From Aleksandr Chekhov’s “In Melikhovo”

Translation into English © Eugene Alper

AmntoH [TaBnoBuu, emie Oyay4du CTYICHTOM,
Me4Taj O AePEeBEHCKOM THILU T/ie-HUOYAb B
[JIYXOM YTOJIKY, OJIajIbIIe OT Mpa3JHbIX FOCTEH
1 OT MOCKOBCKOHM CYTOJIOKH. Y HEro He pa3 U3
TIIyOWHBI TyIIU BRIphIBAJIACh (hpasa:

— Kaxk 651 MHE XOTeNoCh cieNaThes Ha
KOPOTKOE BpeMs HAYaJIbHUKOM KaKOT0-HUOY/Th
MOJIyCTaHKa B cTenu!..

Korzna oH OKOHYMII KypC B YHUBEPCUTETE,
cyab0a, Mo-BUIUMOMY, BHSUIA €T0 JKEJIAHUIO U
IIOMOIJIAa €MY CIEJIaThCS BIAAEIbLEM
HeOOoJIBIION MoMennYbel ycaap0pl MennxoBo
IIpU HEOOraToOM CeJie TOTO e UMEHH.

— HakoHen-To s yiay oT rocrei, — roBOpHUi
OH, cOBepuIasi MOKYIIKY, U PaJloBajCs.

Ho oHn, xak yBuauM Janblie, pagoBajics
MIPEXKACBPEMEHHO.

[TosiomHMKH, coBepIIaBILINE HAOETH HA
MenuxoBo, HOMHST MYTh TYy/1a IPEKPACHO.
HyxHo Obu10 cecth Ha MockoBcko-Kypckom
BOK3aJIe B KYPCKHI MO€3]] U CJIeNaTh
BOCEMBb/IECAT BepcT 110 cT. JlonacHs, rae 3a
Oyderom 3acenana nedenas ¥ BeCbMa COMHIHAS
10 BO3pacTy (hpaHIyKEHKa; HO OHA
MPEJCTaBIIsIa COOOK0 B 3TOH IIIYIIU YTO-TO
TaKO€ UUBUJIM30BAHHOE U KaKOW-TO TaKOM1
CKOJIOUEK EBpOIBI, 4TO MOYTH BCE MAJIOMHUKH-
MY>KYHHBI, exaBine Kk AHTOHY [laBiioBuuy,
CUUTAJIU CBOEH 00S3aHHOCTBIO BHINUTH Y HEE MO
pIOMOUKe (PUHBIIAMIIaHU, IPUYEM OHA TOHOM
OTCTaBHOM (PpaHITy3CKOI aKTPHUCHI KaK-TO
0COOEHHO Tpalio3HO IPOU3HOCHIIA!

— Du cognac, monsieur? A I’instant, monsieur!
Voila le citron. Merci, monsieur!..

51 Bo Bpemsi CBOUX MOE3/I0K K OpaTy B MennxoBo
MOYTH BCET/Ia JeJIal 4eCTh €€ (PuHbIIaMIaHu
JUISL TOTO TOJBKO, YTOOBI ITOOOJITATH I10-
¢bpaniy3cku u nonto0oBaThes €€ Manepamu. Ilo
TEM K€ MOOYKICHUSIM U TTAIOMHUKY TN y Hee
KOHBSK. AHTOH [1aBJIOBUY TPpyHWIT HAJI0 MHOIO,
Ha3bIBAJl MEHS apXEO0JIOTOM U, KaK MECTHBIM

When he was still a student, Anton
Chekhov longed for quiet country living,
somewhere in a remote village, far away
from the hubbub of Moscow and its idle
guests. More than once | heard him say
wistfully, “Oh, how much | want to
escape, even for a short time, to be the
caretaker of some desolate flag station in
the middle of the vast and empty steppe.”

After he graduated from university, his
dream came true and he bought a small
estate 40 miles from Moscow, near a
village called Melikhovo. “Finally, I will
be free of all visitors,” Anton would say
happily while the purchase was being
finalized.

But his enthusiasm was premature.

The male and female pilgrims, who began
raiding his new home, may remember the
way there. In Moscow, you boarded the
Kursk train and traveled fifty miles south
to the station called Lopasnia. Once you
got off the train, the first thing you saw
was a small buffet tended by an advanced-
age-but-still-buxom Frenchwoman. In
that backwoods area, she was such an
oddity, such an unexpected and precious
shard of European civilization, that every
male pilgrim felt it his duty to stop and
down a shot at her bar. In the grand
manner of a retired diva, she graced them
with “Du cognac, monsieur? A 1’instant,
monsieur! Voila le citron. Merci,
monsieur!”

On my trips to visit my brother, | too paid
tribute to her brandy, if only to chat with
her in French and watch her manners. For
that, Anton called me anthropologist. He
thought of himself as an aborigine already
well informed in local matters and tried to
convince me that her heart belonged to
someone, and that | had no chance for




abopureH, yBepsyI MEHs, UTO cep/ile Ae0eoi
(paHIy’)KEHKH 3aHATO U YTO JJISi MEHS B HEM
MecCTa yXKe He HalieTcs Jake M B TOM Cllydae,
ecyu OBl s BBIMIUT U chen Bech e€ Oyder. Touno
TaK XK€ U B TOH e IOMOPUCTHUECKOH (hopme
IpesocTeperail OH M JPYTUX CBOMX TOCTEH,
OTHOCHBUINXCS 0oJiee WM MeHee OJIarOCKIOHHO
K ()paHIy3CKOMY HaNUTKY. 3IIbIE SI3BIKH,
BIIPOYEM, TOBOPHIIH, OyATO ObI U caM AHTOH
[TaBoBHY OBUT OJJHAXKIBI U3JIOBJICH KEM-TO C
prOMKOIO B pyke y Oydera B Jlonacue.

JlecsituBepcTasi Jopora OT CTaHIMU B MeauxoBo
ObL1a MpoceoyHasi, y)KacHas, a BO BpeMs
HEHACTbs — IPSIMO-TaKu yOUICTBEHHAs!.
[TonyrauHUCTasA, TOTy4YEPHO3EMHAS IPA3b
TOJICTBIM U TSKENBIM CJI0EM 00JIeIUIsIa KOoJleca,
a B OJTHOM MECTE IOCJI€ XOPOIIUX 0K e
MMPUXOANJIOCH €XaTb [[06pr6 IMMOJIBEPCTHI IIPAMO
0 BOJIe, OyKBAIbHO JOXOIUBIICH JTOMIAISIM 110
oproxo. CroBoM, JJOpora HacTOSIIAs,
poccuiickas. Iloka, OpiBanio, qOo€eIIb B TAKYIO
pacmytuiy oT MenuxoBo 1o Jlonacau —
Pa3JIOMUT BCIO CITUHY.

anything, even if I drank her entire buffet.
He so advised other guests too who he
suspected might fall victim to French
brandy. But rumor had it that Anton
himself had been spotted near the buffet
holding a glass.

The road from the station to the house was
short, only six miles, but it was unpaved
and after a rain, murderous. Your cart
plodded through deep mud that plastered
the wheels in thick and heavy layers of
clay and made them intractable. In one
section of the road, the cart literally swam
above the road for half a mile, the water
touching the horse's belly. It was a typical
Russian road: travel it after heavy

rains, bob and buck for two hours, and
you will arrive with a back pain.




