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Part I

CASEMENT’S WAR

[1914-16 in Germany and Ireland]

By Jeffrey Dudgeon

Field Day Review 8. 2012 (University of Notre Dame, Indiana)

Angus Mitchell ‘A Strange Chapter of Irish History’: Sir Roger Casement, Germany and the 1916 Rising.

Diary of Roger Casement, 1914-16, Part I: ‘My Journey to the German Headquarters at Charleville’, annotated by Angus Mitchell. 

Roger Casement ‘A last Page of My Diary,’ 17 March to 8 April 1916, with an introduction by Angus Mitchell. 

Angus Mitchell ‘Phases of a Dishonourable Phantasy’.
This edition of the Field Day Review (published by the University of Notre Dame, Indiana) is beautifully presented and exceptionally well produced. On the cover and flyleaf are evocative photographs of Banna Strand where Casement landed in April 1916 and Murlough Bay in the 1890s and 1953 during Eamon de Valera’s visit. 

Murlough Bay was to be Casement’s final resting place, a mile from his adopted home near Ballycastle but, short of partition ending, cannot be. Despite his efforts, the division of Ireland is nearly a century old, Northern Ireland’s frontier being one of the longest standing in Europe. The memorial cross to Casement (and others) at Murlough’s “green hill” was torn down in 1957 during the IRA border campaign which was quite eventful in the area. Little of it remains.

The four items under review are two transcriptions from Casement’s German diaries, introduced and annotated by Angus Mitchell, and two substantive articles by him on the German episode and the diary authenticity debate and its history. Together they run to 125 pages. 

Mitchell has not entered the authenticity debate before at such length, previously publishing books on Casement’s 1910 and 1911 Peruvian Amazon investigations – in the form of transcribed documentation, and a short biography which avoided the diary issue. Indeed he has been largely silent since 2000 when, as he wrote, “acting on the advice of several senior Irish academics I had decided to remove myself from the controversy rather than engage with every new polemical development”
. This came just after reviewing “the McCormack and Dudgeon books” in, it has to be said, in my case anyway, a highly dismissive manner, as a “queer reading…serving the cause of gay unionism.” 

The imminent centenary may be the reason for discarding that censorious and career minded admonition, but off the leash Mitchell certainly is, after a decade of relative silence.

From the off, he asserts that, “Independent Ireland has found it hard to incorporate into its foundational history the [Casement] narrative.”
 This however is difficult to credit given Casement’s state funeral and reburial in 1965 and the fact that Ireland has fairly faithfully pursued his foreign policy ideas since 1921. The diaries have obviously created difficulties but until the advent of modern deniers they had been glided over.

The first transcription
 following an introduction
 is Casement’s report of a brief trip into Belgium, ostensibly to discuss the suborning of Irish POWs with Baron Kurt von Lersner, a diplomat he had met in New York. Interestingly Lersner was later categorised a Mischling ersten Grades and sent to the embassy in Turkey. And secondly, Baron Wilhelm von Stumm a pro-war diplomat, who was at the Belgian outpost of the German Foreign Office in Charleville. The German difficulty, never quite resolved, was that they could not distinguish between Irish and English prisoners.

Casement’s diary is like an article by an embedded war correspondent, readable and packed with telling detail. He honestly reports seeing the graves at Andenne where the German Army in August had executed 350 Belgian civilians in a semi-disciplined operation, partly prompted by panic over francs tireurs. 

Why he was shown these sights is not clear. Mitchell says Casement’s guide, Count von Lüttichau of the German General Staff (GGS) “had orders” to take him on a detour to witness conditions. However a more intriguing explanation is that his companions chose to display these embarrassing scenes in the (vain) hope that he would grasp the dreadful nature of the war. 

This is borne out by Casement writing
: “Lüttichau begged me to try and get thro' my interview with von Stumm by 10.30 a.m. so that we might return by Dinant, Namur and Liège. This, a much longer route back to Cologne would be far more interesting as we should pass thro' some of the most famous spots of the opening stages of the war.” Again, later, his English-speaking chauffeur Meckel, “a well known German automobilist and aviator” simply “stopped the car to show me a gruesome sight and tell a horrible story.” 

Casement also notes the devastation of large parts of Liège and Louvain by German forces and details the many destroyed bridges in France and Belgium, adding that sometimes the damage was self-inflicted or the bridges were wrecked by the retreating armies. He tries to justify his new ally, the German Empire, by expatiating on how the Belgians were getting just reward for their war crimes in the Congo
: 

“Sometimes I must confess when the present ‘Agony of Belgium’ confronts me – and it cannot well be minimised it is in truth a national agony – I feel that there may be in their awful lesson to the Belgian people a repayment. All that they now suffer and far more, they, or their king, his government and his officers wreaked on the well nigh defenceless people of the Congo basin. And with no such reason as the Germans. Germany offered Belgium fair terms – she asked only a “right of way” to meet her foemen face to face on French soil. Belgium refused – at the instigation of England and preferred the arbitrament of arms.”

And of course this is the essence of Casement’s endlessly repeated standpoint, of British war guilt – a case worth arguing and one Mitchell does take forward but not by describing it as “Casement instinctively dismantling the colonial hierarchy of humanity”. When couched in Casement’s and Mitchell’s moral and Anglophobic tones, it loses its force and audience. There is however useful mention of the issue of secret treaties as a cause of the war on which Casement’s great political ally E.D. Morel campaigned in the Union of Democratic Control.

Angus Mitchell discusses clearly, if in a partisan manner, the ‘Rape of Belgium’, the German atrocity issue, averring that Casement was uniquely well placed “to critically evaluate the official investigative practices into German atrocities in Belgium.” (Casement did evasively concede in his diary that “Wrongs were undoubtedly committed in Belgium but they were not all committed by Germans upon Belgians.”
) 

Mitchell then picks on Professor JH Morgan, a lawyer solder and prolific war author and investigator for London. Because he (openly) advised Casement’s legal team in 1916, he is seen as part of the “secret history of Casement’s trial.” Morgan like the Ulsterman James Bryce who reported for the government on the German actions in Belgium was a Liberal patriot. People can have mixed or layered opinions without being in a conspiracy.

The author cannot resist adding the claim that King Leopold’s casualties were “as high as the death toll of the 1st World War.” 
 He of course references Adam Hochschild book for this ludicrous claim but not the work of Professor Roger Louis, a Congo population-loss sceptic (no census was taken), or the recent work of Aldwin Roes, particularly Towards a History of Mass Violence in the Etat Indépendant du Congo, 1885-1908 which views Leopoldian rule critically but fairly.

In discussion with Baron von Stumm,
 Casement tellingly explained, “I told him of my larger hope – ‘a dream if you will’ – of an independent Ireland emerging from this war and he at once said it would be to Germany's interest to have an independent Ireland. I said ‘Yes – to the interest of Europe at large.’” 

Casement linked the matter pithily to London’s offer of Home Rule: “In return for a partial promise to allow Ireland to erect a debating society on the banks of the Liffey at some wholly unspecified future date, Irishmen today are to give 300.000 men to the shambles in France and Flanders in order that the Englishmen, who is too valuable himself to be put in danger may “capture the German trade.””

Co-incidentally, or perhaps because we travel the same narrow street, albeit on opposite sides, I have also transcribed the same German documents as Mitchell, but in their entirety – while interpolating some of Casement’s correspondence. 

I too recognise Casement’s time in Germany, the months of nervous breakdown aside, as hugely significant for Ireland and England, and especially apposite now the 1914-16 centenary years are approaching. 

The German episode has great dramatic potential which the rest of his too varied, and too sexual life militates against, the trial aside, and that lacked a certain tension, with the verdict a foregone conclusion. At the same time most parti pris Casement art and writing has been marred by too sugary a treatment, one that frequently is or becomes religious. 
The issue of war guilt and war avoidance, not to mention how to end wars also looms large but these articles bring no guidance and little insight. Mitchell none the less performs a valuable service through the transcriptions by making us address the nature of Casement’s actions in Germany and his arming of the Volunteers in 1914 and 1916. He runs through the literature on Ireland and the Great War cogently.

That Casement recoiled from the actual Rising has greater significance than noted. Here he is “despairing of the imminent project of a rising,” indeed trying to subvert it. Next he says it will be abortive and “a crime they [the Germans] will pay for bitterly.” John Devoy however in the Gaelic American of 4 October 1924 judged differently, “Casement impugned the good faith of the Germans as to the quantity and quality of military supplies and asked that the Rising be postponed. The charge of bad faith was wholly unfounded.” 

Like Edward Carson, perhaps more so, Casement militarised Ireland. Mitchell admits as much, saying that after he retired on ill-health grounds, “His energies were then channelled into the Home Rule crisis and the paramilitarization of Irish politics”
, as if that was an achievement. Casement’s view here of the Irish Volunteers as “excitable young men” reveals only irresponsibility. Get young men guns and they will use them, and of course they did. 

In Ulster’s case, the young men went off to the Somme. In later years from 1970, deserted by the upper class and abandoned by the middle they joined paramilitary groups which, thereby, lacked officers, something Casement felt the Irish Volunteers also did. The results were inevitable and not pleasant.

The extracts seriously condemn Casement who latterly rails against a weak German offer of support in endless, inane and silly writing. They also reveal why he wrote the Black Diaries: his writing is a substitute for conversation. It is plainly a process of talking to himself and recording his thinking in ceaseless and increasing self-justifying rage. Mitchell admits
 “at times Casement’s inner reflections border on the paranoiac.” 

Not so. Not paranoid, but hysterical, and I think the behaviour of someone who can only be oppositional, until doubt sets in and they become conflicted. 

Or was he all emotion as Joseph Conrad memorably wrote of him in May 1916 (to John Quinn)? “He was a good companion but already in Africa I judged that he was a man, properly speaking, of no mind at all. I don't mean stupid. I mean that he was all emotion. By emotional force (Congo report, Putumayo – etc) he made his way, and sheer emotionalism has undone him. A creature of sheer temperament – a truly tragic personality, all but the greatness of which he had not a trace. Only vanity.”
There is a central gap or flaw in Casement’s reasoning which made him a limited thinker. He here denies Germany the right to interests, just as he, previously, and Republican dissidents today, deny England its interests. Ireland, in contrast is above having interests and Casement like modern anti-revisionists is self-righteously and unyieldingly critical of its enemies for such a sin. Every state has interests, even the Irish, but Casement (and his crony Alice Stopford Green) was relentless in denying England any; everything is exploitation of the weaker by the strong, nobody has free will. 

Casement’s greatest achievement in his first months was the statement he obtained from the German Chancellor in November 1914, “The Imperial Government formally declares that under no circumstances would Germany invade Ireland with a view to its conquest or the overthrow of any native institutions in that country. Should the fortune of this great war, that was not of Germany’s seeking ever bring in its course German troops to the shores of Ireland, they would land there not as an army of invaders to pillage and destroy but as the forces of a Government that is inspired by goodwill towards a country and people for whom Germany desires only national prosperity and national freedom.”
 Within three weeks of his arrival in Germany, he had effected the greatest of diplomatic advances, one similar to Wolfe Tone’s in Paris – diplomatic recognition of an independent Ireland. 

In his birthday congratulations to the Kaiser of 29 January 1915, Casement was expressing his gratitude by praying “for the righteous triumph of German arms” and earlier when voicing annoyance at the then comparatively low level (57,000) of British losses
.

But later in the extract he complains of the “curse of Prussian militarism,” that the Prussian system was the “embodiment of soulless efficiency,” of the “coarse and selfish heads of this Prussian abortion,” virtual blockheads who were “incapable of understanding the minds of other men…collectively a great nation, individually – an undesirable one.” 

Mitchell under-explains all this by saying that the Germans had “lost sympathy with his cause,” although Casement wrote “their only interest in me lay in exploiting me & the Irish cause.” As if it wouldn’t be.
This Declaration was followed in December 1914 by the formal Treaty with Zimmermann which opened, “With a view to securing the national freedom of Ireland, with the moral and material assistance of the Imperial German Government, an Irish Brigade shall be formed from among the Irish soldiers, or other natives of Ireland, now prisoners of war in Germany.”

It is ironic and remarkable that the same man should, only fifteen years earlier, have been advising the Prime Minister, Lord Salisbury, in March 1900, of “frequent allusions to ‘downtrodden Ireland’ which appeared from time to time in the Standard & Diggers News in connection with the so called ‘Irish Brigade’ … a runlet of Johannesburg tapsters and cornerboys swelled by driblets of Continental ruffianism.” This was a possible reference to his future colleague in 1916, Major John McBride.

Formation of the Irish Brigade in Germany, which took up the next year, was however a disaster. Casement managed to get only 50 recruits and they were in no sense reliable (one Timothy Quinlisk was executed in Cork in February 1920 on Michael Collins’s orders as a British agent) while his foolish attempts to get the Brigade to Syria were viewed with horror by John Devoy in New York: “Fighting for the Turks would be a fatal cry in Ireland.” He was also concerned with Casement’s “indiscreet talk”
. Amongst others made aware of the coming Rising was the “politically biased English-born”
 Princess Blücher. In her case, she voluntarily handed Casement’s incriminating papers over to British Intelligence after the war.
The second transcription
 is entitled ‘A Last Page of My Diary,’ being in the original 134 pages long. It tells of Casement’s final three weeks from 17 March before he, Lt. Monteith and one other Irish POW, Sgt. Daniel Beverley (chosen by Monteith) leave for Ireland. Those weeks were spent in a state of rage, depression, frenetic writing and bitter arguments with the GGS. His army contact, Rudolf Nadolny, understandably, was apoplectic
 when he discovered that Casement, with the assistance of the Admiralty, had sent John McGoey (who had recently arrived from the US) via Denmark to try and get the Rising called off because of poor German support. 

It is actually quite remarkable that Casement was not immediately arrested, as was his old colleague Bulmer Hobson in Dublin in April when the IRB feared he was up to the same trick. Hobson was never forgiven unlike Casement. And it is even more amazing that the German Admiralty “the best part of all this show – a long way the best”
 finally provided a submarine to transport him to Ireland to arrive in time, as he thought, to block the Rising. 

Had the Admiralty not been so silly as to provide a submarine – persuaded Casement said for German reputational reasons – he would have survived the war and entered Irish politics in 1918 on a par at least with Eoin MacNeill and probably much more significantly, and certainly by 1921 a negotiator in chief. Unfortunately this aspect of the last days in Berlin goes largely without comment or analysis by Mitchell. Irish revolutionaries on German submarines, one notes, have a poor outcome.

U-19, the first ever German diesel submarine, was to arrive in Tralee Bay just a few hours after the arms ship Aud. It also failed to find the promised pilot. What Casement apparently never knew was that Captain Weisbach had been ordered, as the Aud’s Captain Spindler wrote, that “under no circumstances however must a landing occur before April 20th [Thursday] in the event of a premature arrival.” Thus Casement would only ever have had hours to get to Dublin to persuade MacNeill (and the IRB) to abandon the action. The Germans seem to have tricked Casement as there was no point in sending him separately if the vessels’ timings were designed only to ensure he made a rendezvous with the Aud in Tralee Bay. It seems the two German services, as ever with armies and navies, were not acting in concert but this key puzzle goes unanalysed by Mitchell.
Perhaps the most interesting part of this story is the fate of Casement’s companions on U-19, and of John McGoey. Robert Monteith, who was a Cavan Protestant farmer’s son, and a Connolly socialist, managed to evade capture in Kerry, making it back to the US. Not unreasonably, he did not participate further in the Rising but did in US socialist politics. 

In his diary on 10 April, ever loyal to Casement, Monteith wrote: “I must move quickly as my time is short. I am now driven, I can use no other word, to embark on what I believe to be the wildest enterprise in the history of Europe, and it is in my opinion a deliberate cold blooded attempt to get rid of Sir Roger Casement and myself, under the pretense of helping our country ... I believe Sir Roger Casement, Sgt. Beverly and myself are going straight to our death with our hands tied, without even hope of being able to raise a hand to defend ourselves, and fools think we cannot see through their treachery—or let me be charitable, want of foresight…Without me and perhaps without Beverly the world will move along in the same way, but in Sir Roger Casement, the world loses one of her best and greatest men.”

Beverley was using a nom de guerre. He was actually Daniel Julien (sometimes Julian) Bailey, a Dubliner from St Michans with a French mother (named Berthelier). He evaded capture in Kerry a day longer than Casement and after giving various other names offered a statement to the RIC. He was eventually charged and brought to trial at the Old Bailey. 

His fate was not settled until after sentence of death was passed on Casement. Contrary to Mitchell’s note
 that Bailey/Beverley “turned King’s Evidence,” he didn’t give court evidence, or reveal much more than the British knew or what Casement himself told the Kerry police and Scotland Yard. 

Bailey’s statement denied personal culpability and foreknowledge of the operation. Omitting most salient facts, he said he had only participated with a view to getting home. His most significant remark, duly ignored by the authorities in April, was, “I heard that Dublin Castle was to be raided.” His statement was however read out in court by F.E. Smith, the Attorney General and Carson’s ‘Galloper.’ 

After Casement had been taken down, Smith surprised the court by dropping the charges against Bailey. He said he “was a private soldier of humble origin” who had made a statement on his arrest when he said that he was not, and never had been, a traitor to this country or the Army. “He had joined the Irish Brigade with one object only – namely, to return by a subterfuge to the Army. He wanted to escape from the hardship and inactivity of his captivity. It was impossible to know what the motives might be which actuated a man – inference and conjecture were the only guides.” 

The Attorney added he had come to the conclusion that the evidence was inconclusive; therefore it was necessary to look at his Army record. “Bailey had served nine years, six of them abroad. His record was uniformly good. In these circumstances he had taken on himself the responsibility of deciding not to test the defence which the accused would have put forward. He did not think it right merely to enter a nolle prosequi, but to offer no evidence, so that the jury might enter a verdict of acquittal.”

This seems very much a personal decision by the Galloper, probably to ensure the focus on Casement was not lost or diffused, and otherwise to prove his humanity in relation to the common soldier. Bailey then disappears from view, that is until a recently released record in Kew.
 It dealt with a concern expressed in 1918 by the Hon. Miss Anne MacDonnell of the Irish Woman’s Association that Bailey had become a Captain in the British Army!

The rumour was stated to be “groundless and mischievous [as] Bailey is now a Private in the Railway Operations Department, Royal Engineers and serving in Egypt.” Earlier in a peculiarly English mode, there is a record of the police in 1916 watching a Mrs O’Dea, a widow “educated in Germany” described as engaged to Bailey and “a fast woman.” She had two sons in the Army and it was ascertained that her sympathies were “entirely British.” 

Full and further details of Bailey (and his medals) have since been made available on David Grant’s website, one oddly unmentioned by Mitchell.
 It carries an amazing amount of Irish Brigade documentation particularly in the form of birth, marriage and death certification, war records and news cuttings. Bailey died in Ontario in 1968 having migrated to Canada in 1921, but only after another marriage, in 1926, to 18-year-old Clara Nash. His first wife, Katherina O’Dea died in 1924 aged fifty.

John McGoey’s story is even stranger. Stated by nationalist writers to have been executed by the British in Scotland, he never resurfaced after leaving Germany. Mitchell says
 that he remained “something of a mystery” and that “different rumours surround his fate.” He conceded however that “more recent research [unspecified] suggests he survived the war.” 

The question that remains is whether he was too late getting out of Denmark or, more likely, decided to disobey Casement’s orders. He had the power to stymie the Rising but didn’t. Which is not to say he couldn’t be a quick worker. Last seen en route to Denmark in late March, by September 1916 he was marrying a Miss Ethel Wells in Essex while serving on an armed merchant cruiser, HMS Kildonan.

Perhaps McGoey believed the Rising should go ahead and he was disillusioned with Casement’s demoralising machinations, despite telling him “he had sized up German militarism.” Or perhaps because of that militarism, he had decided to cross over to the other side while securing and preserving his own freedom. He certainly never sent the card marked ‘off’ from Denmark that Casement so desperately awaited. 

Sadly, McGoey was to die in a building accident on the Chicago Tribune Tower in 1925, leaving Ethel a widow with one child.

Lives lived are often more complicated and interesting than conspiracy theories. What Angus Mitchell cannot say however is that British Intelligence was really quite flatfooted, something “the archive” tellingly reveals. 
At the end of his first article, he reminds the reader “of the suspect nature of official evidence and of the vulnerability of the historical record to such typical acts of intellectual treason.”
 

He has become Casement.

[Part II, ‘Casement Wars,’ will address Angus Mitchell’s last article, ‘Phases of a Dishonourable Phantasy,’ on the history and literature of The Black Diaries, and their authenticity.]

Jeffrey Dudgeon is the author of Roger Casement: The Black Diaries – With a Study of his Background, Sexuality, and Irish Political Life (Belfast Press, 2002, 692 pp).

FOUR TRANSCRIPTIONS NOT IN THE ANGUS MITCHELL ARTICLE ROGER CASEMENT ‘A LAST PAGE OF MY DIARY’ 17 MARCH TO 8 APRIL 1916
· ‘Rough note’ dated 7 March 1916 (NYPL Maloney Papers IHP Box 2)

· Note dated 28 March 1916 (NLI MS 1690)
· Duplicate diary entries 28 March to 6 April 1916 (NLI MS 17,587/2)
· Narrative 9 to 11 April 1916 (NLI MS 17,587/1) 
(1) Mitchell points out
 in relation to Casement’s initial note on the arms shipment that a copy of his “attached” memorandum “has not yet been traced.” 
It has
, and is in the Maloney Papers in the New York Public Library
:
Rough note. Munich.

March 7. 1916. 

Tuesday


Lt. Monteith came from Berlin and told me that arms to be sent Ireland in trawlers disguised as Br. mine layers. 


Frey sent for Monteith on Tuesday 1 M’ch to tell him a wireless had been rec'd from J.D. to say that "Something was going to happen in Ireland" & to send arms. This to the G. Admiralty. They agreed & sent for M. to tell him that the trawlers wd. go & to ask for best place to land. 


Fennit is the best place – in Kerry.


Frey offered up to 200.000 rifles.


M. said 20.000 rifles with 300 Ctges. per rifle & 20 machine guns to go off at once or Revolver Cannon.

Monteith's possible selection from Brigade for the forlorn hope to go with the arms.

Kehoe,

Granaghan

Beverley
Kavanagh

Dowling

Young O'Callaghan

O'Toole

Kennedy

Delamore
Wilson
Scanlon?


They say at G.G. Staff that they will send the arms by 23rd or 25 April next to Ireland


This is a rough Memo of what Monteith came to Munich to the Nursing Home to tell me. He went back to Berlin that night – 7 March with a Memo from me for the General Staff – This I followed up on the following day – Wed. 8 March. 


I was in high spirits. There was at length a prospect of action, and of getting out of Germany into Ireland. 


All depended obviously on the submarine being put at our disposal to send me ahead to ensure the arrangements being thorough – otherwise failure is so very likely. Also once I got into Ireland I might be able to stop an abortive rising and arrange as for the reception of the rifles.


All these hopes were dashed to the ground on my getting to the General Staff on 16 March & learning that the submarine would not be sent & still again next day on learning at the Admiralty that the Steamer would not be convoyed by submarine.

(2) Mitchell misses out, or perhaps is unaware of, three other diaried accounts of the last days in Berlin. This (lengthy) first item dated 28 March 1916 is in Casement’s previous diary,
 somewhat out of sequence, and comes after a year-long gap which started in the sanatorium. It majors on his greatest achievement, the Declaration of Goodwill and the Irish Brigade Treaty, something Mitchell hardly touches on: 

“My “Diary” ended here. 

I was so disillusioned & miserable from this on – so utterly out of touch with the monitors of the German F.O. that I saw the whole aim & object of my journey was a failure. 

The only thing I had to show for all my sacrifice (& folly –) was the Treaty. This was a historic fact.

Here, in a formal agreement signed with the Seal of State the Imperial Govt. had pledged itself to take certain steps to assist Ireland to gain complete independence & in the event of these proving successful to recognise publicly and support the independent Govt. so established.

All that I stayed on in January for was based on this Treaty. I hoped that, even while I saw the futility of the Treaty since a possible German victory faded away further & further into the limbo of the lost. Still this Treaty justified me – & it did more.


It was, in itself, a Recognition of Ireland in the world – of Ireland a Nation – an extraordinary admission to have obtained in such set official terms from the most arbitrary of Govts.


My only hope – was to have it published –


If that could be done, I saw its value to the Cause of Irish liberty in the future & to the inspiration of those holding up the flag today. Moreover it was the surest means I possessed or could invoke to keep Irishmen out of the war.


Once it was proclaimed urbi et orbi it was clear that the real Nationalists of Ireland would have an answer to England & Redmond that no one had dreamed of…

(3) The second omission
 consists of four sheets of additional diary entries from 28 March to 6 April 1916 that duplicate those last pages Mitchell transcribes out of NLI MS 5244. This, if nothing else, exemplifies Casement’s habit of diarying the same days twice which of course happened in his so-called Black and White Diaries in 1910 up the Amazon.

Rough note of last days in Berlin. 
1916

Tuesday 28 March –
Arr. From Munich at 7. Met by Monteith who considers the whole thing “dastardly.” Told him I wd. stop it if I could – but saw no way without irreparable injury to others – but that I had decided not to take the men.

Wed. 29 M’ch.
In Admiralty by appointment and explained there the objections to taking the men. – They saw them & one captain to G.G.S with me – where a very furious discussion arose (see my letter to Wedel of 30th)

From the G.G.S. & this row, wherein I saw clearly the character of the thing explained here & the aims these men have – viz. slaughter in Ireland for German military purposes – I met Gaffney & to Noeggerath’s by chance really – Latter had said he’d like to see me. I told both there under seal of secrecy the whole situation. Both came to dinner with me.

Meantime Haugwitz from G.G.S. had called – but I was out. I was ill with fever. (Haugwitz went to Zossen next day to try and get Mon[teith] to agree to take the men “over my head. He failed.)

Thursday 30. M’ch.

Phone call from Nadolny to see him as soon as possible. Went & he again tried to blackmail me into full acquiescence with his plan. I think him a complete and perfect scoundrel and he knows I do. He is but the instrument of a policy of scoundrels. Back & told Noeggerath whom I had seen before going to G.G.S. & told him my fears. He to Zimmermann at 12.30 & back at 2 to say Z. interested & would try do something. My views all the time submarine essential if the thing to go on at all – stop it if could – & send more help.

Thursday 30 M’ch 

Back to G.G.S at 3 – after seeing Monteith in from Zossen. At G.G.S. I listened to Nadolny & came away more than ever impressed with the horrors of these people.

[Insert stroked out:] He called the Irish soldiers at Zossen “Disasters”! Said he would cable to U.S.A. over my head to take them & tried all he could to get me to give in. I never budged. A record of our conversation would damn the G.G.S.

N’s politeness to me today due to Z I fancy & also to the fact that Haugwitz had been out to Zossen to try to detach Monteith from me. On finding he could not (Staunch Monteith!) H. had doubtless phoned in to N – & then latter had phoned to me.

I returned from G.G.S. ill & lay down with high temperature. In evg. Monteith came I while I was in bed. I told him I thought of writing to Wedel explaining the whole damnable thing from my point of view & saying at any rate I should not take the men.

I could not sleep – any more than last night – at 1.30 or 2 a.m. (3 really). I got up & wrote rough dft my letter to Wedel of 30 Mch. Lay down & slept 1½ hours all told.

Friday. 31 M’ch.

Finishing my letter to Wedel – fever on me all day. Doctor came. Manager hotel insisted on it. Lying down nearly all day. Gaffney greatly approved it & went on got me copying things to get copies of it. Busy on it & other things. Dr. said must stay in bed.

April 1.
Saturday.

Finished my letter to Wedel with rough copies. Dr. called again. Says threatened congestion of lungs. Told me go out for a few seconds & walk slowly.

Sent letter to Wedel by Monteith, after reading it to him – He approves strongly. He took it & Wedel said it wd. have “his immediate attention.”

I was hopeful after sending the letter to Wedel. Wedel is the best of the lot in the F.O.

To Esplanade with Gaffney after my short walk & there met Emerson & Fromme and took tea with them till 6.

Back – Gaffney dined with – the Zerhusens came she is nice Irish woman still in spite of so many years in Germany. Stayed up talking with them until nearly 11 p.m. Sent a second letter to Wedel. 9 today – See it – & learned he had “gone on leave of absence for four days.”

April 2. Sunday.

Lovely day. Gaffney called & out with him in Thiergarten & then lunch at hotel with Frau R. B. Dined with G. in evening at Hoffman’s Keller and back at 9 p.m. to meet Monteith who stayed with till 11.30. The latest development was that at 6.35 I got a phone call from Assessor Meyer saying they (F.O.) could do nothing and I must call with Nadolny – see my remarks on it.

April 3. Monday.

Called on Ctess. B. Left her copy of the x... and explained a very little only. She thinks I go to Munich. v. Haugwitz phoned begging me to call at 3. important. 

I consulted & went. They still wanted the men to go as gun company. I refused and while we were polite differed profoundly. Nadolny came in during our conversation & revealed the Beast again. Matter was still left to be settled tomorrow – they phoned for Monteith to come in and aid.

At 11 p.m. Zerhusens in from Zossen with letter from Monteith to say Fr Crotty coming in morning. I had asked for him to come & M. had wired Limburg.

Tuesday. 4 April

Met Fr. Crotty and brought him to Hotel & after short talk explaining much, he had bath and breakfast. Then told him all in my room. He went on to C’tess Blücher – with a letter from me begging her to secrecy absolute. She replied by him – with a prayer book & confession book. Then with M. to G.G.S. where finally they gave in & accepted the inevitable – that the men should not go. We take Beverley at M’s wish. Poison arranged for all three! Haugwitz the only gentleman there.

Everything fixed for departure – “probably Friday night.” My second victory – I have saved the men. Fr Crotty to the Dominicans & then to dinner with me. He in my room till 10.30 or 11. I fell asleep while they talked.

Wed. 5 April.

Fr Crotty at 10. We go to Zossen at 10.38. Von Haugwitz called with measurements for the sailors’ clothes for M., Beverley & myself. I am convinced the thing was largely inspired by von Papen – who filled J.D. with assurances of German goodwill & support, possibly honestly enough. He did not know his G.G.S. either. Spent day at Zossen talking to men a word of farewell – Breaking heart. I have been crying all the morning.

Back with Fr. C. at 5.30 and Krebs to whom I had given Wedel’s letter to copy. I took Krebs into confidence under strictest promise of secrecy – as I want another witness after death. I have not told him all only the blackguardism of the G.G.S. which he sees very clearly – & the other things – But J.D.’s letter explains much. Fr Crotty left for Limburg at 9.17 train. Saw him off. Wrote diary till 1.30 a.m. after Fr Crotty who begged me to make fresh attempt.

Thursday 6 April.

Haugwitz several times. Also N. after reading my diary – He went to Z. “greatly impressed” & on to Admiralty he told me.

At 4.15 I got letter from Wedel, inclosing one from Berne 5 April – Awful. Off to Admiralty, rang up Haugwitz who came at 6. Gave him the letter & he to Nadolny – promising return. Did not come. I expect a great row on.

(4) The third omission
 takes the narrative from 9 to 11 April, Casement’s final full day in Berlin and is replete with meaty opinions:
Sunday 9 April 1916 

Dies non. Spent day with Gaffney and walked all night nearly to try and got sleep – but none.

Monday 10 April

Sent Monteith to G.G.S. (with Beverley) and a note to Count von Haugwitz – attached hereto
 and then at 11 to Reichsmarineamt and saw Captain Stoelzel and Heydell.

Former told me the “U boat” would go either from Emden or Wilhelmshaven – not yet settled which – and we should be ready to go tomorrow night (Tuesday 11 April) at 11 p.m. from Zoological Garden station. Captain–Leut Kirchheim will accompany us. All details of departure to be arranged by G.G.S. – a coupé will be reserved.

I asked if the steamer had gone – Yes – and if there would be any chance of our meeting her and Stoelzel said that was not certain – he was not sure!! [The Germans did not want Casement to get in front of the Aud and the captain had orders accordingly.]
Neither am I!

We shall start I think with sealed orders and even after the Commander of the “U boat” has them I wonder if we three men in a boat shall ever learn our destination?

I doubt it. More I think it highly probable that if the “U Boat” find no revolution in Ireland we shall be brought back for God knows what sort of fate in Germany. If the revolution does not come off it will be put up to me and John McG! [John McGoey]
Monteith sent for Kavanagh today to give him some information about Quinlisk who has been saying strange things of late Monteith says – M. says it is better to know what the thing is and Kavanagh says he will not tell it save to me. So he is brought in and waiting here with Unteroff. Hahn the return of Monteith from the G.G. Staff. He went there about 10.15 and it is now 11.40 – I was not long at the Admiralty only a few minutes. Both Stoelzer and Heydell very cordial.

My chief concern now is for the man at Berne – What a shame not to have brought him here! Just think of it – he has come all that way and I can not communicate with him or learn anything at first hand about the true state of affairs in Ireland.

I do not think for a moment they gave him my telegram comm! It was sent but probably censored by the Legation at Berne.

It looks clear to me that they don’t want him to leave Berne until it is quite out of the question he should reach Dublin in time to stop “proceedings.”

They argue possibly thus – Our people still hope for the officers and a submarine – perhaps if they were told neither was being found there would be no “revolution” or “revolt” I mean.

So, MacDonagh, if it indeed be he, is kicking his heels out at Berne waiting for word from me – and I am unable to send it to him.

The right thing would be to bring him here, let us talk frankly – and if he could send him, too by the submarine to Ireland!

They treat me all the time just as they think suits them and their needs – and I am really a prisoner altho’ I go to an almost certain death. I tread the pavement with joy – my last day in Berlin, city of dreadful night and most “forbidding society.” How I loathe the place!

I felt the day I arrived here 31 Oct 1914 that I had walked into a trap – I heard the jail door close behind me – and it has indeed been my prison and my doom.

Oh! To see the misted hills of Kerry and the coast and to tread the fair strand of Tralee!

Monday. 10 April

Monteith and Br. back from G.G.S. with the same information roughly as I got at the Admiralty except that they did not know the station or hour of train departure tomorrow night. Then v. H. called bringing me back the original telegram to Berne which clearly has not been delivered to the messenger. (See my remarks on back of it) or else he has hurried off again home after sending his letter to me on 5 April.

What a fearful business! They will certainly be convinced in Dublin that the officers are coming – “this is imperative” – and yet the scoundrels have deliberately gone on with the enterprise, pushing those poor boys into the fire, knowing they need officers imperatively and that none could or would be sent.

Von Haugwitz says I must pay Mks 2010 for £75 gold – before the war it would have been about Mks 1500.

I was with Frau Remy-Barsch and Krebs a little in afternoon – and feeling most upset. She gave me some sleeping draught and I slept after dinner.

Tuesday 11 April

My last day in Berlin! Thank God – tomorrow my last day in Germany – again thank God, an English jail or – scaffold would be better than to dwell with these people longer.

All deception – all self-interest – all “on the make.”

Haugwitz called at 10 – and we interviewed Beverley and put it up to him. He comes gladly. I pointed out all the dangers and horrors and even impossibility of it – but he said he would gladly come.

So that is settled. Haugwitz was there and Monteith.

Now for some clothing for the voyage – I have only one thin suit – too cold – the suit Mr J.E. L. crossed in in Oct 1914!

Gaffney several times and Krebs – and Emerson to luncheon – He and Krebs fought or sparred. Differing types of American that is all.

I wrote a letter to the Chancellor about the Irish soldiers – also to Count Wedel about Gaffney and the men – and a farewell to the men to be left with Gaffney and handed to them.

Paid my bill at Saxonia – very dear – and they have swindled me over the doctor – two visits 60 mks!

These people are all swindlers.

Emerson’s story of the 6 mark lunch is the best I’ve heard. Guests to a private house here and then the host asked them to pay for their lunch. They offered 2 marks and he said it had cost so much so they paid 6 marks.

Haugwitz say the train goes at 9.30 tonight – and we are to go to G.G Staff before hand to get some final instructions – code for more arms etc. etc. Poison too.

Haugwitz assured Beverley in my presence and M’s that we should be put on shore in Ireland.

Nous verrons.

We shall be 12 days I reckon in the submarine – round by Orkneys probably. It will be a dreadful voyage – confined and airless and full of oil smells I fear.

My first fear is that we shall never land – but be kept off the shore until the “rebellion” breaks out, and if that does not materialise then taken back again to this land of Crooks. [There is a different ending in the MS 17,587 (4) typescript whose manuscript source is unknown: “I long only for peace and forgiveness and reconciliation. All my life is one of that – and yet I’ve turned it into a nest of Serpents at the end – oh! what a fate!”]

Captain – Lieut. Kirchheim will come down with us.

This is my last chance of writing. I have lost my spectacles yesterday – but as there will be nothing to read – or do on the submarine – the 12 days will pass very slowly and blindly in any case. 

I told Emerson I was going to Munich! Alas! It is dreadful the lying I am put to. 

[Casement also wrote to his American friend and custodian in Bavaria of his papers, Dr Charles Curry, on 9 April 1916, a useful warning for future historians and scholars
 “The Diaries are very poor stuff very poorly written and hastily put together – and would need much editing by a friend – for I often say things in them I should not like to stand for ever. It is so hard to see straight even when one is well and not troubled – and I am not well in body and have not been for long and then greatly troubled too in mind – so that my remarks are often unjust and hasty and ill considered.”] 

Heinrich D’Oleire appendix

One of the few errors in the Field Day articles is the caption (a mistake still being made by the Irish Times, as pointed out by Gerry Lyne, the former NLI Keeper of Manuscripts) on a photograph
: “Sir Roger Casement (1864-1916) is escorted to the gallows of Pentonville Prison, London, 3 August 1916.” Perhaps the last ever taken, it was properly titled in the Daily Mirror of 19 July 1916, as “Casement, escorted by a warder, leaving the courts after his appeal had been dismissed.”

Another error, or more accurately an interesting misinterpretation, derived from an overheated desire to see connections where they don’t exist, is Mitchell’s view that Casement had toured the Belgian war zone two years previous to war breaking out.
 He wrote – with a typical touch of conspiracy – that he travelled, “in a car provided for by the German government [in what seems] was much more than a motoring holiday but a carefully planned route through the region, interspersed with meetings, discreet intelligence gathering operations and moments of historical and cultural contemplation.” 

The story of the car is quite properly sourced to a mention in a published memoir by Casement’s fellow consul Ernest Hambloch. He quoted him saying, in 1912, of his recent German visit, “I have been spending some time there motoring through the principal towns and studying their municipal organization. They put a car at my disposal. They are magnificent organisers.”
 
But that simply wasn’t the case. Hambloch either got it wrong or Casement was spoofing. He had travelled to Germany with his friend Dick Morten, whose car it was, and a 21-year-old German admirer Heinrich d’Oleire. Together they toured Luxembourg, Belgium, Germany and France. 

Casement earlier explained to his cousin Gertrude Bannister without a hint of a state-sponsored journey, only sightseeing: “I am off with Dick Morten tomorrow to Germany for 3 weeks on a motor…We pick Heinrich up at Strasburg & go to Lake Constance probably first and then to Nuremburg and Coblenz &c.”

In his later correspondence with Gertrude and her sister Elizabeth, there is absolutely no mention of anything by way of official dealings, only impressions, for example, “We ran through Heidelberg without stopping – it looked so studenty & they are so ugly with their pork chops of cheeks criss-crossed as if for cooking. The people are not pretty – but very admirable & their form of work & application and organisation wonderful. I would much like to see them in Ireland for fifty years!”

Heinrich d’Oleire who was born in Strasbourg in 1890 was to surface several more times. He seems to have had rubber plantation connections in Asia which brought him into Casement’s circle of friends in London, although he is listed in the 1911 census as living in Hampstead. He is another of those captivated or captured by Casement.

Interned in Ceylon at the beginning of the war, he wrote in 1921 to Gertrude’s husband Sidney Parry from Batavia in Java congratulating him on his marriage five years earlier. He stated, “I do not know how to thank you for the dear kind words you have for dear Roddie. You cannot imagine how dearly I loved him & how willingly I should have given all for him. To me he was absolutely an ideal & the noblest man that ever lived. The hours I was allowed to spend in his company are for me the most beautiful recollections of England. Just to sit near him & to listen to the dear voice & to look into his soulful kind eyes so he still lives in me. This picture & his last letter to me is a most precious treasure to me.”

In 1913, Casement was sent a postcard by his admirer in Medan, Sumatra which ended with “Kindest regards to your sister and cousins”.
 Casement advised Dick Morten from Ardrigh in June 1914, “I will write from abroad and tell you more; meantime all good luck and love to you and May. I heard from H. on Saturday – getting on very well indeed. He has changed his work to some other Estate and likes it better and gets much better pay. He asked after you and S. [Sidney Parry] How is the latter?”

Heinrich later wrote an unbelieving note to Casement from Colombo on 16 August 1914, “My dear Roddie, On my way to Strassburg I have been restrained here with 24 other germans. Tomorrow we will be escorted up the mountains to some camp where we are to await peace. A shameful thing indeed but not to be helped! If I only knew this safe in Strassburg! If war is over I shall hasten home. I only hope my ticket will then still be of value as I only got £4 beside it.”
 

In October 1914, Casement wrote to Dick Morten from Philadelphia, “The war has upset & changed everything – including my heart. It is a crime. Grey & Asquith are greatly to blame. England cd. have prevented this war altogether had she wanted to – but she wanted to get Germany down & could not resist the chance that came – as the direct result of her own planning & contriving with France & Russia. Now England will pay dearly & bitterly in the end – but God knows all will pay – It is a monstrous crime & calamity & will ruin half the world. 

Here is a letter from poor Henri – but no I'll keep it – It came too last night – He was seized & is in a Concentration Camp in Ceylon – Just a few lines to say they got him on his way to fight for his country … I am with good friends here. I am sorry for Heinrich – I'll keep his letters. Tell Sidney Heinrich's letter is from Colombo, Ceylon, 16 Augt. He says he is there with 24 other Germans & that they will be taken up the mountains next day to some camp to be “Kept till peace.” Tell Sidney to try and help him – He had only £4 on him.”
 

Heinrich’s internment ensured he survived the war unlike Roger Casement.

Part II 

CASEMENT WARS 
[Over the Black Diaries]
By Jeffrey Dudgeon
Field Day Review 8. 2012 (University of Notre Dame, Indiana)
Angus Mitchell ‘A Strange Chapter of Irish History’: Sir Roger Casement, Germany and the 1916 Rising.

Diary of Roger Casement, 1914-16, Part I: ‘My Journey to the German Headquarters at Charleville’, annotated by Angus Mitchell. 

Roger Casement ‘A last Page of My Diary,’ 17 March to 8 April 1916, with an introduction by Angus Mitchell. 

Angus Mitchell ‘Phases of a Dishonourable Phantasy’. 
In Part I of this essay, Casement’s War, published in the Dublin Review of Books (DRB) issue 31
 we saw how Roger Casement had spent his first weeks in Imperial Germany in 1914, successfully working to gain recognition of an independent state of Ireland, and, attempting, ineffectively, to raise an Irish Brigade. His last days in Berlin in March and April 1916 were then observed as he obtained a shipment of arms for Ireland while seeking to leave separately in a submarine. His intention however was to get the Easter Rising called off because of inadequate German support. 

Now we come to responding to Phases of a Dishonourable Phantasy, Angus Mitchell’s most substantive work on the Black Diaries since The Riddle of the Two Casements, his contribution to the 2005 Royal Irish Academy (RIA) publication Roger Casement in Irish and World History. This book purported to be ‘the Proceedings’ of the RIA Symposium that had been mounted by the Irish Government in 2000. 
Mitchell honourably points out that the RIA “volume also excluded an overtly gay voice.” In fact my Symposium presentation was missing from the Proceedings while his contribution was not even delivered at the event. 

The book offered him the opportunity to further develop his thinking on the diaries after the relatively small number of discrepancies he had highlighted in his 1998 Amazon Journal of Roger Casement. These, in turn, had been addressed succinctly by Séamas Ó Síocháin in his 656-page biography, Roger Casement: Imperialist, Rebel, Revolutionary (2008) which I reviewed in the DRB in October 2008, under the title He Could Tell You Things. 

In his harsh review of Ó Síocháin’s book,
 Mitchell wrote that Casement’s “evolution into a revolutionary however and the deep veneration his name commanded in IRA ranks prevent him from achieving the legitimacy his life deserves.” This is just not true. It was Casement’s separatist revolutionism – stunningly successful within five years of his execution – that gives him enormous legitimacy and which justified his political and military work from 1914-16 in Ireland and Germany. 

Casement was not left out of the discourse, as his state funeral and reburial in Dublin so reveal. But Mitchell believes otherwise, saying only,
 “The return of his body to Ireland in 1965 temporarily calmed the bitter controversy that has raged over his life and death for the preceding half century.” This comes after asserting that
 “all discussion of the Black Diaries was closed down in 1965 at an official level.” As if the Irish government was going to encourage discussion about that subject at a moment of state solemnity!
In this main Field Day Review article
 – from the batch of four – Mitchell returns to the field as a ‘Casement Wars’ combatant, telling a tale replete with mystery, deceit and conspiracy. And that isn’t just when it comes to Casement’s own machinations. 
It is a well-researched, well-told narrative peppered with a good, often modish, turn of phrase. He has certainly unearthed and references, some might say obsessively, many new articles on Casement and his controversies, alongside every twist and turn in the authenticity debate over nearly a century. 

Well-notated, the article offers an in-depth and interesting, if dense, account of the decades of dispute and argument, and of very recent events, in the context of Irish, English, and, to a degree, global politics. However Mitchell dulls the story with a mood of conspiracy and victimhood. Indeed it is pervaded by a tone of resentment while, at times, the text seems a vehicle for revenge for sins of lèse majesté, and for too many slights. 

Significantly the writer hardly addresses the outstanding and contemporary issues of Ulster and the Irish nation, else he might reveal Casement, and his representatives on earth today, have little original or useful to say on that subject beyond bien pensant peace process remarks and the slagging off of England. 

We are told that “Casement always saw the bigger picture for humanity and fought against the bitter pettiness born of sectarian posturing.” But he saw no bigger picture where the north was concerned. As stated, “He organised gun running into Ireland” (twice) yet did not conceptualise the consequences. He, like Redmond, had believed Carson and Craig were bluffing and he was horribly wrong, despite reality staring him in the face by 1914 in the form of the Covenant, the UVF and their German guns. Not that Asquith wasn’t also wrong. No analysis of Casement’s failure and the fact that partition has lasted for nearly a century is to be found here nor, sadly, would I expect to have seen one. 

What does Mitchell tell us that is new or convincing about diary authenticity or forgery, and why are we bothered, if we are not voyeurs, of which some are accused? He assumes other historians work in tandem, and there is some degree of truth in that, although many learn and advance their ideas through the clash of argument and dispute. Not so, where diary forgery theory is concerned. Facts are rarely adduced and issues always disputed, as in republican lawyering, until most other writers, especially English ones, despair and abandon the field. This writer doesn’t, having a dog or two in the fight. Throughout, Mitchell writes more like a defender than an historian.

So why does he take up the cudgels on behalf of the forgery theorists, again and now? The school was formerly more united, being composed of himself, the Roger Casement Foundation, various unreconstructed old-time nationalists (who could not always be relied upon to curb their anti-homosexual sentiments), and the nexus of the Irish Political Review/BICO/Athol Books under Brendan Clifford. 

That combination had gone its separate ways and Mitchell, having, as he says, taken advice from his mentors, perhaps wisely, set out on an academic and global path. Yet after being told for the sake of his career to keep out of the controversy, he seems released from that advice. One clue may be that the piece is a precursor to a big international conference on Casement in Tralee in October 2013 run by the University of Notre Dame, one that, in turn, may be linked to The Gathering. 
The British and Irish Communist Organisation (BICO, formerly the ICO) with its HQ in Athol Street, Belfast used to have a different view on the diaries and Casement’s homosexual activities, but now appreciate him only for his anti-English, anti-war writings and activities. Unwisely, they linked up with the forgery theorists, seriously subverting their own case on the origins of First World War, one that is now underpinned and sustained by a monocular Anglophobia.

For the record, in February 1984, The Irish Communist said: 
“The great Irish homosexual is Roger Casement. The great English homosexual is Oscar Wilde. Casement was of the Keynes variety and Wilde of the Quentin Crisp variety. Casement never got into trouble over his apparently rampant sexual activity while he was a British imperialist agent, but his diaries were used after his conviction for treason in order to dampen down the demand for a reprieve. And Wilde wouldn’t have got into trouble if his sense of humour has not failed him at a critical moment. The most outrageous humourist in the English language struck a high moral attitude when it was vital that he should have made a joke. He insisted on going to court, and he ended up doing hard labour for unnatural practices.

Irish national culture could only cope with Casement by declaring the allegation of homosexuality to be an imperialist slander and insisting that the diaries had been forged by Scotland Yard. It was tacitly conceded that if the diaries were not forged, then Casement was an abominable person. But Wilde, unnatural practices notwithstanding, became part of the fabric of English culture – both in his own proper person, and through the Gilbert and Sullivan opera, “Patience”.

Official tolerance of homosexuality in England came after a long period of de facto tolerance connected with the growth of liberal culture. Perhaps that is why many English homosexuals can take queer jokes in their stride, and even contribute to them.

The culture of nationalist Ireland was not tolerant of sexual perversion and its classification of perversions was very extensive indeed. In the good old anti-imperialist days, a demand for “gay rights” would have been given short shrift.

The de facto tolerance of “gay liberation” in recent years is not the product of a growth of liberal culture. It is a product of cultural collapse.

For half a century after independence nationalist Ireland embarked on a line of cultural development diverging from that of Britain. But that line of development was cut short by the influence of the Second Vatican Council. The past decade has seen a collapse in the value system which the society had been cultivating since the mid 19th century. The old convictions are giving way to mere confusion. The society is beginning to follow on behind Britain for want of anything else to do, but the strongly developed liberal convictions of the British are absent.

“Gay liberation” has sprung into being in this vacuum. Perhaps that is why it is so thin-skinned.”

(This article followed a dispute over a comic squib in the Irish Communist’s December 1983 issue entitled “Gay Noise” which prompted the Cork Quay Co-op to withdraw all ICO publications from sale.)

Mitchell offers, early, an interesting fact that Casement’s name is absent from “the principal historiographic collection analysing Irish revisionism, Interpreting Irish History, edited by Ciaran Brady (2004). 
He follows this by writing
 when discussing the Casement biographies by Brian Inglis and B.L. Reid (of 1973 and 1976 respectively): “The medico-psychiatric vocabulary masqueraded as a form of analysis, and it remained a favoured element of the new propaganda offensive against Irish republicanism and nationalism in Northern Ireland, an obsessive determination by people, who were usually woefully undereducated, to identify nationalism as a pathology. These biographies were widely reviewed in both academic and mainstream journals as part of a strategy of depoliticising and criminalizing the broader republican movement. In terms of their interpretative trajectory, the Black Diaries comply with what Kevin Whelan (2004) has defined as the second and third phases of Irish revisionism from the late 1950s to 1990s.” 

This is Mitchell trying to turn Casement into the prevailing wind, but Inglis and Reid were researching before the 1970s Troubles, and writing some time before the anti-revisionist movement set sail. He also adds,
 in something of a non-sequitur, that Brian Inglis’s acceptance of authenticity masked his lack of consideration of “the Diaries as documents of historical record” and thus ignored “what they were intended to reveal about the crimes against humanity under investigation.”
 Both writers, he remarks, saw Casement “as a disaffected consul with tendencies to psychosis and erotomania.” 

In 2002, I wrote of the two authors: “Reid attempts, evidentially, if not always accurately, to prove the diaries genuine and psychologically consistent. He deals with the homosexuality issue in an interesting and amusing mode, clearing away his own prejudices and treating Casement very much as a human sexual being with all the absurdity that can appear to involve for the outsider looking in. This novelised history was overshadowed by that of Brian Inglis. The two authors’ paths frequently crossed in those source rooms of Casementia – the National Library of Ireland in Dublin’s Kildare Street and the Public Record Office in London.”

I would repeat that B. L. Reid, a prize-winning American journalist, did try too hard to find evidence of Casement being homosexual. The recently rediscovered (in the NLI) 1881 “Scribbling Diary” has undone another of his assumptions about the teenage Casement’s desire for a “Sweet boy of Dublin,” one whom he saw in his dreams. It appears he was innocently quoting lines from a song of that name – Colleen dhas cruthen na moe. 

Mitchell’s view of a corroding, cruel revisionism exploiting medical terminology on the Troubles does not fit the facts. It is based on the idea of the 1916 Rising and the War of Independence – which did become an unassailable founding myth for the first fifty years of independence – as the settled and single view of the Irish people. In truth, that view was imposed on top of a variety of outlooks. It was inevitably to wear out, allowing for older, more complex outlooks such as Redmondism to resurface, like Fermanagh’s dreary steeples. 

The Bolshevik revolution in Russia in 1917 bears great similarity to the Easter Rising, each being a well organised conspiracy and putsch that changed everything for decades, suppressing all that went before, but failing to stay the course. Although in Ireland’s case, the unintended victor of the struggle, the English-speaking Catholic Free State, became a target. It is currently more vulnerable than separatism or Sinn Féin. 

Casement’s policies of European union (without England), and the Commonwealth as a replacement for Empire, have stayed the Irish course despite the destabilisation caused by Dublin overplaying its economic hand in the Celtic Tiger years. Perhaps even the Blairite idea of an ethical foreign policy and the adoption of benign, global and transnational strategies can also be traced back to Casement.

However revisionism hardly got a look-in in post-1968 Northern Ireland. The IRA operated within the separatist founding myth and neither the British nor the Unionists bothered to query or undermine it, a few admirable exceptions aside like BICO, Jim Kemmy of the DSP and Conor Cruise O’Brien. 

Mitchell fancifully tries to locate Casement far closer to modern realities than he merits when he says
 “Release of the diaries [in 1959] co-incided with various political and cultural changes in Ireland. A new era in Anglo-Irish relations dawned, and with it the promotion of ‘transparency’ in government. On 31 August 1994 the Provisional IRA announced a complete cessation of military operations and negotiations opened between Westminster, Leinster House and the Sinn Fein leadership. In October 1995, a further 200 closed Casement files were declassified.” 

There was no “new propaganda offensive against Irish republicanism and nationalism in Northern Ireland [nor] an obsessive determination…to identify nationalism as a pathology.” There was however an understandable aversion to the extreme violence of the IRA and INLA, and a separate attempt to suggest that Ulster Protestants had rights, within or without the single Irish nation. 

Neither managed to gain much purchase and the war ran its long course, until the spoils of Northern Ireland came to be split after 1998 in a consociational Stormont. This process only happened because Sinn Fein/IRA chose, at last, to cash in their large accumulation of political chips, won by a titanic military campaign, essentially of armed Hibernians, not Republicans. It succeeded otherwise only in decimating the Unionist population, literally, but then that is not a human rights issue concerning Mitchell. Casement hardly figured in the Troubles although his diaries became a part of the loosening of the Catholic state in the south that he inadvertently created.
Within a limited number of committed separatists, notably James Connolly, he stood largely apart from Irish political sentiment. Their pro-Germanism also put them at odds with both British socialists and radicals like Ramsay MacDonald and Casement’s close friend, E.D. Morel, and the German Communist Party leader Karl Liebknecht, all of whom maintained a due distance from their countries’ patriotic wars.
The arrest on 1 May 1916 of Liebknecht tells an unmentioned tale. As I wrote, “He was charged with attempted war treason because of a speech he had made in the Reichstag on 8 April about Casement. While still in Germany, Casement had been advised of the speech. ‘How Liebknecht got a hold of this, goodness only knows’, he noted. The charging was reported on 16 May in the Daily Chronicle and Casement sent the clipping to Gavan Duffy, scribbling alongside it, ‘I am still anxious on this matter.’ It could be dangerous for several reasons, but the most obvious and immediate was that Liebknecht’s alleged crime had been reading out the Irish Brigade Treaty in the Reichstag. He had prefaced his remarks by saying that Germany had entered ‘a treaty with the arch-traitor Sir Roger Casement whereby English soldiers were to be used against England.’ Luckily, Liebknecht’s quotation of the actual details had been suppressed in the German newspapers.”
Mitchell adds little meat to the diaries issue, just sowing doubt wherever he can, as when reminding readers, “In Derridean terms Casement’s ghost is a reminder of an alternative history”. Nor does his homage to the archive and its integrity go so far as to allow him to remark on significant gaps in Casement’s, otherwise voluminous, manuscript documentation. 

Most notably there is a paucity of letters from two of his most frequent correspondents, Bulmer Hobson and his cousin Gertrude, nor are there inward boyfriend letters, as mentioned in the diaries – a few innocuous Millar Gordon items aside, or indeed other diaries. His Amazon and Congo investigation material including the Black Diaries was left in London and seized in April 1916 although returned, while his German material was eventually brought back from that country. 

I presume the missing items were stored in Belfast at F.J. Bigger’s house, ‘Ardrigh’. The lack of other diaries is interesting but unresolved although it seems to fascinate Mitchell. The most substantive reference to another was when Casement’s papers were inspected at Ardrigh (perhaps including a 1913 diary) after he left for the U.S and were then burned in panic as realisation dawned about their contents. This was detailed by Bigger’s nephew Senator Joseph Warwick Bigger in warning letters, his memorable remarks being replicated in correspondence between Dr W.J. Maloney, author of The Forged Casement Diaries, and the writer Frances Hackett. 

I wrote of this in 2002 quoting from a Maloney letter:
““Bigger’s uncle Francis Joseph, the one who lived at Ardrigh where Shane Leslie used to call, was interested in the boy scout movement about thirty years ago when I occasionally went to Belfast and never had any interest in what he was doing. Yet that did not spare my shocked ears from hearing that the Greeks had a name for Francis Joseph Bigger’s habits and that he needed none to show him how to scout for boys. In this rumor he was I am sure misrepresented…As far as I can ascertain his sexual habits were not obtrusive and were presumably normal.

But then no friend’s nephew has come forward to tell with correct reluctance and with noble purpose of Bigger [sic] the Sodomist’s diary secretly burned at a midnight fire in the kitchen stove…I don’t place the proper significance on the informer Bigger’s statement that he learnt from the cook and his uncle that Casement went out much at night. 

Bigger tells you that his uncle, when Casement’s activity in Germany became known (which was in October 1914) “feared a search by the military authorities and got rid of his (Casement’s) bags and old clothing”. As late possibly as September 1915 the nephew “had found in the small room on the right of the hall at Ardrigh which Mr Leslie may remember” a diary telling of anti-British activities in organising the Irish Volunteers, in pitting German against British shipping interests in Ireland and in other spheres as well as exposing myself as a confirmed Sodomist.”

Joseph Bigger described his uncle Frank almost fainting on making the discovery adding that the thing was destroyed “immediately in the kitchen fire – it was late at night – everyone but ourselves had gone to bed.” 

Maloney’s commentary intervenes again, “The only collateral statement that can be tested is the reference to Casement’s brother being in debt in 1914.” Finally, Professor Bigger tried to explain: “My object in writing [to Hackett and Leslie] is to attempt to bring the controversy to an end because I am convinced that the British Government had and probably has diaries of Roger Casement which if published would establish beyond question that he was a pervert.” Bigger’s assessment of Casement nonetheless was that “his present position of national hero and martyr is one that is well deserved.””

Casement had indeed sent instructions from Berlin via Washington in November 1914 for things to be hidden: “Also let him tell Bigger solicitor Belfast to conceal everything belonging to me. Roger.” There could have been little subversive in the cache as he did not start dealing with Germany until after he left for America so one must assume it was the private letters and diaries that concerned him. MI5, as was their wont and despite Mitchell’s talk
 of the “efficacy of the intelligence services”, having deciphered the message, ignored it. 

Angus Mitchell does advise of his own view
 that “the Diaries are skilled forgeries”; their creation involved “rewritten versions of existing journals”; and also that the forgers “interpolated existing Diaries or manufactured a new set with the sex-centred narrative.” Regardless of which, he is clear, if it was Casement’s writing,
 “he deliberately authored diaries that executed him, dramatically compromised his work as an investigator of atrocities and betrayed himself as ‘a man of no mind,’” (Joseph Conrad’s phrasing),
 adding they are “homophobic documents” portraying “a predatory sex tourist who debased and objectified the native.” 

Anyway Casement’s first extant diary was commenced before he even received the commission for his Congo investigation. Mitchell then offers this unworthy remark, “If the Black Diaries’ Casement is the one true Casement, it is right that gay history should claim him as their own, for Casement was the true martyr of the gay rights cause more than Oscar Wilde or John Addington Symonds.”

He also repeats his somewhat crazed notion
 that, “The authorities actually had 43 years to perfect the look of the Black Diaries”, these 43 years being from their delivery to Scotland Yard in April 1916 to the Kew release in 1959. However the typed versions effectively stolen by Sir Basil Thomson, from Scotland Yard in the 1920s (he was by then a renegade), are, typos aside, how the documents read that are currently in the National Archives at Kew. 

In a few belittling paragraphs, he turns briefly
 to this author. “Among the many Casement publications to appear during this period, the most deliberately provocative was the stalwart voice of gay activism in Northern Ireland, Jeff Dudgeon. As a devout Unionist and professed Irish non-nationalist and both veteran and architect of Northern Ireland’s gay rights movement, Dudgeon took apparent pleasure in antagonizing and enflaming nationalist feeling on the Casement issue.” 

I actually got no reviews of my book in the northern nationalist press despite provision of multiple copies – even to An Phoblacht. It was studiously ignored. 

He describes my book (the title is carefully not provided) thus: “His new version of the Black Diaries published privately in the Spring of 2002 (November actually), gained academic approval, following a launch by Professor Lord Bew of Queen’s University, Belfast. This somewhat eccentric publication which included extensive passages from all the disputed diaries, along with fresh interpolations, and thoughtful omissions amounted to little more than an updated and camped-up version of the 1959 edition, with a few original insights into Casement’s early years in Antrim. Dudgeon upheld the diaries as the heart and soul of Casement’s biography and used them provocatively as a means of destabilising (or queering) the martial spirit of Northern Irish Protestant nationalism and representing it as some deviant youth movement. The book baffled academics, and was as unashamedly political as it was scholastically unsound.” 

Exactly not. I gave equal space to Casement’s family and upbringing and his role in Irish and Ulster politics, which role Mitchell seems incapable of engaging with. My book’s title tells it precisely: Roger Casement: The Black Diaries – With a Study of his Background, Sexuality, and Irish Political Life.

I am no academic but am, I hope, a scholar. If I “gained academic approval” does that not suggest some recognised merit in the work? I even received a commendation for my researches from Brendan Clifford in his IPR review, although the book and its launch was largely mined for ammunition against the revisionist school. 

I am essentially accused of being ‘a gay unionist’. I am one but I especially don’t like being accused of it by an ersatz Scotsman from London who went to Harrow and won’t ever engage on the matter of the Union and partition. If I am a Unionist, Mitchell is a Nationalist, indeed another ersatz Irishman hiding his partisan politics behind a mask of internationalism.
He had written earlier, “Jeff Dudgeon uses the Black Diaries to update the queer geographies of Ulster and to re-imagine Northern Protestant nationalism as some high camp drama driven by a cabal of queer crusaders”,
 and then accuses me of homophobia! If I enflame anyone, it is he, who, like Alice Stopford Green, has taken on the mantle of Ireland. 

Another stalwart of homosexual politics in the north gets the same, standard treatment. Harford Montgomery Hyde was a Unionist MP in the 1950s and wrote extensively on Oscar Wilde, Casement and espionage. He lost his north Belfast seat in 1959 because of his courageous (politically suicidal?) efforts in the House of Commons, almost alone, to bring about the decriminalisation of homosexuality after the Wolfenden Report. 

However all we get in the Field Day Review are constant clunky reminders of his period working in MI5 during the war, such as “the hand of British intelligence was again evident in the intervention of the Unionist MP H. Montgomery Hyde”.
 Links between top people in London, in this case Lord Beaverbrook, René MacColl, a popular and racy journalist (who wrote the first critical biography in 1956, Roger Casement: A New Judgment), and Hyde, also a journalist and often short of money, are found. But they prove nothing except that Fleet Street was a small world. They fail even to be suggestive. 

Mitchell does however mention that Hyde’s 1960 Casement trial book carried “passages that were possibly the most explicit descriptions of homosexuality ever to appear in a mainstream publication in Britain.” This was a fortnight of entries in the 1911 Black Diary, which I republished in full for the first and, so far, only time in 2002. Even the Maurice Girodias edition of 1959 did not carry them. He, meantime, is rubbished for consorting with elements of the British establishment i.e. Singleton-Gates who provided the text of the diaries (via Basil Thomson). And this despite the nationalist tone of the Irish historical material Girodias carried in his Paris-published volume. (Henry Miller was the most famous of his authors.)

Venom is reserved, at length, for Bill McCormack who had earlier accused Mitchell of “substituting personalized insinuation for argument and evidence” in a review
 of his book Roger Casement in Death or Haunting the Free State. The diary forensics and handwriting tests are then filleted, along with the accompanying BBC film, where it is said “those who argued for forgery were dismissed as atavistic republicans”. 

McCormack
 is accused of having “adopted an agenda-driven position, assuming an aggressive malignancy towards the tradition advocating forgery, while affecting a position of calculated neutrality.” This was all based on “personal political interests.” Good to know that writers can have them! That and a headline-focussed press get condemned, although Professor Eunan O’Halpin is quoted,
 helpfully, as saying the forgery theory is “essentially an article of belief not susceptible to conventional historical analysis.” 

Bravely, Mitchell does then enter the sensitive and difficult area of paedophilia, explaining
 that as the years passed, “Casement’s sexuality was being rebranded. He would emerge by 2005 not as acceptable homosexual, but as unacceptable pederast and/or paedophile.” He tells at length of a hostile review of my book in the American Irish Literary Supplement by one Coilin Owens who was as unpleasant about Casement’s sexual activities with boys as he was about me, and then of an unsparing Irish Times article by Vincent Browne in 2004. 

He quotes
 Browne saying of Casement that “almost certainly he abused young boys” although it was “unfair to write off someone because of a perversity”. Mary Kenny added to the debate, similarly, by asserting “a good man can also be a paedophile.” My responding letter
 tried to clarify the question:

“Vincent Browne’s assertion that Casement “was probably a paedophile” is relatively new. I suspect any evidence to support that allegation comes from my book, published two years ago. In the 1911 diary, not previously available and the biography, readers were enabled to observe several occasions when Casement’s behaviour moved into the unacceptable. It involved the importuning and sexualising of two young teenagers, Teddy Biddy in Barbados and José Gonzalez in Peru. Otherwise his self-recorded penchant was for young men who were plainly eager for sexual contact. 

If one must categorise a person’s sexual mode at a hundred years distance, Casement was not a paedophile but might best be described as a pederast, the casual French expression that, in its particularity, means both homosexual and someone keen on teenage boys. Paedophile is generally taken to mean someone interested in pre-pubescent children. The danger for those who respect and applaud Casement has been that the remaining forgery theorists, having an idealised view of the man, perhaps accept that he was gay but assert instead that the ‘forging’ diarist was variously “a psychopathic predator” and a “pederastic exploiter” (Angus Mitchell) or someone who "had absolutely no conscience in regard to his own sexual life” (Martin Mansergh). But, as he was the diarist, these descriptions apply to Casement! 

It is one thing to argue forgery but another to regard the diarist as a sexual monster; indeed it is quite perilous if that person is proven to be one and the same man who Dr Mansergh has also stated it was “legitimate to co-opt ... as a forerunner of Ireland’s independent foreign policy”.

Of course paedophilia in the last decade has brought down the mighty in Ireland with the mightiest of all, the Catholic Church, still on the ropes because of a near-century of exemption from the laws of independent Ireland and their enforcement. Lesser mortals like Cathal Ó Searchaigh have fallen into the exclusion abyss for misbehaviour with boys in Nepal, written of as ‘fair-trade sex tourism’, while Senator David Norris came under serious pressure, twice, during the recent Presidential election on the matter. 

Initially it was for a standard issue (old) interview which touched on the subject of Greek love – the unlikely arrangement in Athens where teenage boys were passed around family friends as part of the maturing process – and then when it emerged he had sought clemency for his former partner after he was convicted in Israel of sex with a fifteen-year-old. One way or another, a national treasure, who had led the opinion polls for the Presidency, was reduced to an also-ran who couldn’t achieve the necessary percentage for refunding his expenses. 

Casement, had he survived, untried, would have probably become President of Ireland in 1938 and escaped notice because of the media omerta of the time, but his reputation would have been shredded by the 1980s.

The whole piece is seamed with portentous statements, often bigging-up Casement, which ensure that Angus Mitchell will not be taken as seriously as his abilities probably warrant. He asserts that Michael Collins in 1922
 “officially accepted the authenticity of the Black Diaries and that this acceptance was part of a secret deal in the diplomatic shadows of the negotiations [explaining] why the Irish government remained so ambiguous about the authenticity of the diaries for many decades afterwards.”
 

Later he avers that, “A process was set in motion in 1916 to shut Casement down through a dangerous act of historical necromancy…This conspiracy was then shared at the birth of the Irish Free State and awkwardly carried through subsequent decades in the sensitive and shadowy negotiations of diplomatic relations between the Republic of Ireland and the United Kingdom & Northern Ireland.”

Earlier it was, “Archival releases of the 1990s suggest that Ireland had to embrace the Black Diaries as part of the secret diplomacy behind the Irish Free State treaty. But, as Martin Luther King commented, no lie can live forever.” 

The only Irish governmental comments I recall, over the decades, were Eamon de Valera’s remarks on the Maloney book, “the British allegations against Casement have never been believed by Irishmen and so far as they are concerned no refutation is needed”; his effective, if ambiguous, answer in the Dail in February 1937, “Roger Casement’s reputation is safe in the affections of the Irish people, the only people who mattered to him,” and, finally, his expression of relief in 1965, “Now thanks be to God he is back here.” 

The fact that Casement knew all the founding fathers of the Free State and that they loved him, as they did their own achievement, is disregarded, even disrespected. They saw him as one of their own and instinctively defended him against all comers – the partial exception being John Devoy, the other man from New York.
Later Mitchell also states, “In the 1990s a political transformation in Anglo-Irish relations in turn transformed the image of Casement and the issues surrounding the Black Diaries.” And elsewhere, “The archive has played the crucial role in the privileging of a dominant narrative convenient to Anglo-Irish relations”
 yet also that Casement’s “memory was elevated to a level of devotion among the generations of Irish republicans who fought the War of Independence.”

Other writers get short shrift. Colm Tóibín is disposed of in grand style as someone who, “in his rush to proclaim a gay patriot overrode all methodological, archival and historical concerns.”

Mitchell gives no credit to rivals, or other writers and researchers except those who follow his path, like Jordan Goodman, author of The Devil and Mr Casement (2009) of whom he wrote in a DRB review, “When placed in the environment of the atrocity they claim to describe, the politics of the Black Diaries become deeply suspect. That it has taken non-Irish historians and intellectuals like Goodman to throw the most disinterested and scholarly light on Casement further reveals the abusive nature of the controversy.”
 

However Goodman is not as faultless as Mitchell would have us believe, given that he has praised him for “deliberately avoiding using the diaries in his narrative.”
 But Goodman could not resist the colour the diaries provide and several times quotes them as Casement’s words - without any reference being given. 
Another writer to whom Mitchell is curiously nasty, despite his previous obsequious interview in 2009 and his somewhat fawning later articles, is the Peruvian Nobel Prize winner for Literature, Mario Vargas Llosa who did not, could not, write a novel where Casement turned out straight. 

In truth, in Dream of the Celt, he did the second best thing, so far as Mitchell should be concerned, he portrayed Casement as a guilt-ridden, mother-fixated, sexual incompetent. None of which he was.

One senses a Casement-like mood of betrayal being experienced in this turnabout, when he feels obliged to use phrases like, “The Irish rebel emerges as a man of priapic stamina…not merely sexually deviant but prone to bouts of psychosis and delusional dreaming.”
 The novel itself is described as a heavy handed biographical pastiche with “maladroit sexuality at the core of the story.” It is also overloaded with those “sexual antics” Mitchell so often disdains, although the sexual element in the novel was relatively slight and unconvincing.

A sad betrayal, hard-felt, but Mitchell really should be grateful, as I suspect his early influence ensured a poor novel (the riveting Amazon episodes aside) turned out to be a history, one much as an Irish writer in the 1930s would have produced, with Casement as hero, rebel, angel, patriot, martyr and anti-imperialist. Or indeed as Angus Mitchell would produce today.

The issue of whether the British government’s circulation of copies of diary pages, particularly to Americans, prevented a reprieve, a view which is now conventional wisdom, gets mention. An article by Elizabeth Jaeger is referenced
 which is quite convincing in that her researches prove the diaries hardly surfaced in the public debates in the US over a reprieve. However they did get significant circulation in Washington society by means of a “photographic facsimile & transcript.” 

She writes,
 “The most recent books on Casement do not concern themselves with the U.S. government’s perceptions of Casement. The works by Jeffrey Dudgeon, W.J. McCormack, Angus Mitchell, and Séamas Ó Síocháin focus on Casement’s diaries, his trial, and/or his humanitarian work without exploring U.S. involvement.” However I don’t think she read my text on the diaries and Woodrow Wilson, where I argued it was Casement’s documented links to German-inspired and assisted bombings in America that were the strongest reason for Wilson’s inaction and silence in the face of a Senate appeal seeking White House support for a reprieve. 

And it was certainly not what Manus O’Riordan asserted in the Irish Political Review when he wrote that “President Wilson’s raw-nerve of pure-and-simple Ulster Presbyterian homophobia had been touched in July 1916.”
 Seeing Wilson as an Orange homophobe is not just anachronistic but unpolitical, which is not to say he had not been influenced by Asquith who, as he noted in a contemporary journal entry, had told him “of the unmentionable Casement diary, which shows a degree of perversion and depravity without parallel in modern times.”
The reality is that on 18 April 1916, just before Casement landed in Kerry, the American Secret Service raided the New York offices of Wolf von Igel, a German diplomat masquerading as an advertising executive, and gathered up a cache of documents on sabotage operations in the U.S., that implicated Casement and von Papen amongst many others.
 
I wrote in 2002, “The seized documents were erroneously thought by John Devoy to be the reason for Casement’s capture on Good Friday in Kerry. In fact his arrest was a matter of chance as the British had not warned the RIC in Tralee of his imminent arrival. Whether decrypts of Berlin’s January 1915 message to von Papen in Washington specifically naming Casement as someone suggesting people “suitable for sabotage in the United States” reached Wilson matters not. He knew enough by April 1916 to be assured Casement = von Papen = US sabotage and thus was someone he was not going to be seeking a reprieve for.” 

In the upshot, President Wilson told his Irish secretary in July 1916, somewhat obscurely, “It would be inexcusable to touch this,” adding “It would involve serious international embarrassment.” 

The sabotage, along with the sinking of the Lusitania off Cork in May 1915 was to become part of the gathering recognition in Washington that conflict was looming. The proximate casus belli was the mindless telegram from the German Foreign Secretary, Arthur Zimmermann, which London deciphered as it headed from Berlin to the German Minister in Mexico. It is worth restating those ten lines which brought America into the war: 

“We intend to begin on the first of February unrestricted submarine warfare. We shall endeavor in spite of this to keep the United States of America neutral. In the event of this not succeeding, we make Mexico a proposal of alliance on the following basis: make war together, make peace together, generous financial support and an understanding on our part that Mexico is to reconquer the lost territory in Texas, New Mexico, and Arizona. The settlement in detail is left to you. You will inform the President of the above most secretly as soon as the outbreak of war with the United States of America is certain and add the suggestion that he should, on his own initiative, invite Japan to immediate adherence and at the same time mediate between Japan and ourselves. Please call the President's attention to the fact that the ruthless employment of our submarines now offers the prospect of compelling England in a few months to make peace. Signed, ZIMMERMANN”. 

How much easier and more efficacious it would have been to forge that than the thousands of lines in Casement’s diaries?
A reprieve from the 3 August execution, probably desired by many of Casement’s acquaintances in the Cabinet, was politically impossible, not least because of the huge Irish casualties in the Battle of the Somme beginning in July and the execution by the Germans as a franc-tireur of Captain Charles Fryatt at the end of the month. (His merchant navy ship had rammed a German submarine.) It is almost as if Imperial Germany wanted Casement dead. Yet had he stayed in Germany as Berlin preferred rather than make a largely pointless, if honourable, journey to Ireland he would have survived the war. It was his choice to go to a certain death.
Which Casement is Angus Mitchell? He is more like the man in the gloom of his last days, seeing opposition and difficulties everywhere, not so much the earlier Roger who was at times positive and enthusiastic, although never sunny. He certainly inhabits and colonises those aspects of Casement I don’t appreciate. They think alike and of course blame the same. He would want to have been Casement as I, briefly, was. Indeed he has become Casement in all but matters sexual where I ceased to be, except in the heritage and sexuality departments which may explain the fascination we both have for the man.

In conclusion, one has to ask, as at the end of a trial, how a proper judgment or assessment on the authenticity of the diaries can be made, for that is the issue. 

I reckon there are five options:

· Under the criminal trial rule, judgment is by the classic, if confusing, phrase “beyond reasonable doubt.” I have proved to my satisfaction the diaries are genuine. I tested a fair number of such doubts and none remain, although the bulk of the evidence, it must be said, is the diaries themselves, alongside circumstantial material, but the diaries, if admissible, as they must surely be, have colossal weight;

· Secondly, the evidential test in a civil case with its lesser burden of proof – “the balance of probabilities.” This is the one I would expect most other highly interested parties to use to bring in a positive verdict. Mitchell certainly offers next to no evidence to prevent such a verdict, just the mood of a mystic victim. He at one time in a 1997 letter to the Irish Times approvingly quoted the probability test: “When writing about the Public Record Office manuscripts, Prof Roger McHugh quoted Montaigne: Historians can decide which of two reports is the more probable. That is what I did.”
 But as the contrary evidence mounts he no longer sticks to that position. He doesn’t even go down to the next level. 

· Thirdly, for the academic, the historian, and the reader of history there is a measure based on the evidence provided, so far as it is possible to obtain in the circumstances of passing years and a subject’s natural secretiveness. This has to be set against any alternatives presented, but alternatives there have to be, not just assertions or the casting of doubt. Obviously historical judgments in most non-contemporary cases are made on limited or small amounts of evidence. No such alternative evidence, for example of a forging process, has ever been adduced. Mitchell and his colleagues know many are not too fussy about the lack of alternatives given the natural instinct of Irish nationalists to be super sceptical.

· Fourthly, there is the test in the court of common sense where judgment is based on what evidence there is, and then on an understanding of what is likely, given human nature and people’s own experiences. This court does not often sit over Casement’s diaries, certainly not in many parts of Ireland.

· And finally, there is the test applied by those who believe truth a moveable feast, the Derridean or Foucaultian interpretation, which is also the view of the Irish Republican, not to mention the conspiracy theorist and the unconvincible. If there is a scintilla of doubt, then the case is unproven. Indeed as soon as one avenue of doubt is closed down, another is imaginatively opened up. That is the evidential test that will never be met, short of Casement’s resurrection. 

Mitchell in his conclusion
 returns to the First World War, quoting the famous speech from the dock where Casement invoked an alternate and radically different approach: anti-war and separatist if effectively anti-Unionist. He dared to dream and turned out to be a nation builder, regardless of the foolish attempts of his more enthusiastic supporters to deny the reality of his sexual nature. If it was accepted, his stature would rise. The choice is theirs.
Jeff Dudgeon is the author of Roger Casement: The Black Diaries – With a Study of his Background, Sexuality, and Irish Political Life (Belfast Press, 2002, 692 pp.). In 2014, he was elected as an Ulster Unionist to Belfast City Council for the Balmoral DEA. He lost his seat to the DUP in 2019. 
A 2nd paperback edition and the unabridged Roger Casement’s German Diary 1914-1916 including ‘A Last Page’ and associated correspondence both appeared in 2016. His Montgomery Hyde Ulster Unionist MP, Gay Law Reform Campaigner and Prodigious Author and another work, Legacy: What to do about the Past in Northern Ireland? were published in 2018. Jeff brought out a 3rd paperback and Kindle edition of Roger Casement: The Black Diaries (802pp.) in 2019 with the 1910 and 1911 diaries printed in full.
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Photograph: Jeffrey Dudgeon (above) and Angus Mitchell in 2000 at the Royal Irish Academy Symposium’s Dublin Castle dinner.
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Angus Mitchell and Jeffrey Dudgeon, Ballyseedy Castle dinner, Tralee, 26 October 2013
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Angus Mitchell and Jeffrey Dudgeon at Murlough Bay, after the Ballyvoy conference 25 June 2016.
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