VIK 811.111(075)
BBK 81.2Auri-9
C50

Husaits 06s0:xKHu A. 3akonaiiko

CMmemrHbIe pacckasbl / MOATOTOBKA TEKCTAa U CJIOBaph

C50 C. A. MatBeeBa, B. B. Tl'aunenko, O. H. IIpoxodneBoii;

JeKcuKo-rpaMmm. KoMM. [[. A. IrymenkoBoii. — Mocksa :

Wsnarenascreo ACT, 2020. — 320 c. — (Yuum auriIuiicKkuii,
gyuTasg KJIACCUKY).

ISBN 978-5-17-120033-6

Jlyumnii criocod yIUTh NHOCTPAHHBIN A3BIK — 9TO YUTATh XYHOXKe-
CTBEHHOE IIPOUM3BeJeHNe, IOCTEIIeHHO OBJIaeBas JeKCUKOM U rpaMm-
MaTUKOM.

IIpenymaraem yIuTh aHTTIUHCKUI A3BIK BMECTE C IOMOPUCTHYECKIMU
pacckaszamu [:xepoma K. I»xepoma, Mapka Tsena, I'ekropa Maupo.
AnanTupoBaHHBIN TEKCT IPOU3BEIEHUI CHAGKEH TOAPOOHBIM JIEKCH-
KO-TPaMMaTUYEeCKUM KOMMEHTAPYeM, PACIIOTIOKEHHBIM Ha ITOJIAX U CO-
JePsKalliM CChLIKI HA COOTBETCTBYIOIIee IPaBIIIO rpaMMaTuru. OoseM
TpaMMaTHYECKOI0 CIIPABOYHUKA, CIEAYIOIIEro cpasy 3a paccKasamu,
COOTBETCTBYET YPOBHIO BBIIIIE CPEAHEr0, I09TOMY MM MOKHO YCIIEIIHO
TIOJIb30BATHCA U B JaTbHEHIIEM.

B KOHIle KHUTU IIOMEIeH aHIVIO-PYCCKUH CJIOBaph, COAEPIKAaIIUil
JIEKCUKY PACCKa30B.

Wsnanme npegHasHavueHO [JJId BCeX, KTO HAUAJ U IIPOJOJIIKAET YINUTH
QHTJINICKUI A3BIK, KTO CTPEMUTCS YUTATh KHUT'Y HA QHIVIUIICKOM.

YIK 811.111(075)
BBK 81.2Aura-9

ISBN 978-5-17-120033-6 © 000 «H3pateascreo ACT», 2020



A Man of Habit

Jerome K. Jerome

1. Smoking and drinking

There 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 learned lat-
er, 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,” I 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 cham-
pagne, when you got used to its taste.
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1. Smoking and drinking
! noro-iliopkckas éoc-
KpecHas eazema.
31ech Mbl BUIUM THU-
MAYHOE JUIST aHTJIU -
CKOTO sI3bIKa CJIOBOCO-
yetaHue. Yaiie Bcero
OHO COCTOUT M3 IBYX
CYILECTBUTELHBIX 0€3
KaKUX-JI TIPEIJIOTOB,
MepBOE U3 KOTOPBIX
SIBJISIETCSI OTIpeaee-
HHEM KO BTOPOMY, CP.
stone wall — kamen-
Has cmena, university
library — 6ubauomexa
yHuseepcumema. B co-
YyeTaHUs 3TOTO TUIIA
MOXET BXOIUTh HE
TOJIBKO JIBa, HO TaKXe
TPHU, KaK 3/1eCh, U JaxXe
YeThIpe CYIIECTBU-
TEJIbHBIX, TIPY 3TOM
TJIABHBIM (OTIpeaessi-
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€MBbIM CJIOBOM) Bcerna
SIBJISIETCSI TIOCIIEIHE.,

a TIPeIIIECTBYIOIINE
CJIOBa — OTpeNeeHMs],
cp. south ocean fauna —
@ayHa 103icHbIX 0KEeaHoa,
university library book —
KHUea u3 yHugepcu-
memckoil bubauomexu,
heart trouble treatment
recommendations — pe-
KoMeHOauuu no Ae4eHuio
3abonesanuil cepoya.
Cy1ecTBUTENbHEIC-
OIpeesIeHUs YIIoTpe-
OJISTIOTCS, Yallle BCero,
B €MMHCTBEHHOM YHIC-
Jie, Taxe eciau UMeloT-
csI B BUILy HECKOJIBKO
TIPEIMETOB.

2 Mbt ¢ npusmenem
pazeoeapueaau o npu-
eblMKax

B aToM npeaioxeHuun
ucrnons3yercs Past
Continuous 1s onuca-
HMSI CLIEHBI B ITPOILLTIOM
B HavaJjie TOBECTBOBA-
Hus, cM. ['pammaru-
YEeCKMM CIIPaBOYHUK
(I'C) 39.

3 6bimp ceamvim max
Jce ae2Ko, Kak epeul-
HUKOM

B sTom npennoxeHun
MMeeTCs BBOISIIIEe
TIO/ITIesXatee it v Tof-
Jiexalee, BoIpakeHHOe
WH(MUHUTUBOM 70 be,
cm. I'C 53.
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It is only a question of making your
choice and getting used it.”

He agreed with me.

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

“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 ci-
gars 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 be-
ginning. Before the end of the month I
could think of them without disgust, at

* soaked in guano — BBIMOYEHHBINI B
oMeéTe
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the end of second I could smoke them
without discomfort. Now I prefer them
to any other brand on the market.”

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.) “No-
body does, no one I have ever met.!?
Three years ago, when I lived in Ham-
mersmith, we caught two thieves
with it. They opened the cupboard,
and drank five bottles of it. A police-
man 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, be-
cause 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 sev-
eral glasses, and I feel like I'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 don't want
to know.
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3aeck yrorpeonsiercst
CpaBHUTEJIbHAS KOH-
CTPYKIIUS ds ... s, CM.
rcis.

4 He ckeepHocaoeunto
maxk xce 1e2ko, KaK
CK6epHOCA08UNTD
NHOUHUTUB ¢ OT-
pUuLaHuEM not fo swear
CITYKUT MOMIEKAIIUM
npemnoxenusi, cm. 'C
53.

’ npuosuzas mne om-
Kpbimyto KopoOky ¢
cueapamu.

IMpuyactue HacTosIIIE-
TO BpeMeHU pushing ¢
3aBUCUMBIMU CJIOBAMU
00pa3zyeT NpUYaCTHbIN
000poT, 0603HaYaI0-
LW COITYTCTBYIOIINE
00CTOSTENECTBA, CM.
rcis.

¢ Bo epems 3moii noe3o-
KU 5 He Kypio.

Present Continuous
0003HayaeT BpeMEH-
HYIO CUTYaII1IO, CM.
I'C38.

7 He 6oiica

Cxka3zyeMoe ynoTpeoisi-
eTCs B OTPULIATEILHOMU
¢opmMe MoBeTUTENb-
HOTO HaKJIOHEHMS, CM.
I'C 49.

8 Om oonoti us 3mux cu-
2ap mebe 0bL10 6bl n10X0
Hedearo.

31ech UCIOIb3yeTCs
cocyaraTeIbHoe Ha-
KJIOHEHUeE 1Jis1 060-
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3HAYEHMSI CUTYaALlUU C
Mopa3yMeBaeMbIM yC-
JloBUEM (ecau Obl mul €€
evikypun), cm. I'C 61.

> Mhmue nyxcro 6oL10 no-
Kynamo 6o.1ee deuéentii
maobax.

3nech ynotpebisiercs
KOHCTpYKLUS for +
cywecmeumenvroe/
mecmoumenue + ungu-
Humue ¢ THOUHUTUBOM
to buy B IpeIJIOXKEHUH,
HauMHatoiemcs ¢ It is/
was + IpujiaraTeJibHOe
necessary, cMm. I'C 53.

10 5 wcua 6 beaveuu
Past Continuous 060-
3HaYaeT BPEMEHHYIO
CUTYALIO B IIPOILLIIOM,
cMm. I'C 39.

" u3 wezo ux deaarom
OT0 hopMa cTpa-
JaTeJIbHOTrO 3aj0ra
Present Simple. B BbI-
paxeHuu to make smth
of smth B cTpamateiib-
HOM 3aJiore npeJior of
COXpaHsIeTCs U CTOUT B
KoH1e, cMm. I'C 50.

12" Huxomy ne npasum-
cst. Hu oonomy ueaoge-
Ky, K020 0bl 51 6cmpeuaa.
B nepBom nipenio-
KEHUM BO BpEMEHU
Present Simple BMecTo
rinarona like ynorpe-
OJ1sIeTCs1 BCIIOMOra-
TEJBHBIA [JIAr0JI 3TOTO
BpeMeHU do/does,
KOTOPBIN MHOTIA UC-

2. Falling asleep

’

“I knew one man,” my friend con-
tinued, “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, pene-
trated 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 neighbourhoods®,
but the unmarried women were not
experienced, and his health was so bad
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that he did not have the time to train
them”.

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 bot-
tom of the garden 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 set-
tled down with his pipe'® and his news-
paper, she suddenly stopped.

He dropped his paper and sat lis-
tening!!, 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.
T'm listening. I like to hear you talk.'®

But the poor woman was too ex-
hausted.

At night did her best, but it was
a weak performance. 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.

© © 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 00000000 000000000000 00000000000 00000000000 0000000000000

MOJIb3yeTCsl Kak CI0OBO-
3aMECTUTEIh, YTOOBI
n30eXKaTh TOBTOPEHMSI.
Bo BTOpoM npemioxe-
HUU OTIPEIC/INTELHOE
MPUIATOYHOE TIPe-
noxenue I have ever
met TIOSICHSICT MECTO-
HMEHUE one, TIPUCO-
eIUHSIETCS K TJTABHOMY
MpeITOKEeHUTO 6e3
€0103a U NMepeBOAUTCS
Ha PYCCKUM A3BIK CO
CJIOBOM K020. B HEM
Present Perfect 060-
3HavyaeT JCCTBUE B He-
3aKOHYEHHBII TIEpUO,
(6 meueHue Hcu3HU 2080~
paweeo), cm. I'C 41.

B3 cudawumu na xporio-
ue 6 comue p0oe om
Moez0 doma.
ITpuyactue HacTos1-
LLIETO BPEMEHU Sifting C
3aBUCHUMBIMU CIIOBAMM
o0pa3syeT MpUYacTHbBI|
000pOoT, CayKaIIUi
olpene/icHeM Me-
CTOUMEHUS them, CM.
Icis.

2. Falling asleep

' onu dymaau, umo me-
nepo o Oydem nacaadxc-
dambcs noxkoem.

B npumarouHoMm mpen-
noxenuu Future-in-
the-Past 06o3HauaeT
Oynylee 1eicTBue,
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KOTIa BCsl CUTYallusl B
npouuioM, cMm. ['C 45.

2 3a déaduamo dea 200a
eé 20a0c nponuman oom,
NPOHUK 8 OpaHicepero u
6bIN1bLL 6 Cao.

Past Perfect 060-
3HAYAET JECTBUE,
KOTOPOE ITPOUCXOIVIIO
B T€YeHUE KAKOr0-TO
nepuoaa 10 Apyroro
JIEACTBUS B IIPOILLJIOM
(eé€ cmepmu), cm. I'C 42.
3 ynpéxu doazumu 3um-
HuMuU 6exepamu
evening’s — 3To poopma
IIPUTSKATEIBHOTO
rmazexa CylnieCTBUTEb-
Horo evening, 0003Ha-
YaloIlero BpeMsi, CM.
rc4.

* Yacamu on aexcaa 6e3
CcHa.

I'naron would 0603Ha-
YyaeT MOBTOPSIIOILEECs
JEACTBHE B IPOIILIOM,
cm. I'C 28.

5 e20 wcusnb 3asucena
om mozo, Hailoém au ox
0py2yro JceHy.
Tepynnuii finding yrio-
TpeOIIsieTcs TocIe TIia-
rojia depend ¢ dpukcu-
POBaHHBIM IIPEUIOIOM
on,cMm. I'C 54.

¢ B okpecmnocmsax
0bL10 MHO20 HCEH MO20
muna, Komoputii emy
ObLa HyHCeH

3mech yrnoTpeodseTcst
KOHCTpYKLUA there is/
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'Yes, dear,' he said, 'you were speak-
ing about Jane, and the way I looked
at her during the lunch!3.'

“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 haven't got a dollar, but I'll bet
you half a sovereign,” replied my
friend.

So the shy man told his story.

3. The editor's story

“I’'m going to tell you about a man
from Jefferson,!” 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 mer-
chant from nine to four, and a reli-
gious man in his free time. He said
that a good life meant good habits. He
got 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
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home to evening prayer at ten-thirty,
and went to bed at eleven. For twen-
ty-five years he lived that life without
any variations. He was used by the lo-
cal 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, a young
man of twenty-four, as a manager of
his business at Jefferson, and to go to
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 busi-
ness*.

On the Thursday morning he got
up at one o'clock. His wife told him
she did not disturb him, because she
thought that the sleep was good to
him. He admitted that perhaps it was.
He felt very well, and he got up and
dressed himself. He said he did not
like the idea of beginning his first day
without a prayer®, and his wife agreed
with him. They assembled the serv-
ants and the children in the dining-
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are B Past Simple, cm.
Ircss.

3HaueHue MHO20
nepenaércsi B 3ToM
TIPENJIOKEHU Y BBI-
paxeHueM plenty of,
CUHOHMMUYHBIM BbIpa-
KEHUIO a lot of. Plenty
of MCTIOJTb3yeTCs Kak ¢
HUCYUCISIEMBIMU, TaK

U C HEMCUUCIISIEMBIMU
CYLIECTBUTEIbHBIMU,
cm. I'Ce.
OrnpenenvrebHOe
TPUAATOYHOE MPEIo-
XKeHue he wanted T1osic-
HSIET CYIIECTBUTEbHOE
fype, NIpucoeINHACTCA
K TJIABHOMY TIPEJIo-
JKeHMIo 6e3 coto3a 1
TepeBOIUTCS Ha pyc-
CKUI SI3BIK CO CIIOBOM
Komopulil.

" wmo6bl yuumo ux.

to train — 3T0 UHPUHU-
TUB 1eau, cM. I'C 53.

8 Henodaaéxy ymep
MYNCHUHA, KOMOPO20 00
cMepmu 3a20680puaa e2o
Jcena.

[Mpuuactue nporren-
rero BpemeHu falked ¢
3aBUCUMBIMU CIIOBaMU
0o0pa3zyeT MpUIacTHHIN
000poT, CayKalIui
onpeesieHUEM CyIlie-
CTBUTEJILHOTO Man, CM.
rcie.

° OH coécem He Moe eé
caviuams
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MopanbHbIii T1aroj
could BrIpaxaer cro-
COOHOCTb, (pu3nye-
CKYI0 BO3MOXXHOCTb
ceNIaTh YTO-TO B TIPO-
LIeIIIeM BpeMEeHU, CM.
Irc2s.

10" kaxcowuii pas, kozoa
OH y000OHO ycadcusaacs ¢
mpyo6xoti
OmnpenenurenbHOE
TPUAATOYHOE Mpe.-
JIOXeHue he got
comfortably settled down
with his pipe IOSICHSIET
CYILIECTBUTEJILHOE time,
TIPUCOETUHSIETCS K
[JIAaBHOMY MpeIoXe-
HUIO 0€3 coo3a 1 mepe-
BOJIMTCS Ha PYCCKUI
SI3BIK CO CJIOBOM K020d.
got settled down — 210
dopma cTpagarenbHOTo
3aj1ora (ppa3oBoro ria-
rona settle down B Past
Simple, cm. I'C 50. Dra
¢dopMa obpasyercsi ¢
TOMOIIBIO BCTIOMOTa-
TEJIBHOTO IJiaroja get
BMECTO be, UTO MHOTIA
BCTpeYaeTcs B yCTHOMU
W HEMIPUHYKIEHHOM
peun.

" cudea, npucaymu-
easco

IMpuyactue HacTosI-
LETO BpeMeHMU listening
CITy>KUT 00CTOSITE -
CcTBOM oOpa3za Jeii-
crBus, cM. I'C 15.

10

© © 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 00000000 000000000000 00000000000 00000000000 0000000000000

room, and had family prayer at half-
past one. After that he had breakfast
and set off. He reached the City about
three.

Everyone was surprised by his
late arrival. He explained the circum-
stances to his partners and made ap-
pointments for the next day, which he
planned to start from nine-thirty.

He remained at the office until
late, and then went home. For din-
ner, usually the chief meal of the day,
he could eat only a biscuit and some
fruit. He was strangely uncomfortable
all the evening. He said he supposed
he missed his game of whist, and de-
cided to look for a quiet, respectable
club. At eleven he went to bed, but
could not sleep. He tossed and turned,
and turned and tossed, but grew only
more and more energetic. A little after
midnight he decided to go and wish
the children good-night. The opening
of the door awoke them, and he was
glad. He wrapped them up in the blan-
ket, sat on the edge of the bed, told
them religious stories till one o'clock.

Then he kissed them, told them to
be good and to go to sleep; and found
himself painfully hungry. He went
downstairs, where in the kitchen he
made a meal of cold pie and cucumber.
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He went to bed feeling more peace-
ful®, but still could not sleep, so he lay
thinking about his business affairs till
five, when he fell asleep.

At one o'clock to the minute* he
His wife told him she had
made everything to wake him earlier’,

awoke.
but in vain. The man was irritated.
If he had not been a very good man,
I believe he would have sworn.® The
same repeated as on the Thursday,
and again he reached the City at three.

This situation went on for a month.
The man fought against himself, but
was unable to change himself. Eve-
ry afternoon at one he awoke. Every
night at one he went down into the
kitchen for food. Every morning at
five he fell asleep.”

4. The end of the editor's story

“He could not understand it, no-
body could understand it. His busi-
ness suffered, and his health grew
worse. He seemed to be living upside
down.! His days didn't have a begin-
ning or end, only the middle. There
was no time for exercise or rest. When

* to the minute — MuryTa B MHUHYTY
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12 Mue npasumcs cavi-
wamo, KaK mol pa3eo6a-
pueaeuts.

ITocae ckazyemoro
hear ynotpebsieTcs
KOHCTPYKIIUST CA0MHCHOE
donoanenue ¢ UHGUHU-
TUBOM talk Ge3 9acTu-
1l o, cM. I'C 56.

3 kak s cmompea na
Heé 80 epems obeda.
OnpenenureabHOe
MPUIATOYHOE TIpe-
noxenue I looked at her
during the lunch nosic-
HSIET CYIIeCTBUTEIBHOE
way, IpUCOeTUHSIETCS
K TJIaBHOMY Tpejioxe-
HUI0 O€e3 coro3a.

3. The editor’s story

! 4 cobuparoce paccka-
3amo 6am 0 Hea06exe u3
Jlceppepcona
KoHctpykius to be
going fo BBIpAXaeT Ha-
mepenue, cm. I'C 37.

2 On 6cmasaa 6 cemv, 6
N0460CbM020 8CsL CeMbs
M04U1aCH, 8 60CEMb OH
3asmpakas, npuxoou

6 oghuc k deeamu, 6
uemuvipe emy k ogucy
npueoduau a0uas, u ox
e3dua eepxom vac

Past Simple BbIpaxaeT
TOCJIEA0BATEILHOCTD
NIEUCTBUN B MPOIIIIOM,
cm. I'C 35.

11
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had his horse brought —
9TO KOHCTPYKLIUS 10
have smth done. OHa
ynoTpeoJisieTcs, Korna
He ToJuIeKaIlee Bbl-
MOJIHIET IeHCTBUE, a
TPETHE JIULIO I10 Er0
YKa3aHUIO, IIPOChOe,
cm. I'C51.

3 Mecmmubte acmpono-
MbL CePAAU NO HEMY
dsudicenue coaHua.
Ckazyemoe yroTpeoJisi-
ercs B (hopme cTpana-
TeJbHOrO 3ajiora Past
Simple. JItonu, BbIMON-
HSIBILIME 3TO IEHCTBUE,
yKa3aHbI TTPY TIOMOILM
npemjora by, cm. I'C 50.
* oH 00651611 0 CBOEM
pewenuu examo ¢ Cumu
3AHUMAMbCA CBOUM OU3-
Hecom.

WHbUHUTHUB fo go ciy-
KUT OIpeae/ieHIeM
CYIIECTBUTEIHHOTO
decision, a "HOUHUTUB
dbpaszoBoro riarosna fo
see to — 00CTOSITENb-
ctBOM 1ieau, cm. I'C 53.
5 MbLCAb 0 mom, umooot
Havamp c6oll nepeolil
denb 6e3 Moaument
T'epyHnuii beginning
YIOTPEOIISETCST IT0CTIE
npemnyiora of, cMm. ['C 54.
¢ On aéz cnamo, uys-
cmeys cebs cnokoiinee
CM. Takke nanee: he
lay thinking about his
business affairs — on ne-

12
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he began to feel cheerful and sociable*
everybody was asleep.

One day by chance the explanation
came. His eldest daughter was prepar-
ing her home studies after dinner.

‘What time is it now in New York?'
she asked.

'New York,' said her father, 'let me
see. It's just ten now, and there’s a lit-
tle over four and a half hours’ differ-
ence?. Oh, about half-past five in the
afternoon.'

'Then in Jefferson,' said the moth-
er, 'it is earlier, isn't it?'

Yes,' replied the girl, 'Jefferson is
nearly two degrees further west3.'

'Two degrees,' said the father, 'and
there’s forty minutes to a degree®.
That would make it now, at the pre-
sent moment in Jefferson—*

“He jumped up with a cry:

T've got it!' he shouted, 'I see it.'

'See what?' asked his wife, alarmed.

Tt's four o'clock in Jefferson, and
just time for my ride. That's what I
want!'

There was no doubt about it. For
five-and-twenty years he lived by
clockwork. But it was by Jefferson
clockwork, not London clockwork. He

* cheerful and sociable — pagmocTHBIN 1
00U TEeILHBIN




A Man of Habit

had changed his longitude, but not
himself.

He examined the problem and de-
cided that the only solution was for
him to return to the order of his old
life®. He was too formed by habit to
adapt himself to circumstances. Cir-
cumstances must adapt to him.”

He changed his office hours from
three till ten. At ten he mounted his
horse and went for a canter in the
Row, and on very dark nights he car-
ried a lantern. News of it got abroad,
and crowds would gather to see him
ride past®.

He dined at one o'clock in the morn-
ing, and after that went to his club.
He tried to discover a quiet, respecta-
ble club where the members were will-
ing to play whist till four in the morn-
ing, but failed and joined a small Soho
club, where they taught him poker.
The place was occasionally raided by
the police, but thanks to his respect-
able appearance*, he managed to es-
cape.

At half-past four he returned home,
and woke up the family for evening
prayers. At five he went to bed and

* respectable appearance
OesbHAA BHENIIHOCTH

—IIpe3eHTa-
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Jcan, pasmuluasis 0 ceo-
ém busnece. [lpuuacTtust
HACTOSIIIIETO BpeMEHM
feeling w thinking ¢ 3a-
BUCHMBIMHU CJIOBAaMU
00pasyloT IIpUYacTHhIE
000pOTHI, 0003HAYAIO-
11 COMYTCTBYIONINE
00CTOSITENTLCTBA, CM.
rcis.

7 ona coeaaaa 6cé,
umoovt pazoyoums e2o
panvue

31ech UCMOb3YeTCs
Past Perfect nyist 060-
3HAYEHWUSI JeCTBYS,
TIPOUN3OIIIEAIIETO paHee
KaKOTro-TO MOMEHTa

B npo1uioM (do uacy
dus), cm. I'C 42.
WudpunuTUB f0 wake
CITY>KUT 00CTOSITEITh-
ctBoM 1eau, cM. I'C 53.
8 Jlymaro, wmo ecau 6 on
He ObL1 04eHb Jo0pbIM
uen06exom, oH Obl 6bl-
pyeaacs.

DTO npeaIoxXeHue

C YCJIOBHBIM TIPU-
naroyHbiM 111 Tuma
(HEpeaTbHOE YCIIOBUE B
MPONUIOM), B IBYX €0
YacTsIX YIOTpeosieTcst
cocaratejibHOe Ha-
kioHeHne, cM. I'C 60.

4. The end of the
editor’s story

' Kawcemcs, on ncua
66epx mopmawkamu.
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CwmeIrHbIE PACCKa3bI

Co cka3zyeMbIM seemed
YIOTPEOIISETCST KOH-
CTPYKLIUS CAONCHOE
nodnexcaujee c po-
TOJKEHHBIM MHMU-
HUTUBOM 0 be living,
0003HAYAIOLINM Jeii-
CTBUE, IIPOUCXOISIIEE
«BOKPYT HACTOSIIIIETO
MoMeHTa», cM. I'C 57,
53.

2 cymecmeyem pasnuua
6 HeMHO20 boabute, wem
uemoipe ¢ N0A0BUHON
uaca.

31ech UCIOJIb3YETCsI
KOHCTPYKIUS there is/
are (there’s = there is)

B Present Simple, cm.
I'C55.

hours’— sT0 opma
MIPUTSKATEITBHOTO
majexa CylneCTBUTEb-
HOTO hour BO MHOXe-
CTBEHHOM 4HcIie, 000-
3HAYAIOLIETO BPEMSL,
cm. I'C 4.

3HaueHue HeMHO20
0003HAaYEHO BbIpaxKe-
Huewm a little, cm. 'C 7.
3 noumu na dea zpadyca
daavue Ha 3anad.
further — 310 CpaBHU-
TeJIbHAsl CTEIIeHb Hape-
yug far, cm. I'C 13.

* Ha epadyc npuxodumcs
COpOK MUHYmM 6pemeHu.
T'oBopsiiuii He KOp-
PEKTHO yIOTpeOuI
KOHCTPYKIIUIO there is/
are. 31eCh UCIIOJIb30-
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slept like a top*. The only thing that
really troubled him was loss of spir-
itual communion. At five o'clock on
Sunday afternoons he felt he wanted
to go to church, but had to do without
it°. At seven he ate his simple midday
meal. At eleven he had tea and muf-
fins, and at midnight he began to crave
for hymns and sermons. At three he
had a bread-and-cheese supper, and
retired early at four a.m., feeling sad
and unsatisfied'’.
He was a man of habit.”

ok k

We sat in silence.

My friend stood up, took half-a-
sovereign from his pocket, put it on
the table and went out.

* sleep like a top — kak yOuTBIH




Luck

Luck
Mark Twain

1. The student

It was at a banquet in London in hon-
or of one of the two or three English mil-
itary names of this generation. For some
reasons I will not tell his real name and
titles, and call him Lieutenant-General
Lord Arthur Scoresby... What a fasci-
nation there is in a famous name!

I looked, and looked, and looked at
him, searching, noting!: the quietness,
the noble gravity; the simple honesty.

The priest at my left was my friend —
priest now, but he spent the first half
of his life in the camp and field, and as
an instructor in the military school at
Woolwich. Just at the moment I was
talking about, a singular light blinked
in his eyes, and he leaned down and
whispered to me — pointing at the hero
of the banquet: 'Privately — his glory is
an accident — just a result of luck.'
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BaH rJ1aroi is (there’s

= there is) c mocnemy-
JOIIUM CYIIeCTBUTEIb-
HBIM minutes BO MHO-
JKECTBEHHOM YHCJIe.
IIpaBuiIbHO OBLIO ObI
cKazarh there are, CM.
I'C55.

> B Jlncegpghepcone
cetinac, 6 0aHHbBLE MO~
MeHm...

I'naron would Beipaxa-
€T MPEeIToJIOKEHNE,
cMm. I'C 28.

¢ eduncmeenHbIM pe-
wenuem 04 He2o 0bL10
6epHymbCA K cgoemy
CIapomy pacnopsoxy
JHCU3HU.

3aech yrorpeosiercs
KOHCTPYKUMS for +
cyuwjecmeumensHoe/me-
cmoumeHue + unguHu-
mué ¢ UH(GUHUTUBOM f0
return mocJje riaroJja fo
be B KauecTBE MMEHHOM
YacTH CJIOXKHOTO CKa3y-
emoro, cM. I'C 53.

7 O6cmosimeavcmea
00421CHbL NPUCHOCAOAU-
eamucsi K Hemy.
MopanbHbIl Taroj
must 0003HavyaeT, YTo
NEMCTBUE TOJIXKHO IIPO-
W30MTH B CUITy 00CTOSI-
TenbCTB, cM. I'C 25.

8 cobupasacv moana,
umo6bl nocmompemny,
KaK oH npoedem mMumo.
I'naron would 0603Ha-
YaeT MOBTOPSIIOIIeeCs
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