
“Chesco’s” July 1948 

On Bradford S t r e e t  on the 
corner of a “Pr iva te  
Way.” Left, parking 
lot behind Eastern 

Schoolhouse. 

This is the story of Chesco, a little man 
with a great heart, who took pride in his 
lifelong service to others; his epitaph is 
one that few men, rich or poor, ever earn 

\ -  e__- 

by Walt Anderson 

if I was a writer, there is one person 
in Provincetown I would want to 
meet even if I didn’t meet anyone 
else. That’s Chesco. Fact is, if you 
wander down Commercial Street 
and poke your nose into the A. & P. 
and the paper store, you’re bound 
to find him. He’s a little fellow but 
he always carries two market bags, 

I took her advice and found him, 
full up.” 

owns much land. 

lls and delivered g 
Enoses, the Silvas, the 
and were thanked in 
guese-English that ra 
curse and a blessing. 

“Fine day. Will you pick up a 
package at the post office later?” 

“Don’t give Joey no candy, 
Chesco. Spoils his appetite.” 

“Take a look at the roses, Chesco. 
They  just don’t seem to grow for 
anybody but you.” 

But the last place to which we 
came was not a little house. It was a 
very large house, elegant within 
and without. There was a carefully 

house of antiques from every quar- 
ter of the globe. Labels spoke magic 
names: Casablanca, Samoa, Fiji. 
The great glass demijohns com- 
prised the most complete collection 
I had ever seen. C n  the tables were 
scattered drawings, as if the master 
had just been showing them. More 
drawings hung on the walls. There 
were books in fine bindings and 
collections of prints. 

r a moment 


