ROGER CASEMENT/DICK MORTEN CORRESPONDENCE 1893-1916 
50 TRANSCRIBED ITEMS FOLLOWED BY LIST
The NLI Special Collection List A15 for this correspondence (MSS 36,199 and 36,200), is at the end in a largely unannotated version. 
See separate file for annotated list of all such correspondence.
In MSS 36,199/1-5 and 36,200/1-2 there are 42 individual and catalogued Casement to Morten items. They are numbered here 1-42, with eight other related items being numbered 43-50. All Morten letters to Casement have disappeared.
Seven further originals (one new - 1 May 1906, no. 50 transcribed here – and a cover note for one plus some missing original sheets) were located in 2012 in the then unindexed NLI MSS 17,401-3 and 17,405-6, making 38 original NLI manuscripts plus six typescripts (overall) without originals, a total of 44 unique Casement to Morten items. 
1.
No date 

NLI MS 36,199/6 

‘Undated Casement note beginning “Till tomorrow!” 1 sheet.’ within ‘Undated and Covers’ (original). 

Only possible clue to dating is a ringed 6 at top right of manuscript.

6

Till tomorrow!

Here is the list [last/lost?]
of poor Mrs Sanford

your Roddie

Meet train at Uxbridge
Same as London hours much

by . _____

MS 36,199/6 also contains six envelopes/covers franked 

1897 Dec. 20 

1898 Oct. 19 

1898 Oct. 22 

1905 May 2 (black-edged, Liverpool) 

1906 Jan. 2 

1910 Feb. 7 (London; Feb 1899 written on envelope).

No likely accompanying letters for these covers are in the accession except that of 22 October 1898 and perhaps the undated letter of October 1898 which is taken here to be dated the 19th. 

2.
6 September 1893 – earliest surviving letter to Dick Morten

NLI MS 36,200/1 ‘1 sheet.’ (typescript)

No NLI original
7, The Grove

Fairlawn Road

Chiswick.

Sept 6th, 1893.

Dear Morten, 

Will allow me to bring an African friend on Saturday with me? He is a very nice chap you would like, and as Saturday is my only holiday that I could meet him I thought it would be very pleasant if I could take him down to with you, and we could bathe to-gether, and you might learn a good deal of novelty from Mr T.

Wire me just yes or no.

I’ll be out with you pretty early on Saturday, and if T can come will arrive to lunch. Don’t say “yes” to oblige me if one more to your party would be any inconvenience.


I hope Mrs M and her sister are with you. I have a black thorn for the latter I am bringing on Saturday.


I’m going strong in the healtheries, but no swimming.



Yours very sincerely,




Roger Casement.

3.
18 & 30 March 1894

NLI MS 36,200/1‘1894 Mar. 18-30. 3 sheets.’ (typescript, with one gap and no ending) 

No NLI original

Village of Usé (?)

(Between Old Calabar 

and Opobo, on the borders

 of the Ibo country.)

March 18th. 1894.

My dear old Dick,


Here I am once more on my travels but very different from the old Congo ones. 


I have only a short stretch of country to cross, viz. from the old Calabar river to the Opobo, hitherto never entered by a white-man – and perhaps 50 miles straight across – and yet I am exactly a fortnight out today from the Calabar river at Itu, and I have only covered 14 or 15 miles !!! 


Before starting I was told all sorts of stories about the people being very bad, and the Calabar natives said we should never get out again – never-the-less about 30 of them came with me and I took 14 Kruboys of the Government’s.


On our second day (we only did about 6 miles from the Calabar river inland the first day) we reached a village a mile behind this, and were there attacked by the people – and all our loads taken and two of the men captured. An awful howling mob of hideous fiends surrounded us, and as we were unarmed, and as I had strict orders from the Consul General to go peacefully, and if I couldn’t get through peacefully to turn back, we could make no fight. 


We had however just reached the borders of the Inokim, a branch of the great Ibo race, and they, hearing of our trouble , cane to our rescue and attacked the Ibibio village, and captured six prisoners before they cleared the place.


By means of these six prisoners they got me back all my loads, except a few scattered odds and ends. And they told me to wait here until their king and chiefs should decide whether I could go on to Opobo.


Yesterday they came in state, but nothing was decided, and they have promised to let me know for certain on Wednesday, and if all goes well I shall get off, but if they won’t allow me then I shall have to turn back to Itu, having only got 14 miles in nearly three weeks with!40 men £140 worth of darkies. What do you think of this for travelling? Not like our old Congo days where one went every where in peace without asking permission.


The Ibibios are a dirty, misshapen, very, very ugly race – but the Inokims are clear-skinned, pleasant-featured and fairly well formed. Their women are very clean, and their coiffures are master-pieces,…………The general chignon is an arrangement of hair with grease and camwood powder into a high crown of 7 or 8 inches, resembling the fan-shaped tail of a pigeon spread out – all stiff and hard – like the crown of an old Greek helmet, and shaped too just like that. (Note:– Here follows an illustration in pencil)


Many of the fully grown women go quite naked with only a string of green or agate beads hanging down their backs from their headdress to their waist or perhaps tied round the latter.


The day of the fight the Inokim women came to help, and one of them carried me out of the fray by the hand to the King, fearing I should get hurt; and after that she took charge of the captives and tied them up, banging the women (four of the captives were women from the village that attacked me) on the ground, and altogether behaving like a heroine.


The Ibibio women wear a bit of dirty cloth or else bark cloth of peculiar texture looking like a ravelled and dirty dish cloth.


I am still in an Inbibio village, but a friendly one, and shall not get into the Inokim country at all unless they decide on Wednesday to take me through. They say they are waiting to clear the road ahead – as if we go without the people between this and Opobo being told of our coming and agreeing to it, we shall be chopped.


The country is full of palms (oil, bamboo, and cocoanut) and people, and is all one great farm of clearings, with villages, and flat as a table now, altho’ the first day we crossed some low hills near the Cross River.


There is no connection between the Cross River (on which the Old Calabar is situated) and Opobo – but the latter communicates by several channels with Bonny and the great network of waterways that characterises the great delta of the Niger.


The Nigger is totally different from the Bantu. The latter welcomes, as a rule, the stranger, and is very amicable; the former is stubborn and obstinate, and by no means ready to sing small to the Whiteman.

March 30th
Got back to Calabar unsuccessful – having been turned back by natives. Found your letter with the sad – inexpressibly sad to me – news of our dear friend Parminter’s death. I knew he was dying by previous mail, but still hoped on………

4.
9 March 1898

NLI MS 36,199/1 ‘1 sheet.’ (original) 

NLI MS 36,200/1 ‘1 sheet.’ (typescript)

115 Lr. Baggot Street.

Dublin.

M’ch 9th 1898

Dear Dick, 

Did you read Lord Roberts’ speech? – Exactly my argument re the N.W. Frontier & almost word for word in places. There! – who says a prophet ain’t without honour only we’re both Irish old Bob & I.

The cold is killing here, every day getting worse too.

I’m very busy writing – and rather enjoying Dublin. I’ve got my leave extended.

How is Mrs. Morten?

I hope you are both flourishing.

I don’t think I shall be in England till Easter when I go to Salisbury & shall probably stay a few days in town going & coming back to Ireland again.

How are you getting on with Gibbon?

There are some fine second hand bookshops here – with old student books from Trinity.


Yours 


Roddie Casement.

5. 
17 March 1898 

NLI MS 36,200/1 ‘[1898? Oct.] with 1898 Mar. 17. 2 sheets.’ (typescript that includes both letters – see below.) 

 Lisdoron,

Ballymena, 

Co Antrim.

17th March 1898

Dear Dick,


I think your criticism of Conrad’s book The Nigger a just one. On reading it through I came to much the same opinion. Bits are very good, but much of it is even poor – and the interest to me – not a sailor is not sufficient.


Besides some faults of English – “lay” instead of “lie” – a frequent nautical error when sailors will speak of “laying at anchor” etc. – and mannerisms of style that are not pleasing , it does not, as you say, contain enough for a book.


My attempt goes only poorly along. I cannot express myself in my characters – and without inward concentration it is impossible to depict anything seemingly real. Mais nous verrons.


Thanks for your kind invitation. I shall certainly come and see you.


Enclosed are two effusions. 



Yours,




Roger Casement

P.S ……. 
6. 
19 October 1898

NLI MS 36,200/1 ‘[1898? Oct.] with 1898 Mar. 17. 2 sheets.’ (typescript that includes both letters.)
NLI MS 36,199/1 ‘[1898 Oct.?]. 1 sheet.’ (original) 

There is a loose cover franked 19 October 1898 which may belong to this letter otherwise there is no visible reason for its notional October 1898 dating on the typescript and by the NLI.

On Herbert Ward’s headed note paper:

Lambourn Place,

Berks.

On the typescript, which has this letter before the other of 17 March, is typed (Oct. /98 ?) while a handwritten note reads: 

(If this is correct date, order 

of these two letters must 

be reversed)

Wednesday

My dear Dick,


Had a most ’traordinary day of it yesterday on railways, and arrived here quite ‘trated and in a state of mental and physical ‘lapse. From house to house the journey took 5 hours & 40 minutes; or from station to station exactly 5h. 5 m..


Changes were numerous and frequent – W. Drayton, Slough, Reading, Newbury: and then the local omnibus took 77 minutes from Newbury to Lambourn and came in the last half mile whistling the whole way to show its strength was not run down. Mine was, however – and Herbert found ‘toratives necessary.


Mrs. Ward is in town, and H. goes there tomorrow – I too ‘bably; because I ain’t going to ‘tempt any more cross country journeys until I get to a country where there are no railways to hinder and ‘pede a poor traveller trying his best to go more than 9 miles an hour.


It will be quicker far to return to London & go from that to Devonshire.


Today is ‘hocking day and we’re all wondering what to do – as neither shooting nor riding is possible.


I enjoyed being with you all again, greatly, and hope I shall find time for one short visit again – to luncheon perhaps – before I go to Liverpool. If not my dear Dick – here’s good luck to you all – and with all good wishes for you.


Believe me,



Yours always,




Roger Casement.

7.
17 May 1898

NLI MS 36,200/1 ‘1 sheet.’ (typescript)

No NLI original
Ballycastle,

Co. Antrim.

May 17th 1898.

Dear Dick,

I sent you an “Outlook” some time ago with some verses of mine in it, marked “R.C.” only. Did you like them?

Thanks for your letter old chap. I expect to leave for England about 28th or 29th, and will come out to you at Uxbridge for a night certainly.

Very bad weather here; but otherwise very pleasant.

The Clan Casement is gathered in great numbers, and we are a big party at my uncle’s.

Very kind regards to Mrs M. When will K [Katie Parnell] be home again?

I’m at this address till 24th. May.
 


Goodbye for the present 



Yours ever,




Roddie Casement.

8.
19 September 1898

NLI MS 17,401 (once missing original letter)

NLI MS 36,200/1 ‘2 sheets.’ (typescript)

Ballycastle,

Co. Antrim.

19th September 1898

My dear Dick,


Your letter of 17th to hand yesterday from Lambourn. [Herbert Ward’s house] I never to my knowing, told H. I was going there on 13th, altho’ I have been wishing to get back to town – but it does not look yet as if I should get way from this ’till after beginning of October. 

My sister is here with me and is enjoying the delightful scenery & air of the place, and I may add strangely, for once, the not bad weather!


I bathe too, in the deep blue sea, off rocks, two or three times daily- glorious dives of over 20 feet into the deepest blue imaginable – blue and sparkling and painted red, green And white by sea-weed, (rack we call it here) and sands of varying depth. I always think looking at our bit of sand coast between two great headlands of Tennyson’s … “like a blue sea shoaling into green,” which he, by the way, applied to a lady’s shot silk dress.


I don’t know when I go to Africa, as I have heard nothing from the Foreign Office for months. It’s a desperate shop that – beats any West End tailor for patience and delay.


Of course I shall come and see you when I get back to London and hope I shall find you flourishing all.


Have you seen some verses in this week’s “Saturday Review” by Henry Newbolt called “Ireland, Ireland”? 

They are couched in a spirit of comic insult – possibly not so meant – which is comic to an Irishman, as coming from a descendant of one those who “strong in darkness took poor Ireland, broke her heart, and left her mad” etc. etc.

I have parodied them thus(since beginning the letter the fit took me) and I beg dear Dick you will not be offended or feel wronged at my remarks about your country, any more than I do about Mr Newbolt’s about mine.

ENGLAND, ENGLAND

Up thy chimneys England, England

Up thy chimneys black and sad,

Goes thy smoke – wrapped spirit, paling

Goes pale-aleing feeling bad.

Long ago that anguish took thee,

England, England, lost and sunk.

Manufacturing darkness took thee –

That and drink, and left thee drunk.

Up those chimneys, England, England,

Still thy spirit spoiling goes.

All too late they love thy valleys,

They who wronged their green with those.


You’d better get the “Saturday” and on page 370 (17 Sept.) you’ll find Newbolt’s “Ireland, Ireland” which as poetry is a poor thing – not better than mine.


How are Mrs. Morten and Katie? Remember me to them please and with all good wishes to you & your poor leg, which I hope is now quite fit again,

Believe me, 


Yours ever,


Roger Casement

9.
22 October 1898

NLI MS 36,200/1 ‘2 sheets.’ (typescript; probable cover as dated ‘22 Oct’)

“Do not insert this letter” is hand written on the typescript by Morten, or possibly Parmiter if he was the transcriber. A second, elegant hand has written *Note Pronounce Trafalgar, as in Spanish and other corrections. 
All of the letter is crossed out in the typescript.
NLI MS 17,401 (once missing original of undated cover note)
Great Western Royal Hotel,

Paddington W.

Dear Dick,


You’ll find some Nelson verses of mine in today’s “Outlook”. 

You’ll have to pronounce Trafalgar thus – Tra- fal gar with the fuller accent on the gar & not on the fal – which last is said to be “so English” – and not Spanish.


Love to you all



Yours ever




Roddie.
NELSON. 21 oct. 1805.

Isle that The Northern Seas acclaim

Blue-visioned, ringleted with foam,

Beyond all beauty’s worth or fame

In that you were great Nelson’s home;

The oak trees fall, the nations fail,

The seas that made your strength may mar,

But victory answers still the hail

That smote her ears at Trafalgar.*

When Europe lay from coast to coast

To work his will supinely fain,

‘Twas Britain broke Napoleon’s boast

And made his every victory vain:

Each triumph shout his soldiers gave

Woke dismal answer from afar;

Each wind that blew from Nile’s red wave

Winged ruin on to Trafalgar!

The fell upon those strange allies –

Shorn priest of Spain and godless Gaul

More fierce than when the riven skies

Ring clattering to the tempest’s call,

With rising swell of British cheer,

And striking flag and falling spar,

And flaming gun-deck tier on tier

The voice of doom at Trafalgar.

[Crossed out:] (*……”The Spaniards with crosses dangling at their spanker boom ends; and towering high in the thick of that crescent-like huddle lay the “Trinidad” of four rows of teeth, and filled with breathless men and a number of priests.” Clark Russell. [William Clark Russell was a popular American writer of nautical novels and horror stories.]
The mind that planned, the dauntless heart,

The soul that never knew dismay –

These God took as the chiefest part

Of England’s debt for that great day:

They sleep not with the plume that nods,

They pass not with the funeral car,

They still live on, as when by God’s

High will they wrought at Trafalgar.

Lord of the still unstable seas

Whereon our iron fleets hold sway,

Grant that our trust be not in these;

Thine arm alone has power to stay.

Guide still this people, child and man

To grasp the nobler part of war.

Tho’ valour shone far in the van

‘Twas Duty won at Trafalgar.

______________

[Trafalgar (21 October 1805) was a battle off the Spanish coast during the Napoleonic Wars between the Royal Navy and the combined fleets of the French and Spanish Navy won by Admiral Horatio Nelson.]

10.
19 February 1899

NLI MS 36,199/1‘Incomplete: lacks all after 1st sheet. 1 sheet’. The original is on British Consulate St Paul de Loanda embossed notepaper.
NLI MS 36,200/1 ‘1 sheet’ (typescript of one sheet).
The remainder, that is the second, (once missing) original sheet of this letter, is actually in NLI MS 13080/6/ii/7, “Roger Casement to Richard Morten 1 letter; [189?].” The ‘sheet’ is four sides of a folded card and the end of a letter.
The end words of MS 36,199/1 of 19 February 1899 match the fragment’s beginning perfectly – ‘I was laid up after it for’ ‘a week with stiff muscles.’ 

Perhaps Casement forgot to put the second sheet into the envelope so it ended up in his papers rather than Morten’s? 
This end fragment is undated, but it was plainly written in 1899 the year before the Paris Exhibition mentioned therein. 

To help further verify dating, according to the FO list, Alfred Parminter was acting Vice-Consul at Lourenco Marques from 11 June 1897 and substantively from 23 November 1897 until 12 November 1898, also acting Vice-Consul at Beira from 1 April to 19 May 1899. 

This is the only (part) Casement letter to Dick Morten in Gertrude Parry’s donation. The other Casement to Morten letters were bought decades later by the NLI. 

‘The Savvy’ (Morten’s house) is on the banks of the river Colne.

19 February 1899

My dear old Dick,

Just a few lines from Boma on the Congo river with the enclosed for Jimmie & Katie [Parnell].
I only heard of their wedding from Herbert a short time ago. I wish I were a millionaire and I’d give them some of the million. I can, as it is, only give them my heartfelt good wishes, and the most modest souvenir of those kindly feelings.

I hope you are all having a good time of it my dear old fellow.

I’ve had a lot to do – and a good deal of worry of one kind and another since coming out here – but things are getting bit straighter at Loanda: 

I have got a house of sorts at last – and am getting it into some sort of shape. It was very dirty and wanted it.

I shall be a good deal way from Loanda I think travelling in my districts.

At present I’m on the Congo – and shall not return to the Portuguese part of my jurisdiction for a month.

Drop me a line and send an occasional paper or two like a good chap.

The “Morning Post” if even with interesting articles is always welcome.

I had a Congo swim a fortnight ago – more than half a mile across Loanda harbour – and the distance tired me so much I was laid up after it for [– end of MS 36,199/1 and beginning of MS 13080/6/ii/7:] a week with stiff muscles. 
I heard from young Parminter the other day: he has been offered the appointment of Vice Consul at Lorenzo Marques subject to passing his Examination. He does not seem particularly happy at the prospect – nor should I be either!

Have you had much Wagner of late? The music at Loanda is that of a piebald Negroid-Mulatto semi-military band of duffers – and is painful to listen to. Candidly it could not be much worse than it is.

I shall be glad this time to leave Africa – it seems to me one can have quite enough of a good thing – and I can now say “Enough!” to the Continent. After this billet I shall try for a healthier and happier one.

I hope the Colne is behaving properly this winter and that you are having fairly decent weather and some skating. What news from Fred from Uganda? I have a new Vice Consul Major Pulteney who was in Uganda for some years.

I am going up to breakfast with the Govr. General of Congo this (Sunday) morning at 12.15

Nice hour for breakfast – isn’t it?

We shall probably all meet at the Paris Exhibition next year. If I can afford it I mean to go home to that entertainment.

How is Mrs. Morten – give her my very warmest remembrance and with all good wishes for you both – my dear old Dick – Yours ever affecately

Roger Casement.


Roddie

11.
2 July 1899

NLI MS 36,199/1 ‘Incomplete: lacks 4th-6th sheets. 5 sheets.’ (original – on British Consulate St Paul de Loanda embossed notepaper.) 
The three missing original sheets were found in MS 17,403.
NLI MS 36,200/1 ‘6 sheets’ (typescript complete but full of typos)
Quoted extensively in Geoffrey Parmiter’s 1936 book, Roger Casement, pp. 5-7.

British Consulate

St. Paul de Loanda. 

Sunday July 2/99.

My dear Dick,


I am just back from 6 weeks on the Congo and north of this Beastly hole! I’ve had about enough of Africa. I got fever there and chiggers in my feet and am lame.


Your “Morning Posts” came delightfully – only one drawback – the 2nd June number – the last – only the advertisement side came and I had turned to it to see what Kruger said to Milner, and what Milner said to Kruger! 


It’s a regular Kru-Mill, and I fancy the dear old Dutch came out top dog. I like Milner, and think he will win in the end if England backs him up; only it means a big, a very big fight.


We shall have to send about 60,000 to South Africa, and good men at that, and more than the men even, we shall have to make quite sure we’ve got a leader who can use them.


60,000 men not well led won’t keep South Africa British – but less than that number might entirely suffice if we have a proper General.


The Boers – if war comes, as to me seems very likely – will play the old game of good positions chez eux and leave us to attack these well chosen and ably defended sites. If our generals don’t know what they are going to do then that will spell disaster, and I am sorry to say my dear Dick, with all my admiration for your race (the English) they seem in their history to have persistently shown a remarkable aptitude at the start of every crisis, of not knowing what they were going to do, or what they quite wanted, 


To me the South African question is in a nutshell. It is either Boer or Briton. It can’t be both. There isn’t room for a divided rule; one or other must be Boss. Now the Uitlander question is not so much getting the franchise for a certain large number of our own folk whom we think – rightly – ought to have it, as a final showing who is master in South Africa.


If we fail to get the rights (and I use the word advisedly) of the Uitlanders extorted from or granted by the Boers, then you may rest assured South Africa will recognise, if England doesn’t, that the power of Yea and Nay lies at Pretoria and not in London, or Capetown. The end of that would inevitably be that South Africa would as whole turn to Pretoria more and more, and to the strong men sitting there who know their own minds and their right strength – and that British paramountcy in South Africa would become as idle a phrase as the integrity of China or the policy of the “open door” – to say nothing of Taliemoan! 


These absurdities have all come to pass through British Statesmen not quite knowing what they wanted and being brought into sharp and sudden contact with Statesmen who did know what they wanted and how too to get it.


I believe Chamberlain and Milner both know what they want and the way to get it, but I doubt greatly if England at large is prepared to back them up to the bitter end, for that very possibly will mean war – a war not against the Transvaal so much, I fear, as a war against the Dutch in South Africa.


I think the time has come to be absolutely unflinching – or rather it came long ago – but today we have it and the opportunity together.


Europe is calm and not rabidly anti-British at the moment. We have a fairly free hand, freer than we shall probably ever have again in the next 50 years. France is a sucking dove, Germany a sucking pig, and Russia has got her Port Arthur, North China, Peace Conference and obsequious tout everywhere, while – well we have the ships, the men, and the money, and the grievance, and I say have it out once and for all with the Boers and S. Africa generally. Send Kruger an ultimatum, and if he doesn’t come to straight forward terms, then make him. That means war, of course, and it’s better that than give up S. Africa to Kruger, or let things drift – the latter and fairly damnable way of going to hell, much in vogue with British Ministries.


I sat down to scribble you a few lines while waiting for my bath this cold raw morning, and here I am launching out into in to these endless topics. Oh! For an hour of Casement as Prime Minister! And if I wouldn’t paint things a lively green all round.


By the way the Dr. F who seems to be advising Kruger is an Irish man – a Barrister. I often met him in S. Africa, and did not like him a little bit. He is a big, fat, gross Irish idiot, and if Kruger has gone more and more to Farelly, then he is in bad hands.


 F. does not like England, besides he has the Irishman’s joy in “giving back” more than he got, and the “last word” doesn’t always pay in diplomacy. (I suppose you didn’t know I was a diplomat. Well I am. My diplomacy consists in saying, like the O’Neill to the O’Donnell in 1400 and something “pay me Rint, or if you don’t….” To which unuttered plain speaking The O’Donnell replied, like a true Donegal highlander “Oi owe ye no rint, and if I did….”)


That’s the old diplomacy and I like it. It ended in a fearful row I believe wherein Donegal went dead for Tyrone, and I’m not sure the O’Donnell didn’t get the best of it, and smashed his Overlord, the mighty O’Neill by surprising his camp one night when The O’Neill had been dining too well.


Well my dear Dick I’ve come to the conclusion that I’d like to conclude Africa, I’m sick of the place. It isn’t the Earthly Paradise I once felt it, or rather I’m no longer the bird of that Paradise. I’ve grown old and grey – and now I want peace and music, and nice people round me, and old friends – and not any more truculent savages, and dirty, bad servants, and worse food, and no one single civilized diversion in life. I shall try for some nice healthy post when I get home from this (next year probably) and shake the dust and Chiggers of Africa off my feet for ever I hope, save perhaps an occasional winter in Egypt or somewhere up there.


I see Marchand’s [spelt Marchaud in typescript – this relates to the 1898 Fashoda incident] been weeping again. Isn’t it dreadful? Is the French Army composed either of weepers or forgers? They’re a pretty lot and no mistakes. I think Marchand is as contemptible from some points of view as Du Paty De Clam. The one weeps, or silently gushes, or suffuses his cheeks, or is sunk in despair for 36 hours – the other lies like a trooper, wears blue goggles, false beards, and strokes his chest to the old, old tune “I am betrayed”. 


Did you ever know a Frenchman who wasn’t betrayed? I haven’t. I’d like to meet one. Kitchener you’ll be surprised to know betrayed Marchand. And how do think he did it? You’ll never guess. I read it in the Paris “Le Journal” the other day – a “leader” too written by an ex French statesman. Well he did it this way. He saw Marchand was a “hero” of indomitable spirit. How to break this spirit – that was the problem for the British General with his 2,000 against the hero’s unconquerable little band of 120. Ah! how indeed. “What shall I do?” said Sir Kitchener, asking advice of a “priest” of all people – “What shall I do to break him down?” “Give him the latest French papers” replied the subtle Ecclesiastic. And he did it – with what result the world knows. Marchand and his fellow heroes, on reading the awful news of the Dreyfus conspiracy fell, plunged in tears. Into each others arms, and remained for 36 hours without life or speech. Yes, that was the only method by which a French soldier could be reduced.


If I knew French well enough I should like to write Le Journal to say they are wrongly informed. “It is true Sir Kitchener did betray the hero, but not with newspapers. He did it with a case of Claret. French wine – alleged French wine – mon cher Redacteur. We in England know quite well how that is done, and it was after opening that fatal gift of a dozen of Bordeaux your gallant countrymen fell speechless into each others arms. They know the wine – they’d tasted it before – Gilbeys at 24/- the dozen – hinc illae lachrymae. A French journal, my dear Editor (I would add) could take no one in, not even a Frenchman.”

Dear Dick please shut me up; go to your bath, if I won’t go to mine. I’m very dirty in pyjamas, waiting for the sun to rise, funking the cold shower-bath. I hope you are feeling nippy yourself and hard at strawberries and tennis. Dear old S.! [‘The Savoy’ or ‘Savvy’, Dick Morten’s house] I’d like to be on your lawn now, waiting the arrival of the cream. 


I’ve got a dog named “Rags,” a bob-tailed Sheep dog – but he is dying, poor old thing, and I fear won’t live many more days. He got fever like his poor Master at Banana on the Congo. (Banana is so-called because there are no bananas there.)

Monday midday.


When I got that far yesterday my bath came, and breakfast and then I went out for a long walk, and came back very tired.


I am dining on HMS “Barrosa” tonight, and expecting the “Forte” and “Magicienne” in daily. We’ve had lots of ceremony and uniforms of late, with the Governor General going home and Naval visits to pay. A German Consul is coming out also – daily expected. I hear he has a Lt something (military) as a Secretary! What Joy! He clicks his heels and bows like a Chinese idol on a sideboard.


The weather is simply glorious – too delightful for words just at present – if it only lasted – but by the middle of August dear Sol Major comes round once more, sweating like a tropical Pig that he is. “Rags” has just breakfasted in my Office and made an awful mess on the official floor, of bones and soup.


Goodbye. Love to you, dear old Dick, and with very, very kindest remembrances to Mrs Morten etc., etc.



Yours always, for ever




Roddie.

(P.S.) 6 July
Just saw Cape papers up to 29 June by man-of war, & I see Milner has done splendidly. I suppose it will be a fight unless Dom Paul gives in. R. 

12.
12 October 1899

NLI 36,199/1 ‘2 sheets.’ (original) 

NLI 36,200/1 ‘2 sheet.’ (typescript)

No address but written in St Paul de Loanda in Angola or possibly the Congo 

12 Oct/99

My dear Old Dick, how the Dickens are you, you dear old Soul?


I’ve told Katie [Parnell] I’ll only write you caustic bitter notes – so I should have begun R. Morten. Sir! But I won’t this time.


I get your Morning Posts every mail with great pleasure. Its leaders on the Transvaal question are very clearly put as a rule – better than The Times!


Look out for my Trade Report on Angola which ought to be public property in November (about 2nd. price [?] I fancy) published by the F.O.

If you see any comment in “Morning Post” (it gave me a very nice review in ’97 on Delagoa Bay report) send them to me. As a Trade report I felt it to be a dead failure as I don’t know enough about the commerce of Angola yet to point the British merchant out his narrow path of profit.


I therefore went into more general question of West African trade – the India Rubber in particular and tried to make the subject interesting – but I expect the F.O. blue pencil goes through most of it!

I fear it is war with old Kruger – ain’t it? 

It looks mighty like it – and I suppose it has to be – but I’m sorry it can’t be settled otherwise.

I hear your a great tennis man this year. I wish I were. I sprained my ankle ten days ago jumping down a cliff – it’s getting better but I’m half afraid a bit of the sprain is going to stay in permanent weakness of the muscles. Foolishly walked about 6 miles after the jump with the ankle swelling visibly and that did not improve things.

I read a review of some poetry the other day called “The City of the Soul.” [by Lord Alfred Douglas] I’m going to send you the book when I get it – as I liked the extracts greatly.

I am thinking of going home some time next year – but nothing is settled. I have some journeying first to do – and then I may go home via Portugal, Antwerp, England or the cape – I really cannot say yet.

I’m glad you had that trip to Italy you told me of earlier in the year. 

Isn’t it a glorious land? I love to think of it even.

What is your last news of Fred and the Uganda folk?


I shall just have time to get an answer to this before I begin on my proposed journeys up Congo and elsewhere.


Give everyone at Savoy my good greetings and wishes.


Do you ever see Lady Young now? What became of her son [Winthrop Young, the Alpinist, who was gay] – the one bathing with us? 


And so goodbye for the moment. 

Yours always.




Roddie.

13.
7 September 1900
NLI MS 36,200/1 ‘1 sheet.’ (typescript)

NLI MS 17,401 (once missing original)
WELLINGTON CLUB
GROSVENOR PLACE. S.W.

7 Sept. 1900

My dear Dick,

I have just got back, and I did not wire you! I thought we cd. better go to Paris again together later on – as I was a bit sick of travelling – and still more of France & all things French – and felt an extra day of Paris wd. have ended me.

I arrived there last night & left this morning by first train – and am only sorry I did not come straight thro’ without stopping in the “Ville lumière.”
I suppose your people are all down at Denham, back from Cornwall.


Were you & Herbert very tired after that memorable row on the Thames? I must say this for the French – they've got a finer stream in the Seine than we have in that horribly made-up Thames. Why if it were not for the locks I believe the water wd. all be at Gravesend inside the hour! 

I know you don't agree & think the Thames a gem among rivers. I am sorry to wound your sympathies but I candidly cannot admit it is a river in the geographical sense of the word, despite the fact that it has pretty banks. It is an artificially restrained and very highly bred means of social intercourse for the people of London.

Love to everyone and come and see me whenever you can at 12, Aubrey Walk, Campden Hill Road, Kensington. I've taken my friend's rooms there for two months.


Yours ever,



Roddie.

14.
26 November 1900

NLI MS 36,199/1 ‘9 sheets.’ (original) 

NLI MS 36,200/1 ‘8 sheets.’ (typescript incomplete, lacks end of ms.) 

SS Cazengo






Praia – Cape Verde Islds

[ts. has ‘of Cape Verde Island.’]






26 Nov. 1900.

My dear Dick,


I have been thinking of you a good deal of late – since leaving England I spent some time in Italy waiting for my steamer from Lisbon. I missed the one on the 11th. Nov. through a miscalculation, but caught a much better one by the error. The 11th. boat too, I am told was a dirty old tub and full of people. This is a good steamer – and I have a cabin entirely to myself. The only English people on board are the engineers – four of them all English or Scotch. We left Lisbon on 21st. I got there on 20th from Barcelona and Madrid.


The Consul at Barcelona is an old friend of mine – a former colleague when I was in the Niger Coast Protectorate – He showed me everything there was to see at Barcelona which is a very fine (trading) city. It has 600.000 inhabitants almost, he tells me, with its suburb – and is splendidly laid out in magnificent thoroughfares. Some of the Avenidas are really splendid tree planted boulevards – and at the fashionable hour full of smart carriages & well dressed crowds. We went first to a game called peloto – which is really a very manly, fine game. Played by four players (two to a side) in a great courtyard it somewhat resembles raquets – only the court is far bigger – and the game infinitely finer. The ball (a white thing like a tennis ball) goes back from the wall with incredible force – and the skill, strength, judgment, health – and general fitness required of the players make this, to my mind, one of the finest games man ever invented. The auditorium is spoiled by the hideous row raised by the “Bookies” – just as at a racecourse – only with peloto you are inside a big building, seated, and desirous of watching the play – while these raucous voiced Catalonians pass continuously in front of your line of vision – yelling like infuriated incendiaries in a sacked city. Were they eliminated the game wd be ideal. It is chiefly, I believe, played by professionals – those I saw were certainly that – and it is said the players are not long lived – the strain on their systems being too much for the human body – beautiful machine as it is – to long endure.


After Peloto, I saw – what do you think? “Siegfried” – at the Theatre. The theatre is magnificent – one of the finest in Europe; it is certainly a finer theatre than any we have in London. The Company was Italian, and not bad – it wd. not have gone down in London – but some of the voices were good. 


The Barcelonese turn out in great style to the theatre. All the men in the stalls which are practically the entire floor of the immense building were in silk hats and correct evening dress – the women too, well dressed but not low necks. That is looked on as indecent – an indecency the coarse British mind may indulge in – but the pure Spaniards can neither bear to expose their bosoms nor the men to see their women folk do it. I didn’t sit out “Siegfried” – it lasts till 1 a.m. in Barcelona – as the intervals are of 30 to 40 minutes during which the world visits & talks either in the great foyer or else in the innumerable tiers of boxes.


Next I went (with my colleague, and the American Consul General, a nice young man) to a Bullfight. You remember, perhaps, I used to be sympathetic to the Spaniards in their war with the States. Well, seeing the bullfight, I could not help saying to the American Consul how sincerely delighted I was his people licked these “ineffable swine”. All that I had ever read of bullfights pales before the dirty, shoddy cowardly, base and contemptible reality. I used to think it was a brutal thing no doubt – but redeemed by the furious excitement, the risks run and courage and strength displayed. There is nothing of these – there is absolutely no redeeming point about the entire thing. It is a paltry exhibition of bad butchery carried on in the bloodiest and most revolting manner possible to conceive.


Wretched, blindfolded horses ridden by a thing (entirely in armour he) called a picador with a pole like a barber's pole held rigidly in front of him – are dragged, thrashed, whacked, and kicked onto the horns of the bull – who poor creature, stabbed, goaded, prodded, and infuriated in every way by a herd of human devils, his flanks streaming with blood, his eyes dazed by the ubiquity of his tormentors, gazes in friendly amazement at the sole other thing like unto himself – the horse – and again and again, at all costs refuses to attack and gore the gentle animal – to the unspeakable rage of the audience.


I never heard such a row in my life as when the third bull deliberately trotted away from the horse, and confined himself to trying to hoist (and rightly, poor thing) his human tormentors.


The two first bulls killed had, each in turn, at length, when blinded by fury, horned three horses, which died, (not unassisted) on the arena before our eyes. When these poor animals, with their entrails flowing out, their four limbs quivering like a dying hare's, lay on the sand before 20.000 (at least) Spanish men, women & children, it was as though the fiends of hell were rejoicing. Cheers & howls of joy rang from nearly every throat: but the third bull who would not gore the horses was, as I saw, the cause of a veritable explosion of Spanish chivalry. 


The crowd pelted the picador, the capas, and finally the President of the Arena in his box – clamouring for another bull. It reminded me of the uproar in the theatre of Ephesus (which I didn’t witness) when the people for the space of two hours (I think) cried with one voice “Great is Diana of the Ephesians”. The Barcelona theatre seemed possessed by only one voice, which grew almost rhythmical in its incessant cry for another bull. Needless to say in the end the crowd won.


The Matador business is not up to much. By the time the Matador comes with his sword to end the bull – the poor creature is more dead than alive. He has been prodded twenty times – and run off his legs in his efforts to horn some of the fiends around him – and often he has had fireworks dug into him which explode in the flesh. 


The death stroke was only once well done – the others all muffed it – and one fellow took six swords – the crowd pelting him & yelling at him. The bull after all this fell finally on its knees and died close to the barrier. One bull jumped the outer barrier & I was hoping he would have got among the audience – failing a picador or matador. The picadors are the worst of all. One pictured them, as a sort of prancing knights, risking their lives & only saved by the skill & speed of their horses. Instead of this, the sole raison d'etre of the wretched creatures is to ride a blind folded horse, fit for the knacker's yard – up on to the bull's horns. The horse is led, thumped, banged, pushed by three or four men behind – and the whole thing is grotesque were it not so abominably cruel and cowardly. 


When the bull does go for the horse, he generally rips up his belly, and down goes the standing horse, with his armoured rider. The latter cannot get on his feet without help owing to the weight of his armour – & the attendants lift him up – while the capos (tormentors with cloaks) draw the bull away until another horse is ready. Sometimes the horse is not killed – and however badly wounded, the picador gets on him again – and again the ghastly attempt is made to induce the bull to attack him. One horse I saw gored three times – and it was only after these three horrible experiences – when the creature could no longer even walk (for they never run or prance – they haven't it in them – they walk like funeral horses to their death) some extra murderers pulled it down on the sand – and while one held its head, another dug a knife into its spine – & left it kicking. 
These are the charms of the bullfight. Horses to be killed in a beastly way – and finally a wretched creature, born to an existence of gentleness, to be done to death by a crowd of wary ruffians. 


I can only repeat “Thank God the Americans licked these hounds” – a race that can make bullfighting its national sport (save the mark – there's no sport in it) does not deserve national existence.


What a dreadful thing to be a Spanish boy – the boy King for instance – and to be brought up on this kind of thing! I pity the Queen Regent of Spain who must be a gentle woman and yet be forced to go (I suppose officially she must sometimes go) every year to these revolting shambles – and to have to face the fact that her son will one day have to go to. I now know why the Inquisition flourished in Spain – it was not the will of the King or Pope – but the bloody lusts of the people. An auto de fé was, I suppose, in its day, even finer sport than a bullfight, and burning human flesh must have smelt better than fireworked bull – especially if one knew well the person being burnt. To see one's friend of yesterday going up in flame – and to hear the frizzling of his flesh – must have appealed to the very depths of the Spanish character – and thank God, the irrepressible Yankee gave them a forceful taste of Hell outside Santiago.


My dear Dick this is a dreadful letter. I enclose two sings for your musical mind and ear to link to sound if you can.


Perhaps the one I call “the Unforgotten” might do, although the first verse (I have struck it out) would not do for a song. The idea of wild strawberries could not be sung, altho’ it may be thought, and might appeal, in reading, to one’s sense.


I have only recorded a fact, when the flavour – the aroma of – a wild strawberry on a Swiss hill-top recalled vividly – too vividly – another day, and another human being.


I enclose you some more verses – I intend publishing some of mine – I have a piece partly done – that if I can finish as I wish to finish it I shall publish – You have never seen it – and I doubt if I ever shall finish it – I have the idea clearly in my mind I wish to express – but the mode of expression is a thing comes so rarely – and my surroundings are so rarely such that I feel in the frame of mind necessary. I think it is very likely my thoughts will remain buried in my own mine – and the reading world will not have lost much thereby.


I have often thought of you and poor Baptist – and of the sorrow it has brought into your lives – his early death. But do you know, Dick, I am more and more coming to the opinion that an early death is best. To die when you are young, strong – with beauty in your mind and face – before the sadness of lost youth has robbed life of its worth – is after all the best. I wish I had died some years ago – life is for some of us a poor thing, and as I grow older the prospect grows blanker. Baptist is perhaps the best off – at any rate he has been saved perhaps many years of suffering – the sadness is for those who remain for those who long for the dear face they will never see again. 


You said I remember in my rooms it did not seem worth while to be born to die so young as he is. Well, I often think, and of late more than ever, it does not indeed seem worthwhile to have been born to live the life marked out for us – or, if you will, that we mark out for ourselves. The mystery is inscrutable. Why so much love was poured into the human heart at birth, to be poured out again on unworthy objects. Why indeed were we created capable of perceiving, of longing for the highest, and incapable of attaining it, incapable of anything, it seems but failure; repeated ignominious failure.


I think I shall continue in this steamer to Loanda, where we are due on the 12th Dec., and after two or three weeks there to return to Congo for my permanent residence. I don't look forward very keenly to my life on the Congo; the old charm has passed away from it; it went with one's youth, and I shall now be only a weary pilgrim, performing in a perfunctory way the duties of my office. If I can do these without failure, I shall be satisfied. 


I suppose dear old Herbert will be home soon. I hope his next effort will be even better than the Aruimi type – altho’ that was something to have done in one's brief life.


I have not yet read Katie's gift – “The Cruise of the Cacholot” – I am keeping it for the still more awful days of the Equator – Leaving Lisbon a few days ago – one was naturally depressed – altho' Lisbon is a charming city. It has an individuality about it few cities in Europe still retain – few, at any rate of those I have seen. I was counting up my Capitals the other day, and I find I know six of the European Capitals – London, Paris, Brussels, Rome, Madrid, and Lisbon – the two last only very slightly. There remain – how many? Stockholm, Christiania, St. Petersburg, Constantinople, Vienna, Amsterdam, Berlin (and I think that's all for one cannot admit the Balkan principalities, as yet, to the dignity of Sovereign States – Naples for instance, is truly much more a capital city than say Sofia, Belgrade or Bucharest. – Naples, which until only one generation ago was one of the greatest capitals of Europe – a city with a great history – and a long line of monarchs. 


I love Naples – it has all its sins as all its beauties upon its face – it hides nothing – it is the most human town in Europe – People there do what they think – and as there are in the privacy of their own rooms (if they are among the fortunate Neapolitans who possess separate rooms) so they are in the street. 


It is a last link with the outdoor life of the ancient world, when men were quite natural. Whether it is better to hide our hearts – to muffle up our lives – and to live the truer part of our lives in secret as we do today, the future only knows. For my part I cannot help feeling that the world lost something when discretion became the first of the ten commandments. Art perished when beauty had to defend her absence of clothing in [end of ts.] a police court. – and where the ancient idealized his admiration of the lovely forms around him, until it took shape in living images of imperishable beauty – we, who still possess (since it is a divine gift and cannot be altogether destroyed) the instincts of a similar admiration, are constrained by our upbringing and all the weight of our surroundings to stifle that admiration – or if we give it vent it takes a sensual course. Are we really more virtuous than the ancient Greeks? Perhaps, but I often doubt it. We do not transgress so openly – we clothe our sins in Paris gowns; and our Phrynes put on soiled garments and flaunt their unutterable extremities in the mire of Piccadilly Circus – along with the scavengers – instead of in the pure, full light of the portals of a temple of the Gods. Give me rather the nudity of the temple steps, in the eyes of all men – than the portico of the midnight music hall, or the gas lit gutter of the closing “pub.”

“There's a divinity doth shape our ends – rough hose them as we will” to quote, somewhat altered, Bacon or Shakespeare, or whoever he was – and I am quite sure the divinity that shaped beautiful legs on men and women, finds no virtue in draggled skirts and unseemly pants. 


From all this you will say my dear Dick, I advocate no clothing at all. Well, no, I don't – the climate of our country is against that, but I think we should amend our mode of thought, and alter some of our laws. A different training of the youth – a greater frankness in dealing with the relation of man to woman, would, I verily think, do away with the necessity for some of our laws and make the grown up race a purer and happier one. But I am gabbling away and boring you inexpressibly and as I wasted the entire morning writing to you, and it is now lunch time (lunch on Portuguese steamers is of fruit, dry bread and a noxious table wine) I'll say goodbye you dear old Dick. Don't be furious at my long and silly meanderings – only I'm in a mood today wherein I could do anything – and it is better to waste my energies in piling up boredom upon boredom on your head than in any more active folly.


Write me to Boma at once. You've never got me a photo of yourself – send one. 


Yours always with all good thought for Mrs. Morten.



Roddie

15.
15 March 1901 as per typescript and its listing in 36,200/1 yet said to be 5 March 1901 in 36,199/2. The NLI catalogue has original ms. so dated and listed as someone has handwritten “[1901 March 5],” probably wrongly, on sheet numbered 2 of the original ms (i.e. the first sheet there). 

NLI MS 36,199/2 ‘Incomplete; lacks 1st sheet. 3 sheets.’ (original without missing sheet)

NLI MS 17,406 has the missing original first sheet which is dated 15 March. 
NLI MS 36,200/1 typescript which has the missing sheet.

Several paragraphs on the Boers and the war strategy are replicated on p. 9 of Geoffrey Parmiter’s 1936 book, Roger Casement.

Matadi,

River Congo,

15. March 1901
My dear old Dick,


It was very good of you to write me so long and nice a letter – to send me Omar Khayyam. I'll begin with the latter. First, I don't agree with your high opinion of him. I had never read the Khayyam before your copy came – only seen a few odd extracts now and then, chiefly in the “Sketch” two years ago, with illustrations. I like bits of it here and there, but the Philosophy of the Grape is not a soul sufficing one, and a very poor Creed for the body too. I have interpolated the following Rubaiyat, or Tetrastich of my own after XXIV of the 3rd, and 4th edition (first part) on page 35 –: after “sans wine, sans song, sans singer – and sans End!”

XXIV. d. 


“Ah! make the most of it, for who shall say


When the rib-shattering Heart begins to play


What Limit lies beyond its leaping, or


What price for broken Bones 'twill have to pay.”

Don't you think that's a nice sentiment, and put in the Omarian way? If not, say so. Just previous to this you will find the last line of XXI –: 


“Myself with yesterday's sev'n thousand years.”
That is a badly rhythmed line – it drags – why not read 


“With yesterday asleep sev'n thousand years”?


Rubiayat XIII must have been composed with a perception of the Kipling in the offing –

“Ah! take the Cash, and let the Credit go,


Nor heed the rumble of a distant drum.”
I find my foot note to that is: – Kipling's “pay. pay. pay.”

“They took the cash, the credit certainly went;


and the loudest chanters of the strain were those furthest from the drum.”

Rubiayat LIX (page 46) is not grammar. Read it carefully and you'll see; after the colon there is wanted either a repetition of the verb 'can”, or else the final word must be “transmutes”, not “transmute”. As the verse stands it is not English. Fitzgerald apparently was not more careful of his grammar than other poets, although he rarely gives one a bad rhyme like Elizabeth Barrett Browning. She is the worst sinner, in that respect of any poet in the language. Se note by Editor page 111. “Fitzgerald mistook the meaning of giving and accepting” etc. etc.,


In Rubiayat LX you will find the second line runs:–

“That all the misbelieving black Horde”

Now there's nothing absolutely wrong with that, but still I think it is a leetle more musical to write:–

That all the black and misbelieving Horde.
[ms. in 36,199/2 starts here:] I also find Fitzgerald has (quite unconsciously I will admit) plagiarised me! 


He wrote his Omar in the years before I was born it is true, but still what is the following line but plagiarising one of my least known and most recent poems? Turn to it & see. 


LIV (page 87) –


“they flung – In my predestined Plot of Dust and Soul.”

Now I must honestly aver I never read that verse until the 6th March instant – yet I find on the 9th of November of last year I wrote the following lines –

“All that was beautiful and just,

All that was pure and sad,

Went in that little moving plot of dust
The world called bad.”

These lines are the opening of a poem supposed to be addressed to a frail human creature who had been wronged (through her heart) and left to pay the penalty in the shame mankind heaps on such. How was I to know Fitzgerald, 50 years before me, had bagged my idea, my very words, and distorted them to the use of his drunken old Tent pegger – maker I mean, altho’ he should have been pegger from the pegs of liquor alone the old toper swilled daily.


But that doesn't end Fitzg’s plagiaristic inroads upon my after possessions.


In July 1899 (mark the exactitude of my memory!) I composed a thing in which the following lines – at Loanda they were too:– (I’ve looked them up in an old book; I was wrong. They were written on 13th May 1899 – at 4. a.m. when waiting for a steamer to take me to the Congo from Loanda.

1st verse.

* 
*
*
*
*
*
*
*

“For who, when his enfranchised soul could rove

Free’d from this flesh that one small act cd give

2nd verse
Would willingly the tainted burden bear,

And pace his weary round, nor look above

Beyond the prison of this gilded air

Where flesh is not – were it not flesh is love?”

Now I beg of you, Dick, turn to this anticipating Khayyam or Fitzggerald (they are equally guilty) and say if I have not just cause of complaint.
Verse XLIV page 4.1 says:

Why if the soul can fling the Dust aside,

And naked on the Air of Heaven ride,

Were't not a Shame – were't not a Shame for him

In this clay carcass crippled to abide?


Who, I ask you, can or will write poetry if this sort of thing's to happen? Here I am, absolutely unconscious of Omar – save, as I say for some paltry verses I saw illustrated in the “Sketch” (and very rottenly they were illustrated too) some years ago, and not a line of which ever took root in my mind – here I am deprived of two of my own very thoughts & the language I clothed them in, because your nasty intoxicated old Persian couldn’t keep his mouth shut. Much better if the bottle had never left his lips! But no – I'll forgive the old Tent pegger for your sake – and having launched myself of all my grievance against him I'll now confess to you there is much I greatly like in the Rubaiyat. 


First I like the second part (the first Edition really) better than the first. 


Take for instance the opening stanza in each version: the second has incomparably the best of it.

“Awake! – for Morning in the Bowl of Night

Has flung the stone that puts the Stars to flight” 

– that is a poetical, (& beautifully so) image – appropriate too, to a song whose theme was the Bowl – of Day, as well as Night I fear, where the old Khayyam was knocking around. 


– It is much finer than the later Edition's rendering – only another proof of one of my aphorisms that – “In poetry second thoughts are worst.” 


Whatever error there be of construction, the first thought of a singer of verse is ever better than its amended rendering – or nearly always so – the first is the pure metal. 


I could say much more about Omar – for I've read him carefully through & through since he came to me on Feb. 10 I think, altho’ I'm not quite sure of the date – along with your old letter.


I'm in the midst of most hideous surroundings and intolerable heat. Several people have died, since I came, that I knew – one a missionary who had conducted at my request, a memorial service for the Queen at Kinchasa on 3 February. 


He was well then – and died a fortnight after. Since that another missionary – and then the next trading house to the one I'm in at Matadi, and then an Italian at Matadi – and so it goes on – and the thermometer is 104 degrees daily. I shall not stay long on the Congo – if I don't stay altogether!


You don't tell me anything about Fred and his doings in the Transvaal. I wish he – and my brother were out of it – and the war was over. I am hourly expecting to hear that De Wet is caught at last. 


Our last papers (this is March 16.) are 18 February – a “Daily Mail” – and I see he was then – at last – in Cape Colony – and Kitchener going hard after him. It is a marvel to me that they let him slip thro' their hands. I wish old K. all luck – he deserves it.


The Queen's death has been a sad blow – altho' not unexpected. I was up at Stanley Pool when the news arrived. We had a memorial service there – and I telegraphed to the Foreign Office expressing the heartfelt sorrow of the British community. Poor old King – he has a hard task before him – but he has begun well – and coming after the Queen he will always be able to find a good example for his own conduct in any crisis that may arise.


To me the war is still the most interesting thing in my surroundings. Do you remember my telling you in August & September last that it was by no means over – and that to my mind it would drag on as long as there were any armed Boers left. Well, it has done so – we made the mistake of taking the Boer to be an oath respecting creature – we should have taken the Boer, not his word – and cleared the country of every male inhabitant as we moved in from Paardeberg. Had we done that – “loyals” as well as disloyals – the war would have been over, I think, six months ago.


Where De Wet, Botha, and Co get their recruits from – their food, their carts, their horses, their information & everything they need is from these very oath‑taking, “loyal,” pardoned farmers. Had there been none of these to help the scattered remnants of commanders which still keep the field, these latter wd. have died of inanition & want of physical & material means of carrying on the game. 
That, I have always thought, was Lord Roberts’ one mistake – the letting prisoners of war go back to their farms on promise of good behaviour. You can't make war and peace at the same time – and while war lasts it should be thorough and severe – so that it may sooner be over. 


Our mistaken kindness was really cruelty – and has only perpetuated the sorry bloodshed and misery of a strife that has now no political meaning.


I heard from Herbert & from Mrs. Ward by last mail – they have paid me a great compliment in naming their latest son after me.


I have been reading a delightful book – Bryce's “Holy Roman Empire” – it is charmingly written. The author called on me in Delagoa Bay years ago – when S. Africa was seething in the Jameson stew. 


I wish we could get Lord Rosebery back at the F.O. The more he speaks the wiser, and more graceful his utterances become. 


Please remember me to Everyone at home – and with all good wishes for you, my dear old Dick, and for Mrs. Morten as for Katie &Jimmy – 


Believe me, always 



As of yore, 




Yours,





Roddie.

16.
31 October 1901

NLI MS 36,199/2 ‘1 sheet’ (original) 

NLI MS 36,200/1 ‘1 sheet’ (typescript)

NLI has 30 October 1901 for both ms. and ts. but ms. reads Oct 301st 1901 and is certainly not 31 October 1911 which was John O’Loughlin’s reading. Casement was in South America on that 1911 date. 
Ballycastle,

Co Antrim

Oct 30 31st 1901

My dear Dick,


I was very glad to get yr. letter of 28th and to hear the good news about Katie's boy. I came here last night – and am in the midst of unpacking – so only a few lines.


I shall let you know when I return to London so that we may meet. I shall be very busy though for some time I fear – as I was too unwell to do anything the three days I was there after landing – and I have a lot of things to get settled. 


My cold is much better – but this climate is worse and worse I think every time I come home. It is very kind of you wanting me to go out to the Savoy – and I will try – but I don't think I shall be able to stay – However Uxbridge is not far from Paddington and we shall see plenty of each other. I hope Mrs. Morten is flourishing and that you yourself are all right – and very busy. How did the fern do – the Tugela fern? If you can spare a bit – and you think it would stand travelling you might send a root of it over to my Aunt here – Mrs. Casement, Ballycastle, Co. Antrim will find her.


I heard from Herbert the other day – all well with Paris. I hope we may manage to go over together about 10 November or so – altho’ I cannot fix a date; for I shall not go until I feel stronger – and until I get some of my more pressing work at F.O. done.


Only time for these lines.



Yours, with love to Everyone,




Roddie

17.
9 December 1902

NLI MS 36,199/2 ‘1 sheet + cover.’ (original with Hotel Terminus, Paris cover postmarked ‘De 9 1902’)

NLI MS 36,200/1 ‘1 sheet.’ (typescript)

Thursday 9 Dec 1902

My dear Dick,


Just a few lines to say I shall go on to Sicily without first going to Riviera – It is too cold to make any halt; and I fancy those places are full of fashionable folk with whom I have nothing in common. Paris is cold, but dry – no rain. Herbert and all the kiddies are very well – and the work going on well in both the man and the sleeping beauty. I am leaving this tomorrow night – and shall go right away to Palermo. I have been longing to see it, and now I’ve got a chance. I will write you from that part of the world and will give you my address. I will give you my ideas on all the places south of Genoa in the Eastern Riviera – some of them are charming and they are quiet. Drop me a line when you settle on your movements.


Yours with all good wishes



Roddie

18.
8 July 1904PRIVATE 
NLI MS 36,200/2 ‘1 sheet.’ (typescript)
NLI missing original found in MS 17,406 although the month looks more like March.






Ballycastle






8th July 1904

My dear old Dick,


Delighted to get your letter – at last! What article in the “Spectator” do you refer to? You speak of it as it were an attack on me – at least that is the only conclusion one could come to from the context – because after referring to “the article” you go on to say at once (by way of apology) that the new editor is lowering the traditions of the journal.


I fancy your informant has got confused. The only recent article in the “Spectator” that I have seen or heard of was a brief paragraph about the muddle-headed ass of a Belgian Consul at Liverpool, which was entirely in favour of me – and perhaps your informant has confounded me with the Belgian Consul at Liverpool. People generally get mixed up over Consuls. A past captain in the R.N. who knows me well, a few weeks ago wrote to me as “Congo Consul in London”, and of course the letter went to the Congo State in this country!!!


Men are often hopelessly ignorant of trifles.


Anyhow I don't think the “Spectator” has been running me down. I shouldn't care half a fig leaf if it did, for its Editor is one of the Congo Reform Association (which is my son and heir!)


We'll certainly smash Leopold yet – and he knows it!


There is a meeting in London tonight, and a debate in Parliament tomorrow.


I am only here till the end of the month I fancy.



In haste,




Yours ever,





Roddie.

19.
24 September 1904

PRIVATE 
NLI MS 36,199/2 ‘1 sheet.’ (original)

NLI MS 36,200/1 ‘1 sheet.’ (typescript)

SHELBOURNE HOTEL DUBLIN






24 Sept 1904

My dear Dick,


Thanks for yours of 19th. I am here till tomorrow only. The Dublin doctor endorsed D. Evans opinion and thinks my wise course is to have myself cut open and the appendix removed. However, I think I shall not follow the advice. I send you the latest Congo article to hand in “W.A. Mail.” It is rather a good one I think – a fairly comprehensive view of the situation from the Congo Reformers point of view.


Morel sailed on Wednesday – I hope he will be successful with the U.S.A. 


You ought to read John Redmond's speech at St. Louis – it was an excellent one from the Irish point of view – broad and tolerant and sensible. The Dunraven Committee met here yesterday. Remember me very kindly to Mrs. Morten & Katie. I hope to be back in London before long on my way out again – with a whole stomach on me!


Yours ever



Roddie

20a.
2 January 1905

NLI MS 36,199/2 ‘Incomplete: lacks 1st and 2nd sheets. With fragment of Morten’s reply. 6 sheets’ i.e. five 4-sided sheets plus Morten’s reply fragment.
First missing original sheet was found in MS 17,402.

Second missing original sheet was found in MS 17,405.
NLI MS 36,200/2 ‘8 sheets.’ (typescript – lacks text from final ms. sheet and is without Morten’s reply).
NLI MS 13,600 “Photocopies of letters of Roger Casement and associated documents” has a photocopy of 1st and 2nd ms sheets (i.e. 2x4 sided sheets), opens “My dear Dick” and ends “former is no crime – in”, address absent.
For transcription of Morten’s reply which is on three sides of a single four-sided sheet, see end below. 

Ballycastle Club [pre-printed; ‘Club’ not in typescript]
Ballycastle 

Co. Antrim

2 Janry. 1905

My dear Dick,


I read your rigmarole, and Kinlock Cooke's rigmarole – and I agree wholly with neither. Parts of both are like the curate's egg, quite good – the rest is smelly. 


Sentiment has nothing to do with the question – altho' it had a great deal to do with the Boer War and the feelings we indulged against the Boer.


Your “economic” fallacies are not sound my dear Dick – The whole solution of things is not the circulation of money alone – I am as well aware as you are that money simply represents for the purposes of daily life and exchange, the value of human labour. The rich man represents in himself the working capacity of so many poorer men – and with the product of their labour he can purchase the labour of other men. It is not a question of indifference as to the uses he puts that product of labour to. Your argument seems to me to be this: that the character of the labour of the product in kind of the toil doesn't signify very much – the thing is that men are employed, earn wages, and money circulates. The rich man is simply the medium of circulation and all his money goes back, at once, into the crowd – So far so good – that is so self evident that it requires no stating. But very much does depend on the character of the work and the nature of the output. If the labour be unhealthy, demoralising and only possible in a compromising environment the character of the labourer and therefore of the country to which he belongs is deteriorated. 

Second: if the product of the labour be in itself undesirable, altho' he earns wages by his work, he is not contributing by the output of that work to the sum of human happiness – but the contrary. Take the drink manufacture. I turn out cheap bad spirits – hurtful to man and woman to imbibe – but it pays me to do so – and my labourers get their money, and money circulates – but at what price to the community?


Here in Ireland we spent £14,000,000 sterling last year on drink. That represents the value of nearly all the tillage agricultural labour of Ireland – in other words the years work of fully 500,000 men. It has gone in sick stomachs, sore heads, fights, murders, crime of every kind, and the Nation stands at the ending of the year with £14,000,000 worth of evil stored up in its soul and body – no healthy gain at all.

The economic argument that you fire at my head so lightly is one no man has got to the bottom of – the greatest students of it differ, and there is no cut and dried economic theory that solves the labour question of the day. But, through all the mass of argument, one can see clearly enough that national health – of mind, heart and body – must be the ultimate goal all wise men are making for – and mere circulation of money alone, unless the labour is wisely used and the money is wisely spent – will bring it no nearer. If you would study history more attentively you would see this.


Rome centralised the wealth of the ancient world in herself – Italy became a beautiful garden, filled with the villas of the rich, maintained by the labour of millions of slaves. And Rome fell. Spain, in her pride, exploited the mines of the Indies by Carib slave labour – just as, identically as, Leopold is exploiting the india rubber mines of the Congo by Bantu slave labour – and sent the wealth of Peru, Mexico, and the Caribbean sea to Madrid. She had a monopoly of the gold of the world – but she did not know how to use it wisely, and Spain fell. Read Montesquieu's “Considerations sur” the decline & fall of Rome (I forget for the instant the exact phraseology of the title – it is years since I looked at the delightful book) and you will, if your bigoted British self–sufficiency does not blind you (as it inevitably will!) find considerations in it which will make you tremble when you look at South Africa – and India.


The case against Chinese labour rests on moral and economic grounds I believe. 


As to the introduction of that form of labour into s. Africa, you say the people of the Transvaal accepted it. I say there is no proof. The only proof afforded is the resolution of the Executive Council – which is a nominated body.


If the Mine Owners & Mr. Balfour & Kinlock Cooke, & Richard Morten are so sure that the people of the Transvaal want Chinese labour why oh! why are they so furious with the Liberal Govt for saying it is going to refer the question to the people of the Transvaal?

Why talk of “cutting the painter” when the crime of the Liberals is that they are going to entrust responsible government to the people of the Transvaal? If the Mine Owners are so sure of the verdict by the people of the Transvaal they should welcome the Premier's declaration.


As to the moral aspect – no man who has travelled but knows that Chinamen hold views on sexual intercourse not in favour in Europe since the days of Greece and Rome.


They come from their country without their women folk – and they are enclosed in compounds for three years. It is not difficult to imagine that with such men, with such men, the results are not entirely healthy and charming to contemplate.


Balfour's statement last night about compounds and De Beers are absolutely dishonest. The De Beers compound life is for six months only – and I believe there are women available.


Kinlock Cooke's comparison with barrack life in the Army etc is still more dishonest. Wherever large numbers of soldiers are camped together – there are found women camps too – and this is so much a recognised fact that in Ireland, the Authorities actually pay annually to three Boards of Guardians a sum of nearly £1,000 for medical attendance for the wretched women who contract disease by this mode of life!!! (I'll send you a paper on the subject will raise your hair.)


Mr Lyttleton admitted in the House that only one woman had come with 45,000 Chinese to S. Africa.


The Kaffir of the Gold Fields is a free man – the Chinese man is not. Desertion in the case of the former is no crime – in [MS 13,600 photocopy ends here and MS 36,199/2 original starts here:] the latter it is punished by fine, imprisonment in jail, (there are some 400 Chinamen in jail now for “desertion”) and flogging. The Kaffir came & went freely about the veld and into Johannesburg & had his women round him or near him throughout his term of service. His conditions were not idea – far from it – but there is no comparison between the two systems.


Mr. Balfour says (& K Cooke says) the Chinaman comes freely – knowing exactly the conditions of life he will be subjected to. How do we know that? I have seen it again & again flatly contradicted – & I think the fact that there are so may “escapes” from the compound goes far to prove it falsity. But the same thing is said by the Portuguese of the indentured labour in Angola! You have read Nevinson’s articles on that subject. I have seen indentured labour at work – both in Angola and San Thome – and I call it without fear of contradiction from any man alive, slave labour pure & simple.


I believe the Chinese system in J'burg differs very little from it and I don't care what circulation of money may result from that system. I am as profoundly convinced of its evil for the people permitting it as I am of the evil to the Belgians of Leopold's rubber system or to the Portuguese of the Angola indentured slave labour system – or the Spaniards of Phillip's time of the contract labour of the Indies – or to the Romans of Imperial Rome of the system of exploitation of the ancient world which converted all Italy into one beautiful garden – the centre of the world.


The Irish question has nothing to do with the Transvaal gold mining question – altho' like King Charles' head you will always drag it by the ears! 


But the Irish question has and will have an enormous influence on the future of the British people and of the British Empire – and I believe that by its solution, whether it be just and founded on a recognition of the rights of another people – or unjust and founded on the selfish instincts and class prejudices of British egoists – will largely depend the future of the British Empire.


John Mitchell (an Ulster Presbyterian) wrote in 1848: – “The passionate aspiration for Irish nationhood will outlive the British Empire.” 


That depends on what the British empire is going to develop into. If Irish love of freedom and the inalienable right of free men to make their laws and say how they are to be governed is incompatible with the existence of the British Empire – then indeed that empire is doomed. All the gold mining in the world – and all the circulation of gold that human industry can produce and expend will not save it. It will go the way of Rome & Spain and all the other “Imperial” fabrics which lost sight of the true value and purpose of human life.


And so we come back to our friend the Chinaman in south Africa – if your contract” with him is one that could not apply to white races, then it is not healthy contract, or in accordance with what should be the rule of life if the British people are to remain what they are.


It would take far too long, & too much paper to go thro' K. Cooke's lengthy article – altho' I could show you more than one fallacy in it.


Every argument you bring forward to support indentured labour in S. Africa can be brought forward and is brought forward in Lisbon to support the system in which renders the small island of San Thome one of the richest possessions of the Portuguese Crown. Moreover the moral argument is with the Portuguese. Their services leave Angola with women and children – and their life on the island is in fairly happy homes, not in compounds. But they are not free – And the sum total of the effect of the system is that which a large sum of money circulates in Portugal – Angola and San Thome do not prosper – and everybody in contact with the system becomes degraded and an element of poison in the national life of the Portuguese people.


So, I think, you have in the Mining community of S. Africa a poisonous element in your national life – one that in the end will produce the same demoralising and degrading effect on your institutions and national character a the Treasure ships of the Indies and the wheat ships of ancient Rome produced on the character and aspirations of the Roman people. “Empire” is a fine, big sounding word – & Mr. Chamberlain & the “Globe” and “Times” tickle your British ears with it – the Irish people want to be left alone to deal with their little bit of the world after their hearts and in accordance with the prompting of their own national mind. “Ho!” shrieks the “Times” – “disintegration of the Empire” – “What!” yells the Globe “disruption of our Imperial temple!”

“Never” says Joe – “the heritage of your fathers must be preserved.” And all the time the “Empire” is disintegrated, disrupted and disinherited throughout. New Zealand governs New Zealand. Canada governs Canada – Australia rules Australians – and tomorrow the Boers, your open enemy, whom you defeated largely through Irish soldiers, will govern Boers, but if Irishmen govern Irishmen – then Oh! ye gods – the British Empire is at an end!


Surely we must be an amazingly powerful, subtle, dominating people – we 4,000,000 of decrepid Irishmen – of what New Zealand, Canada, Australia & the Boers can do with such impunity to the “Empire” – we must not even look at without 'disruption” following.


Or possibly it is that this same “Empire” is decrepid and a sham! I leave you to find the answer. O! redonblath Dick – some night after midnight when your skin is getting better & Mrs. Morten has gone to bed, you may take up your pen & fire off another screed – but I shall not attempt to answer it! Life is not long enough.


Meantime, I would strongly advise you to get 1st John Mitchell's “Apology for the British Empire” (price 1/– Dublin) and Barry O'Brien's “History of 100 Years” (Isbister & Co price not stated) the last is better for you – John Mitchell would be too strong meat for an Imperialist babe and suckling!


I see Balfour said a few days ago that “CB” had said “He was going to give Irishmen the management of Irish affairs” – and Balfour went on to denounce in pious horror and Imperial reproof such a pernicious doctrine. 2½ years ago Lord Dudley who was Balfour's servant in Ireland said in Belfast to an Irish audience that “Ireland should be governed according to Irish ideas.” Balfour did not recall Dudley & denounce that statement. Why?


Today Imperial Joseph says in his address – “You are threatened once more with those methods of terrorism which were devised to place our loyal fellow–subjects in Ireland at the mercy of the enemies of this country. Whether in opposition or in office, I will spare no efforts to defeat this conspiracy of violence and treason” – 


What an Imperial liar your Joseph is!


He was an assenting party to Lord Dudley's effort to “govern Ireland according to Irish ideas” – but when the Liberals announce their intention of carrying on that policy Imperial Joe finds it treason and terrorism.


Do get Barry O'Brien's “100 Years of Irish History” and do sweep from your kind hearted old brain that Irishmen hate you – they love Ireland and you & your fathers have hated and despised and outraged Ireland as no Christian country ever hated and outraged another Christian people – and because we know that and know how hopelessly you have failed even in your later good intentions we say – “Leave us alone”.


If you don't vote for the Buckinghamshire Liberal & give “CB” an honest chance to carry out his views with a decent majority I'll never go near you or Savoy again!


I have written a letter to H.W. but not yet sent it. I shall (D.V.) send it to you first – if I send it at all. In any case my dear Dick I want no money [ts. ends here] from you – what you told me on 23 Dec has more than surprised me. I am not going to discuss it with you now – it was a strange proceeding and one I intend to forget – but it has quite ended my relations with W. I owe it to myself to send you copy of the letter I have written him – I only hesitate to send it because I don't want to bring you in to the matter. 


However, I'll pay you back your £60 as soon as I have a penny – and meantime I shall manage without any further appeals to you.


I hope you regard the matter as between yourself & me – I thought you were offering to help me spontaneously of yourself – not as the agent of another. I have written you several letters on the subject but have either torn them up or not sent them – because the whole thing is so distasteful to me – and the whole of the proceeding of that other person has been such a violation of friendship & confidence that I do not like to touch upon it. However it is over – 


Goodbye for the present and all good luck to you and may the sun of C.B. melt the winter of your discontent – and so



Yours ever




Roddie

P.S.

Don't bother about the last part of my letter – the matter is not one to trouble you with – I feel very strongly W's behaviour – it was unfriendly, ungenerous & untruthful – and I owe it to myself to put on record the transaction but I don't want to mix you up in any way with it. I may not send my letter to him – If I do I shall send you copy & then the matter is closed forever.

20b. 
Undated Dick Morten reply to 2 January 1905 letter
Morten’s reply to Casement is an unfinished, fragment on one sheet of notepaper embossed ‘The Savoy’. Only one other example of his letter writing is in the NLI. Presumably Morten decided not to complete or send the letter.

Note: this unfinished letter relates to the Casement/Herbert Ward tiff discussed in Casement’s letter to Morten of 2 January 1905. 

John O’Loughlin wrote “Note: this relates to the RC HW tiff which I think Parmiter misdates.” But why does he suggest Parmiter? It is not used in Parmiter’s book.





[Preprinted:] THE SAVOY

DENHAM







UXBRIDGE


I don't believe in your methods of drawing conclusions, don't be a crank only looking on one side & ignoring or abusing anyone who does not think as you do, allow that the other side may be as honest as yourself, & don't be a crank. This brings me to the last part of your letter which pains me beyond anything for some time. I am serious now my dear Roddie, so I mean to read you a lecture. I will presume on our friendship, for many years, I am a married man & 5 years your senior.


So I will try and be fair but you must be fair too. I did lend you the money. Spontaneously of myself & I did not do it as an agent of anyone else & without asking H.W. you say straight you will not take any more from me. I will make no comment, but I feel intensely all the same. 

I do not know what grievance you have against H.W. but of this I feel sure that there is a misunderstanding, because he does not do a thing the way you think it’s right to be done. You glibly talk about doing away with a friendship of many years standing, and such a friendship as existed between you and Herbert and I am convinced that the latter friendship for you is more yours & mine.

If there should exist a difference between you, what of that? When I really like anyone as I do Herbert & you [ends here]
21. 
3 July 1905

NLI MS 36,199/2 ‘3 sheets.’ (original) 
NLI MS 36,200/2 ‘3 sheets.’ (typescript)
PRIVATE 



In the heart of the Glens of Antrim




3 July 1905

My dear Dick,


It’s no use giving you any nearer indication of where I am – because I go away today – on to Ballycastle – 12 miles over the mountain.


Then I shall get letters & papers. This is the first letter I have written since I left England ten days ago – and I have not got any either. I expect all my letters &. are lying at Ballycastle.


The Feis (Feish) was first rate – I send you a cutting giving an account of it – not that it will interest you much – but because I promised to send you one – you might put it in an envelope & send it on to Miss L.E. Farquharson.


4 Cadogan Court Gardens


Cadogan Place


S.W.


She is a subscriber to it and a warm well wisher and will like to see an account of it all.


Gill’s speech is simply “butter” – we were all buttered – it is absurd. I am staying with the Miss M he speaks of as a Celtic Chieftainess leading her clansmen!


We are not responsible for his blather – but the gathering of the people (altho; so badly described in this Belfast paper with its sham sentimentality was an encouraging thing – and the Hurling was splendid!


I hope Mrs. Morten is now better and up and out again – and that all her pain and your alarm are over.


I have been bathing every day nearly in the glorious sea here – but I got a mild touch of fever two days ago – or lumbagic fever – and did not go in yesterday – however I'm off again now before breakfast. The sea washes the foot of the garden here – and across in front are the hills of Arran – all Cantyre – Sanda and Ailsa Craig – 


When do you go to Cornwall? Write to Ballycastle – whenever you like – its the only address I can give – altho' I shall not be there very much – I go to Armagh for 12th July to an Orange gathering! I shall wear a green tie & probably be stoned to death.


My cousin Jack – the Captain of the Duncan – came to see me while I lay abed yesterday to offer his congratulations on some decoration or other he saw I got on the King's birthday! It's the first I heard of it. [NLI MS 13080/1/i has draft of letter declining honour.] The Irish papers I see don't mention these things, thank Heaven! So I suppose I have some letters after my name now. 


I will not tell you what I think of it, Dick, for I should only offend your honest old heart – but I'm SICK! Why on earth these things can be done without a man's consent I don't know – it's quite childish; like giving a poor baby a name at the font it cannot resist or discard – 


The weather has been simply a piece of heaven since I set foot in Ireland – no night at all – the sky remains clear & bright all night – and the sunshine has been continuous – some 10 or 12 hours per diem & as warm as Spain!


I wish you and Mrs. Morten were over here – you wd love this glorious country and the charming people – and My Hostess Miss MacNeill is a delightful person and keeps open house with a vengeance.


I've not seen any paper with “news” for some days – but I saw about the Russian battleship at Odessa. It’s a pity they had not got the Czar on board! That skunk ought to be tried by a Court Martial of Russian sailors, soldiers & peasants.


I presume East Finsbury has sent Mr. Balfour's nominee about his business and I trust the East Stafford Division will do the same – Balfourism ought to be pretty near the end of its tether altho' I hope there's enough rope left to hang its author.


Well, dear old Dick, this is a scrawl on my knees in bed – the first I've tried to write since England on Friday week last – and so forgive its scratchiness – and with love to you all at the Savoy – and all good luck,


Yours ever,



Roddie.

22. 
8 July 1905

NLI MS 36,199/2 ‘1 sheet.’ (original) 

NLI MS 36,200/2 ‘1 sheet.’ (typescript)



36 Grosvenor Road*



Westminster,




8 July 1905

My dear old Dick,


Alack! I'm off back to Ireland again this night – at once. My wild rush over had its equally wild departure. I can come to no decision on the clothes yet – I think they'll have to stay at Mrs. Green's for the moment as I may have to run over again soon.


If you want the portmanteau I don't know what will happen! It will be here.


I am terribly rushed and bothered – something I am deeply interested in has gone wrong in Ireland – and I must return there to see it through – until it is settled I cannot interest myself in anything else.


I am glad Mrs. Morten is better – and I wish I were with you in Savoy & the River. I bathed a lot in Ireland – it was glorious weather. I get off at 8 p.m. from Euston – after some 6 hours in London!


Love to Mrs. Morten



Yours ever




Roddie

*Alice Stopford Green’s address

23. 
From Richard Coudenhove to Casement – undated but 1 May 1906 
NLI MS 36,199/1 ‘n.y. May 1. Card with small photographic print of Morten’s fiancée 1 item’ (original)

[Writing on both sides of card but illegible on copy.]

The photograph is not of Dick Morten’s fiancée but that of Richard Coudenhove. He married Margarette von Seidler on 2 May 1906 in Vienna. 

My note: Picture of woman and dog in park somewhere continental. She looks about 40. 

My dear Roddie, I am going to be married with this lady tomorrow! Please inform my friends the Mortens, Miss Heath. The Poullain arrived allright: it is charming. The firm could not get the other. We are going to Munich tomorrow but my address for the present remains Imperial. Ever yours Richard. Thanks for your letters. In haste. R.

[Richard Joseph Franz Maria Coudenhove-Kalergi son of Coudenhove Franz Karl and Kalergi, Von Marie born 8 May 1867 in Paris, died 11 June 1934 in Wien. He married Seidler, Von Margarette 2 May 1906 in Wien. Seidler, She was the daughter of Seidler, Von Adolf and Braumüller, Von Mathilde, born 29 August 1872 in Wien, died 22 July 1968 in Wien.] 

24. 
4 May 1906

NLI MS 36,199/3 ‘1 sheet + cover’ (original)PRIVATE 
Bottom right half of page is torn off.

No typescript





26 Verulam Street





Princes Park 

Liverpool

4 May 1906.

My dear old Dick,


I am going to leave L'pool on Monday with my cousin Gertrude to take her back to Caversham – We shall arrive there about 5 p.m. – and if you are still in Savoy I wd come to you for the Monday night – before going to London on Tuesday.


I forget the day you said you were going away – but please don't bother about me – as I shall go on to London if you are not at home on Monday.


I hope you are both well.



Yours ever.

25. 
5 May 1906

NLI MS 36,199/3 ‘1 sheet + cover’ (original)

Someone has written on the original at the top right “[early May 1906]”
No typescript

The NLI catalogue has listed the letter as 5 May, probably from the so-dated black-edged cover.PRIVATE  Aunt Grace died on 29 April 1906. Her funeral was ‘yesterday.’ There is a 4 May 1906 letter above and a black-edged cover dated 2 May 1906. 

26. Verulam Street,

Prince's Park,

Liverpool

My dear Dick,


I think I did acknowledge your letter with the £10 – which you so kindly sent to me at once.


I am afraid my dear old Dick I must ask you to let me have a little more if you can spare it – another £20. I do feel a brute coming down on you again – after all your sterling friendship – and to think I am still just where I was a year ago.


However there are things here must be paid – and the funeral has cleared out all the money I've got so far – and there are a few more things to settle – and my own banking account is about finished now. 


So if you can let me have another £20 – please God it will see me through – and enable these things here to be squared up.


I heard from Herbert this morning – sending me photos of the new statue – It is good. I expect he has sent them to you too. There is much life in the conception & treatment.


The funeral was yesterday – I am glad it is over for the sake of the poor girls. They feel their mother's death dreadfully – one of them had never left her all her life – they were inseparable.


I intend to stay here until Monday certainly – perhaps longer than that – but certainly to that – and I shall then D.V. go back to Mrs. Green's – she will be home then from Italy.

Yours ever,

Roddie.

26. 
30 June 1906 PRIVATE 
NLI MS 36,199/3 ‘2 sheets + cover + 2 fragments of verse found in the cover.’ (original)

NLI MS 36,200/2 ‘2 sheets.’ (typescript – actually 3 not 2 sheets but no verse fragments typed-up)





Ballycastle, Co. Antrim





Ireland





30 June 1906.

My dear Dick,


I hope you are all flourishing at the Savoy. 


We are getting fairly good weather here – altho' the north wind is on again and it was bitterly cold y'day. Fires going all day! But that is nothing – most houses have a fire in the evening here all thro' the summer – as it gets chilly at night even after the hottest day.


I am loafing as usual and trying to kill time. But one does want an occupation badly – and after having worked all my life I feel this long spell of idleness as very depressing.


I am still trying for something out in Africa – for I must get to work again as soon as I can. The Foreign Office may not have anything for a year or longer! I have now been a year and a half out of office – and over 2 years & ½ since I returned from Congo and really ceased working – and apart from other considerations it is really very bad for me to be so long idle. I shall not be fit for work soon if I loaf much longer.


Today my further six month's seconding ends – and tomorrow I am definitely out of the public service even technically – so that even if I return to the Foreign Office I fancy I have lost all my past services for pension reckoning – and will have to begin all over again. So that if I can get anything else to do I shall certainly take it. 


I am going to try West Africa, if my hopes for East Africa come to nothing. In spite of kind things said to me I have really not much belief in my return to the public service – for I have got a sickener of it all & I don't think I should be much use in it now. 


I heard from Alfred Parminter. He has no luck. I wrote to a big African merchant recommending him strongly – but it has come to nothing in his case – as in my own in my few efforts! The truth is when one gets past 40 it is very hard to get anything decent to do – people don't want middle aged men but young men. 
Of course the F.O. will offer me a post again someday – but I really cannot go on like this idling and having no object in life. However enough of my worries – no use boring you old chap. 


I hope your club is going strong here. We have a good tennis club here – and a racquet one too – but the great resort is golf. My sister plays it a good deal – and I a little. I was organising some athletic sports during the week & they came off last Wednesday & went very well – only country boys in them – but they enjoyed themselves. 


One of my cousin Bertie’s brothers, is back from Trinity for a long spell of leave. Bertie is in B. Columbia I think. He wrote me from Saskatchewan.


The Congo debate is expected any day I believe in the Lords. I thought they would have had it before this – but they are first hand loafers. It was to have come off before the Commons debate on the Congo & that should be raised next week on the F.O. vote which I think is down for 5th July. 


If it doesn't come off on Monday or Tuesday I fear it will be too late. Leopold will intrigue for all he is worth to prevent it – and I suppose all sorts of lying assurances are the order of the day.


Hoste is staying with the Duke & Duchess of Hamilton down in Dorset. He tells me he hopes the Duke is now a convert to the Congo Reform Association and may join it openly. I hope so – that wd be an enormous support to poor, brave bulldog Morel fighting away.


Yours ever, my dear Dick – with all good wishes for Mrs. Morten



Roddie


I see you have had heavy rain round London – here we have not had very much – the north wind keeps it dry and cold. Hay looks good here – but I expect round you, too, it has come on a lot in the last three weeks.


We had a Regatta here on 17th and sports of sorts – but rather rotten.



R.

[Verse fragments found in cover on two tiny torn scraps of paper:]
“Tear out the page his…

Aye! tho’ a decade fill…

That page records –wh…

Of greater freedom spre…

On any shore, to shadow

The lordly oak from…

May fall unhonoured…

Fill your hands too,…

…and hath writ in blood,

…with mighty deeds

…though in it the seeds

…than ever stood

…freedom’s brood.

…which a fleet proceeds

…can mere party needs

With this consenting mud?

…

…with a merciless eye:

…East, with Dawn’s grey sky

…brow, and in his hand

… – to a foreign strand.

…bound him who drew nigh…

…and who shall dare deny

…he stand?

…face

He ever frowned on…

But let him front…

Full on his watchful…

His conquering sword to…

‘Twas then they were…

From hostile shores, a…

…stated…
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[Pre-printed address] Ballycastle Club,

Ballycastle,

Co Antrim

10 July, 1906.

My dear Dick,


Many thanks for both your letters, and for “Morning Post” cutting. The Times gave Lord FitzM.’s‑ words in full, and it was a generous tribute of esteem he paid me, for which I am very grateful to him. 


I cannot discuss Sir Robert Anderson's book in a letter, & I have not read it. Only extracts from it. But you should remember that he has as much right to talk for Ireland as an English official in India would have to talk for the Indians. Very few Protestants in Ireland are by education or temperament (the product largely of education and early influence) qualified to discuss any Irish question from an Irish stand point! They are reversing the old Anglo‑Norman saw of the “degenerate” English‑Irish aristocracy who were said to have become “more Irish than the Irish themselves. “Ipsis Hibernis Hiberniores” – “more English than the English themselves,” and I do not know any official of the Crown in Ireland who is not far more anti‑Irish than any Englishman in England. It is not merely “patriotism” but place and profit they think is at stake, and in talking frankly to any Irish “loyalist” (who is quite disloyal really, for he cares only for himself) he will tell you he is not a Home Ruler or an Irish worker, because he thinks (mistakenly, but he is taught from pulpit and press to believe it) that if any form of national government came to Ireland he and his “jobs” would go to the wall.


Jobbery, I hope, would go to the wall, but no good man, Protestant or Catholic, would be boycotted or dispossessed under a self‑governing Ireland.


As to the economic advantages of self‑government to Ireland, they are the real arguments for it; not the misdeeds of the past.

But I cannot go into the list of them, altho' if you lived in Ireland and gave the matter serious thought you would become a convinced Home Ruler. 

Miss Farquharson (of Invercauld) who came to Ireland with the Cadogans as Lady Cadogan’s lady‑in‑waiting, and came of course a Unionist, told me that she had not been a year in Ireland before she perceived the necessities of the case. But she came without prejudices, and without an axe to grind, or self‑interest to “preserve.”

You know my view well. If the British Empire is to endure it can only be by recognising Ireland's right, not by “holding down” a “sister country.” The British Empire must become a great Commonwealth of free States, bound together by love and interest and fellow feeling, not kept chained to heel.


The liberty you are delighted to give Natal, or New Zealand or Canada must also be exported to Ireland.


You will have a far closer union – and a real one – when Ireland is free to develop nationally on national and independent lines of thought – to develop her own characteristics and elevate her own ideals of life freely as a friend. But I cannot go on; it is hard to discuss these things with an Englishman – because there are fundamental issues at stake that he cannot well realise – since he invariably thinks he is conferring an enormous benefit in “anglicising” a people or a country – whereas he may be working a great wrong.


Every people has a right to live its own life, provided that it works thereby no grievous wrong on its neighbours. England has that right; but she has no right to insist that another country shall adopt her mode of life, and to break them on the wheel if they resist.


Enough of this – by letter impossible – and in a speech distasteful to me, for I feel so strongly some of the shameful things done – and not done longer ago than 40 years, nay 20 years – that I find words inadequate to deal with the matter.


I heard from Fred today from Winchester. I want you to do me a favour. Please ask one of your maids to do up all my things left at Savoy – books, papers, clothes, &. &. in one big bundle & then, very kindly, despatch them to me here – do not prepay anything on them please – just ask Adams to leave them at the Station addressed to me. I want various things out of them but cannot tell you which so please send all without distinction. I am sorry to be such a nuisance – forgive me.


Thank you again and again, dear Dick, for your generous offers and kind thoughts of me. Please God, all will go well with me yet.


Very kind regards to Mrs. Morten



Yours ever




Roddie.

P.S. Don't prepay the bundle – it will get here quicker if not prepaid – and I want to pay it all here.

28. 
4 August 1906

NLI MS 36,199/3 ‘1 sheet + cover’ (original) 

NLI MS 36,200/2 ‘1 sheet’ (typescript)PRIVATE 
[Franked over Edward VII stamp: Ballycastle





Co. Antrim]

Private





4. August 1906.





My dear old Dick,


It’s an age since I heard from you or wrote to you. I believe I am returning to active service in F.O. very soon. 


Anyhow I've been asked to – but I am not sure of the place I shall go to yet. I have accepted the proposal altho' I don't think it is the wisest course – still it will be an occupation. You need not say anything about it until I know more – as, until I am gazetted, I don't think I should talk about it. There's always the chance of something occurring on one side or the other, to prevent my going to the place spoken of – so until I have finally squared things up I must just say nothing but I tell you because you are so true a friend that you will like to know of everything concerning me.


Sir E. Grey has intimated that he wishes very much to see me back in the Service and after Lord F’s speech I think I can rejoin the old show without any compunctions. – altho' I certainly feel they are a queer lot of people to serve.


I shall stay over here until I know for certain what I am going to do – and then shall go to England & abroad. I'll look you up at Denham before making tracks.


My love to Mrs. Morten. I shall not be long in London only a day or two to fix things up at F.O. and then off.



Yours ever




Roddie

Better not tell anyone but Mrs. Morten – because until I am gazetted the whole thing is “in the clouds.”



R.
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My dear Dick,


I was glad to hear from you y’day. 


I have accepted the F.O. offer of renewed active service – but nothing is yet settled about the place I go to – and it really doesn't matter very much. 


I shall be glad to be at work again. I don't think I shall be very long ‘till I get away now – but I must go to London for a few days anyhow and I think of going over very soon – probably next week. 


I shall be able to repay you soon what I owe you in the way of money – altho' I cannot attempt to repay you what I owe you in affection and kindness my dear old Dick. You have been a real true friend – and there are mighty few of them knocking about. 


I daresay I may want a little money before I get fixed up – probably £20 or £30. I have a little money in the bank here – but very little now. Of course I could have borrowed from some of my relatives – but I have not let any of them know how hard up I have been, and I am very glad my sister has had no idea of it – and all the others here think I have plenty of money & it is just as well. I am glad I was able to manage without telling anyone but you & another friend. know.

Where is Fred? – still at Winchester? I hope to see him. 


The F.O. wrote me a very nice letter – and I certainly think Lord Fitzmaurice behaved like a real brick. 


I have to go to Liverpool next week to my two cousins – they are in great trouble poor girls – not financial trouble, that they are all right about – but over other things – and they want my advice – I shall come on to London afterwards – and fix things up at the F.O. and then get away to my work without delay – for I am quite rusty. it is years since I did any real Consular work – not since 1897 in fact – for the Congo was not a Consulate in the ordinary sense – & now I must turn to and begin hard office work again from 9 a.m. to 5 p.m. daily. But it will be good for me and I shall enjoy a good spell of hard work.


The rain has begun – August is always a wet month here. My love to Mrs. Morten.


If you can spare me £20 I’ll be glad. I'll square up with you, please God, before many months are over. 



Yours ever




Roddie

30. 
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Euston Hotel,

London

20th Sept. 1906

My dear Dick,


Just a line to bid you and Mrs. M. goodbye. I got your wire saying “away till 25th” so I stayed here on coming over, and have been pretty busy, but now I am packed up and all ready for the morning. I leave Waterloo at 9.28 and Southampton at noon tomorrow. Get to Santos, God willing, on 9th Oct, and begin my Brazilian life! 


I hope Von Parry will pull through all right. You never sent me his address. It is a horrid thing for him, and have thought of him often since you told me. I shall hope to hear good news of him soon, but in any case, it is an awful experience to go through for two years. I'll write to him from Brazil, but who will read the letter to him?


The W's looked very well today, all of them.



My love to you both,




Yours ever,





Roddie.
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Paris,








Janry. 22. 1908.

My dear old Dick,


Just a few lines to send you the inclosed £30. The rest, please God, shall follow by Easter time or very soon after the end of the Quarter. I am sorry it has been so long lying undischarged – but I felt the other things I had to repay or to meet were more pressing obligations – that is to say the other people needed the money so much more than I thought you could possibly do.


Paris is just the same – gay and lively and streets full of a cheerful life one never sees in London. This is a wonderful people in many ways and they get much more out of life than you do over in England.


I found Cricket and Dimples gone back to school before my arrival – but Charlie, Herbie & the wee Roddie all well & charming. Charlie has grown a fine strong boy and not a bit spoiled at Eton. Last night he & his father & mother and I went to the Follies Marigny to see an Italian play – of Gabrielle D'Annunzio's – “La Fille de Joris.” The acting was acting – Strong, by Jove but of course, we could only gather the thing by apprehension rather than hearing – It was the first play of D'Annunzio's I ever saw – and it was a bit too much unmitigated tragedy for me. A peasant tragedy from first word to last, without one single ray of light to relieve the darkness.


Mrs Ward is just the same – kind, pretty and charming as ever, and not a day older.


How about the Crown Jewels?


I’ve no news since coming here – and this Paris – New York thing, they call a paper makes me ill with its “Society” headlines. (Excuse bad writing – the ink is thick & won’t flow in my fountain pen.


My very kind regards to Mrs. Morten please – and all best good luck, dear old Dick to you both.


I go to Havre at 7.47 tonight and arrive 11.30 p.m. & sail thence by “Anselm” tomorrow morning at 11.


Yours ever



Roddie.
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Rio.




3 August, 1909

My dear old Dick,


I don't know what you must think of me, and my not writing to you for so long. I've been not merely busy – that is not the point – but so upset at not being able to pay you back the money before this. In early May I got a wire from my eldest brother Charlie in Melbourne, begging me at all costs to wire him £100. I had to do it, and it cost me £106 altogether to get the money and wire off, and that simply eat up every thing I had, so that for over 3 months I've been waiting, waiting, and now I find myself able to send you only £20. This on top of the £30 paid last year makes £50, leaving me still a great deal in your debt in hard cash, and eternally and hopelessly and irredeemably in your debt in everything else – some of it worth, perhaps, more than hard cash.


Drop me a line to say the enclosed notes have reached you safely. I send Notes instead of a cheque as I've got them by me and don't want to touch the bank account again. I'll hope to finish off all to you by next quarter. Had it not been for my brother's call, and its urgency, which I felt I had to respond to, you should have been paid off all by May last, but a sudden call for over £100 leaves one crippled, as I have been since then.


I've been away up in a small place called Victoria, to the north of this, since beginning of July, and enjoyed myself very much indeed; it was interesting in every way. I had to go on official business of the Consulate, and then stayed there with two Irishmen, one of whom I knew from school days in Ireland in 1879!


What do you think of the [gap in ts.] in Rubber? I suppose you are all making your fortunes over it; I hope so.


What, also, do you think of the Budget? Eh, What?


What, moreover, do you think of Sir E Grey's funk over the Congo, and his climb down, and Morel's going for him and F.O.? More power to Morel! I hope – I am sure he will win. He is a man of a century. God bless him. I'll send you, I think, his last letter to me. It is a historic document almost. I am with him fully in the fight, and hope Grey will be forced by public opinion to make good his words in action. What shams these Liberals are. In all things seeking only the opportunity to escape from pledges* * * * * * * * * * * [asterixes in typescript]

I was away from Rio nearly all July, up in Victoria, in the State of Espirito Santo (Holy Spirit). I loathe Rio de Janeiro and these pretentious, bombastic, talking people – always gassing – and never doing anything. They are all talk, like the Barber's Cat, and something more. I'm horribly busy, trying to get off a big mail – a huge pile of letters since my return.


With all greetings dear old Dick, and just drop me a line to say the £20 reached you safely,


Yours ever,



Roddie.
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Rio de Janeiro.





14 Sept 1909

My dear old Dick,


I was so glad to get your letter to find that all was going well with you – better with you than with poor old Tariff Reform! Lloyd George has pretty nearly snowed that under – hasn't he, the little Welshman? My letter to you was written at almost the same day you started to write to me and they crossed in mid ocean. I hope you got it all right. 

______________________________

Novr. 10th. !!!!!!


Dear Dick – Just think of that – I began this nearly two months ago & find it now by chance in the leaves of a book. The reason (in part) is that I must have been called away at the moment & three days later I got seedy & on 20th Sept had to clear out of house & home & take to bed with gout, rheumatism and water on the knee. I was ten days laid up with that, but am now all right again thank Goodness and going strong.


I owe you letters & letters I feel – and am sure I owe Katie a letter for her god wishes once & the beautiful almanac or calendar she sent me which hangs in my room.


Tomorrow I am off for a brief journey to another part of my consular district and shall not be back till near the end of month. Do you know am nearly 8 months in Rio now – almost as long as I was either in Santos or Para. I stayed under nine months actually at both hell-spots. This is better I must admit and I am happier here in many ways altho' the cost of living is higher here than even in Para. It is perfectly outrageous – still I have better pay & can bear it better – but to live means no margin for almost anything else. The Brazilians are insane – a nation of insanities. They kill the goose that lays the golden eggs every day of the year – the trade of their country – by a tariff which is the most colossal form of robbery & vexation you can conceive.


I read Lloyd George's Newcastle speech in the “Morning Post” – out Limehousing Limehouse I see! The speech was witty to a degree – full of sarcasm & telling momentary points, but I fancy greatly exaggerated many things.


Even Dukes are not so bad as L.G. paints them. Why, I actually know a Duke who was quite nice. He asked me to lunch and wanted me to go to a race meeting with him. His name was Westminster – and I fancy he is the Duke L.G. compares to a Dreadnought at twice the cost, and a “far greater terror.”

I am quite sure, my dearest Dick, the Lords will throw out the Budget. Whether they do or not the election will come in January. You see! Your Roddie is a prophet now not in his own country – but in a d–d bad other people's country. They'll have to throw the Budget out or swallow it – and latter is even more dangerous for them than to refer the whole question to the country. They can plead some reason & argument for the latter course – they could adduce no sound constitutional for amending or tampering with a “Money Bill”. 

Their only chance is to say – “it is not a money bill, but a revolutionary or constitutional change of the gravest import to our country. While we feel debarred by long disuse from touching on money questions sent up to us by the Commons we are duly entitled to safeguard the constitutional rights of the country – We therefore reject this measure as one raising issues that must be decided on by an appeal to the people.” 

They will do that – or something like it – and the Govt. will appeal of course on the Budget. I think the Liberals will win. If the Lords swallow the Budget & pass it – which I think is now impossible after the defiance & threats used towards them – they practically decree their own ultimate extinction – & truly take it “lying down.” If they amend the Budget & strike out clauses &c they don't like they'll only injure themselves & give the Commons, as the Commons & not as merely the Liberal majority an enormous pull over them. They have no right to tamper with a money bill & by amending it they would be treating it as a bill within their competence – whereas their only hope of making a good fight is to treat it as an unconstitutional measure –


I express no opinion on the Budget – I don't know much about it – but I am greatly interested in the political situation which, for a far off onlooker, is quite fascinating. Whatever the Lords do I think Asquith will dissolve & have a general election very soon. If Budget is rejected he dissolves to carry it – if the Lords accept it (in funk) he dissolves on the budget. In either case I think the Libs will carry the country – altho' not by so big a majority. And then my little friend John Redmond & Co. I think he will come in. Not much! That, my dear Dick, is the greatest moonshine in the world – this fraudulent claptrap “Home Rule in sight” of the Irish liberals who miscall themselves Irish nationalists. They've long since ceased to be Irish at all – and are merely Westminster sparrows. “Punch” hit it off very well in that cartoon of Redmond asking if any gentlemen in the audience would oblige with a little money! Poor old Ireland – she would be far better with the Sinn Feiners!


I don't know if I answered your long welcome letter or not – I have an idea that I did – after leaving off these 14 September opening lines. I owe lots of people letters – you, Katie, H.W. & Collis St. Hill & Hoste & many more. My bit of an illness threw me out & the general discomfort, noise and daily fatigue of life in Rio is so distracting that I hardly ever feel in the mood for writing – I've only a bedroom with a tiny table – in a bad lodging house where I can't even get a meal! I often go to bed without dinner – from sheer weariness rather than go out miles to a dirty eating house to eat Brazilian garbage costing 6/- or 7/- a filthy meal of uncooked essence of horror. 

“He died of Brazilian food” will be the epitaph on this poor carcass. It is perfectly atrocious – inconceivably nasty & slung at you by cataleptoid brutes. 

I hope to get leave of absence in early April next after completing some 13 months of residence in this city. It is long enough on one spell. 


With love to Mrs. Morten.

Yours ever


Roddie.
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SEE THAT YOUR PURCHASES

ARE BRANDED WITH

THE IRISH TRADE MARK

Rio 7 a.m.

14 Janry 1910.

My dear old Dick,


I have your long & welcome letter of 14 Decr. – just one month old – to answer. I am right glad to hear of your political adventures and speech–makings – you are a wonder. Do you know I never could, or can, or will be able to make a speech, or even an attempt at one. 


All my thoughts fly off at once – and only the scrapings of a timeless fiddle lives in my head, from which no strain can issue.


I suppose if I'd been trained young I might have succeeded in keeping a collected and connected train of thought and ideas and saying them out, but now, never.


As I write I suppose the first elections have begun in some of the boroughs – the papers here are full of fairly long telegrams giving accounts of some of the speeches and prospects. Yesterday's said the Conservatives were sure of carrying every London seat and not leaving one Liberal there – on the other hand that Lancashire wd probably vote Free Trade – There are also fairly frequent telegrams about the “Home Rule peril” and Lord Arthur Balfour's references to it. Altogether even Brazil is stirred and interested in this weird fight between Lords and Commons.


If Arthur gets in to office, it will be a queer Government we'll have – and I expect it would “go for” Germany – what a tragedy that will some day be. 


I send you a letter from dear little H.W. & you see he, too, is thinking of the “German peril.”
[Two sheets of the ms. original are missing (now found in MS 17,403) their text here being taken from the typescript:]


I am hoping my dear old Dick, to be able to leave this ghastly hole in March next, after you have put Mills & Co. to flight from Bucks, and have got your decent Liberals in. I knew one of those Mills once and his wife, a French lady; she was nice; he wasn't. That must have been an uncle of this electioneering boy you had visiting you.


I expect John Redmond is as proud as punch over his Asquith Home Rule “declaration”. I don't think it is altogether binding in form and as for quality – well I'll say nothing Dick alanna! but still it was decent of A. to go even that far, and while it will ensure him the nationalist phalanx it must detach a lot of scare crows and falterers in England, and perhaps Scotland, but not one in Wales. Wales will be going for Home Rule herself before many years are over, and Lloyd George will not be a wish–washy Home Ruler like Redmond and Dillon, once he starts on that tack.


I see that beastly review calling itself the “Nationalist” which loathes Germany, also loathes a great part of the “Nation” it takes after. If the Nation of Great Britain and Ireland is anything it is certainly more Celtic than anything else; yet this so called “National review” sneers at Lloyd George as a Celt, and in its last number it spoke of Lloyd George “rating England with all the Celtic virulence”. (whilst Winston Churchill I observed merely hated it with the hate of a “declasse”. That's a good word for the grandson of a Duke!)


The Nation of the “National Review” is a very limited nation indeed; it excludes clearly Scotland, Wales and Ireland; they constitute the “Celtic fringe”. It probably consists only of the Editor and his Club room pals – men on the fringe of the Smart Set, and quite sure we ought to blow the Germans out of the water before they begin don't you know. God help the Nations when its affairs are in the hands of these dreadnoughts.


As regards your proposed trip to the East, while I should dearly love it in one way Dick, I have no intention of going. I'll go straight to Ireland. I feel a dire need for Ireland, often, in my heart and bones. This country is so foreign, so horribly strange that I want to get home to people I can trust, whose eyes are soft and kind, not hard and brilliant. I don't want any more Latin Americans for you; Heavens! what loathsome people they are! A mixture of jew and Nigger, and God knows what; altogether the nastiest human black pudding the world has yet cooked in her tropical stew pot.

[at top of page:] I expect Mrs. Goodlake is afraid to evict you – now! Your a political personage.


My brother Tom is trying to turn Mountain farmer. He's got a mountain in the Draekensberg and is trying to organise Cook's tours & make a living out of it. 


Poor soul! – I send you copy of his prospectus. Do you think Parry would take some shares in it. It won't pay – but if you want a really nice trip go there – & he'll personally conduct you to the highest peak of South Africa – and incidentally, keep you laughing the whole way up and down – for he really is the most extraordinary good company in the world – the same brother Tom.


I am horribly depressed Dick at times out here and want to get away as soon as I can. The great heat has come – yesterday was stifling – & I, the Consul General, take my boots off even in my office & stripped to shirt & pants. Its nothing to African heat – but then in Africa one lives a natural life whereas here all is artificial & sham. 


My love to Mrs. Morten – and I will write her too – also Katie – she must laugh at Jim's attack on you you filthy old Radical! 


My dear Dick,



Yours ever




Roddie.
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Villa Sarita*

7 August 1913

My dear old Dick,


Here's a letter I got y'day from Cricket. I'll probably stay on here till she comes. I feel like going off Wittliching in this nice weather. I want to be free & here I feel half in prison! No word yet from F.O.!!! I can't understand why they take quite so much time to make up their minds, I expect the Treasury will object to my leaving, of getting a pension rather, & so I'll have to be made President of Albania after all! What a shock to the “Powers”! 


The place here looks very well, but the garden is not a beautiful one – it is too burnt up & lacks freshness & greenness. All good luck, dear old Dick, to you & your harvest & everything else at Savoy.


Yours ever



Roddie

I got May's letter. I'm glad the Irish girls fell in the river & enjoyed themselves!

*Herbert Ward’s house in France

36.
 2 March 1914PRIVATE 
NLI MS 36,199/4 ‘Incomplete; lacks 3rd sheet. 3 sheets.’ (original)

NLI MS 36,200/2 ‘2 sheets.’ (typescript is also missing 3rd sheet)





2 March 1914





Malahide,





Co. Dublin

My dear old Dick,


Thanks for your long letter. I’m sorry Norman Mosley did not do better – because I don’t agree with you that the L’s did well. 


They had a Fool to fight to begin with – & he beat them by the same majority – the odd 250 is nothing – then they had the great case of the country versus the town on their side – & all the housing scheme for rural labour – & they have no impression at all.


It all points to what I’ve said all along. This Govt. will not establish an Irish Parliament. 


They may pass this Bill – that won’t establish an Irish parliament.


Long before the Act (if it ever becomes an Act) has evolved a Parliament House at work in Dublin “with an executive responsible to it”, Ulster will have driven the whole question to the polls – & she will win. The others will be “bate” Dick. 


You mark my words. The English people don’t care a damn for Home Rule, or for Ireland – so long as they are sure they’ve got it in safe custody. 


They always choose the line of least resistance. 


When it comes home to them that to force Home Rule at point of bayonet on a recalcitrant Irish minority, who mean to fight & kick up hell’s delight – why, they’ll simply “reneage” (I don’t know how to spell it) 

2/
“Protestantism” will, of course, come to the rescue – to ease their conscience. Then “Labour” will fight for its own hand – & altho’ “Labour” labels itself “Home Rule” it cares as much for Home Rule as Larkin does. 


It cares only for itself. It cares only for revenge on the Ministry that has “betrayed” it – here, in Dublin – in S. Africa – & elsewhere. It cares so little for Ireland, or Home Rule, that it is prepared, in 100 seats, to give the seat to a Tory & defeat Home Rule rather than see a Liberal get in. 


Then you have the suffragette influence – all against the Govt. 



Then you have the sense of weariness with the “ins” – in now for well over eight years, & by the time the Election come in for 9 years – a very long spell of office.


Then you have Lloyd George’s “Marconi,” Lord Murray” – & lastly of all Protestantism!


Free trade is not in danger – the Insurance Act will be the Tory call to prayer. 



The Parliament Act will be met by the Tory cry for “a reformed House of Lords” – a thing the Govt. has shirked. 


Why? – because they wanted to pass Home Rule first, for Redmond, as part of their Compact.


Well – they will pass “Home Rule” – possibly – they’ll “put the bill on the Statute Book” – & there it will stay!


By that time – say next June or July Ulster will have belled the 

[The four-sided third sheet is missing from both the ms. and ts.]

4/
over the world.


Every Irishman I meet is sick of appealing to England. We’ve appealed for generations – with what result? 


Our population fallen to one half; our ports closed to all shipping but English; our means of livelihood inexorably controlled by another country in its sole interest; and economic and intellectual servitude enforced upon us by every agency of the State – until all our trade and all our intellect are the close property of another community.


If we cannot get freedom for Ireland within Home Rule then we shall strive to get it without, outside the British Empire. That is the issue. You may have us as loyal friends & helpers – You shall not have us as serfs or as bought bondsmen. I know there is behind me a gathering force of Irish youth & manhood will follow me in the path I see before me. 


I will never appeal to England again. I shall appeal elsewhere & carry the question to a wider issue & a wiser tribunal. English party conflicts shall not govern Ireland.

__________________________

Here is a letter from poor old Jimi. What a queer creature! Not a word about himself – or his hopes or anything else. 

Send it back to me. 

Trust me. 


Yours ever



Roddie.

37. 
After 2 March 1914 – PRIVATE clue to dating, letter of 2 March 1914 also from Malahide and certainly “testy.”
NLI MS 36,199/4 ‘[1914 after Mar 2?]. 1 sheet.’ (original)

NLI MS 36,200/2 ‘[1914] [Mar?]. 1 sheet.’ (typescript – ‘Undated. Ireland? 1914?’ inscribed on it.)
Stationery letter head crossed out although not the hotel’s picture: 

Grand Hotel, 

Malahide, 

(BY THE SEA).

 Co. Dublin
My dear old Dick,


Forgive that testy letter – you'll say – I am always attacking “your country.” Alas! – Your country has so grievously injured mine and has reduced it so low – more than you can conceive or dream of – that now when I fear another betrayal is being whispered among the two Parties – it fills me with wrath. 


Poor old Ireland – not a friend in the world – & not a people in the world so faithful and true. That is the sorrow of it. They have been so faithful – they have never struck for themselves. 


I want them to do that – just as “Ulster” is doing. “Ulster,” full of hate, not of love – full of selfish arrogance and ill will gets its way – and gentle, loving, kindly “Ireland,” soft hearted and forgiving loses always. Maybe it gains its own soul.


Anyhow, dear old Dick, don't think I hate England. I think England has often done grievous wrongs to other peoples – in a blind way & full of her own aims – but, at bottom, Englishmen are, after all, the salt of the Earth. 


If they would only let us be the salt of our own earth we should be the best friends & allies in the world for good. And that's the only thing worth fighting for.

Yours always,


Roddie.

38. 
29 June 1914PRIVATE 
NLI 36,200/2 ‘2 sheets.’ (typescript only)

Missing original letter now found in MS 17,402
29 June, 1914

Ardrigh

Belfast

My dear old Dick,


Thanks for yours of 23rd. I've been ill for a month – got the “flu”, and it has played the Devil with me, especially as I had to go about a good deal all the time, and try to spout too, in the intervals of being bed-ridden. I am going away, please God, this week for a change, and try and attend to some of my own affairs, as the last eight months or year have been solely given up to Irish things.


I've certainly made things hum! Nothing to what I might have done Dick, had I been a self seeker. I've been appealed to again and again to come out and be a new leader – a sort of aged Parnell! and thousands would have followed me. But I play the game not for a faction fight but for all Ireland. You used to say the Irish didn't care for Home Rule, and I told you they did! And I told you I knew what was in the hearts of my countrymen, and you see I knew where and how to find it too. We could put a grand army in the field Dick, of the bravest men in Christendom if only England would give up this dear fear and dread of free Ireland. A free Ireland means a close friend Ireland, the surest and best friend and ally in the world in all that is good and right for England. A far nearer and closer friend than Canada or S. Africa or N. Zealand. Remember you only got their friendship through letting them have full freedom to live their own lives as they seek. So it will be with Ireland when England becomes sane! and sober, and this Tory terror has passed away. Little manacles and handcuffs on a brave and generous people are folly. Leave Ireland's hands free and they will never do a dirty deed, but will repay trust with loyal confidence and friendship.


I was in Dublin till Saturday, laid up there for two weeks in bed, and I go away probably next Saturday.


I will write from abroad and tell you more; meantime all good luck and love to you and May. I heard from H. [Heinrich in Ceylon who was later interned] 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? Remember me and to Jacky Morgan and all friends

and yours ever


Roddie

P.S. 

Only had strawberries three times this year; the second and third time were yesterday, and today.

Yesterday I addressed a Volunteer gathering in the Glens of Antrim on the tomb of Shane O'Neill.

R.C.

39. 
15 October 1914

NLI MS 36,199/4 ‘3 sheets.’ (original)

NLI MS 36,200/2 ‘2 sheets.’ (typescript which has initials for names as do most)

[Prince George Hotel, Fifth Ave. New York]

54112 Springfield Ave

Philadelphia - Pa
15 Oct 1914

My dear old Dick,


Your note last night! I am still here & not likely to get off for long. 


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. [From Heinrich d’Oleire, 16 August 1914, NYPL Maloney IHP 18]

Give May my love & warm regards & all affectionate regrets too. Pay this bill for me £1-1/- to the Doctor – I'll square with you later on. God knows when – I don't know.


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.


This address will find me.


Love to all – & tell May to cheer up altho' God knows it is very hard & very black, & I fear, dear old Dick, terrible evil will fall on us all – The Germans will never forgive England & I think Grey did his country the greatest wrong ever done it – for this war could have been prevented. It was that evil gang at F.O. who ran Grey plotted it with their Ententes & anti-German “understandings” when they could have had a good, straight honest understanding with Germany – & that wd. have kept the peace of the world.


I am very wretched and despondent – my brother is ruined in S.A. & I feel old and broken-hearted.


All love



Yours ever,




Roddie.

Remember me to Jackie Morgan [who was later on the defence team at his trial] & H.W. [Herbert Ward]

*Heinrich or Heini d’Oleire was also a friend of Sidney Parry. Casement, Morten and d’Oleire travelled together in Germany in 1912.

A 1921 letter in NLI MS 17,411 to Sidney Parry reveals he was by then in Batavia, Java. D’Oleire’s earlier letters to Casement have disappeared, probably destroyed by Gavan Duffy or F.J. Bigger.
40. 
3 June 1916 (NLI folder cover says date 3 July 1916)

NLI MS 36,199/5 ‘1 sheet.’ (original) 

NLI MS 36,200/2 ‘2 sheets.’ (typescript)

A copy of this manuscript letter to Dick Morten is also in NLI MS 13,600 “Photocopies of letters of Roger Casement and associated documents.”
[Prison insertions include sets of initials and:] Hospl [?]
Number 3290 

Name Sir R. Casement

Brixton Prison
3 June 1916 

My dear old Dick,


I am beginning to think you are a Myth! 


I shall be so glad to see your dear, good honest old English face again! 


(You know I don't like all English faces, but a good many are very near my heart, and none so near is yours). I want to say lots to you – far more than I can say or should be able to say but still if you care to come with my cousin Gertrude, or with Sidney you'll be as welcome as the flowers in May.


It’s June now, mavrone! – and you soon shall be in the sere and withered leaf – and the old Savoy older and browner than ever –


Do you remember Coblenz & the Moselle? I was there again – in a motor car – at the same Hotel – but it was very different & very sad. We crossed the bridge of boats on the car from Ehrenbreit the fortress across the Rhine – I thought of you and Carter & that day in May – when our fellow traveller tried to “do” us out of the Roman column by Trier (Trèves). But I did not see Wittlich again! – altho' I was on the top of the awful, dreary Eiffel in keen and bitter cold.


It is all very sad there now – all thro' that beautiful country and there are no “Huns.” That is the biggest myth of all.


It is so cold here today I can hardly write – and I expect this letter will not reach you for days – as tomorrow is Sunday, and you may be here before it goes through. Give May my love and say I thought of her at Cologne once when I saw the great Cathedral full of people at 7 a.m.

(If the theatres are full in Germany as you read, so are the churches – and they are not all “Hymns of Hate” that go up either).


This time last year we had the most glorious weather by the Rhine and the country looked like a great field of Paradise – full of green and flowers – I heard the nightingale (for the first time in my life!) there just this very day last year in the garden of an old Catholic priest who had been many years in Ireland and spoke English with a brogue.


I was very glad to hear of Herbie W’s escape – it was wonderful.


Poor Charlie [Ward] – I read of his death in the “Times” when I was myself ill in bed in Hospital – a few days after it occurred – 8 Janry last. I am grieved for Sarita – and Herbert – God comfort them. Do you still play golf? – or is all that gone now? 


I am much better in health than I was – only ill in other ways, not in body now. I hope you are happy and well and with plenty to do – and keep your days busy and full of work!


I am just as bad over the newspapers as ever – only they are worse. 


They are the root of all evil today, I think – throughout the so-called civilized world. There will be a fine brand of civilization left when the war for it (God save the mark!) is over! 


How is my old admirer up at Harefield? Has he any sons left? – poor old man. I dare not send greetings to anyone but May.


Yours ever as of old,



Roddie

It was indeed kind of “Jackie M.” to come & stand beside me the way he has done – seeing how poles apart we stand on the one thing that brings him to my side – the war. There we see with different eyes. But remember, Dick, there are two sides to every question and all we read, and believe too, is not for all that true.

 41. 
11 June 1916PRIVATE 
NLI MS 36,200/2 ‘1 sheet.’ (typescript)

Original now found in NLI MS 17,402, initialed four times, once in red – ‘Cdt., W.S., C.W., E.B.’ (Ernley Blackwell?). 
NLI MS 13,600 also has a photocopy. 
3290 R. Casement, Brixton Prison.

11 June 1916.

Dear Dick,


I am sorry you came. It upset us both – me more than I can tell you. Please dismiss from your mind all that was said; rub it out for ever – I shall not see you again I fear – not in this life but you are often – indeed ever – in my thoughts as one of the truest friends a man ever had, and one of the most sincere and lovable of men.


I am very sorry at Herbert's and Sarita's loss; deeply grieved for them and the boys. For May I feel the deepest sympathy. God keep her and bless her.


Don't worry about me – I did what I conceived to be right and my duty under the circumstances. No one can think for another man, or substitute his understanding for the other man's. Things that are dark to you are very clear to me – and vici versa – The real difference lies in something quite outside ourselves; that we belong to different countries, to different beliefs on right and wrong in national issues, and to differing claims of duty. No amount of “Union” can ever make one of our opposite realities, and an Irishman's feeling for Ireland is a very real thing – just as, I doubt not an Englishman's for England is. But they have been opposing realities in the past, for centuries, and as I see them they are so today, and must remain until reason takes the place of pride, and right that of “law.” 


Goodbye dear old Dick – For you always my truest affection and remembrance, and may the days go happily with you to the end that awaits us all some time, some-where, somehow. It has been one of the truest joys of my life to have had you for a friend so many years, and one of the bitter griefs to lose you – Goodbye, and may it all rest in peace between us forever and ever. 


Your loving friend,



Roddie. 

42. 
8 July 1916 (not 8 June 1916)

NLI MS 36,199/5 ‘1 sheet.’ (original)

NLI MS 36,200/2 ‘3 sheets.’ (typescript)

This letter is replicated on pp. 316-318 of Geoffrey Parmiter’s 1936 book, Roger Casement, without three of the last paragraphs.

NUMBER 1270 

NAME R. D. Casement

Pentonville PRISON.
8 July, 1916. 

My dear old Dick,


I have often thought of you of late – and am glad that you did not come to the trial. It was a trial in more senses than one. – “Jacky M” did very well – and I thought of you and innumerable lunches at the Savoy – and “Jacky M” at some of them. I saw the letter you wrote me – when I was in the other place – it was read to me – and I was very much touched at it – and at the message Jacky M. gave me at the High Courts. There isn’t much use writing, my dear old Dick, to anyone in the situation I am in – because I can’t say what I want to say – and so to write at all is more or less useless. 


If I had seen more of you that day you came I might have convinced you of more than, perhaps, I did. If we were in peacetime things would be very different – and it was not I broke the peace or wanted it broken either. Since I came here I have done nothing but sleep – I sleep day & night – to make up for much lost time in that direction! I did not think I could sleep so much as I have got through in the last week. 


You see there is nothing to say. I can’t tell you what I want to – and all else seems and is so petty and childish to talk about. To tell you I am in a cell & eat & sleep – that is all – and read books and say prayers, in which I pray sometimes for you – that is my daily round. I wonder how the prisoner of Chillon got on for 16 years – poor soul, on his chain. Today chains are not laid on our bodies – and the physical lot of a prisoner is easier, but the mental death must be the same. 
Indeed, in some ways it was, perhaps, better – as the body didn’t last so long to bear the troubled spirit in its pain.


I hope H.W. & Sarita will not lose Herbie on top of Charlie – altho’ H.W. was not very lovely to Herbie last time I saw them together on the banks of the Seine. 


Don’t mind what anyone says about me, Dick – It is easy to pelt the man who can’t reply – or who is gone – but remember no story is told till we’ve heard all of it – and no one knows anything about mine – including those who think they know all. Even I don’t know all! But I know most – and I know the reasons for everything in my own action, and many of the reasons for much in the actions of my friends. I have not attempted to tell my side – there is no use to begin with in trying to do what I have not liberty to do – so I must just let it be, and bear the fate that came.


I will write more – before closing. When I have no pen or paper there are heaps of things I want to tell you – but when I have asked for it and got it, then I find there is nothing I can say – because the letter after all, becomes not a letter to you –but has to be considered in its true light, as a letter that must pass thro’ strange hands & be read by strangers – so that all the things I wish to say to you, my old friend, get stopped by the strange way of reaching you.


Anyhow, dear old Dick, it is not I who have changed a little bit – I am just the same – it is only that I am not mad – & don’t believe in lies and hatred any more now than I did say when “the Turk” was the enemy. You remember I didn’t accept the popular verdict then – that Ferdinand of Sofia was a Crusader – anymore than I accept him as one now. If he is a villain now – what was he then? The truth is men and nations & Kings & Kinglets fight always for one thing only – self-interest. If they have that right – so have others – and the only thing that should concern a gentleman is that he should do as Betsy Prig abjured Sairy Gamp to do – “Drink fair, Sairy” –and fight fair too. That can be done without lying and falsehood and blackening your opponent’s character – and without giving way to intolerable hatred. If the cause is worth fighting for, and can bear inspection then the hatred is altogether out of place.


Get Wilfred Blunt’s books – they are charmingly written – and full of interest. Do get them. Get the books on Egypt & Ireland – several volumes – and you’ll find an Englishman, pur sang, as big a rebel as any Irishman. Of course the truth is, there is nobody who isn’t – only the rest haven’t got Wilfred Blunt’s Catholic breadth of view. 


Talk about tyrannies of the Church, Dick – there never was any Church tyrant equal to some of the tyrannies of your modern Devil God “Democracy.” – and I think


*I loathe the horrid term.



Well, dear old Dick, goodbye and may God bless you and keep you long – you and May – to grow old together and grow nearer as you grow older.


We shall never meet again – but I shall often see you in my heart – often think of you as of old in the sunny days when we bathed together between now and the End. I did not mean to write to you again – but I cannot refrain from sending you a farewell greeting my dear old chap. 


*Democracy is to me often a very fat man I once saw at your table, oozing port wine at every pore, denouncing “England” as “rotten to the core,” “ready for destruction,” &c. &c. &c. &c. &c. – whose facile brother is about the biggest bounder and cad even such a “rotten” land as that could produce! – you know the Democrats I mean – God deliver your country from such champions –

All good luck and happiness Dick – and don’t read the “Martyrdom of Man” again – it is too near the truth! – get away from that side of it to May’s.


Yours always the same,



Roddie.

THE FOLLOWING ITEMS (43-50) ARE NOT IN NLI SPECIAL LIST A15
The last eight unique and transcribed documents are four letters to Dick Morten from Casement of 11 June 1895, 1 May 1906 (newly found), 1 May 1914 and 28 July 1916, one letter from Dick Morten to Casement (n.d.), one from Mrs. May Morten to Casement (25 September 1914) and one from George Gavan Duffy to Dick Morten (9 June 1916), plus one Morten-related letter from Casement to his cousins Gertrude and Elizabeth (30 June 1916). Some of these and several others also appear in copy form in various archives and are listed below.

43. 
11 June 1905 
Casement to Morten

NLI MS 36,205

Written on the back of a black-edged letter from Herbert Ward [Mrs Sanford, his mother-in-law, died on 7 June 1905] but was presumably never sent.

June 11th 1905

Dear Dick,


Here is a letter from Herbert. I am going at noon.


I got a train at 9.25 last night – a special holiday train! Took 75 minutes to Paddington!!!


Yours Roddie
44. 1 May 1906 
Casement to Morten

NLI MS 17,402 – newly discovered missing original, on black-edged notepaper.

No NLI typescript 

26 Verulam Street

Tuesday. 1 May 1906.

My dear Dick,


Many thanks for your note and £10 – the cheque was posted to you yesterday morning at 8.30.


Now I owe you the 30/– as you did not get my letter in time.


The funeral takes place today. I shall stay here probably until Monday 7th May & take my cousin back to her school at Caversham that day – 


I shall go on from that to London to Mrs Green’s as you will be way then.


Those poor girls have a little money left them – but they cannot get it yet – and I am going to try and get my Aunt’s income continued to them from Ireland [Martin’s?] 


I will come and see you when you return to Savoy – I suppose about end of May you’ll be back.


Kindest regards to Mrs Morten – 



Yours ever




Roddie

My article (that Lucy Bingham printed 6 weeks ago) appeared in “Morning leader” yesterday. It was very good; you should get it.


The editor has got Congo on the cards now.


Goodbye dear old Dick. I hope you will both enjoy a very pleasant holiday together & that they will go up to 90/–.




Roddie

45. 
1 May 1914 

Casement to Dick Morten
NLI 21,158 and PRONI T3072/10A, T3072/10B/ and T3793/2/13PRIVATE 
NLI MS 21,158 “Letters from Roger Casement to Lady Constance Emmott, June-Nov. 1912, with one letter from Lady Emmott while Casement was in prison, 1916, letter from prison chaplain, Aug. 1916, and letter to Richard Marten, 1941. Photocopy: originals in Public Record Office; Belfast, No. TD 3039.” Farmleigh has originals. 

NLI wrong – actual number is T/3027/1-13, 15 items, 9 letters to Emmott, one to Morten 1 May 1914, and three from 1916.
PRONI T3072/10A “1 May 1914: Casement, 'M'hide' to 'my dear Dick' [Richard Morten, a close friend of Casement's in England, concerning the Home Rule question in Ireland.]”
In the Emmott run/McPeake papers.

PRONI T3072/10B – Typescript copy of T3072/10A. 

PRONI T3793/2/13: 1 May 1914: Five negatives showing part of a letter from Roger Casement, Malahide, Dublin, to Richard Morton, England, concerning the home rule question in Ireland. (T3072/10A). [The name should be ‘Morten’ not ‘Morton’.]






M'hide.
1 May 1914
My dear Dick,


I like your cheek! – not heard in reply to your last letter! You never answered my last letters. – old bluffer. You and Asquith are a pair. No this govt. has funked the issue – both parties have & they are now laying their heads together to see how they can dish Ireland – under “a Federal Solution” – A Federal Solution means our old friend Devolution back again. I think the Govt. have shown themselves quite contemptible & that is the opinion of every man, woman & child in Ireland. 

After this “grave and unprecedented outrage” to then ask the man with the illegally imported rifle to kindly state his terms! The whole game now is for the two English parties to save their face abroad – The world is watching & the impotency, indiscipline, lawlessness & inefficiency of the Army and its Heads have to be covered up at all costs. It is quite clear to every Irishman that the only rule John Bull respects is that of the rifle. He got it from Botha & Smuts lately – and now he is getting it from “Ulster” – and he takes it lying down.


If they think – as they do – that a hypocritical sham called “Federalism” is going to settle the “Irish Question” – the question they both made – they are gravely mistaken. Before I die, please God, I'll raise the English question – & make its solution the chief care of Europe.


They are not to be trusted – that's my firm conviction – held from childhood & strengthened daily now. They have never been Home rulers at heart any more than the Tories = & were only trying to pass the Bill so as to keep their Parliament Act. I hope they lose both!


Ireland can go out again into the wilderness – for 40 years – and bide her time. They will not dish Ireland – they may dish Redmond. But Redmond is not Ireland. However trusted he may be & is, this country and people have a faith, a belief, a surety no political trickery of any English party will destroy.


The vital question for England, if she only knew, is to secure Irish friendship and good will on terms of equality. She wants to keep Ireland as a piece of real estate & thinks it belongs to her – instead of to its own people. Well, we'll live on & hope on.


The Bill may or may not pass – most of us don't care a damn now. We knew all along it was a makeshift – but we were prepared to take it & make it work. Now, with this fresh development it is plain that all that will be left for Ireland under this Bill will be the bones. The flesh will be divided between the two English parties – &, of course, “Ulster” will accept, or sanction, or allow, anything that means the undoing of a national settlement. The “Federal Solution” is the biggest lie yet started – I've been waiting for it for a long time – & now we have it well in view. 

There are about 10 English M.P.s I’d trust over Ireland – & none of them is in the Govt.


I may be in London next week possibly – on my way abroad. 

I'm not quite sure yet. I'm awfully busy – if I can get an Entente Cordiale up between my Volunteers & the Ulsterites we'll join hands and put John Bull back in England – his proper place. He has funked dealing with only ½ of one province of Ireland – if we can join up all four it is a new day for the world. 


It will come sooner or later – that junction & union of parts – & then we'll have Home Rule & much more. 

Love to May & all good luck dear pestered old Dick.


Yours ever, Roddie.

46. 
28 July 1916 
Casement to Morten 
NLI MS 17,044 and NLI MS 31,724 (5)

Casement letter of 28 July 1916 to Dick Morten in NLI MS 17,044 (3 hand written sides) “Two letters of Sir Roger Casement, Pentonville Prison, (a) to Fr. Murnane, July 3, 1916 and (b) to Richard Morten, July 28, 1916. Reference to Serjeant Sullivan and J. H. Morgan in second letter.” Donated by Eamon de Valera. 
In accession 1904, donated to NLI on 19 Mean Fomhair 1953. [more likely 1957] The Murnane letter was initially presented to Eamon de Valera in December 1938 by the Very Reverend M. O’Riordan of the Presbytery, Dockhead, London whose predecessor was Fr. Murnane. 

Also NLI MS 31,724 (5) “Copy letter from Roger Casement to Richard Morten 1916 July 28. 1 typescript: On their friendship, Casement's trial, his achievements. Roger McHugh papers.” It has a typed heading: “Copy of Photostat copy of the letter of Sir Roger Casement to Richard Morten” and is incomplete with one sheet only, otherwise same as above, except typed.

[On cover] – 1270 R.D. Casement

Pentonville

The Savoy 

Denham Bucks

28 July 1916.

My dear, dear old Dick,

I don’t want to shut up shop without giving you a farewell word. I have thought of you often since that day at Brixton – of you and all your affections – and of May too.

“Little Jacky M” did very well by me – I was grateful indeed to him, and I followed that argument long in the Appeal Court, knowing that much of it was his work. 
My “leader” Mr. Sgt. S. played me a sad trick at the end – in dropping so important a part of my appeal without a word of notice. 
You know what I always said of lawyers”.  

I say it now again – only more so.


They are a race apart – and as for their Cokes and Blackstones (what is coke but an emasculated blackstone?) and Flemings & all the rest. God deliver me, I say, from such antiquaries as these to hang a man’s life upon a comma and throttle him with a semi-colon. I liked the way too, “Jacky M” stood up to Coke and the ghastly horror depicted on all the rhadamanthine faces and the pretended anguish of “the galloper” at hearing “these sages” of “our Laws” being so irreverently handled by a Welshman. I wish I’d stuck to my two Welshmen – and not brought the other in at all. Anyhow, dear Old Dick, I am very grateful to “Jacky M” and you tell him so – the good, kindhearted chap – and to Jones also. They stuck by me well – and I believe if we could have taken the case to the House of Lords I stood as very good chance of winning all round – and bowling over the “interpretations” that take the place of Standard law in this benighted land.


By the way, you remember the day I wrote a certain polite letter – and how long I hesitated? Don’t you? Well don’t forget it. You know the truth about that and someday my ghost may call on you, and demand the recollection.

You’ll hear me clanking up the avenue because I’ll be in armour of course – look at the date, 1351! ––– and I’ll ask (in Norman-French) if one Dick de Morton lives there, and demand his memory or his head – and it won’t be the slightest use you stammering or putting it off on May (or Jacky M) it’s you and you only I’ll call as witness.

Since I saw you at Brixton I have thought of you often & often and longed to see you again. There was something I forgot to say, that day and now I can’t say it – and I am afraid you’ll never know. [The NLI MS 31724/5 typed version ends here.]

If you see Lady Young give her my love. Of course I understand very few people here understand me – you don’t altogether altho’ much more than others – but if I had you by myself all one night as of old, by the fire, with “Sandy” gone to his ghosts and the others to bed, I’d have you white as a Ghost but a convinced one before we staggered off with the candles.

Dear, dear old Dick – you are, I think, the best friend I’ve got in very many ways you are nearer to me & dearer to me than those close to me by blood.

I made awful mistakes – did heaps of things wrong – confused much and failed at much but I very near came to doing some big things – you remember Ben Way and the Bible – and the adjectival epithet? Well it was very near to it on the Congo and elsewhere. It was only a shadow they tried on 26 June – the real man was gone.

The best thing was the Congo because there was more against me there and far cleverer rascals than the Putumayo ruffians.

Do you know I got a very outrageous telegram from Julio Arana just before the trial! Think of it. From Para – asking me to confess my “Crimes” against him! The poor Indians – get Aubrey de Vere’s Mediaeval Records & Sonnets for May and read “Columbus at Seville” and his lines on the Indians page 180 – and elsewhere. It was first the Putumayo over again – or rather the Putumayo was Hispaniola up to date.


The whole world is a sorry place. Dick – but it is our fault – our fault. We reap what we sow – not altogether, but we get our desserts – all except the Indians and such like. They get more than they deserved – they never sowed what “Civilization” gave them as the price of toil.

Certainly Man is inferior to the Angels and is very much, I am afraid, we are inferior to the “Sandies”.

I am very sorry for Herbert and Sarita losing their Charlie – tell them so – someday – not now.

I am sorry Herbert has not a more understanding mind – I should not have treated him so – but I do not think of it and when I think of him it is of earlier days when the good things of life were all contained for him and me in a Huntley & Palmer Biscuit tin – and we were lugging the Crank Shaft of the “Florida” over Mazamba Hill down to the Bumbizi & up again, to the night camp when the red ants came. Oh! So long, long ago – (February-March 1887 it was) and Africa since then has been “opened up” (as if it were an Oyster) and the Civilizers are busy deluging it with blood and slaying each other – and burning with hatred against me because I think their work is organized murder – far worse than anything the Savages did before them – Hatred and Falsehood rule men’s minds – and it may be the Compassionate Man of the years to come may be the Heathen Chinese – or the Negro of Central Africa.

Goodbye dear old Dick and don’t forget me & forgive everything wrong.


Always your true friend.

Roddie.

47. 
Undated note from Dick Morten to Casement (unique surviving inward item, c. 1890-1910). 
NLI MS 13,073/46/xiii 
(Must have been kept separate from the other inward Morten correspondence which has disappeared and was probably destroyed.)

Spanish translations inscribed sideways at top left, by Casement:
much wood

mucha madera

many words

muchas palabras






                                                        Wed.

My Dear Roddie

Many thanks for your enclosure £12.10.0 which squares us so far as that is concerned. I shall never believe the balance of “eternal credit” is on my side. The influence for good you have had in every way on my life is far beyond, in value, to the few things I have been able to help you, so at any rate I am more than satisfied to say quits. I hope you will come down again soon. What are you going to do for Bank Holiday?

Yours truly


Dick

48. 
25 September 1914PRIVATE 
Mrs. F. May Morten to Casement (original)
NYPL Maloney IHP 18 






THE SAVOY







DENHAM







BUCKS

Sept 25th

My dear Roger,


It seems months since we have heard anything of you. I know you were in America, but now that Home Rule is safe at last I thought perhaps you would be back in Ireland again – 

This awful war has upset everything, – it is like a dreadful nightmare one cannot get away from, all the young men from round here have enlisted, including John Russell. Tommy Humbert – all hope to go to the front, it has changed everything and of course everyone has to economise. We had to get rid of a maid – shut up half the house & we can have no visitors, for we may be reduced to a general servant for the winter! but as everyone is in the same boat it is no use complaining – 

Our ? shares and all Dick's speculations are gone completely for the time, no dividends – I hate having to give up my charities & everyone wants help so badly – 

Dick is in Scotland for a fortnight & doesn't return till the end of next week.


Fred was wounded slightly in one elbow, and has a month's leave, unfortunately he will have to return about Oct 8th to that awful place, & who knows what may happen.


You are more lucky in Ireland than we are here. Let us hear your ? sometime



Believe me




F. May Morten

49. 9 June 1916

George Gavan Duffy to Dick Morten (original carbon copy)

NLI MS 10,763 (8)
9th June 1916

Richard Morton, [sic] Esq.

Savoy Hotel

Denham

Dear Mr. Morton: [sic] 

My client begs me to impress upon you the great importance of talking to nobody, under any circumstances, about any of the matters that you discussed yesterday.

Yours faithfully,

Gavan Duffy
Extract from Dudgeon book gives context:

“Dick Morten was the first of the crew that Gavan Duffy had to come down hard upon. He had seen Casement with their mutual friend Jackie Morgan. Writing to Duffy on 9 June, Morgan apologised: “I am sorry indeed that Dick Morten talked as he did…Had I known he was going to talk thus I should not have left him behind.” His letter quoted Dick as having asked “What about the other things Roddie?” to which Casement made no reply, except to say “Dick you’ve upset me.” Morgan was relieved that “Morten said not a word about it being common talk” reporting that Casement talked to Dick (his friend for twenty-six years) “as he would talk to no one else not even Miss Bannister.” She reported separately that a sleepless and emotional Roger, in his distress had clasped Dick’s hand for several minutes. What worried Professor Morgan most, he said, was that Dick’s tactlessness revealed to Casement that he knew of the stories. He felt Dick was “probably the last man he would wish to hear of them.” Casement was later to write to his friend pleading opaquely, “Don’t mind what anyone says about me, Dick – It is easy to pelt the man who can’t reply – or who is gone.”

The capacity of these stressed people at least to get used to the notion of Casement being homosexual is quite illustrative and significant. They did, and were in most instances the better for it. Duffy immediately wrote to Dick, to the Savoy Hotel rather than his house of the same name! Nervous of the harm arising from indiscreet talk, he warned “Dear Mr Morten, my client begs me to impress upon you the great importance of talking to nobody, under any circumstances, about any of the matters you discussed yesterday.” However Gertrude, reporting later to Nina, wrote that once Morten had “blurted out it out we could discuss it more or less – for there were always warders present.” Some weeks after the execution, Duffy felt able to complain “Morten has not paid anything! Though he originally promised a lot.” In reply, defending his friend, Professor Morgan pointed out that he was the “very soul of honour” but hard hit by the war as he and his wife’s money was largely in Belgian companies and they were getting no dividend.”
50. 
PRONI T3306/F/4 – 30 June 1916)

Casement to his cousins Elizabeth (Eily) and Gertrude (Gee) Bannister (Dick Morten mentioned)

Is there another version other than the photocopy in PRONI? – None I can detect except transcript in PRONI D4489/4 but a copy is also in NLI 17,046. So where did the original go?

Has PRONI yet corrected Zeg to Gee? Not by January 2013.

PRONI catalogue: (Benner Papers) Description: “Letter from Roger Casement, Pentonville Prison to friends [?Eily & Zeg] the day after he was sentenced to death at the Old Bailey. In it he thanks the many people who have helped him, asking that the books he left at Brixton Prison be returned to the owners and sends his love to his many friends.” 

A separate page is attached with a hand written key to the numbered names etc., 1– 25 (not by the letter recipients). Florence Patterson connection to be inserted. She I think provided the key.
In replying to this letter, please write on the envelope:– Number 1270 Name R.D. Casement

30th. June 1916.

My dearest Eily and Gee,


Just these few lines to thank you both dear girls for all you have done & been to me – How can I thank you or tell you what I feel – Only God – and your own dear mother who stood with us, too, at the last – and will know how entirely one we are – when I looked at you – it was not often, I thought of her and I saw her wee face in yours – looking at me too.


Will you tell dear Mrs. G. what I feel too. I can never thank her or those others who helped so well. I only can pray for them.

Tell G.B.S. too – I thought of him – and that dear old Lord Shaw [Thomas Shaw, later Lord Craigmyle] who came the second or third day – I could have embraced him. 


I left a book for each of you at the High Court yesterday. I bought it in from Brixton to give you each – thinking I could have seen you at luncheon time – or later – but I was carried off after sentence – and the books and the papers with them were left on a side table in the waiting room where I had had my food – those excellent luncheons you sent me in each day.


There were a lot of books left at Brixton – Mrs. Gs, Gavans, Sidney P's [Parry] & one of R. Lynd's. I want those all given back to the various owners – Parry's prayer book and the one that Father O'Gorman gave me in the Tower. 

The clothes left there were four suits of clothes – all your delightful shirts, &c &c &c the yellow boots, slippers & so forth – a Statue of the Blessed Virgin, sent me by Father Murnane I think.


He also sent me two copies of Aubrey de Vere's verses – please keep them yourselves.*


Don't be grieved or upset. I knew this was certain and sure. I came back to meet it the happiest hearted man in the world in some ways and I am allright today in every way – I think of the Geelet all the time – Give Alice Milligan my love. I was glad to see her.


Tell dear Biddy her Crucifix and Scapulars are with me all the time – and her dear old face often too.


It was a great sorrow to me not to see you yesterday – I thought you would have been allowed to come to the room I was in – you and Mrs. Green – but I was hurried off to a new abode. I have had a weird change of “abodes” of late.


I shall not be able to write many letters from this, so I must get you to do most of my messages for me. 

Write to the Numkins fully – also to Tom & Charlie – give Emily B [Balharry] very grateful thoughts & E.D.M. [E.D. Morel] & all the friends here in London – & in Dublin & around Stephen Clark.


Get the books back from Brixton – most of them Mrs. G's [Alice Stopford Green] – her “Curran”, “Parnell”, &c &c. Read Curran or “the Press” 1798 & at the end of the case has picture of the informer – it is the most wonderful piece of speaking & eloquence in the English language – & of course not on the lips of an Englishman. It came into my mind in Court.


Poor old Sidney and his motor car! I knew that was a vain thought. I was very tired yesterday, as I had not slept well for three nights – or more! – and I was hardly responsible at times for my thoughts, only that the image of “Kathleen” came my way I should not have supported it.


Go and see dear old Dick [Morten] & tell him I shall never forget him – and don't worry or think anything about me – because all this has come by sure and certain stages & an irresistible destiny – appointed since I was a little boy. I felt it then & have often felt sure of it in later days.


There are many of my early writings – poems. I have it – they are with Joe [McGarrity in US] in “Ailean wee” & some other very important papers too.


You must go back to Caversham & be good and kind to all there – and some day dearest, go to the wee souls out in the west by the “western wave” – & The dream of the dreamer lives for ages – and mine shall surely be accomplished yet.


Louie H. [Heath] too – love to her and all the rest. The clothes at Brixton might be very useful for Squiggy [Edward Bannister] the suits. 

I am very tired – but very happy it is all over – My undying love to you & Ide [Ada McNeill] & Margaret [Dobbs] & ??Zebarius wife the dear soul – with her “Eire to R.C”.


Don't forget Biddy [Matthews] & Cathal [O’Byrne] and Colm O'L [O’Loughlin] – and Séan R. – and oh! so many more. I see them all.

I hope you may be able to see me in here – but it might be better not – for your sakes – as this is not like Brixton. Look after all for me – all I have left behind in your keeping – my name and more than that – and do everything in your power now & hereafter for the poor old N. [Nina/Numkins, sister] I feel so deeply about her away out there by herself. 

As for Shawn Bwee – well I wish him joy of his victory. He won it fairly!

Mise – always and ever Roddie.

[*Mealys auction 20 April 2011 – 
Lot 508 Roger Casement the Night before his Execution

Casement (Roger) 1864 – 1916. A copy of Aubrey de Vere’s “Inisfail, A Lyrical Chronicle of Ireland.” 8vo L. n.d. NEW EDN., orig. green cloth.

* Inscribed by Casement in Irish and English to Fr. Eamon Murnane, the priest who attended him in his prison cell on the night before his execution, with a transcription in Casement’s hand (on rear of title page) of four stanzas from his poem “In the Streets of Catania, Sicily 1900,” signed with initials R.C. dated 2 Augt. 1916, in Pentonville.

“All that was beautiful and just,

All that was pure and sad,

Went in one little moving plot of dust

The world called bad.

(one stanza forgotten)

Come like a highwayman and went

One who was bold and gay –

Left when his lighty-loving mood was spent

The heart to pay.

By-word of little Street and men

Narrower theirs the shame –

Tread thou the lava loving leaves, and then

Turn whence it came.

Etna all wonderful, whose heart

Glows as thine Throbbing glows,

Almond and Citron bloom quivering at start –

Ends in pure snows.

Laid in is a newspaper cutting of a letter by H. Montgomery Hyde outlining Casement’s religious background and the circumstances of his final conversion to Catholicism.

*A most moving and unique memento of Sir Roger Casement, British statesman, Irish patriot hanged at Pentonville at dawn on 3rd August, 1916, following his conviction for high treason in consequence of his Irish Volunteer activities. He lived for the Rose of England, and died for the Green of Ireland.

€5,000-7,000 – 

sold for €7,500

Auction Date: 1998

Description: Rare Roger Casement inscribed association Copy, + De Vere (Aubroy) nisfail A Lyrical Chronicle of Ireland, post 8vo L. n.d. New Edn., orig. green cloth.++ Verso of title page with four stanza poem, entitled “In the Streets of Catania, Sicily – 1900 in the hand of Roger Casement, and signed with initials and dated, wR.C. 2 Augt. 1916, in Pentonville.” Also inscribed “For Father Murnane, The Presbytery – Dockland, Bermondsey – S.E.n The verso of front blank is further inscribed In holy and loving memory of Roger August 3, 1916 on the day he was executed. Unique.]
CASEMENT/MORTEN CORRESPONDENCE IN NLI SPECIAL COLLECTION NLI LIST A15
MSS 36,199/1-5 (ORIGINALS) AND MSS 36,200/1-2 (TYPESCRIPTS) 
 [List largely unannotated – see separate annotated list]
31 manuscripts plus covers and 37 typescripts. 12 of the typescripts have no original present making 43 unique items (as numbered 1-43 above) in A15.
 Letters to Richard Morten 

1.1. Original Letters 
1.1.1. 1898-1900 and undated 
MS 36,199/1 
8 items. 

n.y. May 1. Card with small photographic print of Morten’s fiancée. 1 item. [not Morten’s fiancée but Richard Coudenhove’s]
1898 Mar. 9. 1 sheet. 

May 27. 1 sheet. 

[1898 Oct.?]. 1 sheet. [verses only – undated cover note ms. is in 17,401, date probably 22 October]
1899 Feb. 19. Incomplete: lacks all after 1st sheet. 1 sheet. 
July 2. Incomplete: lacks 4th-6th sheets. 5 sheets. 

Oct. 12. 2 sheets. 

1900 Nov 26. 9 sheets. 

1.1.2. 1901-1905 
MS 36,199/2 
7 items. 

1901 Mar. 5. Incomplete; lacks 1st sheet. 3 sheets. [same as 15 March typescript]
Oct 30. 1 sheet. 

1902 Dec. 9. 1 sheet + cover. 

1904 Sept. 24. 1 sheet. 

1905 Jan 2. Incomplete: lacks 1st and 2nd sheets. With fragment of Morten’s reply. 6 sheets. 

July 3. 3 sheets. 

July 8. 1 sheet. 

1.1.3. 1906-1908 
MS 36,199/3 
7 items. 

1906 May 4. 1 sheet. + cover. 

May 5. 1 sheet + cover. 

June 30. 2 sheets + cover + 2 fragments of verse found in the cover. 
July 10. 3 sheets. 

Aug 4. 1 sheet + cover. 

Aug 9. 1 sheet. 

1908 Jan. 22. 2 sheets. 

1.1.4. 1909-1914 
MS 36,199/4 
6 items. 

1909 Sept 14, Nov 10. 3 sheets. 

1910 Jan 14. Incomplete; lacks 2nd and 3rd sheets. 2 sheets. 

1913 Aug 7. 1 sheet. 

1914 Mar. 2. Incomplete; lacks 3rd sheet. 3 sheets. 

[1914 after Mar 2?]. 1 sheet. 

1914 Oct. 15. 3 sheets. 

1.1.5. 1916 
MS 36,199/5 
2 items. 

1916 June 3. 1 sheet. 

July 8. 1 sheet. 

1.1.6. Undated and Covers 
MS 36,199/6 
Undated note beginning “Till tomorrow!” 1 sheet. 

Covers franked: 1897 Dec. 20; 1898 Oct. 19; Oct. 22; 1905 May 2; 1906 Jan. 2; 1910 Feb. 7. 6 items. 

1.2. Typescripts
1.2.1. 1893-1904 
MS 36,200/1 
19 items. 

1893 Sept. 6. 1 sheet. 

1894 Mar. 18-30. 3 sheets. 

1898 Mar. 9. 1 sheet. 

Mar. 17. [with [1898? Oct.] 


May 17. 1 sheet. 

May 27. 1 sheet. 

Sept 19. 2 sheets. 

Oct. 22. 2 sheets. 

[1898? Oct.] with 1898 Mar. 17. 2 sheets. 

1899 Feb. 19. 1 sheet. 

July 2. 6 sheets. 

Oct 12. 2 sheet. 

1900 Sept. 7. 1 sheet. 

Nov. 26. 8 sheets 
1901 Mar. 15. 6 sheets. [same as 5 March 1901 original above]
Oct. 30. 1 sheet. 

1902 Dec. 9. 1 sheet. 

1904 July 8. 1 sheet. 

Sept. 24. 1 sheet. 

1.2.1. 1905-1916 
MS 36,200/2 
18 items. 

1905 Jan. 2. 8 sheets. [without any of Morten’s reply]
July 3. 3 sheets. 

July 8. 1 sheet. 

1906 June 30. 2 sheets. 

July 10. 2 sheets. 

Aug. 4. 1 sheet. 

Sept. 20. 1 sheet. 

1909 Aug. 3. 2 sheets. 

Sept. 14. 3 sheets. 

1910 Jan. 14. 2 sheets. 

1913 Aug. 7. 1 sheet. 

1914 Mar. 2. 2 sheets. 

[1914] [Mar?]. 1 sheet. 

1914 June 29. 2 sheets. 

Oct. 15. 2 sheets. 

1916 June 3. 2 sheets. 

June 11. 1 sheet. 

July 8. 3 sheets. 
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