Part One
THE INHERITANCE

1

hen my mother died she left the farm to my

brother, Cassis, the fortune in the wine cellar
to my sister, Reine-Claude, and to me, the young-
est, her album and a two-liter jar containing a sin-
gle black Périgord truffle, large as a tennis ball, sus-
pended in sunflower oil, that, when uncorked, still
releases the rich dank perfume of the forest floor.
A fairly unequal distribution of riches, but then
Mother was a force of nature, bestowing her favors
as she pleased, leaving no insight as to the workings
of her peculiar logic.

And as Cassis always said, I was the favorite.

Not that she ever showed it when she was alive.
For my mother there was never much time for indul-
gence, even if she’d been the type. Not with her hus-
band killed in the war, and the farm to run alone.
Far from being a comfort to her widowhood, we
were a hindrance to her with our noisy games, our
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Yactb nepsas
HACNEACTBO

1

ocJie CMePTH MaTepu HaM JO0CTaJIOCh HACJIEACTBO:
mou 6patr Kaccuc monmyumst depmy; MOs cecTpa
Pen-Kyon — poOCKOIIHBIN BUHHBINA IOrped; a s, MJaji-
mas, — MaTePUHCKHUH aJb00M U IBYXJIUTPOBYIO OAHKY
C 3aKJIOYEeHHBIM B Hee UepHBIM Tpiodenem (u3 Ilepu-
ré) pa3MepoM C TeHHUCHBIN MAY, OANHOKO ILJIaBABIINM
B IIOJICOJTHEYHOM MAacJie; CTOMJIO IPUOTKPHITH KPBINIKY
0aHKHN, M Cpa3y UYBCTBOBAJICS T'yCTOH apoMaT BJIaiK-
HOM 3eMJIM U JIECHOrO Iieperuosi. Ha moi#i B3risnm, He-
CKOJILKO HEpPaBHOIEHHOE paclipegeseHre OOraTcTs,
OJHAKO B Te BpeMeHa MAaTh ObLiIa II0J00HA CHJIaM IIPI-
POJBI 1 pasgaBajia CBOU Aaphbl UCKJIIOUNTEILHO B 3aBU-
CHUMOCTH OT COOCTBEHHBIX MPUXOTEH M MYIIEeBHBIX II0-
PBIBOB; BO BCAKOM CJIyuae, IPeNBUAETh WJIN MOHATH,
Ha YeM OCHOBAHA CTPaHHAasdA JIOTHMKA TOT'O MK MHOTO ee
IMOCTYIKAa, ObLJIO0 COBEPIIEHHO HEBO3MOKHO.

Bmpouem, Kaccuc Bcerma yTBep:Kaal, YTO UMEHHO
a4 — ee JOOMMMUIIA.

Hy, momyctmm, moka MaTh ObLla KWBa, S 9TOTO
YTO-TO He 3aMeuajia. ¥ Hee BEUHO He XBaTaJio BpeMe-
HU 1 CHJI OBITh K HAM XOTSA OBI IIPOCTO CHUCXOIUTEJIb-
HOIi, Jaske ecyi 6 oHA 1 00J1a7aJIa CKJIOHHOCTBIO IIPO-
SABJIATHL K KOMY-TO CHUCXOIUTEIbHOCTb. Ho momo06HOI
CKJIOHHOCTH y Hee He ObLJIO U B IIOMUHE, 0COOEHHO eCJIn
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I>xoaHH Xappuc

fights, our quarrels. If we fell ill she would care for
us with reluctant tenderness, as if calculating the
cost of our survival, and what love she showed took
the most elementary forms: cooking pots to lick,
jam pans to scrape, a handful of wild strawberries
collected from the straggling border behind the veg-
etable patch and delivered without a smile in a twist
of handkerchief. Cassis would be the man of the
family. She showed even less softness toward him
than to the rest of us. Reinette was already turning
heads before she reached her teens, and my mother
was vain enough to feel pride at the attention she
received. But I was the extra mouth, no second son
to expand the farm, certainly no beauty.

I was always the troublesome one, the discordant
one, and after my father died I became sullen and
defiant. Skinny and dark like my mother, with her
long graceless hands and flat feet, her wide mouth,
I must have reminded her too much of herself, for
there was often a tightness at her mouth when she
looked at me, a kind of stoic appraisal, of fatalism.
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Marb 4YeTBEePTUHOK anesibCnHa

Y4ecThb, UTO Iocje Tubesin My:Ka OHA OfHA TAHYJA Ha
cebe Bce X0351CTBO, a MBI CO CBOMMU IIIYMHBIMU UI'Pa-
MU, JpaKaMHM U CCOpaMHU eli CKOpee IIPOCTO MeIIaJju;
BO BCAKOM CJIyuae, yTellleHrueM B TS:KKOIl BIOBbeH J0-
Jie MBI el TOUHO He CIOy:Kuiau. Ecau MbI 3a0ojeBasiu,
OHAa, KOHEUHO, 3a HAMM yXaKuBaJjia — 3a00TJINBO, HO
Kak-TO HEOXOTHO, CJOBHO MOACUNTHIBAS, BO UTO e
oboiimeTcs Hallle BBI3LOPOBJIEHUE. VM maske HEXHOCTH
K HaM OHA IIPOABJIAJIa CAMBIM IIDMMHUTHUBHBIM 06pa30M:
MOTJIa, HAIIPpUMeD, IMO3BOJUTH BLLIN3ATH KACTPIOJLKY
U3-TI0J, UeTro-HuOyIb BKYCHOTO WJIM COCKPECTH C IIPO-
TUBHS IPUTOPEBIIIIIe OCTATKU CAMOIEJIbLHOM MaCTUJILI,
a To BAPYT C HEJIOBKOM YJIBIOKOM BO3LMET A CYHET Te-
0e TOpCTh 3eMIITHUKI, COOPAHHOII B HOCOBOI ILJIATOUEK
B 3apocJiiax 3a oropogoM. ITockombKy Kaccuce ocrancs
eINHCTBEHHBIM MY:KUMHOM B ceMbe, MaTh 00paIlaaach
¢ HIM ellle CypoBee, ueM co Muoi 1 Perert. CecTpa ObI-
Jia OUeHb XOPOIIIeHbKOM, Ha Hee ¢ paHHUX JeT obopa-
YMBaJIMCh HA yJjauIle MyXK4UMHBbI, 1 MaTh, 6y,£[yTII/I BeCh-
Ma TIlecJIaBHOM, BTaiiHe rOpAWJIach TeM, UTO ee CTap-
mas JoUYb II0Jb3yeTca TakuM BHuManueMm. Hy a meHs,
MJIaJIIyI0, OHA, II0 BCeil BUAMMOCTH, CUMTAJIA IPOCTO
JUIIHUM PTOM, BeIb S He Oblila HU CBIHOM, KOTOPBIH
BIIOCJIEICTBHUY IIOBEJET XO3SMCTBO M, BOBMOKHO, pac-
muput hepmMy, HA TaKO! KpacoTKOM, Kak PeHnerr.

OT MeHs Bcerga ObLIN OJHU HEIPUATHOCTH; A Bed-
HO IIIJIa C POTOIi He B HOT'Y, BEUHO CIIOPIJIa U Jep3uia,
a mocJie rubesiu OTIla 1 BOBCE OTOMJIACH OT PYK, CTajIa
yrpiomoii. §1 Oblaa Tollas, ¢ TAKUMU K€ TeMHBIMIU,
Kak y MaTepHu, BOJIOCAMH, TAKNMHU Ke IJINHHLIMHU He-
KpPacUBBIMU PYKaMU U LIUPOUYEHHBIM PTOM; A LaKe
ILJIOCKOCTOIIMEM CTpajajia, Kak oHa. J[0J:KHO OBITh,
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I>xoaHH Xappuc

As if she foresaw that it was I, not Cassis or Reine-
Claude, who would carry her memory forward. As if
she would have preferred a more fitting vessel.

Perhaps that was why she gave me the album, val-
ueless then except for the thoughts and insights jotted
in the margins alongside recipes and newspaper cut-
tings and herbal cures. Not a diary, precisely. There
are almost no dates in the album, no precise order.
Pages were inserted into it at random, loose leaves
later bound together with small, obsessive stitches,
some pages thin as onionskin, others cut from pieces
of card trimmed to fit inside the battered leather cov-
er. My mother marked the events of her life with reci-
pes, dishes of her own invention or interpretations
of old favorites. Food was her nostalgia, her celebra-
tion, its nurture and preparation the sole outlet for
her creativity. The first page is given to my father’s
death-the ribbon of his Légion d’Honneur pasted
thickly to the paper beneath a blurry photograph
and a neat recipe for black buckwheat pancakes-and
carries a kind of gruesome humor. Under the picture
my mother has penciled Remember-dig up Jerusalem
artichokes. Ha! Ha! Ha! in red.



Marb 4YeTBEePTUHOK anesibCnHa

s 3M0POBO Ha Hee IMOXOJnJja — CTOMJIO € B3MIAHYTH
HA MeH$, OHA KaXXKIbIi pa3 CypoBO IOMKMNMAJIA I'yObI,
a Ha ee JINIle IOABJSAJIOCH BRIPAKEHIE CTOMYECKOMH I10-
KopHOCTH cyabbe. CIIOBHO OIlEHUB BCe MOU JTOCTOWH-
CTBa M MOHMHMasd, UYTO MMEHHO MHe, a He Kaccucy u He
Pen-Kion cy:xmeHo yBeKOBEUNTh HaMATL O HEM, OHA
BCe-TaKM SIBHO IIPEAIIouJia OBl AJIA 3TOM ImaMsaTH 0oJjiee
IPUCTOUHBINA COCY.

Bo3Mo0:KHO, I09TOMY MMEHHO MHE MATh OCTABIJIA
CBOM aJIb0OOM, He MMEBIINI HUKAKOUI IeHHOCTH, eCJH
He CUUTATh MbICJEe! M O3apeHuil, KOTopble MeJeHb-
KUMU OYKOBKaMM ObIIM PACCHITTAHBI HA MOJAX PATOM
C KYJUHAPHBLIMHU peleNTaMid — €€ COOCTBeHHBLIMU
¥ BLIPE3aHHBIMU W3 raseT U ;KyPHAJIOB — U COCTaBa-
MU I1eJIeOHBIX TPABAHEBIX OTBAPOB. ITO 1 JHEBHUKOM-
TO Ha3BaTb HEJb3s, TaM HET MOUTH HHUKAKHUX AT
¥ HUKAKOTO MOpPAAKa B 3amucAx. JOMOJHUTETbHBIE
CTPaHUIILI BCTABJEHBI KaK IIOMAJO, a Te, UTO BBINA-
JI, TOMPOCTY BIIUTHI MEJIKHMHU CTEKKAMU; HEKOTO-
pble CTPAHWYKM W3 IIaOUpPOCHOII Oymaru, TOHKOI,
Kak JYKOBas Illejlyxa, APYyrue Ke, HaoOOpOT, UYyTh
JU He U3 KapTOoHAa, CTapaTeJbHO BBIPE3aHHOTO HOMK-
HUIIAMU II0 pasMepy IMOTPeIlaHHOT0 KOXKaHOro Iepe-
mieta. Beakoe 3aMeTHOe COOBITHIE CBOEH KU3HI MATh
oTMeuaja Ju00 OUepeIHBLIM KYJMHAPHBIM PeIlelIToOM
cOOGCTBEHHOT'0 M300peTeHn s, JI1M00 HOBLIM BapHUaHTOM
Tex OJII0J, KOTOPhIe M3AAaBHA M3BECTHHI U JIIOOMMEI
Bcemu. Kyniununapus Oblia ee TOCKOH IO IPOIIIOMY,
ee TOPYKEeCTBOM, HACYIIHONM NIOTPEeOHOCTHIO, a TaKiKe
eIMHCTBeHHBIM BBIXOAOM IJIsI TBOPUECKOII SHEPTUHU.
IlepBas cTpaHuiia B ajb0oMe IIOCBdAINeHa rubesu
MOETO OTI[a M HOCHUT OTIeUAaTOK KaKOTO-TO >KYTKOBAa-
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I>xoaHH Xappuc

In other places she is more garrulous, but with
many abbreviations and cryptic references. I recog-
nize some of the incidents to which she refers. Others
are twisted to suit the moment’s needs. Still others
seem to be complete inventions, lies, impossibili-
ties. In many places there are blocks of tiny script
in a language I cannot understand. Ini tnawini inoti
plainexini. Ini nacini inton inraebi inti ynani erom-
ni. Sometimes a single word, scrawled across the
top or side of the page seemingly at random. On one
page, seesaw in blue ink, on another, wintergreen,
rapscallion, ornament in orange crayon. On another,
what might be a poem, though I never saw her open
any book other than one of recipes. It reads:

This sweetness
scooped

like some bright fruit
plum peach apricot
watermelon perhaps
from myself

this sweetness
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Marb 4YeTBEePTUHOK anesibCnHa

TOTO FOMOPA: II0J] eT0 BeChMa HeUeTKUM CHUMKOM Ha-
MepTBO IIpUKJIeeHa JeHTa [loueTHOrO JiermoHa, a pA-
IOM aKKypaTHO, MEJKUM IIOYEePKOM 3aINCAH PEIenT
OJIMHYMKOB U3 TpeuHeBoil MyKku. Huke KpacHBIM Ka-
paHgaiioM BbIBefeHO: «He 3a0bITh: BBIKOIIATH MEPY-
canmuMckue apruiiioku. Xa! Xa! Xal»

Koe-rme maTh 6Gojiee CJIOBOOXOTJIMBA, HO M TaM
MHOYKECTBO COKpAIIleHUH U TaWHCTBEHHBIX YIIOMHUHA-
Hui. OgHU COOBITUS IJIs MEHSA y3HaBaeMbl, Apyrue
CJUIIKOM 3amu@poBaHbl, TPETbU SABHO MCKAKEHBI
moJ BIMAHWEM MoMeHTa. lHorma y Hee m BOBCe Bce
BBIJYMaHO, IO KpaiiHell Mepe, KasKeTCs JIOXKbIO U
YeM-TO V3K CIUIIKOM HEeBEepOATHBIM. Bo MHOTHMX Me-
CTax TOMAJAIOTCSA KYCOUKM TEKCTa, HAIMCAHHOTO
MeJBUaNIIUM TOYePKOM Ha s3bIKe, KOTOPOTO A He
B COCTOSTHUU MOHATH: «Ini tnawini inoti plainexini.
Ini canini inton inraebi inti ynani eromni». A mo-
poii 3TO IIPOCTO CJIOBO, HallapalanHoe OyATO caydai-
HO BBEPXY CTPAHUILI WJIU THe-HUOyAbh Ha moaax. Ha-
IIpUMeDP, CJIOBO «KadeJu», CTAPATEJILHO BBIBEJIEHHOE
CUHUMHY YePHUJAMU, WJIU OPAHIKEBBIM KapaHIaIlIoOM:
«TpylIaHKa, 0e3leJbHUK, HYCTBIIIKa». A elle Ha
ONHO¥ cTpaHuIle A OOHAPY:KMUJIA UTO-TO BPOAE CTU-
XOTBOPEHUSA, XOTS HU pasy He BUAesJa, YTOOBI MaTh
OTKDBLJIa XOTh KaKyIO-HUOYAb KHUTY, KpOMe KHUTHU
KYJUHAPHBIX PEIenToB.

Ax, sTa ciIamocTs,

Bo mHue ckonusmascs!

Ona 1momo6HA COKY SIPKOro ILJIOAA,
CospeBIiieii CJIUBLI, IIePCUKa UIN abpuKoca.
BosmoxkHO, ABIHH.

Bo mue ee Taxk MmHOTO,

JTOoii CIamOCTH...
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I>xoaHH Xappuc

It is a whimsical touch, which surprises and trou-
bles me. That this stony and prosaic woman should in
her secret moments harbor such thoughts. For she was
sealed off from us-from everyone-with such fierceness
that I had thought her incapable of yielding.

I never saw her cry. She rarely smiled, and then
only in the kitchen with her palette of flavors at
her fingertips, talking to herself (so I thought) in
the same toneless mutter, enunciating the names of
herbs and spices-cinnamon, thyme, peppermint, co-
riander, saffron, basil, lovage-running a monotonous
commentary. See the tile. Has to be the right heat.
Too low, the pancake is soggy. Too high, the butter
fries black, smokes, the pancake crisps. I understood
later that she was trying to educate me. I listened
because I saw in our kitchen seminars the one way
in which I might win a little of her approval, and be-
cause every good war needs the occasional amnesty.
Country recipes from her native Brittany were her
favorites; the buckwheat pancakes we ate with every-
thing, the far breton and kouign amann and galette
bretonne that we sold in downriver Angers with our
goat’s cheeses and our sausage and fruit.
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Marb 4YeTBEePTUHOK anesibCnHa

JaHHOe TPOsBIIeHNE €€ HATYPHI YAUBUJIO U BCTPEBO-
JKUJI0O MeHs. 3HAUUT, MOS MaTh, 9Ta TBEpAOKaMeHHasI
JKeHITHA, Ka3aJIoch ObI, COBEPIITEHHO UYKAad BCAKOMN
M033UM, B TAWHUKAX CBOEH AYIIM IIOPO¥ poKaaja IIo-
noOHBIe MbIcau? OHA ¢ TAKOW CBUPENOCTHIO BCETHA OT-
ropasKmBaJjiach OT HaC — Jia ¥ OT BCeX IMPOUYMUX, — UTO
MHEe HEeW3MEHHO Kasajach MOIPOCTY HECIIOCOOHON Ha
HeJKHbIe YYBCTBA U CTPACTHBIE JKeJIaHUs.

K mpumepy, s HUKOra He BHUJeja ee ILIauyliei.
Ona m yapibajiack-TO pegKo, WM TO JUIIL Ha KyXHe,
B OKpPy:KeHUUM Habopa u3II00JIeHHBIX IIPUIIPAB, He-
IIpeMeHHO HaXOAMBIINXCA yV Hee MOJ PYKOIi; B TaKue
MUHYTHI OHA TO JIX pasroBapuBaja cama ¢ coboii, To
JIX YTO-TO MOHOTOHHO HalleBaJja cebe moj HOC, TOYHO
IO CIIMCKY ITPOMB3HOCS HA3BAHUSA PA3HBIX TPaB U CIIe-
nui: «Kopuila, TUMbAH, IlepeuHas MATa, KOPUAHID,
madpaH, 0a3uJINK, JJIOOMCTOK»; MHOM pa3 3TO Iepe-
YycJeHWe IpPephIBAJIOCh 3aMeuanueM Bpoge: «Hamo
YyepemnuIly Ha KphIlie IPOBEePUTh» uiau: «Hamo, 4To0BI
sKap ObLT POBHGBIM. Ecau MaJio :xapa, To OJIUHBI BbIH-
IyT OJiemHbIE, €CJIUM MHOTO — MAacCJIO TOPeTh HAauHET,
IBIM TIOHAET, a OJMHBI IOJIYyUaTCS CIAUIIKOM CYXUe».
ITos:ke A mMOHAJNA: OHA THITAJACH MEHS YUUTH. Bpo-
uyeM, A CAyIIaia ee BHUMATEIbHO, IOTOMY UTO TOJIBKO
BO BpeMs 3THUX YPOKOB HAa KyXHe MHe yJaBajioch 3a-
CIIY:KUTH KameJbKy ee OfoOpeHusA; HY U IIOTOMY, KO-
HEUHO, UTo JII00as, Jaske camMas OecIIolafHasi, BOMHA
BpeMs OT BpeMeHU TpeOyeT mepeAbIIiKy 1 aMHUCTUHN
miIeHHBIX. Mos mMaTh pomoM u3 BperaHu, Tak UYTO
pelenTsl TAMOITHUX AePeBEeHCKUX KYIIaHWII Bcerma
ObLIU ee JIOOMMBIMY. BIMHUYUKY 13 TPEUHEBON MYKU
MBI €I B CaMbIX PasHBIX BUJAaX U C CaMOM pasHOI
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I>xoaHH Xappuc

She always meant Cassis to have the farm. But
Cassis was the first to leave, casually defiant, for
Paris, breaking all contact except for his signature
on a card every Christmas, and when she died, thir-
ty years on, there was nothing to interest him in
a half-derelict farmhouse on the Loire. I bought it
from him with my own savings, my widow money,
and at a good price too, but it was a fair deal, and he
was happy enough to make it then. He understood
the need to keep the place in the family.

Now, of course, all that’s changed. Cassis has
a son of his own. The boy married Laure Dessanges,
the food writer, and they own a restaurant in An-
gers. Aux Délices Dessanges. I met him a few times
before Cassis died. I didn’t like him. Dark and flashy,
already running to fat as his father did, though still
handsome and knowing it, he seemed to be every-
where at once in his eagerness to please; called me
Mamie; found a chair, insisted I take the most com-
fortable seat; made coffee, sugared, creamed, asked
after my health, flattered me on this and that till
I was almost dizzy with it. Cassis, sixty-odd then and
swollen with the seeds of the coronary that would
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Marb 4YeTBEePTUHOK anesibCnHa

HAYMHKOM, B TOM UHCJie U B Bujae OJMHHOTO ITHUPOra,
Hampumep galette bretonne. 9t muporu MbI Tak:Ke
IpojaBaiyu B AHiKe, PACIIOJOKEHHOM HEMHOTO HUKe
no teueHuio Jlyaprel. Tam e MBI IIpojaBajaul U JO-
MaIllHU#M KO3UU CBIP, WM AOMAIIHIOI KO0JI0acy, u, KO-
HEYHO, QPPYKTEI.

Matp Bcerma xorejia 3aBeiaTh ¢epmy Kaccucy.
Ho umeHHO OH IEpBBIM U3 Hac, HEBOJIBLHO €€ OCJIY-
IMaBIINCh, IMIOKUHYJ oM u yexasa B Ilapm:x. Beakas
CBA3b ¢ HUM obopBaJjach; pa3Be uUTo pa3 B rox Ha Poxx-
JIeCTBO IIPUXOAUJIA TTO3IPABUTEIbHAA OTKPBITKA C €TI0
IIOAIINCHIO; M KOTZla CIIyCTA TPUAIATH IIeCTh JIET MaTh
yMepJa, IoJypas3BaauBIinuiicsa oM Ha 6epery Jlyapsl
yoKe HU4YeM He MOT 3amHTepecoBaTh Haccuca. §1 BbI-
Kynwjia y Hero depMy, MCTPATHUB HaA 3TO BCe CBOU
cOeperkeHns, BCIO CBOIO «BIOBBLIO IOJIO», UM, KCTATH,
3amJiaTujia HelelleBo, HO 9TO ObLjIa YeCcTHAdA CHeJIKa,
OpaT ¢ pagoCThIO ee 3aKJIOUNJI, IIOHNMAas, YTO OTI[OB-
CKYIO (pepMy CTOMJIO OBI COXPAHUTD.

OngHaxo Tenepb Bce IepeMeHuMJochk. Ilesro B ToM,
yro y Kaccuca ocrajicsa cbIH, KOTOPbIH skeHAT Ha Jlope
IleccaH:K, TOM caMOM, YTO TUIIET KHUKKHY 10 KyJIMHA-
puu, 1 y HUX B AHKe CBOU pecTOpaH II0J] Ha3sBaHUEM
«lenurareck! [eccan:x». IIpu :KusuHu GpaTa A BCeTo
HECKOJBbKO Pa3 BHUJeJa eT0 ChIHKA, U TOT COBEPIIEHHO
MHe He IIOHpPaBWJICA. TeMHOBOJIOCHII, BYJbrapHBIA
¥ yyKe HauMHAIOIMIN 3aIlJbIBAaTh JKUPKOM, KaK M €To
oTell; HO (M3MOHOMUS BCe ellle JOBOJBHO CMasJinBad,
u emy o0 3TOoM TIpeKkpacHo udBectHo. OH Bce cyeTumJ-
¢, Bce IbITAJICS MHe YIOOUTh, Ha3bIBAJI MeHA TEeTyII-
KOi1, caM ITpUHEC MHE CTYJ, ITOCTApaJiCs YCaauTh Kak
MOKHO yno0Hee, caM IIPUTOTOBMJ Kode, ITOJIOKUI

15



