THE CORJSICAN EXPRESS

ORMALLY the Ajaccio Ex-
N press makes a daily run from
Ajaccio to Ghisonaccia, in the
south of Corsica. “Run” isn’t exactly the
word. The Ajaccio Express is no stream-
liner with Pullmans and observation car.
It was nicknamed by Ajaccio’s more sar-
donic wits. A locomotive, early-Water-
loo vintage, of which any museum would
be proud, tugs two shabby wooden car-
riages, one for the mail and one for the
passengers. After the train has left Ajac-
‘o, no one knows if and when it will
arrive at Ghisonaccia. The passengers
hope and, literally, pray. The express
made a speed of fourteen miles an hour,
which wasn’t bad, the native passengers
assured me. Hens, dogs, cats, and goats
wandered between the mail and pas-
senger cars. I was kept busy trying to
keep the dirt off my suit and the coal dust
out of my eyes. In vain I had tried to
close the window just after we started.
The entire side wall of the car trembled,
but the window remained fiercely open.
That I happened to be on the Ajaccio
Express was all my own fault. I had
come to Corsica from the Riviera in
July, 1940, when the armistice made
life fairly difficult, even in southern
France. Corsica, I thought, would be
another world, carefree and untroubled,
untouched by the Nazi conquest. My
friends on the Continent had warned
me that there were still bandits on the
island and the vendetta
was as much in style as
ever. But for the first
part of the trip, at least,
there seemed nothing to
worry about.

There were frequent
stops when a lone passen-
ger wanted to board the
train. Now and then
some people would wave,
and the train would stop,
the engineer get out, and
they would all sit down
beside the rails. After a
few minutes’ conversa-
tion, the engineer would
shake hands with every-
body and get back on board the locomo-
tive. I asked the passenger next to me
who those people were.

He shrugged. “Des parents et des
amis, je suppose.” The engineer seemed
to have quite a family.

T'o make up lost time, the engineer
did not stop at the stations where no
passengers were waiting. The conductor
threw out the mailbag to the attendant,
usually a middle-aged woman in a black

silk dress clutching a saucepan with one
hand and a baby with the other. The
passenger next to me explained that she
was the stationmaster’s wife and did all
the dispatching.

The train left the plains of Ajaccio
and started climbing, coughing its way
past small forest fires and the ruins of
a deserted Roman town miraculously
built into the rocks centuries ago. The
stops became more frequent, and the
shepherds and peasants in our car prayed
with increasing fervor. They said, in
explaining one of these stops, that the
engineer had to “oil” the locomotive.
Later, even that didn’t help, and we
had to wait until “the pressure in the
boiler calmed down.”

Sunset came, then darkness—solid,
hostile darkness. There was no light
in the car. We were scheduled to ar-
rive at Ghisonaccia at 7:12 P.M. and it
was now past eleven. We entered a tun-
nel. The locomotive became more and
more erratic, producing strange, clank-
ing noises, which echoed against the
walls of the tunnel. Suddenly there was
a minor explosion—a sort of hissing
and thundering sound—and the train
stopped dead.

This was serious. We were on a
single-track line and my neighbors told
me a train from the opposite direction
was expected to arrive any moment. I
thought of the stationmaster’s wife. Sup-
pose the baby was crying
and she went into her
kitchen, forgetting about
trains and signals.

Our engineer was said
to be the best on the line.
We could hear him
swear as he worked on
the engine. But the train
didn’t budge, and the
passengers were praying
in French, Ttalian, and
Corsican.

Suddenly the coach

UTHs - .
9 T oiicp WS illuminated by the
@y dimlightof a candle with
OAvAant Sy . .
RS a giant shadow behind.

Looking up, I saw an old
man, perhaps seventy but still erect, with
a magnificent profile and deep-set, clev-
er eyes. He commented on the “unusu-
al situation,” adding, “I sce you are a
stranger, Monsieur. I’ll be glad to lead
you out of the tunnel. There won’t be
any collision; the other train’s locomo-
tive is also out of commission. We are
close to Propriano and my little place is
only a mile from here. Won’t you come
and have a glass of wine with me? I

W

Connectic

But an hour or so from your

- door, convenient Connecticut
waits to welcome you. Here you’ll
find:Golf. Boating. Tennis. Danc-
ing. Swimming. Horseback rid-
ing. Rolling valleys. Wooded
hills. Inland lakes. Rivers. Long,
sun-kissed sea beaches. Luxurious
hotels. Cottages. Tourist camps.
And friendly Connecticut people
to make your visit most enjoyable.
FRE Write now for new 1943

edition of booklet,
“Convenient Connecticut.”
Gives complete information
about where to go, what to do,
where tostay . . . also, map with
all rail and bus lines shown.

SEE YOUR AUTHORIZED TRAVEL AGENT

Today . . . Mail This Coupon

Connecticut Development 0
Commission. Room 319 /
State Office Building
Hartford, Conn.

Please send me your book-

let, “Convenient Connecti-
cut”” with travel map.

NAmME. c sovesrctcsstevecsoesossoeses
Street.cccccenee-s 038000380 I
(& S 200000000600003306008 State......
LIVE — WORK —THRIVE

IN CONNECTICUT




70

e -
Uhere to dine” by Lucius Beebe

Noted Columnist and Gourmet

Dining out can be more of a thrill than
ever these days. You can easily obtain
Lucius Beebe’s list of restaurants where
food and drink are at epicure’s stand-
ards. Address Lucius Beebe, Room 2403,
120 Broadway, New York City.
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A California Brandy called Lejon is now
the pride of better places everywhere
because it brings the subtle flavor desired
by those who know.

There is no harshness in Lejon’s char-
acter for it is produced by blending two
dry pot-still brandies with the conventional
types of California. This master blending
process tempers the richness, offering a
delicate, satisfying goodness so appreci-
ated by gourmets.

Taste Lejon “‘neat”—undiluted. Com-
pare its superb flavor with other brandies
to understand the remarkable difference
made by Lejon’s blending process. Dis-
tributed by National Distillers Products
Corp., New York City.
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haven’t spoken to a stranger for a long
time. Perhaps you have been in France
recently. You must tell me what life is
like there now.”

“Well,” I said, “but the train—"

“You will have to wait until the sec-
ond locomotive arrives and the train can
be moved.”

His voice had the gentle timbre of
a viola d’amore. I was silent. “Some
of the most dangerous Corsican bandits
look like operatic baritones,” a friend
in Cannes had told me.

Everybody seemed to know the old
man, and at his age he couldn’t be a very
active bandit any more. Besides, any-
thing would be better than spending the
rest of the night on a2 wooden bench in
the dirty carriage amidst the hens and
goats. I accepted his invitation.

He stared at me for a moment and
bowed with old-fashioned grandezza.
He said, “I am Philippe Fernande Co-
lombo.”

“Enchanté,” 1 said, and introduced
myself.

He seemed disappointed, like an actor
who expected applause at his first ap-
pearance and found his audience as
quiet as the grave.

I followed him through the tunnel,
stumbling along the rails in the flicker-
ing of the candle. A dog was barking.
Hens were running between my feet,
cackling and merry. Once I stumbled
and would have fallen if the old man
hadn’t caught me.

I sighed with relief as we left the
tunnel. Outside, the moon was pale,
but after the blackness in there the light
seemed bright and cheerful. The old
man led the way along a narrow path
through the low, thick, tangled under-
wood of the Corsican macchie—cork
trees, honeysuckle, wild Madonna lilies.
"The hot air smelled of earth and burned
leaves.

The old man stopped so suddenly I
almost bumped into him. In the dimness
I saw the outlines of a small wooden
hut. A lamp was dangling from above
the door, and he turned it on. Be-
neath was a dusty shield with a crude
sign in English: “BAR.”

Of all the bars T had seen on French
soil, in Paris, Algiers, Saigon, and Da-
kar, this was the oddest one. It didn’t
even look like a bar. There were no bot-
tles or glasses on the shelves behind the
counter, only ancient books, placed there
carelessly and covered with dust. There
were three leather-bound volumes on
the counter. The walls were covered
with framed newspaper clippings, draw-
ings, and medieval maps. I wondered if
my host had been a celebrity in his time,
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perhaps an actor or a singer. Those clip-
pings looked like the pathetic souvenirs
of past fame; some showed his picture.
But why the maps and the two antique
prints on the wall beside the framed bar
license, showing “The Ocean Wave,
the Ship of Columbus” and “The Old-
est Known Portrait of Our Very Mag-
nificent Lord Don Cristébal Colén”?

I sat down at a table. The old man
went behind the counter. He opened a
drawer and came over to the table with
a bottle, a loaf of white bread, and a
plate of cheese. He poured the wine.
“T'ry it. You won’t find a better one in
all Corsica. The shepherds brought it
down from Sarténe. They always bring
me presents. Good people—a bit funny,
though, and very superstitious. They
look at the shoulder blades of a goat and
tell you the future. Good people, though
they don’t understand.”

“Understand what?”

Again the disappointed look. “I am
the only direct descendant of Christo-
pher Columbus,” he said.

So it was the old story, all over again.
Scores of people along the Italian shore
of the Mediterranean still boast of their
relationship to Columbus. There are
Colombos in Genoa, Savona, Oneglia,
Cogoleto, Nervi, Piacenza, Finale, and
Pradello, all of them claiming a direct
family tie with the discoverer. Even in
the old Corsican town of Calvi, one is
shown a dreary, dilapidated house where
the late Admiral of the Indies allegedly
first saw the light. The Calvais don’t
believe it themselves, but they like to
heckle the big-mouthed people from
Ajaccio who make so much fuss about
Napoleon Bonaparte’s birthplace, nom
de Dieu, or those idiots from Caprera
with their tomb of Garibaldi.

It was warm, and the wine was
strong and good, and the old man kept
pouring it out, talking softly, excit-
edly. As he moved around, his muscular
hands accentuated his words. Foreign-
sounding names of men and places,
scattered bits of history, torn-off pieces
of a phrase brought from far away by
the wind. Cristébal Colén, the Portu-
guese weaver in Genoa; Colombo from
Calvi, the direct ancestor; the notary’s
archives. There were parchments on the
table in front of us, heaps of them, and
more wine.

I was dozing when there was a
knocking at the door and the engineer
of the express came in. The second lo-
comotive had arrived and the train was
about to leave.

“There’s no hurry, Pierre-Jeréme,”
the old man said.

The engineer agreed. There was no
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hurry at all and he’d be delighted to
have a glass of M. Colombo’s excellent
wine. The passengers could wait.

At last the engineer and I said good-
bye, and I wanted to pay for the wine.
The old man raised his hands in a ges-
ture of noble refusal.

“Vous m’avex fait heureux. Au re-
voir, Monsieur.”

The engineer put his hand on my
shoulder in a friendly gesture and we
left. T turned back. The old man was
standing in front of the hut, a tall sil-
houette against the dim sky.

T'he engineer was whistling a Gen-
oese melody. “Do you know him?” I
asked.

“M. Colombo? Certainly. Every-
body knows him. We all like him, too.
Even Romanetti liked him.”

“Romanetti?”

“You haven’t heard of Romanetti:
Why, he was the famous bandit who
hid in the macchie for years. The gen-
darmes couldn’t get him and he refused
to give himself up. But then M. Colom-
bo went into the mmacchie and talked to
Romanetti, and they made a deal and
Romanetti came out. A fine man, M.
Colombo, a fine man. When Morito’s
wife, my cousin’s sister-in-law, was sick,
he went up there and brought her food
and medicine. He knows more about
sickness and medicine than the doctor
down in Ajaccio.”

He led me back to the tunnel and the
train. The second locomotive made en-
couraging noises. The passengers were
sitting on the steps, which ran the length
of the carriage. The other train was
nowhere in sight. A cock was crowing.
I was tired. I yawned.

“En woiture, messieurs, dames,” the
engineer said. “On y va.”

“He is a descendant of Christopher
Columbus,” T said. “At least he claims
to be.”

The engineer closed the door to the
carriage and turned toward the locomo-
tives. “I don’t know,” he said, his voice
clearly audible through the open win-
dow. “Frankly, I don’t care. I won-
der where he gets his wine. His wine is
excellent.”  —JosEPH WECHSBERG

DEPARTMENT OF DELICACY
[A.P. wire report received by the Hacken-
sack (N.J.) Bergen Evening Record]
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NEWS CORRECTION

WASHINGTON—IN TAXES EARLY BUDGET
LAST PGH PLS CHANGE ‘“OH, HELL,” TO
“0H, WELL,” (DOUGHTON SAYS MISUNDER-
STOOD)
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APARTMENTS EAST of FIFTH

160 EAST 48TH ST.
BUCHANAN GARDEN APTS.

Specially pl(mned for wartime living. Spacious, easy
to care for 3, 4 and 5 room apartments with more
than usual “Service features”. Maid service, 24
hour message service. Restaurant and shops in build-
ing. Muzak. From $75, for immediate or October
occupancy. Mr. Marr, WI 2- SI51.

320 EAST 72ND STREET
An Exceptional Value
9 Rooms—$2700

Here’s a grand buy; right on fashionable 72nd
Street! 26’ living room with woodburning fire-
place, large dining room, 4 master chambers,
each with bath. 2 servant’s rooms and bath. 4
exposures.
ALBERT B. ASHFORTH, II\C
12 East 44th St. 5

APARTMENTS WEST of FIFTH

241 CENTRAL PARK WEST (No. cor. 84th St.)
Large, sunny 3, 4, 5 and 6-room suites at this dis-
tinguished location. Bath to every chamber. Dropped
living rooms; spacious closets; high standards; all
transit facilities. Also special 3- and 4-room terrace
apartments for Fall occupancy and 4-room Doctor’s
Suite. For these and other apartments Central Park
West sce EARLE & CALHOUN, 265 West 72nd
St. ENdicott 2-5116.

2-1100

340 WEST 57TH STREET
DELIGHTFUL PARC VENDOME
PENTHOUSE

7 magnificent rooms, 20 stories above Manhattan.
Views of Park, River and Palisades. Commodious
terraces on 2 fronts. Studio 27 x 17 feet. Woodburn-
ing fireplace. Three airy master ch.nm]wr: and baths
with stall showers. Master dressing room. Maid's
room and bath. Complete modern kitchen, gallery
and foyer, Housekeeping or full hotel service. Swim-
ming pool. Castleholm restaurant. Optional maid
service. Gas for cooking free. Clrcle 7-6990.

145 WEST 58TH ST.
HOTEL MEURICE

3% rooms—with an unusually large living room, 2
bedrooms, 2 baths and serving pantry; some with
fireplace. Decorated and furnished in rare good
taste. Available at favorable monthly rate until
Qctober 1st ... or on yearly lease. Full hotel service.

A quiet and distinguished neighborhood. Ask for
Mr. Indcox or ’phone Clrcle 7-7440.

COUNTRY PROPERTY
SINCE 1726

Two centuries and more have mellowed this ap-
pcdhm: farm homestead, and modern cqulpmnlt
fits it for t(‘dd} s living. Approximately six acres
with more land available, magnificent trees, a
picturesque pond, a brook and across the brook a
charming guest cottage, with three rooms and a
bath. The L-shaped main house has rare old panel-
ing, four large original fireplaces with Dutch ovens,
five master bedrooms, three baths, three maids’
rooms and bath, good hmtmg system. Sizeable out-
buildings for cars, farm tools, chickens. Accessible to
trains, shops, bus lines.

MRS. PAUL LUNDY

New Canaan, Connecticut
By appointment. Telephone 9-0888
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If war-time activity keeps you busy,
If rations and coupons get you dizzy,

Relax at Hearthstone. you'll like dining there,
Good food, well cooked and served with an air.

Luncheon from 65¢ Dinner from $1.25
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ZUCCA'’S

RESTAURANT

"Known for its fine food"

Luncheon $1.00 e Dinner $1.60 e also A La Carte
27 years at the same place
118 West 49th Street @  BRyant 9-5511




