Corsica:

Newsday Senior Editor Robert W. Greene
and reporters Les Payne and Knut Royce
spent three months in France last fall as
part of a nine-month investigation into the
business of heroin, They were joined there
by two other Newsday reporters, Chris-
topher Cook and Pucci Meyer. This is
anather in the series, The Heroin Trail,

Ajaccio.
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Filty-five miles from Italy and alinoel iwice that
far {rom mainland France, the Mediterranean island
of Corsica is off the heroin trail, geographically. But
it is the homeland of most of the French underworld’a

world, the milion, A young Comsican thief goes to
Marseilles, recruits a irio of prostitutes, establishea
pﬁm%fmdwhﬂmm

‘Well, I'm glad you've going to do it |visit i
the island of Corsica]. I sure wouldn’t; it’s
too damn dangerous.’

Head of BNDD in Eviope

Frien

—Paul Knight,

of Crime

The city of Ajaccio, capital of Corsica

dheller, for wealthy beroin merchants. They know
that when they have to go there, they will be taken in.

Ange Simonpier], a major drug merchan!, went
home o the island when the French police were seek-
inl inm in 1970. For mamh., he fehed illness, with

daciors ing, and hid out in Pila
('.anal'e, a stronghold for criminale.

The cohesiveness of the French-Corsican under-
world has led some observers to speak of a mono-
lithic Union Corse of heroin traffickers. Ian Fleming
was probably the first {o use the {erm. In the James
Bond novel, “On Her Majesly’s Secret Service,” n
ranking French hoodlum gays: “I am the head of
the Union Corse.” Fleming's novel proceeds fo call

‘the group “more deadly and perhaps even clder than

the Uniane Siciliano, the Mafia." Bul sccording to
American and French afficials and our own investiga-
tion, no such group exists, The Corsicans are linked
not by an organizalion, bul by intense Joyally.

Comira has only two high schools, ane in Baostia,
one in Ajuccio. Corsicans who share nlina malers and
childhoo! {ricndships remember thom whon, in the
course of their careers, Corsican judges or policemen
meet Comiean hoodlums, or journalisis, or mayors or
minisiers of stite.

Marcel Francisei, France’s lop heroin racketeer,
was & high school classmale in Ajaccio of Jean Baorsi,
secretary of the French National Assembly and the
elected depuly from Corsica. 'I‘he lwo men allendad

othnr Ihe_v are more Inu:mtly ho-tﬁe to outsidern,

those about top Corsi-
can drug merchanis, The Furopean arm of BNDD
does not have a single agent operaling there.

Cuiside critics are inwelcome. On Jan, 29, Cath-
erine Lamour, author of a hook that accused Corsicans
of dominating the French heroin traffic, arrived by
invitation to widress o group at the city-owned Youth
and Culture Auditorium in Ajaccio. Buj she found
that cily officials, without explanation, had locked
both her and an audience of 350 out of the building.
Later, at Ajaccio airport, she was approached by
Francise, who lold her: “Your book should be mlzed g

A veloran Marseilles reporter was shocked when
we told him of our plans to investigale Corsican her-
oin merchants on the island. “As soan as the Corsi-
cans spot you,” he said, “the word will be out [he
snapped his fingers] just like that.”

We told him we wanted fo visit Pila Canale and
take some pictures of the Corsican drug merchants
home villages. "Look,” he said, growing more dis-
furbed, “they will Jmow what you are up 1o, They
don't belwvo in tourists over there."”

Ta salisly our doubt, the reporter called a {riend
of his who worked for & newspaper on Corsica. “You
must be mad,” the editor said. “I will net get in-
volved; Iwon‘thereqamm“bk

He £aid that the week before he had sent m pho-
tographer to Pila Canale to take piclures of a local
annual festival. “It had

Fesch School in Ajaccio, They remain
Triends.
As inlenrely Joyal as the Comsioans are to one an-

gangsters
or drugs,” he said. "My pholographer was met at the
top of the hill and escoried away from the village by a
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Richard Sullivan's father knew his son was
involved with heroin, If was a habit he had
picked up in the US. Navy, “But I can best it
Sullivan had told his father,

On the morning of July 14, 1872, Richard
(Rick) Sallivan, 21, returned to his parents’
Ovster Bay Cove home sometime after 1:30 AM.
He had been on a date with an old girlfriend. The
following morning at 8:15 AM, his body was found
on the bathroom floor by hig brother Jonathan.
Dressed in jeans and a T-shirt, be was lying in a
fotal position. A needle was found on the floor,
just beyond the hand of his partially outstretched
right arm.

“He was known to have used heroin In the
past,” the medical examiner's reporl stated. Cause

\

Dead on Long Island: Richard

of death was listed as acute narcotism with traces
of morphine disclosed in the autopay,

Rick Sullivan enlisted in the Navy after
graduation from St. Dominic’s High School in
Oyster Bay, He was the oldest of six children. In
August, 1971, he was honorably discharged from
the service and returned home to 68 Cove Rd. ¥t
was then that his parents bocame aware of his in.
volvement with heroin, his father, Richard 8.
Sullivan, sald,

When Rick first gol home, hia father said,
his attitude was “I don’t give a damn , . , you live
in your world, I'll live in mine.” Rick moved out
at his father's insistence, found an apartment in
Bayville and a Inborer's job in a boatyard,

Six months before his death, Rick moved back
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Sullivan

home. He had come down with n severe case of
hepatitis, according to the Nassau medical ex-
aminet’s report. “He was doing pretty well," his
father said lster. “For six months, I thought he
was beating iL" The day before his death, Rick
had lunch with his father, with whom he had
been working a5 a derk in Sullivan’s clothing
slore. "He was in great spirits that day,” his
father recalled. So his son’s death came as a
total shock, he said. But he added: “Rick lived in
two worlds, . . . It Is difficult for a parent to
accept.”

His message lo other parents: *Tell your chil-
dren this about drugs . , , tell them you can't
beat it once you're on it."

—Tony Schaeffer and David Behrens

car full of armed men." We had heard of another

And Foe of Investigation

newspaper photographer who Lried to take pictures at
Antoine Guerinl'a funerl in 1967; some men there
broke his leg.

"Over there the Corsicans have what they call a
‘Pinsute.! That is anyone who is not Corsican. And
they don'l talk to Pinsules,” the reporter said, adding
gravely, "but then thev are nol loo talkative, the
Corsicans.”
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Friday, 8 AM—Flying into the Ajaccio Airport
we could view the points of 8 dozen mountaing. The
island was warmer than the mainland, warmer even
than Nice due north across the sea.

We took a taxl inlo downtown Ajaccio and
checked into the Fresch Holel, where we wore ns-
signed rooms on the lop floor. The radios in our
rooms played for the first hall hour and then both
went dead.

12 Noon. Walking through lown we saw store win-
dows lined with souvenirs, handerafts, and many long
knives and shorl swords. We went to the Royal Bar
for an appointment with a Corsican source, It was the
bar where Simanpieri used to sip pastis while evad-
ing the French authorities. It was across the strost
from the main Ajaccio police station.

One tall and lean man walked out of the bar with
his left hand bandaged about the knuckles and wrist,
Three of his fingers had been recently out off at the
first joint. The sear tissue was still raw and red.

12:30 PM—Our conlact packed his car across the
sireet and walked to the bar, Alter speaking with
friends on the patio he walked over and introduced
himself,

He was a medium-built man with dark hair and
broad shoulders. “Okay,” he said after the introduc-
tion, “what do you want to know sbout Corgica?

We told him about our investigalion into drugs
throughout Europe. “You know, you must nol say
that all of the gangsiers are Corsican, he quickly
warned. “Journalists say this over and over, but it is
not so.”

‘We told him aboul the gangslers we had learned
ol who were nol Corsican. And we [inally asked him
softly about Marcel Francisci,

He held his head still and searched the patio with
his eyes. “Be very, very careful when you diseuss
him," he sald. “This is Francisci country; he is home
when be comes here. There are some people in this
city that would kill and even die for Francise™

. We would move to a nearby restaurant where we
dined with two Corsicans on the secand floor, We
talked about Francisel and his family in Ajaceio, about

At Antoine Guerini'

his counsel generalship in Zicavo. But whenever the
waiter. came up the stairs we changed the subject.

The two Corsicans were knowledgeable aboul the
major drug merchants, One promised lo compile a
dossier on the Corsican heroin merchanis; their back-
grounds, schooling, friends, associntes, properly hold-
ings on the island. We gave them a list of questions;
they promisad answers,

7T PM—We met the lwo men again at the Royal
Bar, We were joined by an uninvited third Corgican, a
mun later described as s “law student from a good
family here in Ajaccio."

He pressed his case, "Why are you here in Ajac-
cio? How long will you be here? Why did vou come
this time of the year?. . "

The two contacts grew nervons; they signaled that
we were not to reveal our identities; we wore lourists
on a very shor| visit. One of the conlacls beoame so
nervous at the “law student's” inquiry that he cx-
cused himsell and coded that he woull see us the fol-
lowing day.

The “law student" insisted on buying a final round
of drinks. He ardered, asked more questions, and left
without paying.

r

Among the many routes that heroin follows
from Marseilles lo New York, one of the most jm-
portant is through South Ameriea, where US.
and South American officials made a dent, al-
though no one knows how big a dent, by breaking
a smuggling ring last year. the heroin gels
to the US. border and Customs, however, il
usually has an eagy time getbing through, Some
excerpls from toworrow's installment:

“Why s much heroin rouled through Latin
America instead of being shipped directly 1o the

Sunday: Heroin and U.S. Customs

~

U827 John Bacon of the BNDD's Office of Stra-
tegic Intelligence explained it this way: “They
found thal it was n secure means of moving her-
ain. Heroin moves like water: It follows the path
of least resistanee , |, '

“Heroln has come into the eounlry in false-
bottom suiteases; in the heels and soles of travel-
ers' shoes; strapped inside the thighs of ‘mules’
or couriors; sealed inlo tins supposedly conlain-
ing fish; in maternity corsels on women who are
not pregnand, in ski poles; in picture frames: in
the luggage of diplomats."
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s funeral, his son Felix embraces a crying Corsican woman

B:30 PM-—We dined with the remaining Corsican
contact. But we couldn't distuss the heroin gangsters.
"We ean't talk here ho said. “I don't know those
people there at the other table.”

The lollowing day. We were to meel the contact at
the Royal Bar al noon, After breakfast, we sat on a
park bench, and gol out the small Minox camera to
pholograph the Grand Vai Cale, scene of a 1967 shoot-
out between Francisci gang members and a minor un-
derworld rival. As soon as we sat down a lookout from
the second floor window stared in our direction and
nignaled & second man who walked to the front of the
autdoor cafe.

The second man was dressed in black pants and a
black shirt open to the waist, He paced In and out of
the cafe several times, each time staring and pointing
ovor at us.

Corsimans strolling in the park milled menacingly
around our bench,

The man in black finally came to the front of the
cafe and trained a motion picture camera on us.

“Hey, that guy has o camera, he's taking our pic-
lure,” one of us said.

We walked away, slowly, in the opposite direction.
We were soon followed from the Francisei gang’s cale
by two men. We walked past our hotel and up a
block-long alleywny. Two men ran behind us up the
ey,

We evaded them for 16 minutes and went back to
our hotel. We had planned to clear by noon. We
packed and watched the people on the stroat six floors
below. The female desk clerk crossed the street and
chatted with a man in a furtlencck sweater wha had
recently taken a seal st the outdoor shop across the
street from the hotel.

We checked oul of the hotel and ealled a eab,

We eanceled our planned Lrip lo Pila Canalo and
Bastia, 162 kilometers awny, We had established plans
for our contael to meet us in Nice the following week
with the requested information,

We were walched closely by the man in the turtle
neck sweater, unkil our cab pulled away,

The flight back to Marseilles somehow scemed
shorler,
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