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The Chameleon

Anton Chekhov

The police sergeant Achumyelof, wearing his new cloak and with
something under his arm, is walking across the market - place. He is fol-
lowed by a red — haired policeman carrying some confiscated fruit. Quiet
reigns all around. Not a soul in the market - place. The open doors and
windows of the shops gaze out sadly upon God’ s world like hungry mouths
wide open.

Suddenly Achumyelof hears someone shouting: “So you want 1o
bite, you accursed beast! Nowadeys dogs are not allowed to bite. Stop
him! Oh, oh!’

The howling of a dog is heard. Achumyelof looks in the direction
from which“-ﬂié'sound comes and sees a dog, limping on three legs, run
out of Pinchugin’s wood — yard. A man in a white shirt is chasing him.
The man is close at the dog’ s heels; suddenly he falls forward to the
ground and takes hold of the dog’s hind feet. Again the dog’s howling is
heard and again the cry. Sleepy faces appear at the windows of the shops,
and at the wood — yard a crowd quickly gathers as though it had grown out
of the ground.

“Do you think it can be a riot?” asks the policeman.

Achumyelof tums to the left and walks towards the crowd. Near the
gate of the yard he sees the man in the white shirt holding up his right



hand and showing the crowd a bloody finger. On his half — dnunken face
there is an expression as though he were saying, ‘Wait; I will make you
pay for this, you devil!’ In this man Achumyelof recognizes Khriukin,
the goldsmith. In the centre of the crowd, with his forefeet spread out and
trembling from head to foot, sits the author of the whole trouble — a
young white dog with a yellow spot on his back. I his watery eyes there
15 an expression of distrust.

‘ What is the matter?’ asks Achumyelof, making his way through the
crowd. ‘Why are you here? What is the matter with your finger? Who
has been screaming?’

‘T was just walking along, sir, not touching anybody,® says Khri-
ukin, ‘to see about the wood for Dimitri Dimitriyevitch when suddenly
this devil of a dog bites my finger. You will excuse me. I am a8 man who
works; | have very particnlar work fo do, and somebody will have to pay
me, for T won’t be able to use this finger maybe for a week! There is
nothing in the law, sir, about having to bear things from animals! If they
are all going to bite, it would be better not to live in this world.’

‘Now,’ says Achumyelof stemly, moving his eyebrows up and
down, ‘now, whose dog is this? I:i;;ll not allow this matter to rest. I
will teach you people not to let your dogs run about loose! It is time that
something was done about people who won’t obey regulations. I will pun-
ish the owner. I will show him who I am! Yeldyrin,’ tuming to the po-
liceman, ‘find out whose dog it is and draw up a report. The dog will be
killed. Do it quickly. He is probably a mad dog, in any case. Whose
dog is it?’

‘He looks like General Yigalof’ s dog,”’ says someone in the
crowd.

*General Yigalof’s 7 Hm! Yeldyrin, take off my cloak; it is terribly



hot! It is probably going to rain. There is one thing that I do not under-
stand: how could that dog bite you?’ says Achumyelof, turning to Khri-
ukin. ‘He does not come up to your fingers. He is such a little dog and
you are such a big man. You have probably tom your finger on a nail,
and afterwards the idea of the dog occurred to you and you are trying to
get some money. I know you people. You are devils!’

‘He put a cigarette in the do.g’ s face; but the dog is no fool and bit
him, sir.’

‘You lie! He did not see it, sir.” But let the judge decide. The law says
that nowadsys we are all equal. T have a brother in the police. I you-"

*Stop talking!

‘No, that is not the general’ s dog,’ says the policeman thought-
fully. “The general does not have dogs like that. His dogs are differ-
ent,’

‘ Are you sure of that?’

“Yes, sir, quite sure.’

‘I know it myself too. The general has high - priced dogs, but
this—! He has neither hair nor shape. Why do people keep dogs like
that? If such a dog should show itself in Petersburg or Moscow, do you
know what would happen? They would not stop to look up the law but just
- and that is the end! Khrinkin, you have suffered pain, and I will not
let this matter rest. I must give them a lesson!’

*But perhaps it is the general s dog after all,’ the policeman thinks
aloud. ‘The other day I saw a dog like that in the general's yard.’

“Of course it is the general s ,’ says a voice in the crowd.,

*Yeldryn, help me put on my coat; it is cold. Take the dog to the
general ' s and find out there. Say that I found him and sent him. And tell
him not to let the dog out in the street. It is probably an expensive dog,



and if every fellow hits him on the nose with a cigarette, he will soon be
ruined. A dog is a delicate creature. And you, stupid fellow, put down
your hand! It is not necessary to show that silly finger of yours. It is your
own fault.’

*There is the general” s cook. Let us ask him. Hello, Prokhor,
come here a minute! Look, is that dog yours?’

“That dog? We never had such a dog in our lives!’

“He is not worth asking questions about,” says Achumyelof. ‘He’s
atramp dog. There is nothing more to be said. If I say he is a lramp
dog, he is a tramp dog! He will be killed.’

“That is not ours,’ continues Prokhor. ‘That dog belongs to the
general s brother, who has recently arvived. My master does not like that
kind of dog, but his brother does. '’

‘So his brother, Vladimir Ivanovitich, has amived?’ asks Achumy-
elof, and a delighted smile spreads over his face. ‘Well, well, and I did
not know it! He is here on a visit?”

*Yes, sir, on a visit.’

‘Well, well. So it is his dog, you say? I am very glad. Take him!
A nice little dog. A quick little dog: he soon caught hold of the fellow’s
finger! Ha - ha— ha, Why are you trembling, you dear little thing? That
man is a villain.’ Prokhor calls the dog and walks away with him. The
crowd laughs at Khrivkin. ‘I will cateh you some day!’ Achumyelof
threatens him, and wrapping himself in his cloak, he continues on his
way across the market — place.
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SEA CHANGE

By Michael Zommett

Philippa watched the white suds on her father’s strong brown hands
as they rinsed the dinner plates. A warm feeling of security filled her as,
together,_hhtl_ley did the washing up.

“What time are we leaving tomorrow, Dad?” She asked, although
she knew the answer perfectly well. She just wanted to be reminded that
she and her Dad were going off on an adventure together. Together, no
need to share him with the others. It was more of a feeling than an explic~
it thought, but it was a feeling that she liked to be reminded of.

“Oh about eight o’ clock or so.” Depends what time Mike arrives.
He's usually behind schedule.” Not usually patient, her father answered
patiently, sensing his daughter’s need.

Mike arrived late as usual, all beard, uneven teeth, a slightly lop -
sided face, brown legs, T - shirt and shoris which seemed as much a part
of him as his anns and legs. Making no apology for being late, seemingly
unaware of it, he busily loaded their bags into the tired looking Humber.
Phitippa, used to her father’ s schoolmasterly punctuality, felt strangely
disoriented to see someone else taking charge. On famﬂy trips it was Dad
who gave the orders,

“This is Nick.” Mike introduced the large silent figure in the front
passenger seat. With more enthusiasm than skill he let in the clutch.



Squeezed into the back seat, her feet raised uncomfortably high on a plas-
tic drinking water container, Philippa listened to the three men.

“What time do you think we’1l get to Auckland? her Dad asked.

“About ten. Bﬂ.rrmg accidents,” replied Mike.

“Usually takes me about three hours.” Dad said.

No one answered, but Philippa mten:epted a knowing conternpluous
look pass between the two men in the front. They seemed to say, Three
hours! He must walk it.”

Feeling her face going red, [she gave the passing toi toi her undivid-
ed attention, hoping ne one would notice her embarrassment. “Perhaps he
is a slow driver, but he always gets there safely.”

Philippa’ s embarrassment quickly became resentment. Why were
they treating Dad like this? It was as though all support had been knocked
out from under her. Anyway, neither of them was a Head of department
like her Dad. Escaping from the Physical and mental dlscmnforl of the car
joumey, she indulged herself in her current read. Almost all books were
enjoyable, but some were special, to be savoured, the reading drawn out
as long as possible, the end almost dreaded. Dad had given her “The
Yearling” to read and she lost herself in the dappled woods with Jody and
the fawn. o

“That’s it,” Mike gestured proudly towards a black looking, bare
masted yacht in mid — stream. When Dad had asked her if she wanted to
go with him to Auckland to sail a yacht back home, she bad ima.gined
pressing looking thmg

“We'll have to use the engine. There’s no wind at all.” Mike, the
new owner, naiurally assumed the role of captain.

“That’s what it is,” thought Philippa, “a role. He s playing a part

ik 1



all the time.”

“0. K.” Dad took hold of the starting cord, gave a great pull, and
crashed on his back as the cord broke. A great shout of laughter greeted
this performance.

“Do that again. 1 didn’t see it propedy the first time.” Mike
shouted. Philippa busied herself stowing the provisions in the green and
cream cabin. She desperately wanted to see if her Dad was all right, but
felt it would only add to his humiliation.

Nick expertly re — threaded the lanyard and after a couple of pulls,
the engine started. Now Philippa really began to enjoy herself. This was
more like it, sitting on the sun wanmed cabin roef, a distant black cloud
the only jarring note until she looked round and saw poor old Dad leaning
over the rail and “lobbing his groats” an eighteenth century expression she
had learned from & Joan Aiken book. She preferred it to the New Zeal-
anders “chunder” . He hadn’t even had the sense to go the downwind rail
and got most of it back in his face. She found herself joining in the scorn-
ful laughter of the others. T

Laughter, scom and guilt were forgotten as the black cloud, larger
and nearer now,_ brought with it rain, darkness and a fierce gusty wind.
The engine had been stopped long ago, now the amateurishly set sails had
to be reefed. Not thinking of the danger of being swept overboard, Philip-
pa clambered along the deck, stepping over Dad on the way. Her small
white hands gripped the fragile looking sheet and started to pull the sail
in.

“Well done, young Philippa.” Nick appeared to have taken on a
new character as, rain slooshing down his face, he calmly and methedi-
cally worked his way along the yacht towards her. Philippa watched him
carefully and, tentatively at first, began to help. A quick glance of ap-



proval from Nick reassured her and they were soon working as a team,
falling into a rhythm and complementing each others efforts.

The blue day had become black night. Ahead, an even blacker
patch indicated the position of Kawau Island. To the left was the North
Island of New Zealand, invisible except for one small light occasionally
visible through the horizontal rain. With a great tearing rip, the sails dis-
appeared into the night. Philippa felt like two people, one a frightened
gitl standing on the pitching deck of a yacht in the Hauraki Gulf, the oth-
er an observer coolly watching the developing drama. The observer
watched as the two men and the girl struggled with the tiller to point the
yacht towards the coast. Under bare masts they were wallowing in the
troughs of the unseen but gigantic waves.

“We’ 1l have to start the engine.” Nick left Philippa and the now
very quiet Mike to struggle with the tiller.

Two pulls on the lanyard produced nothing from the engine. Philippa
saw Nick brace himself for a final effort. With tight lips, Nick gave a
mighty heave. Although she could bear nothing above the screaming
wind, she realised the engine had started when she saw Nick grab the
throttle and move it gently forward.

- Now the tiller came to life and, instead of being a dead weight, was
manageable by Mike alone.

“Head for that light!” Nick pointed. Almost surfing on the now fol-
lowing waves"rhey headed towards the black coast .

“Dad!” Philippa realised she had forgotten about him. Looking to-
wards where she had last seen him on the deck, her stomach went hollow
when she saw he was no longer there. Lurching into the cabin she was re-
lieved, but disgusted to see him lying in his own vomit. Forcing her voice
to sound solicitous and ignoring the revolting stench she said, “You all



right Dad?”

“Just leave me alone,” was the only response she got.

Retuming to the deck, Philippa found Nick at the helm and Mike
sitting with his head in his hands. No words were spoken, but Nick and
Philippa exchanged an understanding glance.

“By Christ! You wouldn’ t believe it.” The now recovered Mike
looked at the large rock only metres from the mooring they had miracu-
lously found, just before dawn, on the Whangaporoa Peninsula. In the
flar grey light of early moming, Philippa looked at the rock, the steeply
nising grass covered shore and the homely looking house on top of the hill.

Unsuccessfully she tried to fit last night’s adventures and the homely
looking house together. Last night had no more reality than a bad dream.
Reality was the house on top of the hill and the Cockie who lived in it.

“We’ll take the dinghy and go ashore.” Mike was in charge again.
“Bring all your stuff. We’ re going back to Whangarei. 'l come back
later for the yacht.”

Going in io the cabin to fetch her cardigan, Philippa suddenly re-
membered Dad. He was still in the cabin but had lifted himself onto the
cracked green plastic of the port bunk .

“Come on Dad. We’ re going home.” As she spoke she realised
that she sounded just like Mother talking to Katy, her youngest sister.

Without a word Dad, head hanging, slowly got himself up the steps
onto the deck and down into the now waiting dinghy.

The Cockie was waiting at the door.

“Saw you when 1 got up this moming. Got caught in the storm did
you?”

He stood back to let them into his well — lived — in bachelor kitch-

en,



