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Hoporue npy3bs!

Kak u3BecTHO, JTy4lIMid CrIOCO0 YYUTh UHOCTPAHHBIN
SI3BIK — 3TO YMTaTh XyIOXECTBeHHYIO juTepatypy. Ho
YTEHUE JOJDKHO ObITh HE TOJIBKO ITOJIE3HBIM, HO U YB-
JiekareabHbIM. [103TOMY MBI OTOOpanu s Bac Jydllue
MpOU3BEAEHUSI MUPOBOI JUTepaTypbl. B KHUrax cepuu
Bilingua BbI HaiigéTe amanTUpPOBAHHbIE TEKCThl MPOU3-
BEICHUI HA aHIVIMKACKOM $3bIKE C MapaUIeJIbHbIM IIepe-
BOJIOM Ha pyccKuil. B momoiHeHMe K TeKCTaM JaroTcCs
yIIpaXXHEHUsI Ha TIOHMMAaHUe TPOYMTAaHHOIO ¢ OTBETaMU
1 aHIJIO-PYCCKUI CJI0Bapb, B KOTOPOM Bbl MOXKETE YTOU-
HUTb 3HaU€HHE KOHKPETHOTO CJIOBA.

Bce aHmmMiickre TeKCThl 03ByY€Hbl HOCUTEISIMU S13bI-
Ka ¥ COBEPILIEHHO Oecnaamuo JOCTYMHbI 1151 TPOCTYILIM -
BaHUS Ha opuumaabHoM caiite nsgareabcTBa ACT. Uro-
ObI BOCIOJIb30BATbCS OECILIAaTHBIM ayAMONPUIOXEHUEM,
HEO0OXOIUMO:

- 3aperucTpupoBaTbcsl B pasjaene <«YuranbHs» Ha
odunMaabHOM caiite uznareibctBa ACT
(https://ast.ru/reading-room/),

- TIEpEeTH B KaTaJIOT «AyIOMaTepUAITbI»,

- BbBIOpaTh HY>KHBIN ayIUOKYpC.

ITocne aTOro Bbl CMOXETE COBEPLIEHHO OecrIaTHO
MPOCJIYIIMBaTh ayAUOIPUIOXKEHUE OHJIAlH UJIM cKayaTh
Ha CBOE YCTPOMCTBO M MCIIOJIb30BaTh 0€3 MOAKIIOUEHUS
K MHTEpHETY.

XKenaem ycriexos!



A MAN OF HABIT

Jerome K. Jerome

1. Smoking and drinking

here were three of us in the smoke-room of the

ship — me, my very good friend, and, in the
opposite corner, a shy man, the editor, as we knew
out later, of a New York Sunday paper.

My friend and I were talking about habits, good
and bad.

“After the first few months,” my friend said, “it is

as easy to be a saint as to be a sinner; it becomes
a habit.”

“I know,” T interrupted, “it is as easy to jump out
of bed early in the morning as to say ‘All Right, and
turn over for another five minutes of sleep, when you
have got the habit. Not to swear is as easy as to
swear, if you make a custom of it. A piece of bread
and water is as delicious as champagne, when you
got used to its taste. It is only a question of making
your choice and getting used it.”



PAB ITPUBbIYKU

Zcepom K. /Incepom

1. KypeHue u BbINIHUBKa

Hac ObUTO TpPOe B KypHWJIbHE KOpaOJis: 5, MOM O4YeHb
XOpOILIUMN JAPYT Y, B IPOTHUBOIOJIOXKHOM YTy, 3a-
CTEHYMBBI 4YeJIOBEeK, KaK MbI BIIOCIEACTBUU Yy3HAJIH,
u3ZiaTesb OAHOU HbIO-MOPKCKOW BOCKPECHOU TIa3eThl.

Moii Apyr 1 4 TOBOPWJIN O IIPUBBIYKAX, XOPOIIMUX
U IVIOXHUX.

— Tlocie IIEPBBIX HECKOJIBKHUX MECALIEB, — CKa3aJj
MO APpyT, — OBITH CBATBHIM CTOJIb YK€ JIETKO, KaK U Irpemni-
HHWKOM; 3TO CTAaHOBHTCA HpI/IBbI‘IKOP'I.

— £ 3Haro, — mpepBai A, — CTOJIb Ke JIETKO PaHO
YTPOM BBIIIPBITHYTh U3 KPOBATH, KaK U CKa3aTh «XOpO-
II0» M MepPeBEepHYTHCA, YTOOBI MOCHATh ellé NATh MHU-
HYT, €CJIM Y Bac ecTb K 3TOMYy IIpuBBIUKaA. He pyrarbca
CTOJIb K€ JIETKO, KaK U pyraThCs, €CIM BaM 3TO IPUBbIY-
HO. Kycok xsyieba ¢ BozIo¥ CTOJIb K€ BOCXUTUTETbHBI, KaK
Y IIaMIIaHCKOEe, €CIY BBl IIPUBBIKJIUA K €ro BKyCy. JTO
IIPOCTO BOIIPOC BBIOOpA U IPUBBIKAHUA.



,sé%ii’?ﬁ.%, A Man of Habit

He agreed with me.

“Now take one of my cigars,” he said, pushing his
open cigar case to me.

“Thank you,” I replied quickly, “I'm not smoking
during this trip.”

“Don’t be afraid,” he answered, “It was just an
argument. One of these cigars would make you ill
for a week.”

I agreed.

“Very well,” he continued. “As you know, I smoke
them all day long, and enjoy them. Why? Because
that is my habit. Many years ago, when I was a
young man, I smoked very expensive Havanas. It was
necessary for me to buy cheaper tobacco. I was living
in Belgium and one friend showed me these. I don’t
know what they are made of — probably cabbage
leaves soaked in guano; they tasted to me like that
at first — but they were cheap, they cost me three a
penny. I decided to like them, and started with one
a day. It was terrible work, I admit, but as I said
to myself, nothing could be worse than the Havanas
themselves in the beginning. Before the end of the
month I could think of them without disgust, at the
end of second I could smoke them without discomfort.
Now I prefer them to any other brand on the market.”
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Pab mpUBBIYKH

OH comiacwicd CO MHOM.

— A BOT BO3bMUTE OIHY U3 MOHUX CUTAp, — CKa3asl
OH, ITIOZHOCA MHE CBOM OTKPBITBIN OPTCUTAP.

— Cnacubo, — ObICTPO OTBETHUI 51, — 5 He KYPIO BO
BpeMsI 3TOTO Iy TelleCTBUS.

— He 6otiTech, — OTBETWI OH, — 3TO IIPOCTO aAPTy-
MeHT. OZiHa M3 3TUX CUTap JIUIIWIA ObI Bac 3[0POBbS HA
I[eJTyI0 HeZIeJTto.

A cormacuncs.

— OueHb XOpOILIO, — IIPOAO/KaI OH. — Kak BB
3HaeTe, A Kyplo UX LeJbli JeHb U HacJlaXJalch UMHU.
[Toyemy? [IoCcKONBKY TakOBa MOs IIPUBBLIYKA. MHOI0 IeT
Hasa/, KoTZa s1 ObUT MOJIOABIM, 1 KYPWI OYeHb J0porue
raBaHckue curapbl. MHe O6bUIO HEOOXOAVMO IMOKYIATh
bonee meméBbiii Tabak. S kw1 B Bexbrum, u ofUH I0-
Kasajl MHe 3TU curapsl. fl He 3Har0, U3 4Yero OHU cJea-
Hbl — BE€POATHO, JIUCThsA KaIlyCThbl, BLIMOYEHHBIE B I10-
MeTe; [IOHaYa/ly OHM IIOKa3a/IMCh MHE Ha BKYC TAKUMU,
HO OHM OBLTH J€UIeBbl M OOOILINCh MHE B OJVH IIeHHU
3a TPHU WITYKU. fI pemI mosoObUTh UX U Hadal KypUTh
TI0 OZIHOH B ZieHb. DTO ObUIA y:KacHas paboTa, J0MycKato,
HO, KaK f ckasayl cebe, HUYTO He MOIVIO OBITH XyKe,
YyeM raBaHCKMUe CUrapbl B CaMOM Hadase. Y>Ke K KOHILY
IepBOro Mecslla s MOT' [yMaTh O HUX 6e3 oTBpalleHus,
a K KOHIy BTOPOro A MOI' KYpUTb UX, HE UCIIBITHIBAA



,sé%ii’?ﬁ.%, A Man of Habit

He leant back and puffed great clouds into the
air, filled the small room with a terrible smell.

“Then again,” he continued after a pause, “Take
my wine. No, you don’t like it” (My face betrayed
me.) “Nobody does, no one I have ever met. Three
years ago, when I lived in Hammersmith, we caught
two thieves with it. They opened the cupboard, and
drank five bottles of it. A policeman found them later,
sitting on a doorstep a hundred yards from my house.
They were too ill and went to the police station like
lambs, because he promised to send the doctor to
them the moment they were safe in the cells. Since
then I leave a bottle on the table every night.

Well, I like that wine. I drink several glasses,
and I feel like 'm a new man. I took it for the
same reason that I took the cigars — it was cheap.
It is sent from Geneva, and it costs me six shillings
a dozen of bottles. How they do it I don’t know. I
dont want to know.”



Pab mpuBBIYKH

Heyzo0cTB. Teleph 51 MPeAIIOYNTAI0 WX JIIOOOU ApyroH
MapKe Ha pbIHKe.

OH OTKJIOHWICSA Haszaj, U CTajJ IIyCKaTb B BO3AYX
6osbiTre obJ1aKa bIMa, HallOJTHUB MaJIEeHbKYIO KOMHA-
Ty Y?KaCHBIM 3aIIaXxOM.

— OnATh-TaKu, — MPOAO/KII OH TIOCJIE Tay3bl, —
monpoOyiite Moero BuHa. O, BaM OHO He HPaBUTCH.
(Moé nuito MeHs BbiZasio.) HUKOMY OHO He HpaBUTCA,
s HYA pasy He BCTpevasl TaKoro 4yesoBeka. Tpu rojia Ha-
3ajl, KOTZIa f JKWI B XaMMepPCMUTE, MbI IOMMaJU C €r0
IIOMOIIIBIO IBYX BOPOB. OHU OTKPBUTH OYPET U BBHITHIN
IATh OYTBUIOK 3TOTO BUHA. [TOHIEHCKUI TT033Ke 0OHa-
PY)KWI UX CUJANIMMU Ha KPbUIbIIE HAa PaCCTOSHUU CTa
SIPAIOB OT MOero foMa. VM 6bUTO 0Y€eHb TUIOXO0, ¥ OHH OT-
MIPaBWIKCh B MOJUIENCKUN YIaCTOK, KaK ATHATA, ITOTO-
My 4TO OH 06elaj MpucaaTh Bpada, KOrZia OHU OKaXyT-
cs1 B kaMepax. C Tex Mop g KaXXAyl0 HOYb OCTaBJIAIO Ha
cToJie OYTBhUIKY.

YTo X, MHE HPABUTCA 3TO BUHO. f BBINIWBAKO He-
CKOJIbKO CTaKaHOB — U YYBCTBYIO cebs1 0OHOBIEHHBIM.
§1 6pas ero mo TOH ke caMo¥ MPUYUHE, YTO U CUTAPHI:
OHO ObLIO AeéBbIM. Ero npuckriatoT 13 YKeHeBbI, ¥ OHO
00XOZIMTCA MHE B IIECTh IIM/UTMHTOB 34 AI0XKUHY OYThI-
JoK. He 3Hato, kak OHU ero fenarorT. /la ¥ He Xo4y 3HaThb.



,sé@_i??ﬁ%, A Man of Habit

2. Falling asleep

C(Iknew one man,” my friend continued, “All day
long his wife talked to him, or at him, or of him,
and at night he fell asleep to the rising and falling
rhythm of what she thought about him. At last she
died, and his friends congratulated him, they thought
that now he would enjoy peace. But it was the peace
of the desert, and the man did not enjoy it. For
twenty-two years her voice had filled the house, pen-
etrated through the conservatory, and floated into the
garden.

The place was no longer home to him. He missed
the fresh morning insult, the long winter evening’s re-
proaches beside the fire. At night he could not sleep.
For hours he would lie without sleep.

‘Ah?" he cried to himself, ‘it is the old story,
we never know the value of a thing until we
lose it” He grew ill. The doctors gave him tons
of sleeping pills, but all in vain. At last they told
him that his life depended on finding another
wife.

There were plenty of wives of the type he wanted
in the neighbourhood, but the unmarried women were
not experienced, and his health was so bad that he
did not have the time to train them.
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Pa0 NPUBHIYKH a0,
VB2
2. 3acsImanue
HBHaJI OZIHOTO dYeJIOBeKa, — IIPOJO/IKAT MOM
JpyT, — IeJblii JeHb C HUM TOBOPHJIA €ro

’KeHa, OHa WM pyraja ero, Wim o0CyXzJaja ero,
Y HOYBIO OH 3acChillajl IO, HelpeKpalalouica pUTM
TOrO, YTO OHAa O HEM AyMmaeT. HakoHell, oHa ymepia,
U py3bs TIO3PAaBJSAIM €ro, OHU AyMaj, 4TO Telepb
OH OyzeT Hacjakzaarbcsi MHUpoM. Ho 3To ObLT MUP
MyCTBIHU, W TOT YeJIOBEK He MOI' UM HaCTaXJaThCH.
B TeyeHue aABaAllaTH ABYyX JieT €€ T0JIOC HATIOTHA
JIOM, TIPOHUKaJ B KOHCEPBATOPUIO W JIETaJ IO Cafy.

Ter[epb 9TO MecTO 60JIbllle He OBLIO €T0 aoMmoMm. OH
CKy4aJI 110 YTp€HHHUM HaCMEIIKaM, I10 ynpéKaM B A0JITHE
3MUMHHE B€YE€pa OKOJIO OI'HA. Houblo OH He MOT CIIaTh.
Yacamu OH Jiexxast 6e3 cHa.

— Ax! — mmakan oH, — 3TO cTapas UCTOpPUsA, MBI
HUKOI7ZIa He LIEeHUM Bell[y, II0Ka He II0TepsAeM UX.

Ox 3a6osesn. Bpauu faBasu eMy TOHHBI CHOTBOPHO-
ro, HO BCcé O6bUIO HanpacHo. HakoHell OHU cKa3aiu emy,
YTO €ro >KU3Hb 3aBUCUT OT TOT'O, CMOXKET JIU OH HaWTU

JPYTYIO JKEHY.

B okpyre 6bUIO MHOTO JK€H TOT'O TUIIA, KOTOPBIA OH
XOTeJI, HO He3aMy>XHUe JlaMbl He MMeJU OIbITa, a ero
3/10pOBbe ObLIO HACTOJBKO IIOXO, YTO y HETO He OBLIO
BpeMeHU o0yJaTh UX.

11



,sé%ii’?ﬁ.%, A Man of Habit

Fortunately, a man died nearby, talked to death
by his wife. He called her the day after the funeral
and in six months he won her heart.

But she was a poor substitute.

From his favourite seat at the bottom of the gar-
den he could not hear her at all, so he brought his
chair into the conservatory. It was all right for him
there while she continued to abuse him; but every
time he got comfortably settled down with his pipe
and his newspaper, she suddenly stopped.

He dropped his paper and sat listening, with a
troubled expression.

‘Are you there, dear?” he called out after a while.

‘Yes, I'm here. Why do you think I am not, you
old fool?’ she cried back in a tired voice.

His face brightened at the sound of her words.
‘Go on, dear, he answered. Tm listening. I like to
hear you talk’

But the poor woman was too exhausted.

12



Pab mpuBBIYKH

K cuyacTblo, mobIM30CTH yMep OAUH 4YeOBEK, KO-
TOPOTO JKeHa 3aropopwia 0 cMepTy. OH MO3HAKOMUJI-
cs1 ¢ HEW Ha CJIeAYIONIM IeHb TI0C/Ie TTOXOPOH U Yyepe3
IIECTh MECSIEB MTOKOPWII €€ CepATIe.

Ho ouHa 6bU1a IUI0X0# 3aMEHOM.

OH He MOT e€ CJIBIIATH CO CBOETO JIIOOMMOro MecTa
B cajly, IO3TOMY OH IIPMHEC CBOU CTYJ B KOHCEPBATO-
puto. [Toka oHa MpooKaa pyrarhb ero, Bcé ObLIO B ITO-
pAZKe, HO KaXK/JbIM pa3, KorZla OH YyZOOHO yCakKUBaJICA
¢ TpyOKO#1 U ra3eToi, OHa BHE3AITHO OCTAaHABIMBAIACh.

OH oTOpachBal ra3eTy U CUZes, MPUCTYIINBAACS,
¢ 06eCITIOKOeHHBIM BhIPQ)KEHUEM.

— Tel TYT, Aoporasg? — 4Yepe3 HEKOTOPOE BpeMsd
KpUYaJs OH.

— /Jla, a 3zech. [loyeMy THI Agymaellb, 4TO MeHA
3/leCb HET, CTapbli AypeHb? — KpH4aja OHa eMy yCTa-
JIBIM TI'OJIOCOM.

ITpu 3ByKe e€ rosioca ero JIMIO IIPOACHAIOCH.

— TIlpogomxaii, goporas, — oTBe4asn oH. — f ciy-

mato. MHe HpaBUTCA CJIyIIaThb, KaK Thl TOBOPHIIIb.

Ho 6exHaq xeHIyHa ObUIa CIUIIKOM M3MOTaHa.

13



,sé@_i??ﬁ%, A Man of Habit

At night did her best, but it was a weak perfor-
mance. After insulting him for three-quarters of an
hour, she laid back on the pillow, and wanted to go
to sleep. But he shook her gently by the shoulder.

‘Yes, dear, he said, ‘you were speaking about Jane,
and the way I looked at her during the lunch’

“It’s very strange,” concluded my friend, lighting a
fresh cigar, “what men of habit we are.”

The shy man in the corner said: “I can tell you
a true story and I bet a dollar you won't believe it.”

“I havent got a dollar, but Tll bet you half a
sovereign,” replied my friend.

So the shy man told his story.

3. The editor’s story

¢CT'm going to tell you about a man from Jeffer-

son,” he began. “He was born in the town, and
for forty-seven years he never slept a night outside
it. He was a respectable man — a merchant from
nine to four, and a religious man in his free time.
He said that a good life meant good habits. He got

14



Pab mpuBBIYKH

Houbio OHa IIpwiaaraja BCE yCWIHNA, HO 3TO OBLIO
JKaJIKOE IIpeACTaB/JIC€HUE. HopyraB €ro B T€U€HHME COPOKa
AT MUHYT, OHAa OTKH/JAbIBA/IaCh Ha IMOAYIIKY M XOT€EJia
craTbh. Ho OH HeXXHO TpAC eé 3a 1Ieyo.

— Jla, poporas, — TOBOPWI OH, — TBI FOBOpHWJIA
o /KeWH U 0 TOM, KaK s CMOTPeJT Ha Heé€ Bo BpeMs obezia.

— YAUBUTENBbHO, — 3aKJIIOYMI MOU JIpYT, 3aXKUras
HOBYIO CUT'apy, — KaKue Mbl Bce paObl IPUBBIYKU.

3acTeHYMBbIHN Ye/IOBEK B yriay CKa3aJgu:
— 4 MOry pacCKa3aTb BaM OZHY IIpaBAWBYIO HCTO-
pHIO U CTABJIIO AOJLIAP, YTO BbL el He IMOBEPUTE.

— VY MeHd HeT fo/apa, HO A IIOCTaBJII0 IIOJIOBUHY
COBepeHa, — OTBETWJI MOU JIpYT.

V1 BOT 3acTeHYMBBIH Yesll0BeK pacckas3as CBOIO UCTO-
pHIO.

3. Paccka3 uspgareus

Hco61x1parocr> pacckasaTb BaM O 4eJlOBeKe W3
xebdepcona, — Havan oH. — OH poawuicsa
B ropoZie U B TeUeHHe COpPOKAa CeMU JieT HU OfHON HOYU
He TIpocnasl 3a 4yepToil 3Toro ropozga. OH ObUT yBaka-
€MBbIM TOCIIOZIMHOM: TOPIOBILEM C JIEBATH [0 YeTHIPEX
¥ HaOOXXHBIM YEeJIOBEKOM B CBOE CBOOOZHOE BpeMs.
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,sé%ii’?ﬁ.%, A Man of Habit

up at seven, had family prayer at seven-thirty, had
breakfast at eight, got to his business at nine, had
his horse brought to the office at four, and rode
for an hour, reached home at five, had a bath and
a cup of tea, played with children and read to them
till half-past six, dressed and dined at seven, went
to the club and played whist till quarter after ten,
returned home to evening prayer at ten-thirty, and
went to bed at eleven. For twenty-five years he lived
that life without any variations. He was used by the
local astronomers to check the sun.

One day his business partner in London, an East
Indian merchant and an ex-Lord Mayor died, and our
man was his only heir. The business was complicated
and needed management. He decided to leave his son
by his first wife, a young man of twenty-four, as a
manager of his business at Jefferson, and to go with
his second family in England, to look after the East
Indian business.

He set out from Jefferson City on October the
fourth, and arrived in London on the seventeenth.
He was ill during the whole trip. After several days
in bed he announced his decision to go into the City
to see to his business.
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