which (had it been realised) would have transformed the south-east of Ireland beyond recognition. The plan was for the government to acquire 11,000 acres around Passage East to be colonised by a thousand refugees from Geneva. At its heart was to be the city of New Geneva and at its heart was to stand a university which it was hoped would attract (like the Academy of Sciences at Geneva) scholars from all over Europe.  What was it all about and how did it start?  
In the 18th century Geneva was ruled by a group of families of aristocratic birth whose rule was autocratic and oppressive, and a large number of the ordinary population of the city found this intolerable: they were over-taxed, overworked, under-appreciated.  In 1782 a combination of the skilled artisans - mainly clock- and watchmakers - and liberal intellectuals decided to take the advice that Rousseau had given them some years before – to leave the city and set up a new Geneva in some other country. The British government was very keen on welcoming a colony of Swiss Protestants who would be hardworking, full of bright ideas, and a general benefit to the population. So why didn’t they go to England?  Well, there was already a thriving watch- and clock-making business in England, and this vested interest did not fancy the prospect of additional competition. So they looked across the sea to Ireland. 
Here, the project was welcomed.  The viceroy, Lord Temple, was enthusiastic.  The Irish parliament passed a statute granting funds for the establishment of the new city.  In Waterford there was a very strong, prosperous, self-confident Protestant merchant body, and there was a tremendous sympathy with the plight of people like the Genevan exiles, both intellectuals and artisans.  James Gandon, who had recently built the Four Courts and Custom House in Dublin, was contracted to design the city, and building commenced.
Then, everything went wrong.  The government grant of £50,000 wasn’t nearly enough.  Lord Temple was replaced as viceroy by the frivolous Duke of Rutland, who seemed far more interested in lavish entertainments than in the people of Geneva.  The local landowners began to panic at the prospect of hordes of watch-waving Swiss demanding democratic rights.  And the Swiss leaders decided that Ireland was too remote, so they set up a colony at Constance on the border with Austria instead.
[bookmark: _GoBack]And what became of the buildings?  A few years later, when war broke out with France, the government found them very useful as a military barracks.  Then, in 1798, there was a bloody rebellion in Wexford, even more bloodily suppressed, and Geneva Barracks became a holding camp for rebels who had surrendered and were waiting to be deported to Van Diemen’s Land.  The rebels were nicknamed “croppies” because they cut their hair short like the French revolutionaries, and several ballads commemorate the fate of a Croppy Boy who was betrayed, executed and buried here.  One, collected by a friend of mine in County Wexford, begins:

‘Twas early early all in the spring
The birds did whistle and did sweetly sing.
Trilling their notes from tree to tree
And the tune they played was Old Ireland Free.
And ends:
		Twas in Geneva that young man died
		And in Passage they have his body laid.
		All you who live in peace and joy
		Pray the Lord have mercy on the Croppy Boy.

When in a few minutes you cross the river estuary from Waterford to Ballyhack, you will be entering a different county, one with a very different heritage from Waterford.  South Wexford was the first part of Ireland to be invaded by the Normans (who of course spoke a brand of French); therefore it was the first part of Ireland to be colonised by humbler folk who came in their wake as serfs – and they spoke English.  The amazing thing is that their brand of English survived into the 19th century, long after the rest of the country was speaking what we would recognise as modern English.  When the Earl of Mulgrave visited the county as Lord Lieutenant in 1836, he was presented with an address of welcome in medieval English – which must have astonished him greatly.  And there’s a story of an English clergyman who came to a Wexford parish and who happened to be an authority on the works of Geoffrey Chaucer, the Father of English Poetry, who died in the year 1400.  One day he was out walking in his fields and listening to the conversations of the workmen who were cutting hay – and he found to his astonishment that they were speaking Chaucerian English.  He went back to his house, returned with a copy of Chaucer, sat down, gathered the workers around him and proceeded to read to them aloud – hopefully not one of the raunchier of Chaucer’s Canterbury Tales!  They understood every word.
	This dialect, known as Yola from their word for old, is much studied by linguists and folklorists today, and there is a Yola Farm at which recitals in Yola are given.
	Another ancient tradition to have survived in south Wexford is that of mumming, when groups of players compete with each other in performing plays and dances in which masked actors mimed or “mummed” encounters with famous characters in Irish history; they are led by a captain who calls on each player in turn to speak his lines.  The highlight of the performance is a ritual sword-fight, in which six players line up against another six, sway to the music and with their swords raised form a figure of eight.  

The part of County Waterford through which we are now travelling is called Gaultier, from the Irish Gall Tír meaning “Land of the Foreigners”.  But who were the foreigners?  It used to be assumed that they were the Vikings, but the name isn’t found until the 16th century, and historians now believe that they were English colonists who had spilled over from Wexford in the Middle Ages.
	Actually, there are very few remnants of the Vikings in these parts, even in our placenames.  Two that survive are Hook, meaning a headland (where the lighthouse stands) and crook, meaning a bend in the river; that’s where Passage is.  Now, in the Middle Ages common folk were permitted to take from the royal forests as much firewood as they could reach from ground level with a shepherd’s crook or cut with a billhook – hence the saying “by hook or by crook”. Meaning by any means possible.  In 1649 Oliver Cromwell planned to invade Ireland by sailing up our estuary and attacking Waterford, and according to tradition, after a careful study of his Satnav and spotting our two Viking placenames, he boasted that he would take Ireland “by Hook or by Crook”.  At the last moment, his plans changed, and he sailed for Dublin instead.
	And what about Passage East, to which we are now heading?  The word Passagium is the Latin for “crossing”, and there has been a ferry here since Norman times at least.  In my younger days it was a quiet fishing village, the ferry consisting of a motorboat skilfully operated by a one-armed (or was he one-legged?) fisherman named Patsy Barron, and which couldn’t take anything bigger than a bicycle.  But in former times Passage had been a thriving hub, a little port administered by Waterford Corporation and which brought passengers to and from Wales and further afield, thus saving their vessels the longer journey upriver to Waterford, at the mercy of winds, tides, currents and sandbanks.  There were customs officials and their staff, dockers, two coaching inns; an old chapel on the hill was rebuilt as a Protestant church.  (The inns, I’m afraid, did not have a great reputation: Lord Donoughmore, travelling to London in 1815, records in his journal that one was so awful that it would be out of the question to spend a night there, or even eat a meal.)  Ships that anchored here were big enough to accommodate not only passengers but horses and even carriages.
Upstream of Passage is the confluence of three rivers: the Suir flowing down from Waterford, the Nore from Kilkenny, and the Barrow from Carlow and Wexford.  These “three sisters” were celebrated by the Elizabethan poet Edmund Spenser:
All which long sundred, doe at last accord
To ioyne in one, ere to the sea they come,
So flowing all from one, all one at last become.
In the 18th century the “three sisters” brought thousands of emigrants from the counties through which they passed, all to Passage, where they would take ship for Talamh an Éisc, the fishing grounds off the coast of Newfoundland; many settled there, and their descendants still preserve their local Irish accents and music.
	The advent of steam travel put an end to Passage’s centuries of glory.  Soon, railways could whisk emigrants from even remote parts of the country to bigger ports, where liners could bring them to America or elsewhere.
	Recent years have seen a dramatic reversal of the trend: Ireland is now a country that people want to come and live in.  There are more Poles than Kerrymen in this country; our schools are full of eager children who speak many different languages.
	So: what does it mean to be Irish?  At the dawn of the 20th century, this was a question that bothered many people, in particular, a Waterford journalist named D.P. Moran, who in 1900 founded a newspaper, The Leader, to propagate his views.  Moran was a vigorous and acerbic campaigner for an Irish independence, not just politically but in mind and attitude, and he denounced the social evils of his time – drunkenness, slum-housing, malnutrition and disease, and hypocrisy in public life.  However, his definition of Irishness was narrow in the extreme.  To be truly Irish, he claimed, you had to be of Gaelic origin, Irish-speaking, Catholic, and from a rural background.  Well, that rules out most of the population.
	What on earth would Moran make of today’s Ireland?  To take sporting achievements alone, Seán Óg Ó hAilpín, who in 2004 won all the top individual awards in our national game of hurling, was born in Fiji to an Irish father and a Fijian mother.  Wexford county hurler Lee Chin has a Malaysian Chinese father and an Irish mother.  And as we speak, Irish eyes are on our Olympic sprinter, the wonderful Rashidat Adeleke, born in Dublin to Nigerian parents.
	And so: Gael, Viking, Norman, Saxon, Pole, Ukrainian, …… whatever. We all share the island of Ireland.  And through the international organisations to which this country now belongs, we share not only Ireland but our whole beautiful, endangered Planet Earth.
	As we approach Passage East, I leave you with the words of American poet Edwin Markham:
There is a destiny that makes us brothers,	I care not what his temples nor his creeds
None goes his way alone.			One thing holds firm and fast
All that we send into the lives of others	That into his fateful heap of days and deeds
	Comes back into our own.			The soul of man is cast.
