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A Chameleon
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XameneoH

Yepes 6asapHytlo nnowaab MAET NOAULENCKUN
Hagsupatens OyymenoB B HOBOW LIMHENM U C
Y3€/IKOM B pyKe. 3a HUM LUaraeT pbiXKuii ropoaoBsoM
c peleTom, [OBEPXY Hano/IHeHHbIM
KOHPUCKOBaAHHbLIM KPbI}KOBHUKOM. Kpyrom
TUWWHA... Ha naowagu Hu aywn.. OTKpbITble
ABEPU NaBOK W KabakKoB rnagAT Ha CBeT 6OXui
YHbIJIO, KaK roNoAHble NacTW; OKOIO HUX HET Aaxe
HULLMX.

— TaK Tbl KycaTbCsA, OKaAHHbIN? — CAbILWKT BAPYT
OuymenoB. — PebsTta, He nywain eé! HblHYe He
BeneHo Kycatbca! Jepxu! A... a!

CnblweH cobaunit Bum3r. Ouyymenos raguT B
CTOPOHY M BMAMWT: M3 APOBAHOMO CKAaga Kynua
MuyyrnHa, npbiras Ha TPEX Horax WU OrNsAAbIBAACH,
6eunT cobaka. 3a Hell TOHUTCA YEeNOBEK B CUTLLEBOM
HaKpaxmasieHHOW pybaxe 1 PacCTErHyTOM XKUneTKke.
OH 6eXuT 3a Hel W, NOJABLUMCL TYNOBULLEM
Bnepésn, nagaer Ha 3eml0 M XBaTaeT cobaKy 3a
3agHue nanbl. CnblWeH BTOPUYHO COBAYMin BU3T U
KpuKk: "He nywan!" M3 naBoK BbICOBbIBatOTCA
COHHble GM3MOHOMMM, U CKOPO OKONO APOBAHOMO
CKMaZa, CNOBHO M3 3eMJIM BblpocluK, cobupaercs
Tonna.

— Hukak 6ecnopsgok, Bawe 6naropognel.. —
roBOPWUT rOPOAOBOMN.

OuymenioB Aenaet nonyobopoT HANEeBO M LIAraeT K
cbopuily. OKOIO cambix BOPOT CKAaAa, BUAWUT OH,
CTOMT BbIWENUCAHHbIA YeNOBEK B PACCTErHyTOM
XUNeTKe U1, TNOAHAB BBEpPX MNPaBYlD  PYKY,
NnokasblBaeT TO/INE OKPOBABAEHHbIM naneu. Ha
NoNynbsAHOM JIMLE ero Kak 6bl HanucaHo: "YXo A
copsy c Tebs, wenbma!", aa n cambli Nnanewy, UMeeT
BMA 3HameHMA nobeabl. B 3TOM yenoseke
Ouymenos y3HAET 30/10TbIX AeN MacTepa XPHOKMHA.
B ueHTpe TOAMbI, pacTonbipuB NepesHUe HOrU M
ApOXKa BCEM Te/IOM, CUAMT HA 3eMJie CamM BUHOBHUK
CKaHpana — 6enbii 60p30l LWEHOK C OCTPOM
MOPAON U KENTbIM MNATHOM Ha chvHe. B
CNE3ALLMXCA [N1a3aX ero BblpaykeHne TOCKU U y¥Kaca.
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The police superintendent Otchumyelov is walking
across the market square wearing a new overcoat
and carrying a parcel under his arm. A red-haired
policeman strides after him with a sieve full of
confiscated gooseberries in his hands. There is
silence all around. Not a soul in the square.... The
open doors of the shops and taverns look out upon
God’s world disconsolately, like hungry mouths;
there is not even a beggar near them.

“So you bite, you damned brute?” Otchumyelov
hears suddenly. “Lads, don’t let him go! Biting is
prohibited nowadays! Hold him! ah ... ah!”

There is the sound of a dog yelping. Otchumyelov
looks in the direction of the sound and sees a dog,
hopping on three legs and looking about her, run
out of Pitchugin’s timber-yard. A man in a starched
cotton shirt, with his waistcoat unbuttoned, is
chasing her. He runs after her, and throwing his
body forward falls down and seizes the dog by her
hind legs. Once more there is a yelping and a shout
of “Don’t let go!” Sleepy countenances are
protruded from the shops, and soon a crowd,
which seems to have sprung out of the earth, is
gathered round the timber-yard.

7

“It looks like a row, your honour....
policeman.

says the

Otchumyelov makes a half turn to the left and
strides towards the crowd. He sees the
aforementioned man in the unbuttoned waistcoat
standing close by the gate of the timber-yard,
holding his right hand in the air and displaying a
bleeding finger to the crowd. On his half-drunken
face there is plainly written: “I'll pay you out, you
rogue!” and indeed the very finger has the look of a
flag of victory. In this man Otchumyelov recognises
Hryukin, the goldsmith. The culprit who has caused
the sensation, a white borzoy puppy with a sharp
muzzle and a yellow patch on her back, is sitting on
the ground with her fore-paws outstretched in the
middle of the crowd, trembling all over. There is an
expression of misery and terror in her tearful eyes.
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— Mo Kakomy 3TO cay4yao TyT? — CchpawunBaeT
OuymenoB, BpesbiBasacb B Tonny. — [oyemy TyT?
970 Tbl 3a4em nanew?.. Kto kpmyan!

— WAy 5, Bawe 6nharopogme, HAKOrO He Tporat... —
HauMHaeT XPIOKWUH, Kawnaa B Kynak. — Hacuér
apos ¢ Mutpuit Mutpmnyem, — u BAPYr 3Ta noanas
HM C TOFO HW C cero 3a najeL... Bbl MeHA U3BUHUTE,
A YeNOBeK, KoTopbll paboTatowmii... PaboTa y meHs
menkas. Mywan mHe 3annatar, NoTomy — S 3TUM
nanbLeM, MOXKET, HeAeNt0 He MoLWeBE/bHY... ITOrO,
Bawe bnaropogme, U B 3aKOHe HeT, 4TOb OT TBapu
TepneTb... ExXenu Kaxapii Oyaer Kycatbca, TO
NydLUE M He XUTb Ha CBeTe...

— Iml.. Xopowo... — roBoput O4yymenos CTporo,
Kawnaa u wesenda 6posamu. Xopowo... YbA
cobaka? A 3TOro Tak He OCTaBAlO. A MOKaXy Bam,
Kak cobak pacnyckatb! MNopa 06patuTb BHUMaHMeE
Ha NoAO6HbIX FOCMOA, HE XeNalLWmX NoAYNHATLCA
noctaHosneHuam! Kak owTpadyto ero, mep3asua,
TaK OH y3HaeT Y MeHs, YTO 3HaunT cobaka 1 npounii
6poaaunit ckoT! A emy NOKaxKy Ky3bKUHY matb!..
EnapbipuH, obpallaeTca  Hagsupatenb K
ropofoBoMy, — Yy3Hal, ubs 3T0 cobaka, W
coctaBnai npotokon! A cobaky UcTpebuTb Hago.
He mepna! OHa HaBepHoe 6elweHasn.. Yba 3TO
cobaka, cnpalwmnsato?

— D70, KaXkucb, reHepana Mwuranosa! — rosoput
KTO-TO M3 TOAMbI.

— leHepana Muranosa? M'm!l.. CHUMuK-Ka, Engbipun,
C MeHA nanbTo.. Y:Kac, KaK Kapko! [donaxKHo
nonaratb, nepen AoXAEM... O4HOro TONbKO A He
NOHMMalO: KaK OHa morna Teba yKycuTb? —
obpauaetca Ouymenos K XproKuHy. — HelwTo oHa
JocTaHeT g0 nanbua? OHa maneHbKad, a Tbl Bedb
BOH Kakoi 3poposunal Tbl, [OMKHO ObiTb,
PacKoBbIPAA NaneL, rB034MKOM, @ MOTOM W NpULAA
B TBOK ronoBy uaeda, ytob copsaTb. Tbl Bedb...
M3BECTHbI Hapog! 3Hato Bac, yepTeit!
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“What’s it all about?” Otchumyelov inquires,
pushing his way through the crowd. “What are you
here for? Why are you waving your finger...? Who
was it shouted?”

“I was walking along here, not interfering with
anyone, your honour,” Hryukin begins, coughing
into his fist. “I was talking about firewood to Mitry
Mitritch, when this low brute for no rhyme or
reason bit my finger.... You must excuse me, | am a
working man.... Mine is fine work. | must have
damages, for | shan’t be able to use this finger for a
week, may be.... It’s not even the law, your honour,
that one should put up with it from a beast.... If
everyone is going to be bitten, life won’t be worth
living....”

“H'm. Very good,” says Otchumyelov sternly,
coughing and raising his eyebrows. “Very good.
Whose dog is it? | won't let this pass! I'll teach
them to let their dogs run all over the place! It's
time these gentry were looked after, if they won’t
obey the regulations! When he’s fined, the
blackguard, I'll teach him what it means to keep
dogs and such stray cattle! I'll give him a lesson! ...
Yeldyrin,” cries the superintendent, addressing the
policeman, “find out whose dog this is and draw up
a report! And the dog must be strangled. Without
delay! It’s sure to be mad.... Whose dog is it, | ask?”

“I fancy it’s General Zhigalov’s,” says someone in
the crowd.

“General Zhigalov’s, h’'m.... Help me off with my
coat, Yeldyrin ... it’s frightfully hot! It must be a sign
of rain.... There’s one thing | can’t make out, how it
came to bite you?” Otchumyelov turns to Hryukin.
“Surely it couldn’t reach your finger. It’s a little dog,
and you are a great hulking fellow! You must have
scratched your finger with a nail, and then the idea
struck you to get damages for it. We all know ...
your sort! | know you devils!”
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— OH, Bawe bnaropogme, uMrapkom el B xapto ann
cmexa, a OHa — He byab Aypa, U TAMHW... B3aopHbIn
yenosek, Bale bnaropoaue!

— Bpéwb, Kpusoit! He Buaan, Tak, ctano 6biTh,
3a4yem BpaTb? Nx 6naropogme yMHbIA rOCNOANH U
NMOHMMAIOT, €XKe/IM KTO BPET, a KTO MO COBECTU, KaK
nepes 60rom... A exxenu A Bpy, Tak NyL,ain MMpoBon
paccyauT. Y Hero B 3aKOHe CKasaHo... HbiH4Ye Bce
paBHbl... Y MeHs y camoro 6paT B KaHAapmax...
€XKe/In XOTUTE 3HaTb...

— He paccyxpaatb!

— Het, 310 He reHepanbCKas... —
rny6OKOMbIC/IEHHO 3amevaeT ropogosoin. — Y
reHepana Takux Het. Y Hero Bce 6onblie narasble...

— Tbl 3TO BEPHO 3HaeLWb?
— BepHo, Bawe 6naropogue...

— Al » cam 3Hat. Y reHepana cobaku [oporue,
nopoAamcTble, a 3Ta — YE€pT 3HaeT yto! Hu wepcty,
HW BWAA.. NOANOCTb OAHA TONbKO.. WM 3TaKyto
cobaky pepkatb?! [oe e y Bac ym? [Monaguce
aTakana cobaka B [eTepbypre wam Mockse, TO
3HaeTe, 4TO 6bII0 6bI? Tam He nocmoTpenn 6bl B
3aKOH, @ MOMEHTaIbHO — He Apiwun! Tbl, XPIOKKH,
nocTpagan U Aena 3Toro Tak He ocTasBAAN... HyXKHo
npoyuumts! Mopa...

— A MoOXeT bbiTb, U reHepanbcKas.. — AymaeT
BCNIyX ropogoBoi. — Ha mopae y Hel He
HanucaHo.. HamegHM BO ABOpe y Hero TaKyto
BUAENN.

— BecTumo, reHepanbckasa! — roBopuT rosoc us
TOANMbI.
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“He put a cigarette in her face, your honour, for a
joke, and she had the sense to snap at him.... He is
a nonsensical fellow, your honour!”

“That’s a lie, Squinteye! You didn’t see, so why tell
lies about it? His honour is a wise gentleman, and
will see who is telling lies and who is telling the
truth, as in God’s sight.... And if | am lying let the
court decide. It’s written in the law.... We are all
equal nowadays. My own brother is in the
gendarmes ... let me tell you....”

“Don’t argue!”

“No, that’s not the General’'s dog,” says the
policeman, with profound conviction, “the General
hasn’t got one like that. His are mostly setters.”

“Do you know that for a fact?”
“Yes, your honour.”

“I know it, too. The General has valuable dogs,
thoroughbred, and this is goodness knows what!
No coat, no shape.... A low creature. And to keep a
dog like that! ... where’s the sense of it. If a dog like
that were to turn up in Petersburg or Moscow, do
you know what would happen? They would not
worry about the law, they would strangle it in a
twinkling! You’ve been injured, Hryukin, and we
can’t let the matter drop.... We must give them a
lesson! It is high time...!"”

“Yet maybe it is the General’s,” says the policeman,
thinking aloud. “It’s not written on its face.... | saw
one like it the other day in his yard.”

17

“It is the General’s, that’s certain
the crowd.

says a voice in
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— Iml. HapgeHb-ka, 6paT EnapipuH, Ha meHA
nanbTo.. YTO-TO BETPOM MNOAYNO.. 3HO6WT... Tbl
oTBeAéWb €& K TreHepany W CNpoculb TaMm.
Ckaxkelwb, 4TO A Hawén wu npucnan.. U craxu,
yTobbl €€ He BbiMyCcKann Ha yauuy... OHa, MoxKeT
6bITb, AOPOras, a eXXeNu Karkabli cBMHbA ByaeT en
B HOC CWUrapKoW TblKaTb, TO AOArO AN UCMOPTUTL.
Cobaka — HeKHas TBapb... A Tbl, 60/1BaH, ONycTu
pyKy! Heuero cBoit gypauxuii nasne, BbICTaBAATb!
Cam BuHoBarT!..

— [loBap reHepanbCkuii UAOET, ero cnpocum... In,
Mpoxop! Mogu-ka, munbin, croga! Mornagn Ha
cobaky... Bawa?

— Bblgyman! 3Takux y Hac oTpogAach He bbiBano!

— W cnpawuvBaTb TyT AOATO Heyero, — roOBOPUT
Ouymenos. — OHa b6pogsyas! Heuero TyT gonro
pasroBapuBaTtb.. ExXenu cKasan, uto 6pogsayas,
cTano 6bITb, U bpoasyasn... UctpebuTtb, BOT 1 BCE.

— D70 He Hawa, — npogonxkan lpoxop. — 3710
reHepasosa 6paTta, 4TO HameAHWUCb npuexan. Haw
He OXOTHMK A0 60p3bIX. BpaT MXHMI OXoM...

— [a pasBe 6paTeL, UXHUN Npuexann? Bnagumup
MBaHblu? — cnpawuBaeT O4Yymesnos, U BCE NMLO
ero 3asvBaeTca ynblbKon ymuneHua. — Uwb Tol,
rocnoga! A a u He 3Han! MorocTuTb Npuexanu?

— B roctu...

— Wuwb oI, rocnoau... Cockyunnumcb no bpatue... A
A BeAb U He 3Han! TaK 3To MxHAA cobayka? OueHb
paa.. Bosbmu eé.. CobayoHKa Huyero cebe...
LWyctpaa Takad... Uan atoro 3a naney! Xa-xa-xa...
Hy, uero pgpoxuwb? Ppp.. Pp.. Cepgutcs,
LWEeNbMa... LyLLbIK 3TaKu1MA...

Mpoxop 30BET cobaKy U MAET C HElM OT APOBAHOIO
cKnaga... Tonna xoxo4eT Hag XPIOKUHbIM.

khameleon_ru_en

“H’'m, help me on with my overcoat, Yeldyrin, my
lad ... the wind’s getting up.... | am cold.... You take
it to the General’s, and inquire there. Say | found it
and sent it. And tell them not to let it out into the
street.... It may be a valuable dog, and if every
swine goes sticking a cigar in its mouth, it will soon
be ruined. A dog is a delicate animal.... And you put
your hand down, you blockhead. It’s no use your
displaying your fool of a finger. It’s your own
fault....”

“Here comes the General’s cook, ask him.... Hi,
Prohor! Come here, my dear man! Look at this
dog.... Is it one of yours?”

“What an idea! We have never had one like that!”

“There’s no need to waste time asking,” says
Otchumyelov. “It’s a stray dog! There’s no need to
waste time talking about it.... Since he says it’s a
stray dog, a stray dog it is.... It must be destroyed,
that’s all about it.”

“It is not our dog,” Prohor goes on. “It belongs to
the General’s brother, who arrived the other day.
Our master does not care for hounds. But his
honour is fond of them....”

“You don’t say his Excellency’s brother is here?
Vladimir Ivanitch?” inquires Otchumyelov, and his
whole face beams with an ecstatic smile. “Well, |
never! And | didn’t know! Has he come on a visit?”

(lYeS ‘Il

“Well, | never.... He couldn’t stay away from his
brother.... And there | didn’t know! So this is his
honour’s dog? Delighted to hear it.... Take it. It’s not
a bad pup.... A lively creature.... Snapped at this
fellow’s finger! Ha-ha-ha.... Come, why are you
shivering? Rrr.... Rrrr.... The rogue’s angry ... a nice
little pup.”

Prohor calls the dog, and walks away from the
timber-yard with her. The crowd laughs at Hryukin.
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— A ewé pobepycb go Tebal — rposut emy  “I'll make you smart yet!” Otchumyelov threatens
Ouymenos u, 3anaxmBasncb B WUMHeNb, NnpogonxaeT  him, and wrapping himself in his greatcoat, goes on
CBOW NyTb No 6asapHoi naowaam. his way across the square.
1884 1844

about:blank 718



6/10/24, 5:10 p.m.

about:blank

—u/iBilinguator

BonbLw KHir-6iniHre Ha bilinguator.com
More bilingual books on bilinguator.com

Wiecej dwujezycznych ksigzek na bilinguator.com

Bonblue KHUr-6UANHTIB Ha bilinguator.com
Binbwe KHUr-6iniHre Ha bilinguator.com

2024

khameleon_ru_en

8/8


https://bilinguator.com/
https://bilinguator.com/
https://bilinguator.com/
https://bilinguator.com/
https://bilinguator.com/
https://bilinguator.com/

