I read the three parts in 2010 which are all in one QUB 1999 bound volume, in PN2. 
Brief notes below.[image: ]

[bookmark: _GoBack][ I Read the three parts all in the same bound 1999 volume of Critical Quarterly part-founded by AE Dyson [Homosexual law reformer in 1950s] (QUB library PN2.C9 Journals, 2nd floor) on 2 November 2010.  Eaton wrote/directed ‘Shoot to Kill.’
p. 142 “decked out in a ludicrous semblance of a Celtic outfit with a winged helmet and cross gartered socks.” - Young Joseph Mary Plunkett (major character)
p. 83 (3) “built like a cart horse”
PC Gill’s name mentioned (note taker at interrogation) but not used.
Adler over-written as bossy.
Casement strangely invisible. Gertrude in love with him. Half a dozen very good lines.
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Ruling Passions: The story
of Roger Casement

This is the story of Roger Casement, one of the most fascinating men
of the twentieth century ... Well, this is one possible way of telling
the story of Sir Roger.

A Protestant father; a Roman Catholic mother; a great humani-
tarian; an enthusiastic gobbler of young foreign masculine flesh; a
man who disappeared unharmed into the African jungle for months
at a time; a man who got lost in the thickets of nationalist politics; a
man whose beliefs straddled every contradiction of the ‘Irish ques-
tion’; a man whose sexuality would always trouble the land he was
quite prepared to die for.

Roger Casement was always on the move, always everywhere
and otherwise. He was certainly usually somewhere else than where
1 was looking to find him.

All | know is that about a dozen years ago Roger's shade put his
clammy hand upon my all too corporeal body when | was innocently
strolling by the banks of the old canal in Dublin. Since that moment
it has frequently seemed that my life has not been my own. | feel
possessed, though willingly. And so | have subsequently stalked
Roger's memory while he has insidiously colonised what remains of
my mind.

| have laid my head in obscure lodgings in County Kerry
overlooking the wild Atlantic breakers where his submarine once
landed. | have strolled on crisp November mornings across Stephen’s
Green to the Irish Records Office where a religious sister delivered
hand-written memoirs detailing Roger's time in Africa which have
never to my knowledge before been recorded in any previous
biography. | have queued at Kew, shivering outside the Public
Records office, slavering to be among the first to get my eager hands




