THREE MEN IN A BOAT

This is not one of those Great Travel books: it does not
describe sailing across the world’s dangerous seas or a
brave journey up the Amazon river. It is only a small
journey, in a small boat. But it is still an adventure — an
adventure that you or I or anyone could experience . . .
and tell stories about afterwards.

Who are the heroes of this journey? They are George,
Harris, and ‘]’ (and of course, Montmorency the dog):
three young men that we could meet anywhere, in any
century. They fall in the river and lose things, they
argue and laugh, and tell each other stories. They are
full of exciting plans and enthusiasm, but they can’t get
out of bed in the morning. They want to be great
adventurers, but actually, when it rains, they would
prefer to be in comfortable chairs in front of a warm

fire.

Do our heroes enjoy their adventures on the river? Do
they ever learn to cook eggs over a camp fire, or to open
a tin without a tin-opener? But this is their story: the
story of three men — and the dog — in a boat.






o

OXFORD BOOKWORMS LIBRARY

Human Interest

Three Men in a Boat
Stage 4 (1400 headwords)

Series Editor: Jennifer Bassett
Founder Editor: Tricia Hedge
Activities Editors: Jennifer Bassett and Alison Baxter






JEROME K. JEROME

Three Men in a Boat

Retold by
Diane Mowat

.

OXFORD UNIVERSITY PRESS



OXFORD

UNIVERSITY PRESS
Great Clarendon Street, Oxford ox2 6Dp
Oxford University Press is a department of the University of Oxford.
It furthers the University’s objective of excellence in research, scholarship,
and education by publishing worldwide in
Oxford New York
Auckland Cape Town Dar es Salaam Hong Kong Karachi
Kuala Lumpur Madrid Melbourne Mexico City Nairobi
New Delhi Shanghai Taipei Toronto
With offices in
Argentina Austria Brazil Chile Czech Republic France Greece
Guatemala Hungary Italy Japan Poland Portugal Singapore
South Korea Switzerland Thailand Turkey Ukraine Vietnam

OXFORD and OXFORD ENGLISH are registered trade marks of
Oxford University Press in the UK and in certain other countries
This simplified edition © Oxford University Press 2008
Database right Oxford University Press (maker)

First published in Oxford Bookworms 1990

14 15 13

No unauthorized photocopying
All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced,
stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means,

without the prior permission in writing of Oxford University Press,

or as expressly permitted by law, or under terms agreed with the appropriate
reprographics rights organization. Enquiries concerning reproduction
outside the scope of the above should be sent to the ELT Rights Department,
Oxford University Press, at the address above
You must not circulate this book in any other binding or cover
and you must impose this same condition on any acquirer

Any websites referred to in this publication are in the public domain and
their addresses are provided by Oxford University Press for information only.
Oxford University Press disclaims any responsibility for the content

ISBN 978 019 479189 2

A complete recording of this Bookworms edition of
Three Men in a Boat is available in an audio pack ISBN 978 019 479329 2

Printed in China

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS
Tlustrated by: Kate Simpson

Word count (main text): 18,055 words

For more information on the Oxford Bookworms Library,
visit www.oup.com/elt/gradedreaders



O 00 NN O »nh Hh W N =

10
11
12
13
14
15
16

CONTENTS

STORY INTRODUCTION

We decide to go on holiday
We start to make plans

We decide what to take
We pack

We start our holiday

On the river

Harris gets angry

George starts work

Our first night on the boat
Our first morning

Hotels and tinned fruit
Montmorency and the cat
Harris and the swans
Work, washing, and fishing
On to Oxford

The journey home

GLOSSARY
ACTIVITIES: Before Reading
ACTIVITIES: While Reading
ACTIVITIES: After Reading

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

ABOUT THE BOOKWORMS LIBRARY

12
15
19
22
27
30
34
40
47
ss
60
67
74
79

85
88
90
93
99

101






Chapter 1

VVC decide to go on holiday

There were four of us — George, and William Samuel Harris,
and myself, and Montmorency. We were sitting in my room,
and we were smoking and talking about how bad we were
— ill, I mean, of course.

We were all feeling in poor health, and we were getting
quite worried about it. Harris said that he felt really bad
sometimes, and he did not know what he was doing. And
then George said that he felt bad, too, and that he did not
know what he was doing either. With me it was my heart.
I knew it was my heart because I had read something in a
magazine about the symptoms of a bad heart. I had all of
them.

It is a most extraordinary thing, but every time I read
about an illness, I realize that I have it too — and that my
symptoms are very bad! In fact, my health has always been
a worry, | remember . .

One day | had a little health problem, and | went to
the British Museum Library to read about it. | took the
book off the library shelf, and | began to read. After
some time, | turned over the page and | began to read
about another illness. | don’t remember the name of
the ilness, but | know it was something really terrible.
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| read about half a page — and then | knew that | had
that disease too.

| sat there for a time, cold with horror. Slowly, |
began to turn over more pages. | came to a disease
which was worse than the last one. | began to read
about it and, as | expected, | had that disease too. Then
| began to get really interested in myself, so | went
back to the beginning of the book. | started with the
letter ‘a’ and I read from ‘a’ to ‘z’. | found that there
was only one disease which | did not have. This made
me a little unhappy. Why didn’t | have that disease
too?

When | walked into that reading-room, | was a
happy, healthy young man. When | left | was a very
sick man, close to death . ..

But | was talking about my heart - nobody
understood how ill | really was. | had this bad heart
when | was a boy. It was with me all the time. | knew
that it was my heart because | had all the symptoms of
a bad heart. The main symptom was that | did not
want to work. Of course, nobody understood that the
problem was my heart. Doctors were not so clever
then. They just thought that | was lazy!

'Why, you lazy boy, you,’ they used to say. ‘Get up
and do some work for once in your life!’ They did not
understand that | wasiill.

And they did not give me medicine for this iliness —
they hit me on the side of the head. It is very strange,
but those blows on my head often made the illness go
away for a time. Sometimes just one blow made the
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We decide to go on holiday

sickness disappear and made me want to start work
immediately . . .

Anyway, that evening, George and William Harris and I sat
there for half an hour, and described our illnesses to each
other. I explained to George and William Harris how I felt
when I got up in the morning. William Harris told us how
he felt when he went to bed. Then George stood in front of
the fire, and, with great feeling, he showed us how he felt in
the night.

George always thinks he is ill, but really, there is never
anything the matter with him, you know.

At that moment Mrs Poppets, my housekeeper, knocked
on the door. She wanted to know if we were ready to have
supper.

We smiled sadly at each other, and then we said that
perhaps we should try to eat something. Harris said that a
little food helped to prevent illness. So Mrs Poppets brought
the supper in. We sat down at the table, and for half an hour
we managed to play with some steak and chips — and with
a large cake that Mrs Poppets had made.

When we had made ourselves eat something, we filled our
glasses, and we lit our pipes. Then we began to talk about
our health again. We were not quite sure what was the
matter with us. However, we were all quite certain of one
thing — we had been doing too much work.

“We need a rest,” Harris said.

‘A rest and a change,” George added.

I agreed with George, and I said that perhaps we could go
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Then George, with great feeling, showed us how be felt in the night.
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We decide to go on holiday

to the country. We could find a nice, quiet place and we
could sit in the warm summer sun. We could go somewhere
peaceful, far away from other people.

Harris said that he thought that would be awful. He
added that he had been to a place like that once. Everyone
went to bed at eight o’clock, and he had to walk for an hour
to buy cigarettes and a newspaper.

‘No,’ Harris said. ‘If you want a rest and a change, then
the sea is best.’

I said that this was a terrible idea. A sea trip is fine if you
are going for a month or two — but not for a week. I know
what it is like . . .

You start out on Monday and you think that you are
going to enjoy yourself. You wave goodbye happily to
your friends. You walk up and down on the ship, like
Captain Cook, Sir Francis Drake or Christopher
Columbus. On Tuesday you wish that you had not
come. On Wednesday, Thursday and Friday you wish
that you were dead. On Saturday you are able to drink
something. You begin to smile a little at the kind
people who ask you howyou are. On Sunday you start
to walk again, and you eat a little. And on Monday
morning, as you stand and wait to get off the ship -
you begin to enjoy yourself.

| remember that a friend of mine once took a short
sea trip from London to Liverpool for his health. He
bought a return ticket, but, when he got to Liverpool,
he sold it and he came back by train . ..



Three Men in a Boat

So I was against the sea trip — not for myself, you understand.
I am never seasick. But I was afraid for George. George said
he would be fine. In fact, he said he would quite like it, but
he thought that Harris and I would both be ill. Harris said
he was never seasick. In fact, he had often tried to be ill, but
he had not succeeded. It is very strange, but, when you are
on land, you never meet anybody who has ever been seasick!

So George said, ‘Well, let’s go up the river, then.” He
added, ‘We’ll have fresh air on the river. The hard work on
the boat will make us hungry, so we’ll enjoy our food. We’ll
sleep well, too.’

Harris replied, “Well, you never have any trouble sleeping,
anyway. In fact, you’re always going to sleep!’

But, in the end, Harris agreed that it was a good idea. |
thought that it was a good idea, too. The only one who did
not like the idea was Montmorency.

‘It’s different for me,’ his face said. ‘You like it, but I don’t!
There’s nothing for me to do. I don’t smoke. I don’t like
looking at the trees and the flowers, and when I'm asleep
you’ll play about with the boat and I’ll fall over the side!

Montmorency’s idea of a good time is to collect together
all the most awful dogs he can find and then go round the
town, looking for other awful dogs to fight.

But we were three to one, so we decided to go anyway.



Chapter 2

\2\}e start to make plans

We pulled out the maps and we discussed plans.

We decided to start on the following Saturday. Harris and
I would go down to Kingston in the morning and take the
boat up to Chertsey, but George could not leave the City
until the afternoon. (George goes to sleep at a bank from ten
o’clock until four o’clock from Monday to Friday. On
Saturday they wake him up and put him out onto the street
at two o’clock.) So George was going to meet us at Chertsey.

The next question was where to sleep at night.

George and I did not want to sleep in hotels at night. We
wanted to sleep outside. ‘How beautiful,’ we said, ‘in the
country, by the river, with the birds, the flowers and the trees
all around us!”

I can imagine it easily . . .

At the end of the day, night comes and the world is
peaceful and calm. Our little boat moves silently into
some quiet little corner on the river. There we put up
our tent, and we cook and eat our simple supper. Then
we fill our pipes and we sit and talk quietly. Sometimes
we stop for a moment or two and we listen to the
water as it plays gently against the boat. The silver
moon shines down on us and our heads are full of
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beautiful thoughts. We sit in silence for a time. We do
not want to speak. Then we laugh quietly, put away
our pipes, say ‘Goodnight’ and go to bed. The peaceful
sound of the water against the boat sends us to sleep -
and we dream. We dream that the world is young
again ...

‘And what about when it rains?’ Harris said.

He was right. When it rains, you do not enjoy living in
tents.

I thought about it again . . .

It is evening. You are very wet. There is a lot of water
in the boat and everything in it is wet, too. You find a
place on the river bank which is not as wet as other
places. You get out of the boat, pull out the tent, and
two of you try to put it up. Because it is wet, it is very
heavy. And then it falls on top of you. You cannot get
it off your head, and you get angry. All the time it is
raining heavily. It is difficult to put up a tent in good
weather. In wet weather it is almost impossible. The
other man does not help you. He starts to play about.
You get your side of the tent up and begin to tie the
ropes to the ground. Just then he pulls the tent from
his side, and he destroys all your hard work.

‘Here! What do you think you’re doing?’ you call out.

‘What are you doing, you mean,’ he answers angrily.

‘Don’t pull it! You've got it all wrong, you stupid
man!’ you cry.

‘No, | haven’t!’ he shouts. ‘Let your side go!’

‘I tell you, you're wrong!’ you scream, and you wish
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It is almost impossible to put up a tent in wet weather.
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you could get to him to hit him. You pull your side of
the tent hard — and pull out all the ropes on his side.

'Ah! The stupid fool!’ you hear him say to himself.
And then, suddenly, he gives a violent pull - and your
side comes out, too. Slowly, you start to go round to
his side to tell him what you think of him. At the same
time, he begins to come round the other way, to tell
you what he feels. And you follow each other round
and round, and you shout at each other — until the
tent falls down. And there you are! You stand and
look at each other across the tent. At the same time,
you both call out, ‘There you are! What did | tell you?’

Meanwhile, the third man has been trying to get
the water out of the boat. The water has run up his
arms, and he is wet and angry. Suddenly, he wants to
know what you are doing, and why the tent is not up
yet.

When, at last, the tent is up, you carry the things
out of the boat. Supper is mostly rainwater - rainwater
bread, rainwater soup. Happily, you have something
strong to drink. This brings back your interest in life
until it is time to go to bed.

There you dream that a very large animal has
suddenly sat down on you. You wake up and you
understand that something terrible has happened. At
first, you think that the world has ended. Then you
think that this cannot be true. So it must be thieves, or
murderers, or fire. No help comes, and all you know is
that thousands of people are kicking you, and you
cannot breathe.

10
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Somebody else is in trouble, too. You can hear his
cries. They are coming from under your bed.

You decide to fight, and you hit out, left and right,
with your arms and your legs. You are shouting all the
time. At last you find your head in the fresh air. Near
you, you see a half-dressed murderer. He is waiting to
kill you. You are just going to start fighting him when
you see that it is Jim.

At the same moment, he sees that it is you.

‘Oh, it's you, is it?’ he says.

'Yes,’ you answer. ‘What's happened?’

‘The tent has blown down, | think,’ he says. ‘Where's
Bill?’

Then you both shout for Bill. The ground
underneath you moves, and a voice says, ‘Get off my
head!’

The next day you have no voices because you have
all caught colds, and all day you argue with each other
in angry whispers . . .

We therefore decided that we would sleep out in tents on fine

nights, and in hotels when it rained.

Montmorency was very pleased about this. He does not

like peace and quiet. He prefers noise. But he looks so good,
so well-behaved. When old ladies and gentlemen look at

him, tears come into their eyes.

When he first came to live with me, I thought, ‘This dog

will not be with me long. He is too good for this world.” But,
by the end of the year, he had killed twelve chickens, which
I had to pay for . .. I had pulled him out of a hundred and
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fourteen street fights . . . A woman had brought me a dead
cat and had called me a murderer. Then I changed my ideas
about Montmorency.

We had decided where to sleep, so now we had to discuss
what to take with us. We began to argue about this, so we
agreed that we had done enough for one night.

Chapter 3

&/ Ve decide what to take

The following evening, we discussed what we wanted to take
with us. Harris said, ‘Now get me a piece of paper, J., and
write everything down. George, you get a pencil, and I’ll
make the list.’

That’s Harris — he tells everybody what to do, and they
do all the work. I remember that my Uncle Podger was like
Harris . . .

Everybody in the house had to help when Uncle
Podger did a job. When they bought a picture once,
Aunt Podger asked, ‘Now, where shall we put this?’
‘Oh, I'll do it. Don't worry about it. I'll do it all
myself," he said. And then he took off his coat to
begin. He sent one of the girls out to buy some nails,
and then he sent one of the boys to tell her how big
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