
A door creaked and I waited ex- 
pectantly to see who was coming. 
I t  was Chesco. I made polite con- I 

versation, inquired about the price 
of chickens. Chesco roared. 

“Signor, you do not understand! 
But it is not your fault, for I did not 
finish the story. Signor Marvin, he 
is tired of always to travel. SO he 
built the house and the studio where 
he paints. Like always I come with 
him. I am the servant. I live in the 
little room downstairs and I cook 
and I make the garden. 

“But the good signor he die. Then 
the lawyer comes and he tells me 
everything is mine . . the money, 
the house, the garden I t  is 
funny, is it not, signor? All my life 
I think, if I am ever rich I will have 
servants and a car and a boat and 
a radio and and now I do not 
even have a watch.” 

He laughed-and his laugh was 
rich and hearty. 

YOU see, signor, nothing has 
changed. Only one thing. I have 
four boys and I send them to college. 
They are not really my sons, you 

understand, but the boys of fisher- 
men here in Provincetown. The 
parish priest he say to me: ‘These 
are good boys and very bright. But 
their families are very poor. Would 
it not be good if they had the chance 
to go to College?’ 

“I go away and I think about it 
for a while and then I back. 
‘It would be a good thing,’ I say to 
the priest, ‘and I will pay for it.’ so 
now have four Sons who go to 
college in Boston. 

“You understand how it is, sig- 
nor? For me everything is the same 
like before. I still live in the little 
room downstairs and I cook and 
feed the chickens and make the 
garden. And every morning I go to 
shop for the neighbors. I am a 
servant, signor. Always I have been 
a servant. 

NOT LONG AFTERWARD, when I 
returned to Provincetown for a 

visit, it was old Mrs. Gonzales who 
told me the news. Chesco was dead. 
He had died peacefully, even as 

‘day in the Truesdale Hospital, Fall 
,River. Mr. Ronga, who had been in 
failing health for the past year, was 
taken to the Cape Cod Hospital Sun- 

of artist and literary people which 
later became the beachcombers with 
Mr. Senseney as the first Skipper. To the memory of 

Francesco Ronga 
THE ETERNAL SERVANT 

Born: Naples, 1876 
Departed this life 1947 
Everyone Loved Him 

, 

Taken from Chesco’s corner ”Private Way”. Eastern Cold storage, and Schoolhouse, right Sept 

Howland Street, by white fence. Facing east  end. 


