MRS MARY DUNLOP WILLIAMS LETTERS 
(and 27 July 1916 letter from Casement to his cousin May Casement)
NLI 13073/5
March 1902
Mary Dunlop Williams to Casement

My dear Roddie,

 This is our little “Mascot” to you with our loving best wishes for you always and everywhere. I had the little turquoise put in specially because an old book I have says “The turquoise is a talisman against danger & worn on the person preserves the owner” – & all the truest warmest prayers of my heart go with it. So God bless and preserve you always dear kind old friend. (I here just opened my old Bible to send you a word of it as an additional talisman when my eyes met the words – “a gift is as a precious stone in the eyes of him that hath it: whithersoever it turneth it prospereth.” Prov 17 chap 8 verse

Goodbye, good luck Bon voyage

and “au revoir” –

ever dear Roddie your

affectionate old friend

Mary Dunlop Williams

and her wee Freddie* 
Carrickfergus

[28] March 1902 Good Friday

I had the shamrock put on for extra good luck and remembrance.

*possibly Frederick E Williams b. 1896 in England living in San Diego
U.S., Naturalization Records, 1840-1957

Immigration & Emigration Books

Name: 
Mary Louise Given Dunlop Williams

Birth: 
12 Jun 1852

Arrival: 1903

Residence: California

Casement’s address book:

Mrs. Dunlop Williams

c/o Mrs. J.H. Young

San Luis Rey

San Diego County
NLI 13073/4

14 March 1912

A. Carnegie Ross to Casement

[Casement note:] “R 30 Mch 1912”

 British Consulate

 San Francisco

 March 14, 1912

Sir,

On receipt of your letter of the 21st of February I instructed Major Gerrard, the Vice Consul, to write to Mr. Allen Hutchinson, the Vice Consul at San Diego, and make inquiries as to Mrs. Dunlop Williams statement to Miss Causton that no money had been given to her.

An answer came today from Mr. Hutchinson enclosing the cancelled cheque for $10 bearing Mrs. Dunlop Williams' endorsement thereby proving that she had received the $10.00 as mentioned in Major Gerrard's letter to Miss Causton.

From Mr. Hutchinson's letter I learn that Mrs. Williams has from time to time received a great deal of aid from the Benevolent society and also from other societies in San Diego. She also receives monthly help from the County. Her son seems quite able to support her if he would. I shall be glad, therefore, if you will let me have the £2.1.4 to repay the Society

Yours faithfully,

A. Carnegie Ross

[in handwriting:]

Sir Roger Casement, c/o W.J. Allison & Co. up the Amazon. 9 Farringdon Road London E.C. England 

How are you? after your trip

In good form I hope. When are you coming to see the Golden Gate & the land of sunshine & flowers?

NLI 13073/5

25 April 1916 

Mary Dunlop Williams to Casement

April 25th 
San Diego,

California

U.S.A.

My dear dear old friend,

I am heartbroken about you. I have only just learned of it within the last day or two & only what the papers here say. I had thought of you all these late years of silence between us as in Africa in retirement with a brother & so it has fallen on my heart with an awful suddenness & I can know or feel nothing but a crushing, aching sorrow for you, my dear loved old friend of long ago, & only dearer than ever now when you are in trouble, and I cannot rest until I send you a few words of love and comfort, & of my undying trust in you, for well I know that that great dear generous & unselfish heart of yours would prompt you only to deeds of good intent & always I remember your beautiful love for our dear old Ireland. But, oh dear heart, has it brought you to a cell in the Tower of London! Every breath I draw is with a prayer to God for the safety of your dear life. The world may & does judge by the outward appearing but I who have known & loved you since a dear enthusiastic boy of 19, I to whom you have been ever so kind and generous all down the years of my sorrow, wish I had a thousand tongues & could use them every one in your defense & in proclaiming your heart's goodness and I have no power but love & prayer & they are yours night & day. You must be saved – God keep you dear heart! Forgive such an attempt at writing to you, my heart is too full.

Ever and ever till we meet again here or there.

With undying love & trust

Your old Irish friend,

Mary Dunlop Williams.

HO 144/1636/311643/11
Mary Dunlop Williams to the Home Office Under Secretary of State (Ernley Blackwell)

26 April 1916 

San Diego

April 26, 1916 

Southern California

U.S.A.

To the Under Secretary of State

Dear Sir,

The British Consul here informs me that it is to your care I should enclose my letter to Sir Roger Casement, for assurance of its safe delivery to him. And I earnestly request you to do me this kind favor. – He is a very dear old friend of mine, having known him since he was a boy of 18 or 19, and all this sad & dreadful news I have just read in the papers here about him I breaking my heart – and I feel so bewildered about it all & what the outcome may be for him. I wish to God there could be anything I could say or do to keep him – but he must have many powerful friends at home who surely can and will do so. He has always been such a splendid fellow with a great generous unselfish heart, full of enthusiasm and self sacrifice – a high souled noble nature, if ever there was one – and it is just such a nature as his, taking hold of an ideal, such as love of country – with the whole strength of his being – is apt to go to extremes on the earth plane, while seeing only the vision –– & just here I should like to say that he is not the only one of his immediate family who have developed irrational traits at times. His own father was – to say the least – very “eccentric” – I have heard my mother say, who knew his family well –

Cannot this idea bring great excuse for my old friend at this time? It surely ought.

I beg you to pardon my writing at this length for I can only plead a sad heart – and it is terrible to feel so far away and so powerless to help when one so good and so dear is in trouble and danger. Even now I know he will not have a thought for himself –

Hoping every hope I can for him.

and thanking you in anticipation

Believe me Sir

Yours very truly

Mary Dunlop Williams.

NLI 49154/14 
“Letter from Roger Casement to his cousins Eilis [Elizabeth] and Gee [Gertrude] Bannister, in envelope addressed to Gertrude Bannister c/o Mrs. [Alice Stopford] Green, 30 Grosvenor Road, Westminster, requesting that they gather up all his writings, with reference to “the toothless one” several times, and gives his account of the publication 'The Crime against Europe' (1915), and lists the names of those to whom he wishes to be remembered, including those he stayed with in Berlin, July 30th 1916.”

Two pages of this letter to his cousins are written on the back of a letter from Mary Dunlop Williams - on her pages numbered 3 and 4. Her signature is at the bottom of page 4.
3

Unsatisfactory condition for the past 3 years, and we have suffered much – – I don’t mind for myself but it has certainly anguished my heart that he, so dear and good, should have such crushing difficulties to fight thro’ – – – – we are too poor in this world’s “show” of “Things” to make “Friends (?) and very few acquaintances even, (I can’t spell that word at all) so are very alone – and from all I see around. I cannot have many regrets about that part – Fred is tall over 6ft. 2 – of slender, graceful build and fair – I do indeed well remember that day that pleasant day you gave us both in Belfast when he was a little boy and in my mind’s eye I have often seen you as I saw you last that day ‘ere our train pulled out, while you stood there with your little bunch of shamrock in yr buttonhole, from the day before (St Patrick’s Day.) – –
There are so many things I would like to say to you dear old friend but they must wait – – – and now I must not weary you – I should like to know about your sister, where she is. I did meet her once long ago with you and Mrs Mabel Bourchien (the war nurse) in London somewhere

4

and I should surely welcome the thought of ever meeting your sister again.

Yes, our dear old friend Gertrude Caxton is indeed alive, & well and has continued her helpful, & faithful friendship to me all down the years of my sorrows – her dear brother of Ballycastle old days) is quite an invalid I regret to say. I have just written to her to-night and given her your kind message of remembrance –

God bless you and keep you safe from all that might hurt you, my dear, dear, kind old friend of years. My heart yearns to send you loving thoughts of the helpfulness I fain would give to you – – – – and the tears of my sorrow for these days of yours, I cannot keep away – There is great distance of land & of sea between us today friend and the long years gone, lie between us, too, but no distance, nor any time, can ever shorten Love – – and in the Love of God and the love of Friends – of whom I have the dear Honour to be one – 

I now leave you – 

yours evermore, in love and sorrow, Mary Dunlop Williams
Casement to his cousin May Casement

27 July 1916 

Original in NLI 10763/18 in an old envelope marked ‘Roddie’s letter’

Also copy in NLI 17580?? 

[In replying to this letter, please write on the envelope Number 1270 NAME R.D. Casement Pentonville Prison.]

27th July 1916

My dear May,

I got your letter of 1st July with the book, “The Pilot”, and found the passages you marked. Thank you dear for sending it. I have read a good deal of it – and now each day I red the page for the day – and so the end appointed.

I will leave the little book to be sent back to you when I am gone – if the rules of the prison will permit it.

I wrote on the fly leaf just the lines you like and I hope the book may reach you safely and carry with it my affectionate greeting to you.

Dear old Grannie – you must miss her dreadfully, my poor girl – and I hope you are able sometimes to go back to the old spot and to the other dear friends there.

It is a long time since we met – and I cannot bear to look back upon it – and see, in memory, the dear scene and faces I shall never see again – with the blue ??lieous bursting in the light on the shore all round the white strand to Carrig Usneach.

 I will not write very much dear May – but will only thank you again and again for your loving recollection of me in my trouble. May it be God's will that we meet again – along with Grannie – think always kindly of me – and if you go back over the hills by the sea tell them all I never forgot – and that I shall think of them at the last.

Your loving cousin

Roddie.

Glenshesk in winter

Now three pale moons with pearly circles dim

and rain betokening glance have crowned the sky.

Since autumn slumbered in this hill pass grim

Yet only grim when Winter's form is nigh.

When summer tends the hills, the rivers sigh

of peace upon its course, the birds that skim

Its sky reflecting pools, the mists that lie

In trembling outline on the horizon's rim

And later when the purple bloom of heath

And deepening depth of green where holly boughs

Or russet tinge of trees that shed beneath

Their offering to the stream that seaward flows

win up thy Glen my steps and weave a wreath

That memory decks thee with ere neath thy pall of snows.

There are some verses I wrote when I was a boy in Glenshesk & at Alec Dunlop's – in 1880 I think – I have recalled them – and send them you dear – will you do me a kindness – a last one?

Write a nice kind letter to Mrs. Dunlop. She is now Mrs. Dunlop Williams with a son 21 (on 7 May) – and lives at San Diego California – send her the verses on her own Glen – and tell her I wrote them there at Glenbank those long long years ago, when I was a boy and all the hills were gold and all the skies were blue.

Don't forget dear – write to her Mrs. Dunlop Williams, San Diego, California, U.S.A. & send her my farewell greetings and eternal remembrances too – and these boyish lines – you remember her altho' you were so young then.

I wrote lots more then – and later on about the Glen and the sea – and a long Poem about St. Patrick and the Goban Saer. Do you remember him? He has a “castle” up Glenshesk – a ruin of four walls coeval it is said with St. Patrick – He was “Goban the

Artificer” who went round Ireland with Patrick building his churches for him.

It is a pity we had not been born then – some of us – we would have been happier I often think – I think I should have been much happier – and you too, my dear wee cousin.

And so God bless you – and goodbye

“Davie”
