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HAT the English enemies of Ireland feared Robert Emmet dead

as much as they feared him living is shown by the deliberate
steps they took to misrepresent and defame him. The infamous
hack, John Toler, Lord Norbury, who presided at the mock trial,
was instructed to interrupt the prisoner as often as possible in the
event of his making a speech before being sentenced to death, so
that the course of his thoughts would be broken and the young
man thrown into confusion. The boorish interruptions from the
bench had an altogether different effect from the one expected,
so the Castle gang sought to blacken Emmet’s name and break
his influence in another way. They issued spurious copies of his
speech containing things he never said at all; and every time for
days that some devilish idea occurred to them they inserted it in
the bogus speech and had a new version selling as a broadsheet on
the streets of Dublin as soon as possible. Because in his speech
he had referred to France and said that if the French troops were
to come as enemies he would rouse his countrymen to fight them
to the death, the wily and unscrupulous tools of England saw a
chance to attack the French more effectively than ever could be
done by themselves, and a chance also to create ill-feeling between
France and the Republic of Ireland, so they invented and inserted
a long paragraph bitterly attacking Napoleon and the French
army, calling them enemies of freedom in every land, an attack
that was never made by Emmet, who had already sent Miles
Byrne to Paris with an urgent request that an expeditionary force
be sent to Ireland without delay. The more the Castle schemers
tried to distort Emmet’s last words the more they made them im-
mortal, and now after 150 vears they move and quicken Irish
hearts as potently as they moved the friends of the young speakar
who stood in Green Street Courthouse on September 19, 1803,
Here is an authentic copy of the speech: —

‘T am asked what I have to say why sentence of death should
not be pronounced on me, according to law. I have nothing to say
that can alter your predetermination, nor that it will become me
to say, with any view to the mitigation of that sentence which
you are to pronounce and I must abide by. But I have that to say
which interests me more than life and which you have laboured
to destroy. T have much to say why my reputation should be
rescued from the load of false accusation and calumny which has
been cast upon it. I do not imagine that, seated where you are,
your minds can be so free from prejudice as to receive the least
impression from what I am going to utter. I have no hope that I
can anchor my character in the breast of a court constituted and
trammelled as this is. T only wish, and that is the utmost that I
can expect, that ycur lordships may suffer it to float down your
memories untainted by the foul breath of prejudice, until it finds
some more hospitable harbour to shelter it from the storms by
which it is buffeted. Were I only to suffer death, after being
adjudged guilty by your tribunal, T should bow in silence, and
meet the fate that awaits me without a murmur; but the sen-
tence of the law which delivers my body to the executioner will,



through the ministry of the law, labour in its own vindication, to
consign my character to obloquy; for there must be guilt some-
where, whether in the sentence of the court or in the catastrophe,
time must determine. A man in my situation has not only to en-
counter the difficulties of fortune, and the force of power over
minds which it has corrupted or subjugated, but the difliculties of
established prejudice. The man dies, but his memory lives. That
mine may not perish, that it may live in the respect of my country-
men, I seize upon this opportunity to vindicate myself from some
of the charges alleged against me. When my spirit shall be
wafted to a more friendly port, when my shade shall have joined
the bands of those martyred heroes who have shed their blood
on the scaffold and in the field in defence of their country and of
virtue, this is my hope: I wish that my memory and my namc
may animate those who survive me, while I look down with com-
placency on the destruction of that perfidious government which
upholds its domination by blasphemy of the Most High; which
displays its power over man as over the beasts of the forest;
which sets man upon his brother, and lifts his hand in the Name
of God, against the throat of his fellow who believes or doubts a
little more or a little less than the government standard, a govern-
ment which is steeled to barbarity by the cries of the orphans and
the tears of the widows it has made.’

(Here Lord Norbury interrupted Emmet, saying that ‘the mean
and wicked enthusiasts who felt as he did, were not equal to the
accomplishment of their wild designs’.)

‘I appeal to the immaculate God, I swear by the Throne of
Heaven, before which I must shortly appear, by the blood of the
murdered patriots who have gone before me, that my conduct has
been, through all this peril, and through all my purposes, governed
only by the conviction which I have uttered, and by no other view
than that of the emancipation of my country from the super-
inhuman oppression under which she has so long and too patiently
travailed; and I confidently hope that, wild and chimerical as it
may appear, there is still union and strength in Ireland to ac-
complish this noblest of enterprises. Of this I speak with confid-
ence, with intimate knowledge, and with the consolation that
appertains to that confidence. Think not, my lords, I say this for
the petty gratification of giving you a transitory uneasiness. A
man who naver yet raised his voice to assert a lie will not hazard
his character with posterity by asserting a falsehood on a subject
so important to his country, and on an occasion like this. Yes, my
lords, a man who does not wish to have his epitaph written until
his country is liberated, will not leave a weapon in the power of
envy, or a pretence to impeach the probity which he means to
preserve, even in the grave to which tyranny consigns him.’

(Here he was again interrupted by Norbury.)

‘Again I say that what [ have spoken was not intended for your
lordship, whose situation 1 commiserate rather than envy — my
expressions were for my countrymen. If there is a true Irishman
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