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approach receives no consideration; not even a hearing.
So, I think I have cause to lament our stupidity.
will that stupidity have real costs? Surely we
all understand government expenditures only grow and
clearly more and new governmental functions cannot fail
to increase the rate of growth. The unavoidable
concomitant is a reduced standard-of-living for all of
us.
Likewise, I think research and development,
artistic effort, and independent thought will be much
curtailed.
Socialism likes ordered channels of
activity. Maybe that outlook appeals to you; I have no
use for it.
It all adds up to a serious lament; a
better life ought to be ours to fashion so my lament
can dissolve and flyaway!

BUDGET
January 27, 1992
1 - The Posthumous Plays of
Edward deVere •...•••. . •.•..... Frank G. Davis
2 - Anyway, That's What I Was
Told .........••...... . ... yeatman Anderson III
3 - Breathes There a Man ....... Douglas M. Mansfield

1

The Posthumous Plays of Edward deVere
It is unfortunate that the "Oxfordians" (who favor
the Earl of Oxford as the author of the "Shakespeare
Canon") spend so much of their time in viciou~
denigration of the actor Shakespeare and so llttle in
building up the qualifications of their own hero.
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Unfortunately, they have neglected their strongest
points in favor of the genius of Edward deVere, the
seventeenth Earl of Oxford.
Before we consider the strong points, however, we
should dispose of the John Aubrey Tradition.
It is
perhaps, but only perhaps, significant that Aubrey, the
well-known Mid-17th century gossip-monger and purveyor
of thumb-nail biographies, collected what little was
remembered of Edward deVere. It had mainly to do with
an unfortunate breach of manners in the presence of
Queen Elizabeth, which breach was duly reported by
Ducky Wadsworth a few years ago in a paper read to this
Club. As John Aubrey reported it:
"This Earle of Oxford, making his low obeisance to
Queen Elizabeth, happend to let a Fart, at which
he was so abashed and ashamed that he went to
Travell, 7 years. On his returne the Queen
welcomed him home, and sayd, My Lord, I had
forgott the Fart ...
Although first - or second-hand recollections of
this shy, sensitive and flatulent young nobleman were
brief and unflattering, deVere's ability to write
Shakespeare's works should not be surprising. One of
his secretaries was John Lyly, a playwright whose style
is widely accepted as having strongly influenced the
early Shakespearean plays. It is now apparent that
Lyly didn't write his plays. Edward deVere wrote them
for him, and naturally the style of the early
Shakespeare seemed Lylyish - both were written by the
same hand.
(Parenthetically, one Charles Ogburn, the
modern champion of deVere, tells us that his boy
probably also wrote Kyd's Spanish Tragedy and Marlowe's
Edward II.)
The Earl later broke with Lyly, and we are told by
their contemporary, Francis Meres, that beginning in
1580 deVere had his own company of players, and was one
of the best writers of comedy. This revelation was
either a breach of faith or a calculated insult,
because as we are told by the oxfordians, it was
shameful for a nobelman to be caught writing plays.
To
be fair to Meres this may have been just a slip of the
pen, since in 1598 he lists Oxford's first dozen
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Shakespearean plays as having been written by
Shakespeare, but no plays at all as having been written
by Oxford.
After his own venture into playwriting, deVere
seems to have adopted a young actor with the Lord
Chamberlain's Company as his mouthpiece, as it were.
For undisclosed reasons, he was so impressed with what
we may call the "Shakespeare Conduit", that he 7ven .
attributed his best poetry to Shakespeare, leavlng hlS
more pedestrian poems in his own name.
Perhaps there
was a deal:
"If you let me write your plays which I
dare not publish under my own name, I will also give
you my best poetry, which you can also publish as your
own".
(In retrospect, John Lyly made a bad move when
he broke with deVere. Had he stuck around, we would
probably now be adulating "Gentle John" instead of
"Sweet Will").
Moving right along, however, let us address the
Earl of Oxford's last plays, particularly the ones he
wrote after his death in 1604. Measure for Measure and
Othello were first performed in 1604, both based on
plots taken from Whetstone's translation of Cinzio, or
Cinthio. The dates being somewhat flexible, it is
possible that one or both of these plays were
posthumous in the conventional sense that they were
written before, but first performed after, deVere's
death. These then Would merely be routine examples of
the B~r~ of Oxford:s brilliance. By 1606, however, he
had fln1shed adaptlng part of Holinshed's crabbed
history into Macbeth, a tour de force in honor of James
I, who had come to the throne just three years before.
Macbeth was chosen as the appropriate vehicle to tell
us what the author was up to. He writes:
The time has been,
That when the brains were out, the man would die
And there an end: but now they rise again .•.
And push us from our stools ••• "
Act III, Sc. 4
Even considering Macbeth (like Measure for Measure
and Othello) to have been written entirely or mostly
before Oxford's death, he coughed up or otherwise
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delivered eight plays after his death. True, three of
these are judged to have been written with collaborators, but who else could have produced so much with so
little?
It is perhaps noteworthy that after he died,
deVere didn't get around very much, so he had to rely
mainly on Holinshed, English translations of Plutarch,
and other popular works of the time for his plots.
In
1605 an old play by George Peele, "Leir", was revived
in London. Also attributed to Camden or carew with
undertones of Sydney's Faerie Queen, this is generally
accepted as the springboard for the immortal
Shakespearian King Lear, written about 1606 and revised
in 1608.
An aside at this point: deVere's plots have never
been considered strong. Rambling and often inconclusive, frequently with weak endings, they derive almost
entirely from earlier or contemporary English writers:
Holinshed, Sydney, Gower, et al., or English translations of Plutarch, Cinzio, or Bocaccio or, as in the
case of "Leir", other less successful playwrights. We
should not blame Edward deVere for cribbing inspiration
from others. Like today's Hollywood studios, several
Elizabethan theaters might piCk up on a popular hit and
re-work it. Styles of writing and performance changed
and developed over the years in all the theaters.
So
deVere's posthumous plays reflect the evolution of
style and the trend toward freer forms which we find
among living as well as deceased playwrights. His
greatest strength was always i n the unstanchable flow
of words and the vividness of characterization.
See how the inspiration continues to well up:
Antony and Cleopatra, written in 1607 and 1608, is from
the English translation of Plutarch, as was Coriolanus
in 1608. Also in 1607, this towering genius is
believed to have collaborated with somebody in writing
Timon of Athens. This must have been a collaboration,
as deVere alone could not have produced such a poor
play. Of course, collaboration with a man three years
dead was probably a very unnerving experience and would
certainly have marred the work. Again in 1608, we find
an adaptation of Gower's Pericles, with the same or
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another collaborator under the same difficult
conditions.
Robert Greene's Pandosto was the inspira~ion,for
The winter's Tale between 1609 and 1611, and 1~ elther
1610 or 1611, deVere patched t~gether a cymb~llne from
scraps of Holinshed and BocaCC10.
In cymbellne,he
again sends us a message:
In Act V, Scene 4, hlS
,
appropriate spokesman "posthumus" says:
"I am merrler
to die than thou are to live".
The ultimate stroke of genius however, is The
Tempest. First out in 1611, it is based on Sir George
Sommer's shipwreck in Bermuda in 1609 and his rescue in
1610, six years after the author's death.
Talk about
tours de force!
Keeping up with the then current Jacobean love of
masques and pageants, deVere collaborated in 1613 with
Fletcher (a man of obviously strong stomach) to write
Henry VIII. The play updates the historical series,
and seems to send a message that the Seventeenth Earl
of Oxford had "had it". A cannon at the end of Act I
set fire to the roof of the Globe Theatre.
It burned
to the ground, but as in The Tempest and Sir John
Sommer's shipwreck, not a life was lost, unless
perchance we count deVere himself. Here, then, was the
swan song of the Sweet Swan of Oxford.
Spurred on by their need to disqualify the brutish
and uneducated actor Shakespeare, (the Elizabethan
equivalent of that unschooled oaf, Abe Lincoln) certain
arrogant intellectuals have given deVere even more
genius and education than he really needed. As
mentioned above, the Shakespearean plots, except for
Othello, are rambling at best. The history is
inaccurate, indicating no great knowledge of the field.
The geography is shaky. An incredible number of the
words are "made-up" by the author. There are
numberless mis-spellings, but this is hardly
surprising. Ogburn tells us that the Earl's name was
actually "deVere". If Oxford couldn't even spell his
own name, how could he possibly spell "Shakespeare"?
It is the magnificent flow of the language, and the
ability to breathe life into the characters, even after
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the author himself was dead, that shows his real elan.

I
I

deVere's final tragedy, worthy of the Bard
himself, is that, while he piddled away his assets and
left his family dependent on his father-in-law, Lord
Burghley, poor driven Edward continued for almost a
decade after his death to turn out plays which enabled
his front-man Shakespeare to amass a tidy enough sum to
retire in comfort to his native stratford.
Life is not fair.

\

Death isn't fair either.
Frank G. Davis

2
Anyway, That's What

I

Was Told

story One
Once upon a time, many years ago, deep in the
hills of Ross county, a small stream broke forth from
the rocks and flowed into a small pond and then gently
and serenely continued through the virgin countryside
to join the Scioto River on its course to the great
Ohio River. The water in this little pond was crystal
clear and so pure and sweet that animals came from all
around to drink of its waters - the possum, the
raccoon, the rabbit, the squirrel, the deer, the black
bear, even the chipmunk and the great panther.
Of course, such a fine pond as this would be
surrounded only by the most magnificent and beautiful
of trees - maples, oaks, cherries, and buckeyes. The
sun would dapple it with irradiant diamonds of light
warming the waters in due season.
But into every Eden a serpent, as we have been
taught, must appear.
So it was here. No, it ~as not
man.
It was the overarching cherry trees.
Every
spring they would flower and every summer the fruit
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would ripen in such plenitude that even the birds could
not consume it all. Many fell to the ground, but many,
many more fell into the little pond. Plop, plop the
cherries fell into that pure water and were swept away
by a freshet.
Then one year there was no freshet and
the fruit sank to the bottom of the little pond.
There by some alchemy known only to Nature, the ripe,
sweet'cherries fermented and mixed with the pure, sweet
water as to produce, in time, a cherry liqueur of
surpassing flavor and potency.
It reached its peak of
perfection on a beautiful, balmy night with a full moon
and the sky a blanket of shiny silver stars.
One by one the animals came down to the pond to
drink - the possum, the raccoon, the rabbit, the
squirrel, the deer, the black bear, even the chipmunk
and the great panther. Oh, how sweet the water was
that magical night and deeply they drank. One by one
they turned from the pond, staggered a few paces into
the forest and fell down on their faces and into a
deep, disgusting, drunken sleep.
with the rising of the sun, one by one, the
animals awoke. Their eyes were bleary and crusted.
But even worse, each and everyone had a head that
throbbed with excruciating pain and a stomach that
heaved and quivered so that any thought of food, no
matter how succulent, made them feel even worse. They
could only stagger to their feet and slink off to their
dens or burrows to hopefully die in peace.
It was almost disgraceful and embarrassing. The
animals, unlike some creatures we know, determined that
it should never happen again.
So the great panther
accompanied by the chipmunk were sent to find a pair of
beavers.
In due course the beavers arrived and set to
work gnawing down the cherry trees and damming the
spring.
Today the pond is on the site of a paper mill and
now no one comes to drink from the little pond neither the possum, the raccoon, the rabbit, the
squirrel, the deer, the black bear, or even the
chipmunk and the great panther.
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story Two
He was born in the spring os 1794 in the
Monongahela Valley of Pennsylvania to Rebecca and Jacob
Scrooge of the Nemacolin Scrooges. His,ma and ~a named
him Ebenezer after an uncle who had a b~g farm ln the
Shenandoah Valley of Virginia. All of which has
nothing to do with t~e story at ha~d. For in 180?
Ebenezer and his fam1ly moved to P1ckaway County 1n
Ohio. Here he grew up, lived and died. He was raised
in a world of hard work and Methodism. Not at all a
bad combination for a farm boy at the time.
Ebenezer was a good man, a kind man, a hard
working family man, but he had one fault. He liked to
sit on a split rail fence under an old oak tree next to
the wagon track that ran on the west side of the farm.
Here he would sit and talk to anyone who happened by,
even if they were a doctor, or a lawyer, or a preacher.
His family could never really understand the why of
this strange behavior on his part.
But for Ebenezer this was his contact with the
great world beyond his farm.
It was his newspaper, his
radio, his television. He learned all the neighborhood
gossip which secretly pleased his wife, Roxanne.
She
was one of the Mack girls of the Darbyville Macks. Who
- well never mind, that is another story altogether,
He talked to a couple of local fellows who went
off to fight the British around Detroit. He talked to
the local boys going off to fight in Mexico, which as
near as he could tell was much farther away than
Cincinnati, down south near a place called New Orleans
some place in Texas. He talked to the young men going
off to save the Union. He talked to peddlers, drovers
and wagoneers. He talked to anyone who would sit a
spell and smoke a friendly pipe or two.
He learned about the canal being built in Pickaway
County, the railroad between Columbus and Cincinnati,
and the telegraph which could send a message in the
blink of an eye all the way to Cleveland. He watched
the old wagon track being transformed into a post road
with regular coach service to Chillicothe. Even the
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mechanical reaper which his son insisted on buying came
down the road to the farm as did Roxanne's new cast
iron cooking stove. Oh, this road was Ebenezer's
university, his encyclopedia, his world almanac.
Now do not think that Ebenezer never left his
farm.
No, he went to circleville, the county seat,
several times a year. He and Roxanne traveled several
times up to Columbus to visit a daughter who had
married a prosperous Columbus merchant. So he actually
saw some of the marvels he had heard about.

As old age crept o'er him, Ebenezer traveled less
often away from the farm. He also found sitting on a
split rail fence was not as comfortable as it once had
been. So his son fixed a bench for the old man to sit
on. One fine day in the spring of 1881 the dinner bell
rang, but Ebenezer did not respond as usual. So a
grandson was sent to find out what was wrong. He found
Ebenezer sitting on the bench, leaning on his cane,
staring sightless down the road of his life.
He was buried at his written request, and to thG
horror of Roxanne and the Methodist minister, beside
the road, under the old oak tree, next to the split
rail fence, vertically facing down the road. His grave
stone read simply: "Ebenezer Scrooge, 1794-1881."
~or a while all this was the talk of the county.
But tlme moved on. ~n tWentY-five years the automobile
~am~.
The ro~d was lmproved and paved and improved
g~7n an~ agaln.
The oak tree is gone and so is the

~~i~~nrf~.fe~~~·ca~~~ ;~~s;~~ei!sf~~~e~~~ ~y ~oss

and

~~~fe~heP~~!~c~!~r~~ sincebit was improved toO~hea~~int
grave. Don't bother ~~w ~ out twenty feet below the
just get smashed by a wi~eoio~~ ~~~c~erm, your car will
everyone else is hell-b t
as they and
ome
getting to Toledo by su~~et f~~ tSh
stdrange reason, on
,
ey ro e up I-73.
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story Three
Licking county in the 18teens, like most of Ohio,
was in that twilight area not yet studied by historians
in which it was no longer a wild frontier nor yet
totally civilized.
It was no longer necessary to carry
a rifle to church yet a prudent man kept one in his
house just in case.
Certainly Mr. Pumphrey felt it safe enough to
leave his wife and children alone while he went into
Newark on business. Certainly Mrs. Pumphrey was not
worried as she prepared a simple evening meal of corn
pudding for herself and her children.
The chores were done and the family was sitting
down to eat when the door burst open and in stalked
three Indian braves. Who, sitting on the floor in
front of the fireplace, proceeded to help themselves to
the corn pudding while Mrs. Pumphrey and the children
cowered in a corner.
At the end of their meal, the braves stood up,
said something in their language and grabbed up the
youngest girl, a child of about four.
They stalked out
the door and disappeared into the night. To say that
Mrs. Pumphrey was distraught is putting it mildly.
No,
she was in a state of total hysteria as were the
children. Why were they living so close to Flint
Ridge, that ancient Indian flint quarry? Why had Mr.
Pumphrey gone to Newark about those stupid Merino
sheep? What happened to the little girl? What would
become of her? The what's and why's raced through
their heads all that long sleepless night.
with daylight the healing began. The cow had to
be milked, the chickens fed , the garden weeded.
Blessed work occupied their minds. Noon came and the
little family sat down to a sad meal when suddenly the
door burst open and in stalked the three Indians
carrying the little girl. Giving the child to her
mother the Indians turned and went out the door to
disappear into the day.
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Now there were tears of joy as the girl was hugged
and kissed till the four year old could stand it no
longer. What were they making such a fuss for?
Nothing bad had happened to her only something good.
She wanted everyone to admire her new moccasins.
It
seems that after all, the Indians had only wanted to
pay for their supper by giving the girl a new pair of
shoes and the only way they knew how to make them fit
properly was to take the feet along with them - the
child still attached of course. No harm had ever been
intended.
As was pointed out this took place in that limbo
period of Ohio history so the story never even made the
local history books. But it has been passed down in
the Pumphrey family to this day and has always been
best told while the family has a supper of corn
pudding.
Yeatman Anderson III

3

Breathes There a Man
On September 18, 1952, in Macao, a 56 year old man
sneaked aboard the Hong Kong ferry, Lee Hong.
Two
hundred and ninety six round trips later he was still
on the boat. Why didn't he get off when the boat first
arrived at Hong Kong?
- Because he didn't have a passport and the Hong Kong
immigration authorities refused him permission to land.
Why didn't he get off the boat returned to Macao?
_ Because he didn't have the proper papers and the
portuguese immigration authorities refused him
permission to land. And so, Macao to Hong Kong to
Macao to Hong Kong, interminably, for ten long months.
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Who was this modern day Philip Nolan, this man
without a country, condemned to endless repetitive
passage along the South China coast? He called himself
Michael Patrick O'Brien and an old International Red
Cross certificate identified him as a "stateless
Irishman". He later said he was Stephen Stanley Regan,
an American citizen born in Tacoma, Washington. The
united States State Department and the Hong Kong police
knew him as Istvan Ragan, a Hungarian national, who had
a lengthy criminal record in the United States. The
Hungarians had no comment and made no claims.
Piecing together numerous reports, rumours, and
representations, it seems there was a little truth in
all the identities. O'Brien-Regan-Ragan was, in fact,
a Hungarian born Istvan Ragan.
In 1898, at the age of
two, he and his parents emigrated to the United states
and settled in the Pacific Northwest. O'Brien grew up
there.
(For the sake of greater clarity I will
continue to call him O'Brien.) As a boy and young man
he had many scrapes with the law and spent a large part
of his youth in detention homes. At the age of eight
he was placed in a Tacoma juvenile center for helping
set fire to a fireworks factory. He later spent
various periods in a reform school in Turner, oregon, a
military prison on Governor's Island, Sing Sing prison
and the Oregon State Penitentiary. He claimed to have
enlisted in the U.S. Army in 1919, where he served as a
cook and bake, but, dissatisfied with military life,
deserted in 1920. Finally, in 1931 he was sentenced to
a long term in the Oregon state Penitentiary for
sticking up a train, a "bum rap" according to O'Brien.
But, said O'Brien, after serving a few years of that
sentence, the warden arranged to have him released and
deported. This is not as far fetched as it may seem.
At the time America was in the depths of the Great
Depression. During the 1930's police would sometimes
go to great lengths to get rid of prisoners to avoid
the cost of feeding them. An old-time reporter who had
experience of those times has said:
"Countless times as a young reporter sitting
around police stations and Sheriff's offices at night
waiting for something to happen, I listened to older
officers tell amusing stories about how the~'d do
almost anything to get rid of prisoners dur~ng the
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great depression. Like the cop who took a work gang
out on a project and then "forgot" to bring them back
to jail." The depression left thousands of men out of
work. Hungry and homeless men were known to throw
stones through windows just to get arrested. The
offence was expected to at least bring a few days of
housing and food. The problem was that both states and
cities in those times were nearly bankrupt. Many
police and prison guards often had to wait long periods
for their pay. There was little money to buy food for
prisoners and police and corrections officers sometimes
actually had to beg for credit to feed the men they had
in custody. The only practical solution to the dilemma
seemed to be to get rid of the least violent prisoners.
They cost money that the gov 7rnment did not h~ve.
And
sometimes, without the beneflt of parole hearl~gs or
other formalities, they would be put aboard ra~lway
freight cars late at night so that by morning they
would be far away and become the problem of other
jurisdictions.
After his release from the penitentiary O'Brien
worked his way to China in the engine room of the
steamship California. Upon arrival in Shanghai he went
over the side in a sampan, bought papers in the name of
Michael Patrick O'Brien, and gravitated to "Blood
Alley", a locale which had a bad name even in pre-war
Shanghai, where procuring, white slavery, and dope
peddling were a way of life.
For the next ten or so
years O'Brien worked principally as a bouncer in bars
and as a body guard to an American insurance executive
based in Shanghai. He marr i ed a White Russian wife but
was caught in Shanghai when the Communists took the
city. He claimed it took him two years to get
permission from the Communists to leave China via
Macao.
At any rate, September , 1952, found O'Brien aboard
the ferry, Lee Hong. These days the trip between Hong
Kong and Macao is made in fast, air-conditioned tinted
window jet foils.
Upwards of 400 passengers sit
buckled in comfortable air craft type seats for the one
hour trip, waited on by neatly dressed stewards and
stewardesses. Such was not the case in 1952. The Lee
Hong, like all ferries of her time, was a "daytripper", with no facilities for overnight guests. The
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forty mile trip between Hong Kong and Macao took four
hours and another four hours to return. The main
feature of the Lee Hong was a large main deck fitted
out as a ball room. A band stand was located in the
forward part of the deck with a bar aft. The greater
part of the deck was a dance floor. Along the sides
were ~umerous semicircular banquettes, the most forward
of WhlCh served as O'Brien's bed during his stay on the
ferry.
(Because of the shape of the banquette O'Brien
was forced to sleep curled up. This caused the Chinese
crewmen to refer to him as a big shrimp. This is, no
doubt, an example of inscrutable Chinese humour.)
While the ferry company probably would have
preferred to toss O'Brien overboard, they accepted
their unwilling passenger and waived the fare.
O'Brien's former employer, the insurance executive,
then living in Hong Kong, guaranteed his food bill.
o'Brien, though, did not take well to his enforced
cruise. ~vo captains quit their jobs on the Lee Hong
because of him. A third threw him in the brig after he
threatened to "break every bone in your lime-juicing
body." Making the best of it, o'Brien continued to do
a profitable smuggling business through a porthole. On
another occasion he was given a Bible by a group of
missionaries who watched in horror as he threw it over
the side.
O'Brien's plight attracted world-wide attention.
The New York Times for some 'reason seemed to take a
particular interest. Totally disregarding O'Brien's
character, an editorial of October 3, 1952 opined that:
"Mr. O'Brien's fate must somehow be adjusted. He
will get off somewhere , some day. The boat is
scheduled to enter drydock soon, and perhaps he may
then be permitted to get off. Or the board may some
day wear out, in which case he will have to get off.
Or he may live to a great old age and finally pass
away. But while he continues to oscillate between Hong
Kong and Macao and between Macao and Hong Kong he is a
symbol. He is like a man trying to make up his mind in
an election. He is like humanity faced at times and in
places with a seeming choice between the tyranny of the
Left and the tyranny of the Right. He is like
civilization fluctuating between peace and war, between
hope and despair, between constructive labour and the
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the future
sad toil of hammering out armaments: He is and forth
and the past and the mind of man go~~g back
between them."
(22:3)
Well, hardly.
When the Lee Hong put into dry dock, O'Bri 7n w~s
kept aboard, and when the boat returned to servlce lt
returned with O'Brien who continued to yo-yo between
Hong Kong and Macao.
Eventually, though, as a r~sult of much effort and
numerous applications to countrles around the world,
the United Nations High Commissioner for Refuge 7s
convinced the Brazilian consul in Hong Kong to lssue
o'Brien a visa for that country. On July 30, 1953, 315
days and 23,680 miles after his pointless odyssey
began, o'Brien was put on a plane for Genoa, Italy~ to
board the French liner, Bretagne, for passage to Rl0 de
Janeiro.
At last O'Brien had a home. But wait! surprise,
Mr. o'Brien! When the Bretagne reached Brazil on
August 20 O'Brien was not allowed to land because he
was not only deemed undesirable by the Brazilian
authorities, but he had used two names. When the ship
left Rio, O'Brien was still on her. At Buenos Aires
the Argentine police ordered him held incommunicado; at
Montevideo, Uruguay, the story was the same. On to
Marseilles where France added her name to the countries
that refused to accept O'Brien. And so, back to Genoa,
where now Italy refused him entry. Locked securely in
the ship's brig, O'Brien began another cruise to South
America.
By this time the American magazine, parade, took
up the cause and, in some manner, convinced the
Dominican Republic to grant him sanctuary. Finally, on
October 12, 1953, O'Brien's peripatetic existence
ended. He flew off to Ciudad de Trujillo where he
presumably began anew with his White Russian wife.
Nothing more was heard of Michael Patrick O'Brien, born
Istvan Ragan. Presumably, he is now dead.
What of the ferry Lee Ronq? Anchored in Hong Kong
harbour when typhoon Rose struck in 1971, she sank with
the loss of nine lives.
Douglas M. Mansfield
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