
УДК 811.111-31(075)

ББК 81.2Англ-93

 Д40

Дизайн обложки Е.Д. Ферез 

 Джером, К. Джером.

Трое в лодке, не считая собаки = Three Men in a 

Boat (To Say Nothing of the Dog) /Дж. К. Джером; 

адаптация текста, коммент. С.А. Матвеева.  — 

Москва: Издательство АСТ, 2024.  — 320 с.  — 

(Читаем на английском без проблем). 

ISBN 978-5-17-164572-4

Джером Клапка Джером — талантливый английский пи-
сатель-сатирик, юморист и драматург. Несмотря на то, что 
долгие годы его не хотели признавать, он добился своего. В 
1885 году к нему пришел успех после публикации юмористи-
ческой новеллы «На сцене и за сценой».

«Трое в лодке, не считая собаки» — это веселая история 
о трех английских джентльменах, отправляющихся в путе-
шествие по реке Темзе на небольшой лодке. Джордж, Гаррис 
и Джей решают взять перерыв от своих обыденных забот и 
отправиться на природу. Однако, то, что начинается как спо-
койное и расслабляющее путешествие, быстро превращается 
в комическую сагу полную неожиданных ситуаций и юмора.

Текст произведения снабжен грамматическим коммента-
рием и словарем. Благодаря этому книга подойдет для всех, 
кто изучает английский язык.  

УДК 811.111-31(075)
ББК 81.2Англ-93

Д40

ISBN 978-5-17-164572-4

© Матвеев С.А., адаптация тек-

ста, комментарии

© ООО «Издательство АСТ», 2024



Jerome К. Jerome

THREE MEN  

IN A BOAT 

(TO SAY NOTHING 

OF THE DOG) 





5

CHAPTER I

There were four of us  — George, 

and William Samuel Harris1, and my­

self, and Montmorency2. We were sit­

ting in my room, smoking, and talking 

about how bad we were  — bad from 

a medical point of view, of course.

We were all feeling bad, and we 

were quite nervous about it. Harris 

said he had such a very bad headache 

that he hardly knew what he was do­

ing. And then George said that he had 

a headache too. As for me, it was my 

liver that was out of order. I read 

1 William Samuel Harris  — Уиль­
ям Сэмюэль Гаррис

2 Montmorency  — Монморанси
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about the various symptoms of a sick 

liver in a circular that offered liver­

pills. I had them all.

It is a most extraordinary thing, 

but when I read a medicine advertise­

ment I usually come to the conclusion 

that I am suffering from the disease 

that was described.

One day I went to the British Mu­

seum to read about hay fever1, I 

fancy I had it2. I took the book, and 

read all I needed; and then I idly turned 

the leaves, and began to study dis­

eases, generally. Immediately I under­

stood that I had some fearful, devas­

tating illness.

I sat for a while, frozen with hor­

ror; and then, in despair, I again turned 

over the pages. I came to typhoid fe­

ver3  — read the symptoms  — discov­

ered that I had typhoid fever, must 

1 hay fever  — сенная лихорадка
2 I fancy I had it.  — Думаю, что она у 

меня была.
3 typhoid fever  — брюшной тиф
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have had it for months without know­

ing it  — wondered what else I had 

got; turned up St. Vitus’s Dance1  — 

found, as I expected, that I had that 

too,  — and so started alphabetically. 

I had every malady they wrote about! 

The only malady I had not got was 

housemaid’s knee2.

I felt rather hurt about this at first. 

Why hadn’t I got housemaid’s knee? 

After a while, however, I reflected that 

I had every other known malady in the 

pharmacology, and I grew less selfish, 

and determined to do without house­

maid’s knee.

There were no more diseases after 

zymosis3, so I concluded there was 

nothing else the matter with me4.

1 St. Vitus’s Dance  — пляска святого 

Витта
2 housemaid’s knee  — воспаление сумки 

надколенника
3 zymosis  — инфекция
4 there was nothing else the matter with 

me  — больше мне уж ничто не угрожает
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I thought what an interesting case 

I must be from a medical point of 

view! Students would have no need to 

‘walk the hospitals’, if they had me. 

I was a hospital in myself. All they 

need do would be to walk round me, 

and, after that, take their diploma.

Then I wondered how long I had 

to live. I tried to examine myself. I 

felt my pulse. I could not at first 

feel any pulse at all. Then, all of a 

sudden, it seemed to start off1. I 

pulled out my watch. I made it a 

hundred and forty­seven to the min­

ute. I tried to feel my heart. I could 

not feel my heart. It had stopped 

beating. I could not feel or hear 

anything. I had walked into that 

reading­room a happy, healthy man. 

I crawled out a decrepit wreck2.

I went to my doctor. He is an old 

friend of mine, and feels my pulse, 

1 it seemed to start off  — казалось, что 

он появился
2 a decrepit wreck  — жалкая развалина
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and looks at my tongue, and talks 

about the weather. “What a doctor 

wants,” I said, “is practice. He shall 

have me.” So he said:

“Well, what’s the matter with you?”

I said:

“I will not take up your time with 

telling you what is the matter with 

me. But I will tell you what is not the 

matter with me. I have not got house­

maid’s knee. Why I have not got 

housemaid’s knee, I cannot tell you; 

but the fact remains that I have not 

got it. Everything else, however, I have 

got.”

Then he examined me, and then he 

hit me over the chest when I wasn’t 

expecting it. After that, he sat down 

and wrote out a prescription, and 

folded it up and gave it me, and I put 

it in my pocket and went out.

I did not open it. I took it to the 

nearest chemist’s1, and handed it in. 

1 chemist’s  — аптека
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The man read it, and then handed it 

back.

I read the prescription. It said:

“1 lb.1 beefsteak, with 1 pt.2 bitter 

beer every 6 hours.

1 ten-mile walk every morning.

1 bed at 11 sharp every night.”

I followed the directions, with the 

happy result — my life was saved, and 

is still going on.

But going back to the liver­pill cir­

cular, I had the symptoms, beyond all 

mistake, the chief among them being 

‘a general disinclination to work of 

any kind3’.

What I suffer in that way no tongue 

can tell4. From my earliest infancy I 

have been a martyr to it. As a boy, 

1 1 lb.  — 1 фунт
2 1 pt.  — 1 пинта
3 a general disinclination to work of any 

kind  — общее отвращение к любому труду
4 no tongue can tell  — невозможно опи­

сать
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the disease hardly ever left me for a 

day. My family did not know, then, 

that it was my liver. Medical science 

was in a far less advanced state than 

now, and they thought it was laziness.

“Are you still sleeping,” they would 

say, “get up and do something for your 

living, can’t you?” — not knowing, of 

course, that I was ill.

We sat there for half­an­hour, de­

scribing to each other our maladies. 

I explained to George and William 

Harris how I felt when I got up in 

the morning, and William Harris told 

us how he felt when he went to bed; 

and George told us how he felt in the 

night.

Suddenly, Mrs. Poppets1 knocked at 

the door to know if we were ready for 

supper. We smiled sadly, and decided 

to eat a little.

I seemed to take no interest in my 

food  — an unusual thing for me  — 

and I didn’t want any cheese.

1 Mrs. Poppets  — миссис Поппитс



We refilled our glasses, lit our pipes, 

and resumed the discussion upon our 

state of health.

“What we want is rest,” said Har­

ris.

“Rest and a complete change,” said 

George. “The overstrain upon our 

brains has produced a general depres­

sion. Changes and absence of the ne­

cessity for thought will restore the 

mental equilibrium.”

“If you want rest and change,” said 

Harris, “let’s make a sea trip.”

I objected to the sea trip strongly. 

I was afraid for George. George said 

that he felt sure we should both be 

ill.

It is a curious fact, but nobody 

ever is seasick — on land. At sea, you 

come across1 plenty of people very 

bad indeed, whole boat of them; but 

I never met a man yet, on land, who 

had ever known at all what it was to 

be sea­sick.

1 you come across  — вы встречаете
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For myself1, I have discovered an 

excellent preventive against sea­

sickness, in balancing myself. You 

stand in the centre of the deck, and 

you move your body about, so as to 

keep it always straight. When the 

front of the ship rises, you lean 

forward, till the deck almost touch­

es your nose; and when its back end 

gets up, you lean backwards. This 

is all very well for an hour or two; 

but you can’t balance yourself for a 

week.

George said:

“Let’s go up the river.”

He said we should have fresh air, 

exercise and quiet; and the hard work 

would give us a good appetite, and 

make us sleep well.

Harris said he didn’t think George 

ought to do anything that would make 

him sleepier than he always was, as it 

might be dangerous. He might just as 

1 for myself  — что касается меня



well be dead, and so save his board 

and lodging1.

Harris and I both said it was a good 

idea of George’s. The only one who 

was not struck with the suggestion 

was Montmorency.

“It’s all very well for you fellows,” 

he says; “you like it, but I don’t. 

There’s nothing for me to do. If you 

ask me, I call the whole thing foolish­

ness.”

We were three to one2, however.

1 save his board and lodging  — сэконо­

мить на его еде и жилье
2 three to one  — трое против одного
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CHAPTER II

We pulled out the maps, and dis­

cussed plans. We arranged to start on 

the following Saturday from Kingston1. 

Harris and I would go down in the 

morning, and take the boat up to 

Chertsey2, and George would meet us 

there.

Should we ‘camp out’ or sleep at 

inns?

George and I were for camping out. 

We said it would be so wild and free, 

so patriarchal.

Harris said:

“How about when it rained?”

1 Kingston  — Кингстон
2 Chertsey  — Чертси



Camping out in rainy weather is not 

pleasant. We therefore decided that we 

would sleep out on fine nights; and in 

hotels and inns, like respectable folks, 

when it was wet. Montmorency approved 

this compromise. To look at Mont­

morency you would imagine that he was 

an angel sent upon the earth, for some 

reason in the shape of a small fox­

terrier. When first he came to live with 

me, I never thought I should be able to 

have him long. I used to sit down and 

look at him, and think: “Oh, that dog 

will never live.” But I was wrong.
To hang about a stable, and collect 

a gang of the most disreputable dogs1 
to be found in the town, and lead them 
out to fight other disreputable dogs, 
is Montmorency’s idea of ‘life’.

Harris proposed that we should go 
out and get a drop of good Irish whiskey.

George said he felt thirsty (I never 
knew George when he didn’t); and we 
put on our hats and went out.

1 the most disreputable dogs  — собаки, 

пользующиеся самой дурной славой


