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Can you keep up with Baron Munchausen’s extraordinary adven-
tures as he travels to the Moon and the Sun, rides cannon-balls, 
defeats armies single-handed, meets the gods, and escapes from 
bandits on half a horse?

The stories of the legendary nobleman come to life as 
players battle to outdo each other’s  fantastic feats and amazing 
accomplishments. It’s a role-playing, story-telling game of 
outrageous originality and swashbuckling exaggeration, stretching 
the bounds of truth until they twang.

How is this possible? If Baron Munchausen is involved, 
anything is possible.

The Extraordinary Adventures of Baron Munchausen contains full 
rules, more than two hundred adventures ready to be played, mechanics 
that replace dice and pencils with money and fine wine, quick-start 
rules and many insults against the inhabitants of various nations, but 
principally the French.

This expanded edition, a facsimile of a suppressed volume originally 
released in 1808, adds rules for playing the game in an Arabian style 
and a complete supplementary game, ‘My Uncle the Baron’, designed 
for children, the inbred and those who are very drunk.

“The original edition of The Extraordinary Adventures of Baron 
Munchausen was unique and marvellous. This new edition is even 
better. If you are a clever person with clever friends, you will enjoy 

reading and playing it. Let’s not consider the alternative.”
—Steve Jackson

“Utter brilliance in RPG form!” 
—John Kovalic, creator of Dork Tower

Nominated for Best New RPG in the 1999 Origins Awards
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PREFACE TO THE 1998 EDITION

The name of Baron Munchausen is one that scarcely 
needs introduction at any level of society: all Eng-

land—nay, all of the world—has resounded to the telling 
and re-telling of his adventures and deeds of great hero-
ism and renown. Some claim these stories to be exaggera-
tions or boasts; some see them as fables or metaphors; but 
there are some still who believe them to be nothing less 
than the unvarnished truth, and I number myself among 
that company.
 It was my great fortune to meet the Baron a handful of 
years before his untimely death, in the port of Dover. He 
had, he claimed, ridden over from France on the back of 
a sea-horse in order to visit Lord K—, whom a few years 
previously he had saved from perishing at the rim of the 
volcano Vesuvius during the military campaign against 
those fire-sprites which had laid waste to so much of Italy. 
(It was the Baron’s contention after examination of the 
ruins at Pompeii that it had been the ancestors of these 
sprites, and not the barbarian hordes, that had caused the 
fall of the Roman Empire). He professed to a great love 
of our capital city and an unfortunate shortage of capital 
wealth, and accordingly I suggested to him that after he 
had visited the noble lord he should spend a few days in 
London in order that he might enjoy the hospitality of 
my brother and myself, and during which time he could 
create a new game for us, based on his famous travels and 
adventures, to be published by my company for the enjoy-
ment and edification of the reading public.
 It had been the Baron’s scheme to proceed from Lord 
K—’s estate in H—shire to Scotland, where he proposed 
to harness a carriage to a flock of golden eagles and fly 
them to the Sun, as a gift for his friend the King of that 
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sphere. However, he agreed to honour our house with his 
presence in London, and duly arrived with us a few weeks 
later, where we began to essay the creation of this manu-
script.
 Perhaps it was my fault for an excess of zeal at the 
prospect of publishing the design of so august a noble-
man; or perhaps it was a mistake to leave him under the 
sole editorship of my son Edward, who had of late been 
spending much time visiting gin-shops and dens of ill-re-
pute in the company of several young designers of games 
from the Americas. Whatever the problem and where-
insoever lay the blame, the manuscript which the two 
of them produced had, I learned soon after the Baron’s 
departure, captured altogether too much of the Baron’s 
style as a raconteur and bon viveur and too little of the 
rigour which must inform great designs, such as Edward 
can produce when not under the influence of foreigners 
and other undesirables. (I recommend his game An Ar-
ithmetical Pastime, published this year, as a fine example 
of his better work. He is not a bad lad.) 
 A game of such radical type as is contained herein will, 
I know, have no success in the London of the eighteenth 
century nor, I believe, of the nineteenth century neither. 
It is therefore my intention to seal this valuable—and, I 
should add, expensive; the Baron being a man accustomed 
to the grandest living and the finest wines and liqueurs, 
of which he completely emptied my cellar—manuscript, 
together with this letter, in a place wherein one of my de-
scendants may find it and, recognising that the fashion in 
games has changed sufficiently for a curiosity such as this 
to find its audience at last, may publish it to the acclaim it 
deserves.
 John Wallis, publisher of games of quality.
 No. 42 Skinner Street, Snow Hill, London
 this year 1798. 
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What he said.
 James Wallis, director of Hogshead Publishing Ltd
 London, 1998.

PREFACE TO THE 2008 EDITION

… or so I thought.
 After Hogshead Publishing released The Extraordinary 
Adventures of Baron Munchausen in 1998, a member of my 
extended family wrote to say that they hadn’t known I 
was interested in the works of John and Edward Wallis, 
and enclosed various family papers concerning the two 
men and their game-publishing business. This allowed 
me to put together a rough timeline of the history of the 
Baron’s game, during which I realised that everything I 
had written about it thus far was wrong.
 It became clear that Baron Munchausen had main-
tained an occasional correspondence with John Wallis af-
ter 1798, for another nine years—that is, the Baron had 
written asking for information on the book’s success and 
any monies that might be owed to him, and John had 
occasionally responded to say that the market was still 
not ready for the game. Shortly after the turn of the 19th 
century the Baron sent John an extension to his original 
rules, based on his recent journey to Baghdad—the origi-
nal manuscript survives, albeit stained with something 
that is either Banyuls or cloudberry wine—but this was 
still not enough to convince John that the game was suf-
ficiently commercial to be released.
 Things went quiet until 1807, when there was a new 
flurry of letters. John told the Baron that games were a 
“childish pursuit” and “for the education of the young”, 
and since the rules of his game were without educational 
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merit and not suitable for younger players and, it therefore 
was not publishable. (One might then ask why John had 
commissioned the game in the first place; I believe that 
he had originally thought the Baron would create a map-
game similar to John’s best-selling Tour through England 
and Wales of 1794). Three hours later—if the given dates 
are to be believed—the Baron responded with a new set 
of rules for younger players, “for the edification of chil-
dren”, which after a few days of consideration John agreed 
to publish.
 I cannot describe how I felt as I stared for the first 
time at this exchange of letters. No games historian I had 
consulted had any record of the publication of the Baron’s 
game, with or without these new rules, and neither did 
the British Library. There was no trace that this book had 
ever actually existed.
 And then I found a copy.
 I won’t go into the details of how I located what I be-
lieve is the sole remaining example of the 1808 book titled 
‘The Extraordinary Adventures of Baron Munchausen, 
told in the form of a New Style of Game termed Rôle 
Play, by Baron Munchausen’ because they are irrelevant 
and quite dull. What is more interesting is the story of the 
book that I pieced together from surviving fragments of 
notes, business records and journal entries made by John, 
Edward and John Junior. 
 The game was ready to be published in April 1808. 
John Wallis sent proof copies to the Baron, who gave 
them to his friends to publicise the long-awaited release. 
One of these was Generalmajor Gebhard-Leberecht von 
Blucher of the Prussian army, who seems to have passed 
his copy to his brother Albrecht, the commander of the 
King’s 12th Hussars. Within a week a letter was delivered 
to London, notifying John that the officers of the 12th 
considered the contents of the book a “gross defamation, a 
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criminal, obscene, treasonous and blasphemous libel, and 
moreover untrue” and that if it was published the entire 
regiment would sue.
 John Wallis, being a games publisher by trade and not 
used to the cut-and-thrust (in some cases literal) of the 
bookselling trade in the early years of the nineteenth cen-
tury, had not thought to have the Baron’s game read for 
libel, and apparently did not consult a lawyer on the mat-
ter. Despite the Baron’s assurances that he had duelled the 
King’s 12th before and would do it again, John panicked 
and ordered the entire print run destroyed before a single 
copy was sold to the public. The shock and the financial 
loss to his business were both severe, and he handed most 
of the control of it over to his son Edward in 1813, prefer-
ring to spend his remaining years in designing variants for 
the Game of the Goose. Though the Baron wrote to him 
several more times, so far as I can tell he did not respond. 
He died in 1818.
 Luckily for us the King’s 12th Hussars ceased to exist 
in 1893 and the threat of a present-day libel case is there-
fore diminished. Sadly, all that remains from the original 
incident is some scraps of letters and a single damaged 
copy of the Baron’s book. Nevertheless I believe that this 
represents an important—not to say unique—addition to 
our understanding of European games-design techniques 
and culture of the late eighteenth and early nineteenth 
century. Therefore, on behalf of my beleagured forebears 
and the illustrious Baron himself, I am proud to finally 
present to the games-playing public the full rules for the 
Baron’s Game, almost completely as he intended.
 James Wallis
 London, 2008 
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DISCLAIMER.  

The words ‘he’,  ‘him’ and ‘his’ are uſed throughout this book as ge-
neric pronouns of the third-person ſingular.   With ſuch uſage the 
author,  a man of great gallantry,  wiſhes it to be underſtood he is in 
no way implying that members of the gentler ſex are any leſs likely 
to have extraordinary adventures than their male counterparts 
deſpite their ſeeming frailty,  lack of education and aptitude for 
goſſiping,  giggling and fainting.   He does not aſſume that flouncy 
crinolines and a décolletage like alabaſter would not be of the 
greateſt uſe when engaging in eſpionage againſt the French while 
diſguiſed as a Corinthian column,  or that extenſive ſkills in needle-
point,  houſehold management and whiſt would be anything but an 
aſſet for ſingle-handedly invading Abyſſinia.   To put it ſhortly,  he 
believes that in many ways women are juſt as brave,  capable and 
intereſting as men,  and in occaſional circumſtances more so.   Bleſs 
their little hearts. 

CONTENTS.
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expenſive editions leſt it corrupt and deprave the viewer.
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The Baron journeys to viſit the Emperor of the Moon,  during 
which voyage he learned the rules to this Game from an inhabitant 
of the Dog-Star (page 26).



[     1     ]

I N T R O D U C T I O N.

Wherein Baron Munchauſen explains the reaſons for the 
writing of his game.

AS I AM a man who �s known as much for h�s scru-
pulous honesty �n the retell�ng of h�s tales as for h�s 

amaz�ng adventures around,  across and �n some cases 
through the c�rcumference of the globe,  I have been asked 
by my fr�ends why I should w�sh to put my name——an 
old and most d�st�ngu�shed name :  accord�ng to the fam-
�ly records there was a Munchausen stowed away upon the 
Ark——to a game for the tell�ng of extraord�nary tales and 
unl�kely anecdotes. 
 My answer �s s�mple.   My reputat�on,  and w�th �t the re-
tell�ng of several of my astound�ng adventures,  has spread 
throughout the c�v�l�sed world,  across oceans,  to deep-
est Afr�que and farthest N�ppon,  to the tw�n worlds of the 
Sun and the Moon and the strange peoples who l�ve there,  
and even �nto France.   Therefore wherever I travel I find 
that I am constantly preva�led upon to retell these stor�es,  
wh�ch requests I feel unable to refuse,  be�ng a man of noble 
breed�ng.   
  Accord�ngly I find myself w�thout a moments’ peace 
from n�ncompoops who would hear once aga�n the tale of 
how my compan�ons and I were swallowed by a whale,  or 
how I rode a cannonball through the sky over Constant�-
nople.   And often I am rewarded w�th noth�ng but a small 
glass of the roughest brandy,  or even water !   Am I some 
marketplace storyteller to act and j�g for the�r amusement ?   
No !   I am a nobleman,  a sold�er and an adventurer,  wh�le 
they are n�nn�es all,  and henceforth I w�ll have naught else 
to do w�th them,  or be damned.
  W�th the publ�cat�on of th�s game (wh�ch I here humbly 

ded�cate
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ded�cate to the two people most �mportant �n �ts wr�t�ng :  
v�z. myself and the Empress of Russ�a) I mean to prov�de 
those who would harass me w�th the means to tell astound-
�ng stor�es to each other w�thout my presence.   Th�s,  not 
solely a great boon to c�v�l�sat�on and a source of m�nor �n-
come to myself——wh�ch reason,  I assure my d�l�gent read-
ers,  was h�ndmost �n my m�nd dur�ng the compos�t�on of 
th�s work——w�ll also mean that I am able to spend more 
t�me w�th those to whom my presence and char�sma �s more 
des�rable :  to w�t,  the lad�es of the company.   I bel�eve that 
th�s may be the greatest �nnovat�on �n game des�gn s�nce the 
Collect�ble Tarot Deck,  wh�ch I �nvented wh�le �ncarcerat-
ed �n the Bast�lle on a spur�ous charge of �mport�ng qu�nces 
on a Sunday.   But I d�gress.
 I shall beg�n to descr�be the game presently,  but first I 
must rem�nd my readers of one �mportant fact.   Th�s �s a 
game of tell�ng stor�es,  and many of those stor�es w�ll be 
based on the aston�sh�ng adventures I have had——�n the�r 
style,  �f not �n the�r prec�se content.   But wh�le the stor�es 
you tell are fict�ons,  my adventures are all true �n every de-
ta�l.   To say otherw�se �s to call me a l�ar,  and to pretend 
your fanc�es happened to me �s to call me a charlatan,  and 
s�rrah,  �f you do e�ther I shall take you outs�de and g�ve you 
a show of swordsmansh�p that w�ll dazzle you so greatly 
you w�ll be bl�nded by �ts sparks for a month.   I am a noble-
man,  s�r,  and I am not to be tr�fled w�th.
 Now pass the cognac.   No,  clockw�se,  you oaf.   

THE PLAY OF THE GAME.

MY GAME �s a s�mple one.   The players s�t around a 
table,  preferably w�th a bottle of a decent w�ne or an 

�nterest�ng l�queur to mo�sten the�r throats,  and each takes 
a turn to tell a story of an aston�sh�ng explo�t or adventure.   

The
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The subject  of the tale �s prompted by one of the others,  
and the rest of the company may �nterrupt w�th quest�ons 
and observat�ons,  as they see fit,  and wh�ch �t �s the task 
of the tale’s teller to rebut or avo�d.   When all are done he 
who has told the best story buys dr�nks for h�s compan�ons 
and,  the players be�ng su�tably re-fort�fied,  the game may 
beg�n aga�n.
 The �nsp�rat�on for my en-gam�ficat�on of th�s anc�ent 
and noble pursu�t comes not from a r�tual of I w�tnessed 
among the tr�bes of the Amazon r�ver,  as I have cla�med �n 
the past (the�r game,  I am rem�nded by several noted au-
thor�t�es,  �s more along the l�ne of sp�ll�k�ns ;   �n my de-
fence I confess that the tr�besmen had forced me to consume 
a great quant�ty of sage and on�on pr�or to roast�ng me,  and 
my senses were confused) but �nstead from a memorable 
even�ng I spent �n a coach�ng-�nn outs�de St Petersburg,  �n 
the late w�nter of 17——.   
 Myself and several other travellers,  many of us adven-
turers and sold�ers of great renown,  had been caught by a 
sudden bl�zzard and forced to spend the n�ght �n the same 
�nn.   However,  be�ng suddenly crowded the �nn had fewer 
beds than patrons.   Hav�ng firstly allowed the lad�es of 
the company to ret�re to sleep,  the gentlemen agreed to a 
contest to see who would rece�ve the rema�n�ng unoccup�ed 
rooms,  and who would be forced to seek the�r repose �n the 
stables or——worse——w�th the servants.
 Accord�ngly we sat down to a contest or wager,  and when 
�t was d�scovered that none of the company had cards,  d�ce,  
teetotums or backgammon board about them,  we agreed to 
a contest of stor�es.   Each man among our number took a 
turn to ask the ne�ghbour on h�s r�ght hand to recount one 
of h�s most extraord�nary adventures ;   and the others of 
us then tested the tale on the wheels of verac�ty,  cred�b�l�ty 
and laudab�l�ty.   
 When all were done a vote was taken and I,  by sheer 

cunn�ng
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cunn�ng,  came fifth.   Th�s pos�t�on ex�led me to a t�ny att�c 
garret,  the locat�on of wh�ch allowed me to sneak out when 
the rest of the company was asleep,  to spend the rest of the 
n�ght warm beneath the counterpa�n of the Duke of N——’s 
daughter,  whose beauty and prox�mate room number I had 
noted before the game began.   Here�n l�es one of the central 
pr�nc�ples of the past�me I w�ll shortly descr�be,  and the 
core of �ts ph�losophy :  �t counts not whether you w�n or 
lose,  but how you play the game.
 Th�s game �tself follows �n s�m�lar fash�on,  but w�th-
out the presence of the noble Duke’s daughter.   More �s the 
p�ty.

EqUIPMENT.

TO PLAY my game you w�ll requ�re three or more stout 
fr�ends,  preferably of noble or at least gentle b�rth ;   a 

table ;   several cha�rs ;   a cop�ous supply of dr�nks,  prefer-
ably w�th a charm�ng wench to serve them ;   and some co�ns 
to serve as stakes and to pay the reckon�ng when all �s done.   
If you have such th�ngs to hand then some parchment,  pens 
and �nk,  a cold n�ght,  a roar�ng fire and a good supply of 
food are also adv�sed,  and �t �s always prov�dent to have 
a manservant or two �n attendance.   You w�ll need naught 
else,  save for a few tr�fles such as I shall set forth hereto.

STARTING THE GAME.

GATHER THE company and count �ts members.   
If �t �s late �n the even�ng then ask a manservant or 

potboy to do �t for you.   Make sure that each player has 
a purse of co�ns before them equal to the total number of 
players—do not ask a servant to do th�s,  servants be�ng by 

nature
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nature a sh�fty and feckless lot who w�ll as soon rob a man 
bl�nd as help h�m out of a d�tch,  and I have been robbed �n 
enough d�tches to know.   If your company numbers less 
than five,  then g�ve each one five co�ns.   If �t numbers more 
than twenty then th�nk not of play�ng the game :  �nstead I 
adv�se you to pool your purses,  h�re some mercenar�es and 
plan an �nvas�on of Belg�um.
 The exact nature of the co�n you use �s not �mportant but 
I w�ll make a few sal�ent observat�ons on the subject,  drawn 
from my exper�ences of test�ng th�s game �n the courts of 
the Or�ent where,  desp�te the fact that I spoke none of the�r 
language and they none of m�ne,  �t played tolerably well.   
F�rst,  all the co�ns should be of the same value,  to save on 
arguments.   Second,  they need not actually be co�ns——I 
have played w�th coloured glass baubles �n darkest Afr�que,  
where the nat�ves possess such th�ngs �n abundance——they 
are g�ven them by m�ss�onar�es and,  hav�ng eaten the m�s-
s�onar�es,  have no more use for the beads.   Th�rd,  anyone 
who proposes play�ng w�th paper money——fit for noth�ng 
more than w�p�ng one’s a–e——�s clearly no gentleman and 
should be drummed out of your company and your club 
forthw�th.   
 If the company are not too drunk,  t�red or bored,  then 
you should move to Character Generat�on.   Otherw�se you 
may om�t �t.   Or om�t �t altogether.

CHARACTER GENERATION.

MY PUBLISHER’S son,  who serves me �n the office 
of scr�be and ed�tor,  cla�ms that he has consulted 

w�th the greatest l�v�ng author�t�es on such matters,  and 
that �t �s necessary for games such as th�s,  �n wh�ch one must 
‘play’ a ‘role’,  to have a sect�on of th�s �lk �f they are to find 
any success w�th the educated read�ng publ�c.   I am hop�ng 

that
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that these few l�nes w�ll suffice,  and that he w�ll have been 
so far �n h�s cups last n�ght that he w�ll recogn�se the head-
�ng above and w�ll not not�ce,  h�s senses st�ll befuddled by 
cheap g�n,  that below �t I have merely made a few po�nted 
observat�ons to my readers on the per�ls of deal�ng w�th 
such Grub Street types.
 No.   It seems he has detected my subterfuge and has 
confiscated the second bottle of the excellent cognac wh�ch 
we had been enjoy�ng.   I am not accustomed to g�v�ng �n to 
k�dnapp�ng,  blackma�l and threats of ransom,  but �n th�s 
case �t seems preferable to sp�ll�ng my host’s son’s blood on 
h�s draw�ng-room carpet.
 To the matter then.   In essay�ng the bus�ness of charac-
ter generat�on you w�ll requ�re a p�ece of parchment and a 
pen——I assume that,  hav�ng rece�ved a proper educat�on,  
you are able to read and wr�te ;   �n Lat�n at least.   If not,  �t 
�s my exper�ence that pass�ng pr�ests w�ll often agree to per-
form the serv�ce of wr�t�ng your name for you.   If no pr�est 
or clerk �s handy,  summon one.   If one �s not to be found,  
or you are unable to procure the serv�ces of one through 
pecun�ary d�fficult�es,  say by hav�ng lost your purse �n an 
�ll-adv�sed bet on the growth of an asparagus-spear w�th 
the K�ng of the Moon,  then I adv�se you to pass th�s sect�on 
w�thout a second thought.
 Wr�te,  or ask your compan�on to wr�te,  your name at 
the top of the paper,  w�th the prefix ‘Baron’——or ‘Count’,  
‘Lord’,  ‘Duke’,  ‘Archb�shop’ or whatsoever honor�fic �s ap-
propr�ate.   If your company �ncludes those of  fore�gn ex-
tract�on they may �nstead w�sh to use t�tles such as ‘Graaf ’,  
‘Don’,  ‘Sultan’,  ‘She�kh’,  ‘Am�r’ or,  as I gather �s the fash-
�on �n the Amer�cas,  ‘Ch�ef Execut�ve Officer’.   In th�s age 
of un�versal suffrage,  now that women have finally won the 
r�ght they have ga�nsa�d for generat�ons,  to own property,  
we must not forget the fra�ler sex too :  ‘Baroness’,  ‘Coun-

tess’,
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tess’,  ‘Empress’ and so forth are equally perm�ss�ble,  on 
the sole cond�t�on that they prom�se not to dot the�r ‘�’s w�th 
small love-hearts. 
 If you were not born to such rank then,  s�nce th�s �s 
naught but a game,  you may wr�te whatever takes your fan-
cy——but s�rrah,  I warn you that should I meet a man who 
cla�ms to be of noble blood but who �s not——and w�th my 
age,  exper�ence and prod�g�ous nose,  together w�th the art 
of scent-scry�ng as taught to me by an Esqu�mau �n reward 
for sav�ng h�m from a herd of mad walruses,  I can smell 
them,  s�rrah,  I can smell them——then I shall so d�zzy h�m 
w�th my rap�er that he be unable to remember h�s own name 
and the d�rect�on he faces,  much less the noble t�tle he pre-
tends to.
 Beneath th�s,  wr�te whatsoever takes your fancy.   I have 
found �t most useful for record�ng the call�ng-addresses 
and ped�gree of any espec�ally charm�ng lad�es who catch 
my eye dur�ng the even�ng.   Th�s �s the most �mportant pur-
pose of one’s ‘character sheet’,  or w�th any so-named ‘char-
acter’ thus created.   
 For character,  as the most oafish baronet’s son can tell 
you,  �s not generated but forged on the anv�l of l�fe.   It �s 
only when the blows of exper�ence r�ng �n our ears that we 
move another step on l�fe’s path,  becom�ng by stages more 
rounded or sharpened,  our corners knocked off or our fea-
tures more po�ntedly defined ;   and not by some art�fic�al 
process of toss�ng teetotums or juggl�ng figures l�ke some 
�nk-sta�ned clerk �n a w�ndowless cellar hard by Thread-
needle Street.   Our souls are formed by first do�ng and then 
recollect�ng the exper�ence of those deeds so that we and 
others m�ght learn from them,  and that �s the very proc-
ess wh�ch my game——nay,  my l�fe——descr�bes.   Character 
generat�on ?   {Here the Baron made an unpleaſant noiſe in his 
throat.}  I’ll none of �t.

BEGINNING
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The Baron diſcuſſes with a fellow officer the etiquette of who is to 
ſtart a new game (page 9).
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BEGINNING THE PLAY.

ONCE ALL the company have e�ther generated char-
acters or d�scoursed themselves on the fool�shness of 

such an undertak�ng,  then you are ready to commence the 
play of the game proper.   
 The player to start �s the member of the company w�th 
the h�ghest rank �n soc�ety.   Standard rules of et�quette ap-
ply :  rel�g�ous t�tles are always deemed greater than hered�-
tary t�tles,  and those h�gher than m�l�tary t�tles ;   �f of s�m�-
lar rank then compare subs�d�ary t�tles,  number of estates 
or centur�es that the t�tle has been �n the fam�ly ;   youth de-
fers to age ;   when �n doubt the h�ghest m�l�tary decorat�on 
takes sen�or�ty ;   and for the rest I refer you to the works of 
Messrs Debrett or Coll�ns.   
 If by some m�schance of b�rth or the poor organ�sat�on of 
your host you are all commoners then the first player shall 
be he who was w�se enough to purchase the most recent ed�-
t�on of my game.   If several have,  then I thank them all ;   
�f none have then I worry �f you possess suffic�ent under-
stand�ng the nature and respons�b�l�t�es of nob�l�ty to play 
a game such as th�s,  rely�ng as �t does on good judgement,  
generos�ty of sp�r�t,  proper understand�ng of the necess�ty 
of the patronage of worthy art�sts,  wr�ters and publ�shers,  
and not be�ng a p�nch-penny.   If th�s manner of beg�nn�ng 
�s not agreeable,  then the player to start should be he who 
was last to refill the company’s glasses.
 However you do so,  once the person to start has been 
determ�ned,  he must beg�n the game.   To do that,  he must 
turn to the person s�tt�ng at h�s r�ght hand and ask h�m to 
tell the company the tale of one of h�s famous adventures.   
By way of example,   therefore :  “ Dear Baron,   entertain us 
“ with your recollections of the war of 17——,   which you fought            
“ ſingle-handed againſt the French and won,” 

or :
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or :  “ Most honoured and noble prince,   if you could refrain mo-             
“ mentarily from the gracious attentions you are paying to my ſiſter,     
“ mayhap you might ſatisfy our curioſity on the matter of how it             
“ was that you eſcaped from the prison of Akkra after you had been 
“ burned at the ſtake there two days earlier ?”
 For those unable to th�nk of a suffic�ently extraord�nary 
and humorous top�c for a story,  I have �ncluded �n an ap-
pend�x some two hundred of the subjects drawn from my 
own explo�ts,  a mere fract�on of the total,  wh�ch the less 
qu�ck-w�tted player may use for �nsp�rat�on.   Whether you 
choose to use one of my examples or one of out of your own 
�mag�nat�on,  remember at all t�mes that the subject of the 
story to be told should only be revealed to the person who 
w�ll tell �t a few seconds before they must start the�r nar-
rat�ve.   Through th�s surpr�se much good humour may be 
ga�ned.
 The player thus surpr�sed must now recount the story 
that has been demanded——perhaps based upon a story 
of m�ne,  perhaps on an adventure of h�s own,  or perhaps 
from the whole cloth of h�s �mag�n�ngs.   He may,  however,  
pause for a moment of thought by commenc�ng h�s tale by 
excla�m�ng,  “ Ah!” and then perhaps add�ng,  “ Yes!” Any 
further procrast�nat�on �s unseemly.   Throw a bread-roll at 
any recond�te fellows to hurry them along.
 Tales should be short,  of around five m�nutes,  and told 
at a good pace w�thout hes�tat�on or undue paus�ngs for 
thought.   Inflect�ons,  gestures,  m�mes,  props and strange 
vo�ces may all be used,  although the narrator �s warned not 
to go too far :  he �s,  after all,  born to the ar�stocracy——or 
pretend�ng to be so.   I well remember play�ng th�s game w�th 
the Grand Se�gn�or of Turkey wh�le he held me for ransom 
�n Constant�nople.   For one story he h�red a troupe of ac-
tors,  a band of tumblers,  conjurors and danc�ng g�rls,  and 
s�x elephants.   The tale lasted three days and four n�ghts,  
and when the company d�d not elect �t the best,  preferr�ng 

my
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my own anecdote on how I d�scovered the seedless grape,  
he had us all beheaded . . . but enough of that for now.

WHAT IF THE STORY-TELLER
SHOULD PULL UP.

IF A PLAYER �s unw�ll�ng to tell h�s story to the com-
pany,  or falters �n the recount�ng,  then he may plead 

that h�s throat �s too dry to tell the tale ;   and good man-
ners demand that the company let h�m ret�re honourably.   
However,  good manners also demand that he must then 
obta�n a dr�nk to wet h�s throat,  and �n do�ng so �t would 
be greatly �mpol�te not to furn�sh the rest of the company 
w�th refreshment also.   In short,  a player may decl�ne to 
tell a story,  but must stand each member of the company a 
dr�nk �f he so do.
 Hav�ng so decl�ned,  and the dr�nks hav�ng been or-
dered,  the player �n quest�on shall turn to the player on 
the�r r�ght hand and,  as �s the form,  propose the subject of 
a tale for them to tell.

OBJECTIONS,  CORRECTIONS
AND WAGERS.

FOR THE benefit of my duller readers I should po�nt 
out that th�s sect�on on challenges and wagers �s the 

cleverest part of my game—although due to the unneces-
sar�ly r�g�d structure �mposed on me by my d�l�gent but 
perhaps over-str�ct publ�sher,  I must wa�t unt�l later to ex-
pla�n exactly why th�s �s so.
 The course of a narrat�ve never shall run smooth,  as the 
poet has �t,  for the other players of the game may at any 
po�nt �nterrupt the storyteller w�th an object�on or a correc-

t�on
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t�on �n the form of a wager.   They may do th�s because they 
have spotted a flaw or �naccuracy �n the teller’s tale,  or be-
cause they w�sh to tr�p h�m up w�th spur�ous �nformat�on,  
or to test h�s truthfulness and mettle,  or because the fellow 
�s draw�ng dull and needs sp�ce.
 A wager �s accompl�shed by the player push�ng forward 
one (never more than one) of the co�ns �n h�s purse—we shall 
call �t the stake——and break�ng �nto the flow of the tale.   A 
wager would be cast �n the manner of these examples :  

“ Baron,  I believe the King of the Moon at the time was Umbum-
“ Mumbumbu,  and not as you ſay Louis XIV who,  as King of the 
“ Sun,  was his mortal enemy” ; 
 or :  
“ You claim,  my gentle friend,  that the Earth travels around the 
“ Sun,  but the Royal Society has proved comprehenſively that the 
“ oppoſite is true and that Galileo’s publications on the ſubject 
“ were  merely part of an Opus Dei diſinformation plot” ;   
 or :  
“ But Count,  it is well known that the Empreſs has a hatred of 
“ giraffes after her lap-dog was eaten by a mad one” ; 
 or :  
“ But Ducheſs,  at the time of which you ſpeak the Coloſſus of 
“ Rhodes had been a fallen ruin for fifty years,  so you could not poſ-
“ ſibly have climbed it” ;   
 or :  
“ My dear Conteſſa,  I have heard you avow that you have a mor-
“ tal allergy to cats.   How is it then that you ſay you married one ?”   

or any of a thousand other poss�b�l�t�es or cur�ous and rel-
evant object�ons.   A wager need not be str�ctly correct,  vis-
a-vis the facts,  but �t must be amus�ng or �nterest�ng.
 If the matter of the �nterrupter’s �nsert�on �s correct——
�n other words,  �f the teller of the story dec�des to take the 
proffered deta�l and bu�ld �t �nto h�s anecdote——then he 

must



[     13     ]

must agree w�th h�s fellow and may keep the co�n that was 
pushed forward.   However,  he must then perforce expla�n 
how the events �ntroduced �n h�s fellow’s �nterrupt�on d�d 
not �mpede h�m �n the adventure he �s descr�b�ng.   
 If,  however,  the teller of the story does not w�sh to bu�ld 
the object�on or correct�on �nto h�s story,  then he may push 
the �nterrupter’s co�n away along w�th a co�n from h�s own 
purse,  and �nform the other that he �s a dolt who knows 
noth�ng of what he speaks and gets h�s �nformat�on from 
the t�ttle-tattle of old ma�ds �n g�n-houses.   
 In th�s latter case,  �f the one who �nterrupted �s not pre-
pared to stand th�s �nsult to h�s honour and verac�ty,  he may 
add another co�n to the p�le and return �t to the story-teller,  
mak�ng h�s case for the �nterrupt�on more forcefully and re-
turn�ng the �nsult w�th �nterest.   The story-teller may aga�n 
turn the stake away by add�ng another co�n and another �n-
sult ;   and so on unt�l one s�de w�thdraws h�s object�on and 
accepts the �nsult (thus keep�ng the p�le of co�ns),  or one 
party has exhausted h�s funds but w�ll not stand down——�n 
wh�ch case a duel must be fought.   (See ‘Duell�ng’ below,  
the wr�t�ng of wh�ch sect�on I am ant�c�pat�ng w�th not a l�t-
tle rel�sh.) 
 To g�ve a sample of th�s process �n the passage of a game,  
wh�ch I have carefully based on one of the examples I gave 
above,  �mag�ne that the Duchess of Dunstable �s engaged 
�n the tell�ng of a tale that she has based on my noted explo�t 
where�n,  due to a m�sunderstand�ng of the anc�ent proverb,  
I led the c�ty of Rhodes to Rome.   However,  as shall be 
seen,  she �s enfuzzled of the deta�ls.   To g�ve a sn�ppet of 
the story,  then,  as the Duchess m�ght tell �t :  

Duchess :   “ … I required a view over the city of Rhodes from the
“  highe ſt vantage point it offered,  and ſo I ordered my   ſedan-chair to be 
“ carried to the top of the Coloſſus that ſtands aſtride the harbour 
“ there.”

Lord
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Lord Hampton  (�nterrupt�ng most rudely,  w�th h�s mouth 
full of pet�ts-fours) :  “ But Ducheſs,  at the time of which you 
“ ſpeak the Coloſſus of Rhodes had been a fallen ruin for fifty years,  ſo 
“ you could not poſſibly have climbed it.   I ſaw it ſo myſelf a few months 
“ previouſly.”   
 As he so says,  he pushes a sovere�gn toward her.

What �s the Duchess to do ?   She �s �n a quandary.   For 
the sake of her honour she must cont�nue but that needs an 
�nvestment of one co�n.   Shall she make that �nvestment ?   
She shall !

Duchess :  “ My dear Lord Hampton,  I know not the ſtate of  
“ your eyes when you failed to ſee the Coloſſus of Rhodes,  but I 
“ ſuſpect that they were befuddled by the ſtrong wine of that place,  
“ or poſſibly turned by one of the women of low repute and low-
“ cut dreſſes who frequent the area of the harbour.”  
 Here she places a second sovere�gn atop h�s,  and pushes 
them back to h�m.

Nota bene,  the Duchess could eas�ly have cla�med Lord 
Hampton’s sovere�gn for her own by say�ng that of course 
she had only meant the rubble of the Colossus,  and con-
t�nued—but such an early retreat �s not for her,  nor for any 
who would narrate extraord�nary adventures,  for rubble 
has no place �n a grand tale such as th�s.
 But my Lord Hampton has felt h�s pr�de stung by the 
Duchess’s sp�r�ted r�poste !   W�ll he stand for such den�gra-
t�on ?   He w�ll not !   W�th a flour�sh he swallows h�s cake,  
adds another co�n to the stake,  returns �t to the Duchess 
and rejo�ns thus :  

Lord Hampton :  “ Since our moſt noted hiſtorians have deſcribed
“ the fall of the Coloſſus ſome years before your noble birth,  milady,  
“ if we are to believe the age you claim,  might I ſuggeſt that you had 

“ become
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“ become ſo enchanted with one of the burly ſailors of Rhodes that in a 
“ daze you climbed upon his torſo,  thinking it was that of the 
“ Coloſſus ?”

Ah !   An accusat�on of �nfidel�ty to the memory of her late 
husband,  the notor�ous Duke !   All eyes are now on the 
Duchess.   Pretty blushes t�nt her face,  just as the dew 
of dawn t�nts the perfect p�nk of a new-opened rose at 
the break of day (a fine arrangement of words,  �f I say so 
myself).   Hurr�edly she counts her money—but alas that 
morn�ng she has bought herself a new muff and some dog-
sk�n gloves,  and her purse �s near empty.   Prudence �s her 
m�ddle name,  l�terally as well as figurat�vely,  and prudence 
d�ctates that she must accept th�s �nsult,  lest she bankrupt 
herself.   There are now three co�ns at stake ;   �f she g�ves 
way then they are hers.   The temptat�on �s too strong for 
one of her gentle sex and she snatches up the stake w�th the 
follow�ng :  

Duchess :  “ Not at all,  dear Lord Hampton,  but when I refer to
“ the Coloſſus I mean,  of courſe,  my travelling companion Thomas 
“ Highfellow,  who as you know is the talleſt man in the world,  and 
“ who was born in Rhodes where he is known as the New Coloſ-
“ ſus,  or ‘Col ’ to his friends.   He ſtood aſtride the entrance to the 
“ harbour,  one foot on either ſhore,  and I inſtructed the bearers of 
“ my ſedan-chair to climb into the palm of his hand,  which he 
“ raiſed ſo that we could ſee the panorama of the great city.   As I
“ was ſaying,  we had juſt reached the level of his knee when——”

Baron Edgington  (as he pushes forward a sovere�gn) :  
“ But ſurely,  Ducheſs … ”

At that po�nt we must leave the Duchess and her troubled 
tale—wh�ch �f she had but stayed on the path of my or�g�-
nal she would have put as�de all object�on and oppos�t�on 

w�thout
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w�thout troubl�ng her exqu�s�te brow or her largely vacant 
m�nd—and return to our purpose of descr�b�ng the rules of 
the game.   Th�s �s ted�ous work,  and not the stuff for wh�ch 
the noble-born bra�n was made.   Rules be d——ned !   I am �n 
the sp�r�t for a d�gress�on.

ON BEING NOBLE.

I UNDERSTAND that there w�ll be many among the 
readers of th�s game who have not been blessed w�th the 

good fortune that sm�led upon myself at my b�rth.   Indeed,  
�n th�s age of the pr�nt�ng press �n wh�ch even the lowl�est-
born may be taught to read and wr�te a l�ttle,  �t �s poss�ble 
that th�s book has fallen �nto the hands of some �n whose 
blood the s�gns of greatness do not flow,  whose m�nds and 
souls lack the clar�ty and sure-headedness that comes only 
after generat�ons of the finest breed�ng and tutelage——to 
w�t,  �n short,  commoners.   Such people are not to be de-
sp�sed but p�t�ed,  and �t �s for them that the sect�on �s �n-
tended,  as I descr�be the rud�ments of what a man of lowly 
b�rth requ�res to atta�n the stature of a perfect spec�men of 
the noble order such as myself.
  Noblemen conform to a template la�d out by the Al-
m�ghty and first descr�bed by Baldesar Cast�gl�one �n h�s 
work The Book of the Court�er.   H�s words hold true to-
day,  desp�te the fact that——due to a m�sfortune of b�rth—he 
was Ital�an.   I shall take the l�berty of quot�ng that august 
gentleman w�thout ask�ng h�s perm�ss�on,  s�nce he has 
been dead for n�gh on two hundred years.   It �s true that �n 
the past I have played chess w�th Pythagoras (I won),  Ju-
l�us Caesar (I lost) and Cleopatra (game abandoned),  all 
several centur�es after the�r respect�ve deaths,  but that was 
w�th the a�d of an Ind�an myst�c whom I subsequently con-
verted to the Protestant fa�th,  whereupon he became un-

able
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able to perform any of h�s pagan r�tuals——but once aga�n I 
have meandered from my proper course.
 Cast�gl�one wrote——�n the form of a most amus�ng 
conversat�on between a pr�nce and h�s compan�ons——
 “ I would w�sh our court�er to be well bu�lt,  w�th finely
“ proport�oned members,  and I would have h�m demon-
“ strate strength and l�ghtness and suppleness and be good 
“ at all the phys�cal exerc�ses befitt�ng a warr�or.   Here,  I
“ bel�eve,  h�s first duty �s to know how to handle expertly 
“ any k�nd of weapon,  e�ther on foot or mounted,  to un-
“ derstand all the�r finer po�nts,  and to be espec�ally well
“ �nformed about all those weapons commonly used 
“ among gentlemen.   For apart from the�r use �n war,  when
“ perhaps the finer po�nts may be neglected,  often d�ffer-
“ ences ar�se between one gentleman and another and lead
“ to duels,  and very often the weapons used are those that
“ come �mmed�ately to hand.
 “ I also bel�eve that �t �s of the h�ghest �mportance to
“ know how to wrestle——” 
——and here I shall pass over a few l�nes,  for they teach us 
noth�ng about gentlemen but much about Ital�ans.   He 
resumes :  
 “I w�sh our court�er to be an accompl�shed and versa-
“ t�le horseman and,  as well as hav�ng a knowledge of 
“ horses and all the matters to do w�th r�d�ng,  he should
“ put every effort and d�l�gence �nto surpass�ng the rest 
“ just a l�ttle �n everyth�ng,  so that he may always be rec-
“ ogn�sed as super�or.   And as we read of Alc�b�ades,  that
“ he surpassed all those people among whom he l�ved,  and
“ each t�me �n regard to what they cla�med to be best at,  so
“ th�s court�er of ours should outstr�p all others,  and �n re-
“ gard to the th�ngs they know well. . . .
 “ So I would l�ke the court�er somet�mes to descend to
“ calmer and more restful games,  and to escape envy and
“ enter pleasantly �nto the company of all the others by do-

“ �ng
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The Baron diſplays his underſtanding of horſemanſhip,  dancing 
and making polite converſation at the tea-table (page 19).
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“ �ng everyth�ng they do ;   although he should never fa�l to
“ behave �n a commendable manner and should rule all h�s
“ act�ons w�th that good judgement wh�ch w�ll not allow
“ h�m to take part �n any fool�shness.   Let h�m laugh,  jest, 
“ banter,  romp and dance,  though �n a fash�on that always
“ reflects good sense and d�scret�on,  and let h�m say and
“ do everyth�ng w�th grace.”
 To th�s I would add :  that the nobleman �s the h�ghest of 
God’s creat�ons,  brought to a peak of excellence through 
centur�es of good breed�ng,  educat�on,  culture and d�et ;   
and he should never forget that.   The ar�stocracy of France 
forgot �t recently and �n result found themselves hav�ng a 
short aud�ence w�th a certa�n Madame Gu�llot�ne——a fate 
from wh�ch I was able to rescue many,  through a number 
of d�sgu�ses,  a Portuguese-Engl�sh phrasebook and a herd 
of hollow cows——but once more I am dev�at�ng and I shall 
return to my subject forthw�th,  except to say that I shall be 
happy to recount my recent exper�ences �n France for the 
benefit of any nobleman who would do me the honour of 
�nv�t�ng me to d�nner.
 The nobleman sets an example to the rest of human-
�ty.   He must be at all t�mes c�v�l and courteous,  even to 
h�s soc�al �nfer�ors,  fore�gners and the better sort of serv-
ant.   H�s behav�our �s the touchstone of all c�v�l�sat�on,  for 
w�thout nob�l�ty there would be no patronage of the sc�-
ences,  the arts,  l�terature or mus�c ;   and only common arts 
l�ke theatre,  country danc�ng,  pol�t�cs and the mercant�le 
trades would rema�n.
 Naturally no nobleman has any truck w�th mag�c,  on the 
ent�rely reasonable grounds that �t does not ex�st.   Sc�ence,  
log�c,  ph�losophy and enl�ghtenment all demonstrate that 
�t cannot work——a v�ew I ascr�be to fully,  although I am 
at a loss to expla�n why,  after argu�ng w�th some gyps�es �n 
Rouman�a,  I spent a week �n the bel�ef that I was a duck.
 Although you,  my reader,  may not be �n any wh�t l�ke 

the
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the paragons of human�ty I have del�ned above,  �n order to 
play my game you must pretend to be nobly born and,  �n 
tell�ng the stor�es of the great adventures you are cla�m�ng 
to have made,  you should portray yourself and your ac-
t�ons as noble �n thought and deed.   You may find the expe-
r�ence d�sturb�ng to your low-born m�nd,  but I hope most 
earnestly that �t may serve as an �nterest�ng lesson,  and that 
�t may teach the most dolt�sh amongst my readers some de-
cent manners.
 Naturally any nobleman worth h�s salt w�ll be accompa-
n�ed on h�s travels and adventures by servants and travel-
l�ng compan�ons.   As befits th�s,  there w�ll follow �n the 
next sect�on a d�scourse on the nature of compan�ons,  dur-
�ng wh�ch another opportun�ty shall be taken to be gratu�-
tously rude about the French.   

COMPANIONS.

AS HE wends h�s way through l�fe’s trava�ls,  a noble-
man must perforce be accompan�ed by many compan-

�ons,  who w�ll ass�st h�m,  support h�m,  keep h�m company 
and enl�ven h�s sp�r�ts w�th the�r w�t and learn�ng.   Com-
pan�ons are men of rare ab�l�t�es,  some so rare that they 
are pos�t�vely un�que.   I well remember my dear fr�end 
Octavus who a�ded me so ably �n the capture of the ent�re 
Turk�sh fleet at Ankara by means of h�s prod�g�ous breath,  
whereby he blew all the sh�ps from the�r moor�ngs and 
down the coast,  where they became entrapped �n a fence of 
fish�ng-nets wh�ch I had stretched across the sea.   Or there 
was Wolfgang,  whose great sk�ll as an art�st a�ded me �n 
scar�ng the French fleet �nto full retreat by pa�nt�ng a most 
real�st�c facs�m�le of a thousand fr�gates of the Royal Navy,  
us�ng as h�s canvas the Wh�te Cl�ffs of Dover . . . but that �s 
another story,  and shall be told another t�me.

Compan�ons
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 Compan�ons are,  �n short,  the men and women who 
may help you �n your adventures.   Thus should your nar-
rat�ve requ�re a person of prod�g�ous ab�l�t�es to help you 
from a part�cular escapade,  you may �ntroduce one such as 
you w�sh.   But take care not to use the serv�ces of more than 
one such compan�on �n each story,  for so to do would be 
cons�dered greedy.   
 (It need not be sa�d that compan�ons are not servants.   A 
nobleman has servants as a French dog has fleas,  and �f they 
be French servants,  they w�ll serve the nobleman �n much 
the same office as the flea serves the dog :  v�z.   a constant 
source of �rr�tat�on and nu�sance.   I remember one French 
manservant who was w�th me dur�ng my campa�gn�ng on 
the Russ�an front ;   he drank lust�ly,  swore abom�nably,  
scorched my sh�rts,  knew not a handkerch�ef from a hot-
a�r balloon,  and at length revealed h�mself to be a woman,  
a fish-seller’s w�fe from Cala�s,  and m�ght�ly �n love w�th 
me.   Th�s would have been the source of much embar-
rassment to us both,  had he not been conven�ently hanged 
for treason.   I w�ll not deny that �t was I who planted on 
h�s person the map of the secret tunnel under the Engl�sh 
Channel,  wh�ch I had acqu�red by——ah,  but once more I 
have strayed off the path of my story.
 (Wh�ch rem�nds me �n t�mely fash�on that th�s chap-
ter �tself �s naught but an extended d�gress�on,  and thus 
I should——�f only to placate my outraged ed�tor,  whose 
cheeks are so flushed w�th red anger——l�ke rosy-bottomed 
Dawn after she has been spanked by her father the Sun for 
dally�ng too long w�th her lover——who I must confess was 
myself—and not attend�ng to her bus�ness of break�ng the 
day for two and a half weeks——my ed�tor,  I say,  whose eyes 
flash w�th rage and ha�r stands on end �n resemblance of the 
g�ant hedgehog I once defeated �n Scotland by turn�ng �t 
�ns�de out,  thus stabb�ng �t to death on �ts own sp�nes—my 
ed�tor I fear shall d�e of an apoplexy unless I end th�s d�-

gress�on,
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gress�on,  close these brackets and return to the subject of 
Object�ons,  Correct�ons and Wagers forthw�th.   Frankly,  
I find th�s bus�ness of rules more than a l�ttle ted�ous,  par-
t�cularly now that th�s bottle of tokay �s fin�shed.   Yes,  that 
was a h�nt,  wh�ch I observe he has not taken What ?   Oh,  
clos�ng the brackets.   Very well.) 

OBJECTIONS,  CORRECTIONS 
AND WAGERS,  continued.

AS ALL those of truly noble blood are aware,  there are 
a handful of wagers and object�ons that should never 

be made.   Pr�nc�pally,  �n the round of �nsults,  no nobleman 
would ever �nsult another’s breed�ng and ped�gree,  or h�s 
verac�ty.   In pla�n terms,  you may not d�rectly call another 
player a l�ar (although you may safely quest�on h�s accu-
racy,  �nform h�m of new d�scover�es or rem�nd h�m of facts 
he may have forgot),  cast doubt h�s cla�m to noble rank,  or 
�nsult h�s mother.   Indeed I l�e :  you may do any of these 
th�ngs,  but so to do �s proof of your utter cadd�shness,  and 
the person you have �nsulted �s at l�berty to challenge you 
at once to a duel.   I shall expand on the subject of duel-
l�ng shortly,  a top�c on wh�ch I am part�cularly well versed 
s�nce the day �n  Kön�gsberg when I �nsulted the K�ng’s 12th 
Hussars at the moment that very reg�ment was parad�ng 
outs�de my open w�ndow,  and I was forced to fight a duel 
w�th every sold�er of them,  at the same t�me.   I confess I 
am look�ng forward to the chapter on duels w�th no l�ttle 
rel�sh,  but l�ke an errant schoolboy I must fin�sh my bread-
and-cheese before I may have my plum.   Onwards !   There 
�s not far to go.
 It may seem pass�ng strange that �f the wagerer loses h�s 
bet then he recovers h�s stake,  or �f he w�ns then h�s stake 
�s lost.   Th�s �s so,  but when the wagerer makes h�s cla�m,  

he
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he �s �n truth say�ng,  “ Ha,  my fine fellow,  here �s a pretty
“ t�d-b�t that I wager you cannot make a part of your story,” 
and �f �t �s pushed back to h�m then �ndeed he has won the 
wager and doubled h�s stake.   
 It �s therefore clear that,  s�nce money �s the way that the 
game �s won or lost,  and mak�ng wagers �s the only way 
that the money on the table may be moved between players,  
a wagerer should essay to make wagers that he can w�n—
that �s to say,  wh�ch the story-teller cannot bu�ld �nto h�s 
tale,  and must turn away.   Meanstwh�le a great story-teller 
w�ll construct h�s tale so that �t �nv�tes the greatest poss�-
ble number of wagers,  wh�ch the teller has w�th great cun-
n�ng already ant�c�pated,  and thus can cla�m each wagerer’s 
stake.   W�th�n these two stratagems l�es the central sk�ll of 
my game ;   that �s to say,  one part of the sk�ll of my game,  
the other parts to be expla�ned �n further chapters.   Duller 
readers need have no fear :  I shall take pa�ns to po�nt out 
these tact�cs whenever one occurs,  that they may have the 
sat�sfact�on of know�ng where�n these po�nts l�e,  �f not the 
w�t to use them �n the game.

DUELLING.

I AM ADVISED that �t �s the fash�on to name th�s part of 
the rules the ‘Combat System’.   That �s an ugly phrase 

wh�ch stumbles off the tongue,  and sounds l�ke a Pruss�an 
manual on methods of elementary sabre-play.   I d�sda�n �t.   
Should �ts co�ner take except�on to my contempt for h�m 
and h�s phrase,  let h�m challenge me and we w�ll see �f he 
knows aught of real systems of combat,  wh�le I reduce h�s 
br�tches to lace.
 As I have observed earl�er �n th�s volume,  �f �n the mat-
ter of an object�on or a wager a player should �nsult anoth-
er’s verac�ty,  t�tle or ped�gree,  then the �njured party has 

the
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the r�ght——nay,  the obl�gat�on——to challenge h�s �nsulter 
to a duel.   Such a tr�al by combat may also come about  �f 
dur�ng the course of a wager one party finds h�s purse ex-
hausted but does not have the grace or good sense to w�th-
draw,  �n wh�ch case he may demand that the other stand 
down h�s cla�m,  or face h�m on the field of honour.
 The call�ng of a duel w�ll cause an unfortunate �n-
terrupt�on �n the flow of the game’s stor�es,  but so be �t :  
where the honour of a nobleman �s concerned,  everyth�ng 
else must stand as�de wh�le he defends h�mself.   F�ght�ng 
over matters of honour �s a dangerous bus�ness wh�ch may 
br�ng poverty,  �njury,  death or——a worse horror——r�d�-
cule to the part�c�pants,  but �t �s as necessary as beefsteak 
to an Engl�shman,  gold to a Sw�ss,  or avo�d�ng baths to a 
Frenchman.
 The system for fight�ng a duel �s s�mpl�c�ty �tself.   Once 
the �njured party has �ssued the challenge,  the two duel-
l�sts must choose fr�ends or compan�ons to be the�r sec-
onds,  agree on a weapon——rap�ers are trad�t�onal and 
come eas�ly to hand at most part�es or places where the 
genteel and well-educated gather——and then go outs�de to 
a conven�ent courtyard,  colonnade or garden,  where they 
fight.   The duel need only progress unt�l first blood,  as th�s 
�s naught but a fr�endly d�sagreement,  but I have seen my 
game g�ve r�se to duels that were fought to �ncapac�tat�on,  
d�smemberment or death over such matters as a carelessly 
spl�t �nfin�t�ve.
 As the art of duell�ng �s so w�despread across Europe 
and the other c�v�l�sed areas of the globes,  and so well 
known to all people of good breed�ng,  I need not descr�be 
�t here——Ah,  my ed�tor rem�nds me aga�n that some cop�es 
of th�s game w�ll �nev�tably find the�r way to the unwashed 
hands and uneducated eyes of the lower orders as well as 
the more properly born,  so I must perforce descr�be �t 
after all.   Anyone w�th a hered�tary t�tle or who has ever 

served
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served as an officer �n one of the better arm�es of the world 
(Russ�an, Pruss�an,  Engl�sh,  Span�sh,  Ital�an,  or for that 
matter Cathayan,  Eth�op�an,  Pers�an—�ndeed,  now that I 
th�nk of �t,  all but the Turks,  Poles and Ir�sh) should pass 
to the next sect�on.   The rest of you,  read on.
 The art of duell�ng �s one of great refinement,  and �s con-
veyed equally by good teach�ng,  fine upbr�ng�ng,  the prop-
er blood,  and the w�ll�ngness to sp�ll some of �t.   There are 
any number of textbooks on the subject,  wh�ch I adv�se a 
nov�ce to purchase and,  �f you are ser�ous about your stud-
�es,  to read.   The acqu�s�t�on of a tutor �s necessary for the 
perfect�on of the art——I recommend employ�ng a German 
duell�ng-master for brutal�ty,  a Span�ard for fla�r or,  for 
matches wh�ch may last up to five days and be e�ther ra�ned 
off or end �n a draw,  an Engl�shman.   You should also set 
as�de three,  perhaps four years for study,  and a decade for 
pract�ce.
 Naturally the procedure of duell�ng �s fraught w�th 
danger and d�fficulty.   A number of unenl�ghtened states 
have declared th�s trad�t�onal bloodsport �llegal,  so the 
part�c�pants run the r�sk of �nterrupt�on by members of the 
lower orders brand�sh�ng truncheons and warrants,  wh�ch 
�s enough to put even the finest duell�st off h�s stroke.   I 
have found few remed�es to th�s,  save the usual methods 
of duell�ng �n a secluded spot,  w�nn�ng as qu�ckly as pos-
s�ble,  and keep�ng a hot-a�r balloon tethered nearby �n case 
a sw�ft ex�t �s requ�red.   The more adventurous may w�sh 
to try duell�ng w�th�n a hot-a�r balloon but I do not rec-
ommend �t :  �t �s hot-a�r that got you �nto th�s s�tuat�on,  
depend on �t not to get you out.
 I was plann�ng to d�gress at th�s po�nt on the matter of 
seconds,  the proper choos�ng thereof,  and how best to find 
one at two o’clock of the morn�ng �n Prague——a problem 
that has bedev�lled me s�nce my s�xth b�rthday.   Desp�te the 
lack of scholarsh�p on th�s subject,  and the undoubted ben-

efit
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efit that such a sect�on would add to th�s book,  I have been 
persuaded——under my strongest protest,  I must add——to 
om�t �t by the same bleary-eyed ed�tor who not three para-
graphs ago conv�nced me that such a th�ng should be �n-
cluded.   H�s w�ts,  I fear,  are addled by cheap g�n and the 
profits from h�s last tawdry publ�cat�on.   
 Nevertheless �t �s my content�on that my publ�c would 
w�sh to see such a book,  embell�shed w�th several anec-
dotes and stor�es of my duell�ng exper�ences and v�ctor�es,  
and further �llustrated by my fr�ends Masters Cru�kshank 
and Dore.   If you agree,  gentle reader,  then I humbly re-
quest that you wr�te to the publ�sher,  demand�ng to see th�s 
new work.   Its publ�cat�on would be assured �f you would 
be good enough to subscr�be to �t :  a mere matter of three 
gu�neas,  wh�ch should be enclosed——take care to wrap 
them well and send them v�a a trusted messenger——w�th 
your letter.

DUELLING FOR COWARDS.

IF YOU are weak of blood,  soft of flesh or l�l�ed of the 
l�ver,  or——by way of furn�sh�ng you w�th a conven�ent 

excuse——you are �n a hurry to fin�sh the game,  or there are 
lad�es present who would be shocked at the s�ght of blood,  
or you are unable to reta�n the rôle you are play�ng at the 
thought of noble combat,  and find yourself reduced to a 
common peasant once more,  or �f you are Welsh ;   �f any of 
these th�ngs be true then you may avo�d the phys�cal com-
bat of a duel.   Instead,  just as you are play�ng at be�ng a 
nobleman �n my game,  you may play at fight�ng a duel w�th 
a set of rules I have dev�s’d for that very purpose.
 I say ‘dev�s’d’.   In fact I was taught the game by an �nhab-
�tant of the Dog-Star,  whom I encountered a great d�stance 
from h�s home,  on the last occas�on I v�s�ted the Moon.   I 

understand
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understand that the game was or�g�nally taught to these 
astral can�nes by no less a traveller than the Portuguese 
nav�gator Vasco da Gama who,  on h�s final voyage,  set 
h�s course toward the �sland of Ceylon,  m�ssed by several 
thousand leagues,  and sa�led off the edge of the world.   I 
blame the qual�ty of Portuguese sea-charts for th�s,  though 
doubtless the Portuguese would blame the compass,  or the 
w�nd,  or the water,  or  Ceylon,  or the shape of the world,  
or the Moon,  or anyth�ng else that m�ght absolve the�r own 
slack-handed work.
 Da Gama called the rules ‘Bottle—Glass—Throat’ (he 
was Portuguese,  as I ment�oned),  and those of the Dog-
Star know �t as ‘Bone—St�ck—Ball’.   I shall call �t ‘Stone—
Kn�fe—Paper’,  and … I see.   My ed�tor tells me I have been 
overtaken by fate,  that the game �s already known by a s�m-
�lar name to all the world,  and I should str�ke out the para-
graph above.   I shall do no such th�ng ;   I shall let �t stand 
as a treat�se on the h�story of the game,  and scholars may 
depend on my well-known love of the truth �f they doubt 
any part of �t.   None the less I adm�t myself d�sgruntled 
by th�s turn of events,  and w�ll break my narrat�ve here to 
restore my sp�r�ts w�th a hearty d�nner.

*  *  *

I return much refreshed for my �nterval,  although I confess 
I have drunk deep of Lord Bootlebury’s dark port and h�s 
youngest daughter’s darker eyes,  as soft and deep as those 
of the stag I k�lled �n the Black Forest by stuffing �t w�th 
cake——�ts flavour,  I must say,  was not �mproved by th�s 
method of d�spatch——and accord�ngly I am d�stracted and 
have lost my thread.   No matter.   I w�ll �nstead regale you 
w�th a story of my travels unt�l the plot returns to me,  or 
my ed�tor wakes from the no�sy slumber he has embarked 
on at the far end of the table,  to rem�nd me where we were.

I
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Not the ſtag that the Baron killed with a cake,  but a different ſtag 
entirely (page 27).
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 I recall a t�me �n the w�nter of 17——,  when I was r�d-
�ng �nto the �nter�or parts of Russ�a.   I found travell�ng on 
horseback rather unfash�onable �n w�nter ;   therefore I sub-
m�tted,  as I always do,  to the custom of the country,  took a 
s�ngle horse-sledge,  and drove br�skly towards St Peters-
burg.   I do not exactly recollect whether �t was �n Eastland 
or Jugemanland,  but I remember that �n the m�dst of a 
dreary forest,  I sp�ed a terr�ble wolf mak�ng after me,  w�th 
all the speed of ravenous w�nter hunger.   He soon overtook 
me.   There was no poss�b�l�ty of escape.   Mechan�cally I 
la�d myself down flat �n the sledge,  and let my horse run 
for our safety.   
 What I w�shed,  but hardly hope or expected,  happened 
�mmed�ately after.   The wolf d�d not m�nd me �n the least,  
but took a leap over me,  and fall�ng fur�ously on the horse,  
began �nstantly to tear and devour the h�nd part of the poor 
an�mal,  wh�ch ran the faster for h�s pa�n and terror.   Thus 
unnot�ced and safe myself,  I l�fted my head slyly up,  and 
w�th horror I beheld that the wolf had ate h�s way �nto the 
horse’s body ;   �t was not long before he had fa�rly forced 
h�mself �nto �t,  when I took my advantage,  and fell upon 
h�m w�th the but-end of my wh�p.   
 Th�s unexpected attack �n h�s rear fr�ghtened h�m so 
much,  that he leaped forward w�th all h�s m�ght ;   the 
horse’s carcass dropped on the ground ;   but �n h�s place 
the wolf was �n the harness,  and I on my part wh�pp�ng h�m 
cont�nually,  we both arr�ved �n full career safe to St Peters-
burg,  contrary to our respect�ve expectat�ons,  and very 
much to the aston�shment of——
  I recall �t now ;   we were d�scuss�ng duell�ng.   Rather,  I 
was d�scuss�ng,  you were learn�ng,  and my ed�tor was hog-
g�ng the kerren wasser and mak�ng loud �nterrupt�ons.   He 
�s a most �rr�tat�ng fellow,  but hav�ng now waked he has 
left for the tavern on the corner,  and I may cont�nue w�th-
out h�s ass�stance.

Stone-
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 ‘Stone—Kn�fe—Paper’ �s the game.   On a count of three,  
one should form one’s hand �nto the shape of a stone,  a 
blade,  or a p�ece of paper ;   the rule be�ng that a kn�fe beats 
paper (�t cuts �t) ;   paper beats a stone (�t wraps �t) ;   and 
a kn�fe beats a stone (�t whets �t … No,  I have �t wrong.   
Ask your manservant how the d——ned game plays).   The 
fa�nt-hearted faux-duell�sts must play three hands of �t,  
d�scount�ng draws,  and whosoever w�ns two or more �s de-
clared the v�ctor.   I w�ll waste no further words on th�s sub-
ject,  dest�ned as �t �s only for c�ss�es and or he who �s afra�d 
of the s�ght of a l�ttle blood,  or of add�ng another death or 
two to h�s consc�ence.   Real noblemen have no such qualms,  
part�cularly �f they are deal�ng w�th peasants or fore�gners.   
Play your rôle properly or not at all,  say I.

THE RESULT OF A DUEL.

THE RESULTS of a duel can be deadly,  even �f you 
lack the eſprit to essay �t �n the proper fash�on.   As-

sum�ng that both part�es are st�ll al�ve at �ts end,  the upshot 
of a duel �s as follows :  the loser must make over h�s ent�re 
purse to the v�ctor,  and must ret�re from the game.   If one 
of the two part�es has lost h�s l�fe �n the confl�ct,  then h�s 
second should carry out these �nstruct�ons.   However,  h�s 
bounty——�f such he has——must rema�n untouched unt�l 
the end of the game.
 A final word on duell�ng :  �t �s cons�dered unsport�ng to 
provoke a duel or �ssue a challenge once all the stor�es are 
fin�shed and the bounty �s be�ng d�spensed and rece�ved.   
I remember one memorable game I played w�th a crew of 
swarthy p�rates,  wh�le they and I were trapped �ns�de the 
belly of a m�ghty sea-beast wh�ch had regrettably swal-
lowed every man of us——a not unusual happen�ng,  I learn 
from my conversat�ons w�th mar�t�me adventurers,  but pe-

cul�ar
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cul�ar �n th�s �nstance �n that I had been cl�mb�ng the Mat-
terhorn at the t�me of my �ngest�on.
 We had reached the end of the game and,  as was to be 
expected,  the co�ns were p�l�ng �nto my bounty,  when the 
p�rate capta�n,  angered at the fa�lure of h�s tale of herr�ng-
do,  drew h�s cutlass and w�th a m�ghty oath swung �t at my 
head.   I stepped away and the blade sl�ced through the great 
beast’s spleen,  on wh�ch I had been seated,  wh�ch gushed 
forth such quant�t�es of b�le that——ah,  but my ed�tor,  who 
has just returned from the tavern w�th the smell of the tap 
on h�s breath and the rouge of the tap-g�rl on h�s l�ps,  re-
m�nds me that my deadl�ne �s close,  and my rema�n�ng 
pages are runn�ng short,  and I must cease my d�gress�on 
forthw�th.   As before,  �f any of my readers should w�sh to 
hear the rema�nder of the story,  I w�ll be happy to recount 
�t over d�nner at the�r club and the�r expense.
 Now,  perforce,  I must move to expla�n how a story �s 
brought to a conclus�on and the manner that a game �s won,  
�n wh�ch——fear not,  gentle reader,  I have not forgot——I 
shall expla�n what on earth a ‘bounty’ �s.

FINISHING A STORY.

IN MY exper�ence a good tale should last no more than 
five m�nutes ;  for beyond that the l�steners beg�n to grow 

bored and l�stless and talk among themselves and throw 
bread rolls and play at d�ce or cards and call for mus�c�ans 
and dance upon the table and seduce the hostess and d�s-
tr�bute sed�t�ous or revolut�onary l�terature and plot land-
wars �n As�a,  and other such d�stract�ons as m�ght put even 
the finest raconteur off h�s str�de——part�cularly �f he has 
des�gns on the hostess h�mself.
 The story-teller should therefore br�ng h�s tale to �ts 
natural conclus�on at �ts proper length,  and �n a way that 

br�ngs
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br�ngs the greatest enjoyment and aston�shment to h�s 
l�steners.   At th�s po�nt the tale �s done,  and the aud�-
ence should respond w�th a hearty “ Huzzah !” and excla-
mat�ons of “ By my oath,  Baron,  that is the moſt remarkable 
“ ſtory I have ever heard,  and I drink to it.   Bring more wine! 
“ Open a cask of the ’77 !” wh�ch �s always pleas�ng.   
 However,  �t has not escaped the eye of a sold�er such as 
I that there are several story-tellers who e�ther cannot tell 
when the�r story has fin�shed,  and must perforce prattle on 
unt�l Doomsday or unt�l the w�ne �s fin�shed ;   or who are so 
�ll-sk�lled �n the art of racontage that ne�ther they nor the�r 
aud�ence can tell when the�r tale �s done.   I have appl�ed my 
m�l�tary m�nd to both these problems,  and the solut�ons 
are g�ven below.
 If a story-teller fin�shes h�s tale and there �s none to cry 
“ Huzzah !”,  for they are all asleep or otherw�se occup�ed,  
then he should s�gn�fy to the company that an end has been 
reached by stand�ng and loudly procla�m�ng :  “ That is my
“ ſtory,  true in every word,  and if any man doubts it I’ll make him
“ drink a barrel of brandy in a ſingle ſwallow.” Th�s serves as a 
s�gnal to the company,  by �ts volume �f not by �ts words,  
that they should rouse themselves from the torpor wh�ch 
a dull tale �nvokes,  and muster a few token “ Huzzah !”s to 
tell the story-teller that they have understood h�s tale �s at 
an end.   
 A word of a tact�c for those w�thout the w�t to d�scern 
�t for themselves :  �f you find a problem �n br�ng�ng your 
narrat�ve to a fitt�ng close,  �nstead recount�ng on and on 
because you know not how to br�ng the tale to a conclus�on,  
then I have the tr�ck for you.   When the noble personage on 
your left g�ves you the subject of your tale,  you should say,  
“ Ah !”,  reach for your glass and take a long swallow.   In the 
few seconds th�s w�ll afford,  you can dec�de how �t �s that 
your story w�ll conclude.   Th�s g�ves your narrat�ve path 
a dest�nat�on,  w�thout wh�ch �t may ramble a�mlessly and 

endlessly



[     33     ]

endlessly,  and the rest �s s�mpl�c�ty.   A good end�ng trumps 
a good beg�nn�ng,  for people remember �t w�th greater 
strength of emot�on :  one may start badly and recover to 
w�n,  but to start well and falter �s to lose the race.

PASSING THE STORY.

WHETHER A tale ends well or �ll,  once the usual 
toasts have been drunk (to the story,  the story-

teller,  the host,  the monarch,  the most attract�ve woman 
present,  the second most attract�ve woman present,  the 
most attract�ve woman �n the story,  absent fr�ends,  &c.) 
the one who has just fin�shed h�s narrat�on must turn to the 
person s�tt�ng at h�s r�ght hand and,  �n an �nterested tone 
(for to do otherw�se could be taken as an �nsult and lead to 
a regrettable duel,  or a m�ld-mannered bun-fight,  or any 
other manner of unnecessary d�stract�on from the bus�ness 
at hand),  say,  “ So,  Baron,  tell us the ſtory of … ” and here,  as 
at the start of the game,  descr�be �n br�ef synops�s a su�table 
adventure,  whether from one of my own escapades,  or from 
the l�st �n the append�x of th�s work,  or from h�s own expe-
r�ences or �mag�n�ngs.   The person thus addressed should 
p�ck up the tale and proceed as descr�bed above,  w�th the 
other players prepar�ng wagers,  �nterrupt�ons,  duels and 
so forth to throw h�m off the str�de of h�s narrat�on.   
 If,  however,  a story-teller should have become so 
wrapped up �n h�s tale that he has fa�led to see the com-
pany has lost �nterest and has commenced cock-fight�ng or 
badger-ba�t�ng �nstead,  then any of the company may �nter-
rupt at a su�table juncture w�th the words,  “ That reminds me 
“ of the ſtory I have heard told of Baron N—— M——” (nam�ng 
the player s�tt�ng to the r�ght of the present story-teller) 
“ in which he … ” and names an adventure.   W�th that he 
must put forward one co�n.   If others of the company agree 

then
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then they should add co�ns of the�r own ;   and �f fully half 
the company �s �n agreement that the mantle of story-teller 
should pass,  then Baron N—— M—— commences the tale 
of the new adventure.   If less,  then he may cont�nue.   In 
e�ther case,  the accumulat�on �s g�ven to the pot-boy to pay 
for more w�ne.
 I see thus far I have fa�led to expla�n the bounty.   Never 
fear.   There are st�ll several pages to go,  and I am certa�n �t 
shall follow �n the next chapter,  or the one after that.

DETERMINING THE WINNER.

WHEN ALL are done w�th the�r stor�es,  there should 
be a moment of pause.   S�t back �n your cha�r and 

perm�t the pot-boy to recharge your glass.   Th�nk on the 
stor�es you have heard,  and dec�de �n your own m�nd wh�ch 
was the best.   If you are of a scholarly bent you may w�sh 
to debate the matter w�th your compan�ons,  mak�ng refer-
ence to Ar�stotle’s Ars Poet�ca and the recent cr�t�cal works 
of the poet Dryden.   Or �f not,  then not.   ’T�s of small 
�mportance.
 Wh�le you are so debat�ng,  e�ther w�th your soul or 
w�th your fellows,  count up the co�ns you have left �n your 
purse.   These now become the tokens w�th wh�ch each of 
the company shall dec�de whose story �s the finest,  the most 
outstand�ng,  the most memorable,  the most authent�c and 
the most hero�c,  show�ng �ts teller �n the finest l�ght.   In 
common parlance,  you shall each vote for a w�nner.
 Commenc�ng w�th the person who began the game,  and 
�n rotat�on and �n turn,  each player must take h�s purse of 
co�ns,  and w�th words such as :  “ Gentlemen,  I have never
“ heard ſuch a ſurpriſing collection of ſtories,  but upon my hon-
“ our the one told by my dear friend ——” (here he names the 
nobleman whose anecdote he cons�ders the finest of 

the
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the  even�ng) “ is the moſt aſtonishing tale I have encountered 
“ in my life.” If you are Engl�sh then at th�s juncture you may 
w�sh to add “ ’Pon  my ſoul” or “ Wot wot”.   I know not why,  
but �t appears obl�gatory.
 (My ed�tor �s protest�ng,  and also Engl�sh.   My expla-
nat�on must perforce pause a moment wh�le I hush h�m by 
refill�ng h�s glass w�th the last of h�s father’s wh�sky.)
 W�th these words the player places h�s ent�re purse �n 
front of the fellow he has named.   It must be all of h�s co�ns 
;   �t does not befit a gentleman to spl�t h�s bets or spread h�s 
favours too w�dely.   Nor should the rec�p�ent add the co�ns 
to h�s own purse.   Be not hasty ;   s�mply leave them where 
they l�e.   Th�s p�le �s termed the bounty,  at last.
 Once every player has sa�d h�s p�ece,  cast h�s vote and 
d�str�buted h�s bounty (and I must perforce rem�nd the 
sluggards,  commoners and pleb�ans among my readers 
that no true nobleman would even cons�der the �dea of 
vot�ng for h�mself),  then each player should count out 
the number of co�ns cast for h�m and h�s story.   (Sotto voce,  
naturally ;   there �s noth�ng so unbecom�ng as a nobleman 
who cannot count but out loud ;   and �f your grasp of nu-
merology does not extend beyond five then you should 
�mmed�ately g�ve up all thoughts of play�ng th�s game and 
find yourself a past�me more su�ted to your nature ;   such 
as turn�p-farm�ng or government.) 

ENDING THE GAME.

THE PLAYER w�th the greatest bounty �s declared to 
have won the game.   All must g�ve a loud “ Huzzah !” 

and more w�ne �s ordered to dr�nk to the health of the v�c-
tor.   It �s accepted as a po�nt of et�quette that the v�ctor shall 
pay for th�s w�ne,  and �t �s also accepted that the money they 
have accumulated as the�r bounty may not be——nay,  �n my 

exper�ence
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Some players of the Baron’s game may prove thirſtier than others,  
eſpecially if they have been in recent battle with the Turks (page 32).
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exper�ence �s never——suffic�ent to cover the cost.   But that 
�s of no matter :  we are noblemen and we overlook such tr�-
fles as fa�r payment,  money,  debts,  &c.   Bes�des,  the sweet 
taste of v�ctory w�ll more than w�pe out the sour tang of the 
even�ng’s reckon�ng,  when the �nnkeeper br�ngs �t.
 Th�s concludes the play of the game.
 Should the major�ty of the company w�sh,  and not be so 
out of pocket or �n �ts cups that �t cannot cont�nue,  another 
round of the game may be played.   The v�ctor of the prev�-
ous round——be�ng the person who has most recently re-
charged the company’s glasses——shall commence the play 
by challeng�ng h�s r�ght-hand man to tell another tale.   

A FRESH WORD ON TACTICS.

IT SHOULD be observed——�ndeed,  �t w�ll already 
have been so by my more �ntell�gent and well-bred read-

ers, of whom I trust there are many——that there are two 
ways to succeed at my game.   F�rstly,  one may play w�th 
ult�mate strategy and gu�le,  �n order to rel�eve as many of 
the company of as much of the�r wealth as can be done,  �n 
order to amass the greatest purse.   Secondly,  one may tell 
the finest story one �s able.   Naturally all players should 
a�m to tell the finest story,  for that �s the only way that they 
may w�n the contest.   
 If you play strateg�cally so that you ga�n the greatest 
purse,  then I can assure you that you are pract�cally cer-
ta�n to lose the game ;   partly because your purse must be 
g�ven to someone else,  and partly because you w�ll have 
aroused such enm�ty �n the rest of the company that none of 
them w�ll cast the�r vote for you.   Yet by th�s tact�c you can 
g�ve yourself the honour of  determ�n�ng who shall w�n the 
game,  and thus ga�n advantage w�th the one whose v�ctory 
you have assured.

Naturally,



[     38     ]

 Naturally,  although many noblemen and part�cularly 
the�r sons are known to be profl�gate w�th the�r money,  �t �s 
poor play to empty your purse before the end of the game,  
and worse play to spend them all before you have your turn 
at story-tell�ng.   W�thout co�ns �n your purse you can not 
�nterrupt a comrade,  rebut �nterrupt�ons to your tale,  or 
cast votes for a w�nner.   And  s�nce �t �s beneath a nobleman 
to e�ther beg or steal,  once you have no funds then the only 
method to accrue more �s to tell a fine story that attracts 
many �nterrupt�ons from your fellows,  and turn those �n-
terrupt�ons as�de w�th speed of w�t and the dexter�ty of 
your tongue.   (I feel an urge to d�gress about the dexter�ty 
of tongues I have known,  but I shall forbear.   Lad�es may 
read th�s.)
 In the final round of the game,  �f your company has ad-
m�tted women to the play,  I do not recommend that you 
vote for your paramour,  or for the member of the company 
who has taken your fancy.   In my exper�ence �t rarely leads 
to success ;   and your fellows w�ll not�ce and make fun of 
your noble gesture for weeks.

IN CONCLUSION.

IN THESE pages I have essayed three th�ngs.   F�rstly,  to 
br�ng——what �s �t now,  man ? 

 I apolog�se to you, my reader.   I had thought we had 
almost run our course,  and was about to gallop for the fin-
�sh�ng post,  but �t has been slurred �n my ear that I have 
neglected a sect�on wh�ch my contract obl�ges me to wr�te.   
I w�ll be most glad to have th�s game fin�shed.   Such th�ngs 
are not su�ted to a noble temperament ;   wh�ch adm�rably 
expla�ns why so few scr�bblers have been elevated to the 
ranks of nob�l�ty.

BACKGROUND.
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BACKGROUND.

I WISH TO expla�n that th�s sect�on has been �mposed on 
me :  my ed�tor tells me that such th�ngs are these days 

expected from the creator of a game.   For the l�fe of me I 
cannot understand the reason or purpose for enqu�r�ng �nto 
my background :  I am a nobleman and a Munchausen and 
those facts,  wh�ch suffice as my passport across all the bor-
ders and �nto the royal chambers �n every country �n Eu-
rope,  should surely be suffic�ent to——.
 Ah.   I am �nformed by the mangy-headed fellow that I 
have m�ssed the po�nt.   Naturally I have done no such th�ng 
;   although I may be gu�lty of a l�ttle w�lful m�s�nterpreta-
t�on of h�s mean�ng.   However,  I suggest that we ret�tle the 
sect�on ‘H�stor�cal Sett�ng’ and start aga�n.

HISTORICAL SETTING.   

MUCH BETTER.
 It �s,  of course,  the e�ghteenth century ;   for 

surely there has never been a finer t�me to be al�ve.   More 
part�cularly,  �t �s the year of our Lord 17——.   The Rena�s-
sance �s over,  the power of the Church �s crumbl�ng,  and 
Europe �s c�v�l�sed at last.   The Turk are �n Constant�no-
ple and �ndeed all over the place,  the French are mak�ng 
trouble aga�n,  Sweden �s �n decl�ne,  the Russ�ans are �nvad-
�ng the Cr�mea at regular �ntervals,  the K�ng of England 
�s both German and mad—both fine cond�t�ons for rul�ng 
that �sle—and somewhere across the Atlant�c Ocean a few 
colon�sts are beg�nn�ng to th�nk a l�ttle too much of the�r 
own �mportance.
 The wonder of th�s age of marvels �s w�thout ques-
t�on the aston�sh�ng fly�ng-balloon of the brothers Mont-

golfier,
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golfier,  wh�ch can carry people and an�mals h�gh �nto the 
a�r �n perfect safety,  transport�ng them over c�t�es,  r�vers,  
forests and mounta�ns,  and even——�t �s sa�d——as h�gh as 
the Moon �tself.   That the brothers dev�z’d the�r �nvent�on 
solely as a way of leav�ng France has been glossed over �n 
most accounts of the�r success.
 Speak�ng of France,  �t �s troubled greatly by short men 
wear�ng tall hats who,  �n an effort to br�ng the nob�l�ty down 
to the�r own level,  have chopped off the heads of many of 
that country’s finest c�t�zens,  and not only to rel�eve them 
of the we�ght of the�r enormous w�gs.   Th�s has led to many 
escapades for young bloods who w�sh to prove themselves 
by attempt�ng to rescue the younger and more beaut�-
ful members of French soc�ety from such a fate,  and over 
whom they �nev�tably lose the�r heads one way or another.   
It has also led to a regrettable surfe�t of French ar�stocracy 
�n the coffee-houses and salons of the other cap�tals of Eu-
rope.   However,  �t �s to our great fortune that so many of 
these refugees were able to br�ng the�r chefs w�th them .
 Sc�ence,  d�scovery and ph�losophy are mak�ng great 
str�des.   The French have created a rat�onal system of 
measur�ng all th�ngs,  wh�ch they call the Metr�cs.   It w�ll 
never catch on.   Now that the Austral�as have been located,  
they are be�ng put to use as a depos�tory for all the unde-
s�rables of Europe.   A young Engl�sh fellow called Watt 
has created a g�ant kettle wh�ch can power a factory——by 
prov�d�ng enough hot tea to keep the workers contented,  
I th�nk——and another named Stephenson �s sa�d to have 
made one that runs on wheels,  for the purpose of scar�ng 
horses and runn�ng over members of Parl�ament.   Th�s �s 
an enterpr�se to be applauded.   
 Those of the lower orders who bel�eve that money �s an 
acceptable subst�tute for nob�l�ty have been sw�ft to take 
advantage of these �nnovat�ons,  and are busy bu�ld�ng 
factor�es and employ�ng women called Jenny to sp�n cot-

ton
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ton for them.   Some fool �n Norfolk has ent�rely spo�led 
the w�nter’s hunt�ng by plough�ng up the fallow fields and 
grow�ng turn�ps on them.   Much of London’s trade seems 
centred on p�eces of paper bear�ng prom�ses,  mostly to do 
w�th a great bubble wh�ch appeared �n the South Seas some 
years ago.   I confess I understand none of th�s,  but �t ap-
pears that Br�ta�n may be develop�ng an emp�re of some 
k�nd——based upon,  of all th�ngs,  trade,  money and root 
vegetables.   May G–d help us all.

IN CONCLUSION.

IN THESE pages I have essayed three th�ngs.   F�rst,  to 
br�ng a l�ttle of the exc�tement of my l�fe �nto the l�ves of 

others,  so that they may the better apprec�ate the nature of 
my aston�sh�ng adventures.   Second,  to educate the lower 
orders �n the matter of how the�r betters l�ve,  behave and 
th�nk,  �n my attempt to he�ghten the�r understand�ng of 
exactly why �t �s that we are super�or to them,  and thus to 
avo�d,  I hope,  any further outbreaks of the unpleasant do-
�ngs that have been go�ng on �n France.   
 And th�rd,  �n g�v�ng you an apprec�at�on of myself and 
my adventures I hope that I have rek�ndled that spark of 
adventurousness and gallantry �n the soul of man——and 
the occas�onal rare woman ;   �t be�ng my op�n�on that too 
much adventurousness �n a woman �s often a bad th�ng——
dampened of late by lumpen pursu�ts such as theatre-go-
�ng,  novel-read�ng and the earn�ng of money.   Cease us�ng 
the fru�ts of the �mag�nat�ons of others ;   �nstead use the v�-
s�ons of great ach�evements that my game may place �n your 
mouth——such ach�evements performed moreover not for 
fame or ga�n but solely for the enjoyment of the undertak-
�ng,  whether �t succeed or fa�l——to spur yourself onwards 
to great thoughts,  great deeds and great act�ons.

Every
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  Every word I have ever spoken �s completely true (bar-
r�ng three,  and they were sa�d to Turks) and I am by no 
means an except�onal man,  I have merely l�ved �n excep-
t�onal t�mes.   Any man of noble sp�r�t,  l�v�ng �n t�mes such 
as these,  could have ach�eved the same.   My deeds are only 
known so w�dely because I have had what some term the 
�ll-grace to recount them over a dr�nk or two.   And I say 
that you too,  gentle reader,  have the capac�ty w�th�n you to 
exper�ence adventures as great as my own,  �f only you have 
the amb�t�on to ra�se your s�ghts h�gh enough.   
 One man,  �t �s sa�d,  may change the world.   I deny that 
I ever d�d so——I may have saved �t once or tw�ce,  but that 
�s not the same th�ng——but the ab�l�ty �s w�th�n you to per-
form that,  or any other feat ;   save one.   It �s not,  I regret to 
tell you,  w�th�n your capac�ty to make love to the Empress 
of Russ�a,  for the reason that her honour �s under my pro-
tect�on and s�rrah,  �f I catch you near her,  I w�ll g�ve you 
such a drubb�ng as w�ll so bru�se your legs and your a——e 
that you w�ll be �ncapable of e�ther stand�ng up or s�tt�ng 
down,  and w�ll therefore be forced to spend a month sp�n-
n�ng �n the a�r l�ke a top,  a foot above the ground.   Con-
s�der that a warn�ng.

 Mendace veritas !

 Baron Munchauſen,  by his hand,  
 London,  this year of Our Lord 17––

APPENDIX
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APPENDIX ONE.

 Tell us,  Baron,  the ſtory of . . . 

How you d�scovered the source of the N�le by acc�dent.
How you surv�ved the attack of a l�on and a crocod�le at 
the same t�me.
How your hunt�ng-dog Beauty caught seven hares at 
once.
How you were able to reach the moon us�ng only twenty 
feet of rope——and how you returned.
How you surv�ved be�ng swallowed by a whale ;   and what 
you encountered �ns�de �ts m�ghty belly.
The t�me that your fur coat attacked you on the road to Co-
logne.
How you escaped from the dungeons of the Grand Se�gn�or 
of Turkey,  w�th the help of a Dutch cheese.
Your encounter w�th a float�ng �sland �n the Sargasso Sea.
How your horse came to be hang�ng from a church steeple,  
and how you freed �t.
How you d�scovered the Island of Cheese,  and how you 
escaped from �ts �nhab�tants.
How you c�rcumnav�gated the world w�thout leav�ng your 
house.
How you cured the Empress of France’s h�ccoughs from 
the other s�de of the Engl�sh Channel.
Your d�scovery of the efficacy of swallow�ng frogs as a cure 
for leprosy.
How you acc�dentally started the Amer�cas’ war of �nde-
pendence.
How you conv�nced the K�ng of Sard�n�a to become your 
footservant.
The occas�on on wh�ch you duelled all the members of a 
reg�ment of Pruss�an hussars s�multaneously.

How
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The Baron ſurvives the attack of a lion and a crocodile at the ſame 
time (page 43).
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How �t was that you met Helen of Troy.
How you saved the l�fe of a man who had d�ed fifty years 
ago.
How you surv�ved your fall from the Moon to the earth.
How �t was that you became betrothed to the B�shop of 
Bath and Wells.
The t�me you ate the K�ng of Norway’s horse �n most cur�-
ous c�rcumstances.
Your d�scovery of the lost c�ty of Atlant�s,  and why �t sank 
ten m�nutes afterwards.
How,  due to a meal of oatcakes,  you destroyed the c�ty of 
Tobruk.
How �t was you were able to pass as a nat�ve among the l�t-
tle people of L�ll�put.
The t�me your post-horn played for half an hour w�th no-
body blow�ng �t.
Why,  dur�ng the s�ege of G�braltar,  you �nvented the con-
t�nuous-act�on loom.
How you recogn�sed a sheep as the long-lost second son of 
the Earl of Bath.
Your prod�g�ous marksmansh�p,  and how �t saved last 
year’s champagne v�ntage from ru�nat�on.
How you started the French Revolut�on for a bet,  and who 
won.
Your argument w�th the noted sorcerer Doctor Dee,  and 
how you finally r�d yourself of the asses’ ears he gave you.
How you earned the hatred of every freemason �n Poland.
Why,  dur�ng thunderstorms,  you �ns�st on r�d�ng stark na-
ked.
How you forced the surrender of the Turk�sh arm�es at 
Constant�nople w�th a ch�cken.
Why you have drunk every bottle of cognac bottled �n the 
year 17—— �n the world.
Why �t �s that �n France you are known as the F�fth Mus-
keteer.

How
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How a portra�t of Henry VIII saved you from be�ng attack 
ed by l�ons.
The sad occas�on of your funeral,  and how �t �s that you are 
s�tt�ng here now.
Why you showed the Empress of Sweden’s bloomers to the 
town of Dusseldorf.
How you bear a str�k�ng resemblance to the Sph�nx of the 
Egypt�an desert.
How you used a cannon to spy out the Turk�sh l�nes at the 
s�ege of Constant�nople.
How �t �s that your portra�t has been hang�ng �n the water-
closet at the Palace of Versa�lles for the past 200 years.
How you came to be burnt at the stake for w�tchcraft �n 
Barcelona,  and how you surv�ved.
How �t was,  the n�ght you passed �n Florence last year,  that 
the ha�r of every c�t�zen over the age of 20 turned blue.
Your hunt�ng tr�p that led to the downfall of the M�ng dy-
nasty �n Ch�na.
How you succeeded �n cross-breed�ng elephants and pea-
cocks——and why.
Your d�scovery of the effects of l�on-dung as a cure for 
rheumat�sm.
How the table-manners of the �nhab�tants of the Sun a�ded 
you �n the mapp�ng of Austral�a.
How you acqu�red one of the Moon-People as your man-
servant.
How you proved to the Royal Soc�ety that the world �s not 
round.
The m�stake w�th your laundry wh�ch saved the court of 
France from drown�ng.
The Venet�an masqued ball where no man but every woman 
recogn�sed you.
How your cho�ce of cummerbund dec�ded the Battle of 
Rhodes.
How you were pr�nc�pal �n the safe escape of Bonny Pr�nce 

Charl�e
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Charl�e.
How and why �t was that you once had to fight a duel w�th 
yourself——to the death.
The �nc�dent where you acc�dentally �mpregnated the 
Pope.
The banquet �n Pruss�a at wh�ch all the servants were ex-
ecuted for w�tchcraft.
How you removed the Crown Jewels from the Tower of 
London.
Why you refuse to wear scarlet,  eat eggs or r�de a horse on 
a Tuesday.
The occas�on �n Par�s where you became an ape for a week.
The br�dge you bu�lt between Europe and Afr�que,  and 
what happened to �t.
How a bottle of schnapps �n Russ�a saved you from a be-
head�ng by the Turk�sh Sultan.
Why every blacksm�th �n London owes you three gu�neas.
How the notebooks of Leonardo da V�nc� helped you to 
prevent the assass�nat�on of our beloved monarch.
How you r�ghted the Lean�ng Tower of P�sa.
Why the keeper of the Royal Botan�cal Gardens at Kew has 
class�fied your moustache as a herb.
The pecul�ar results of your hav�ng fallen asleep �n a can-
non.
Why every fifth ch�ld born �n Brussels �s named after you.
Why and how you once swam the ent�re length of the Dan-
ube.
How you surv�ved your descent �nto the volcano Vesuv�us,  
and who you met there.
What happened when the pr�m�t�ves of the Polynes�an �s-
lands offered you as a sacr�fice to the�r nat�ve gods.
How,  after a m�ghty earthquake,  you arranged for Rome 
to be rebu�lt �n a day.
How you seduced the queen of the Moon,  even though 
she stands three hundred feet tall.

The
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The matter of the dog who spoke French and the trag�c h�s-
tory of �ts master.
How you became K�ng of Mkolo-Mbeleland.
How a spr�g of pussy-w�llow saved your l�fe.
Why you were forced to act all the parts �n a product�on of 
Hamlet at Covent Garden——and how you staged the duel 
scene.
How �t �s you �ncurred the wrath of the god Vulcan.
Why you cla�m to be the husband of Cleopatra.
How you stopped a charg�ng herd of elephants from de-
stroy�ng Ed�nburgh.
The most outrageous wager you ever took.
How you saved the l�fe of the K�ng of the Cats.
What you d�d w�th the arms of the Venus de M�lo.
How you located the Garden of Eden,  and what you found 
there.
How you captured the phœn�x wh�ch you later presented 
to queen Anne.
Why the race of pygmy-people from Yol�mba-Yp worsh�p 
you as the�r god.
What caused the fall of London Br�dge,  and how you sur-
v�ved �t.
The duel you were forced to fight aga�nst a swarm of bees.
Your creat�on of a tunnel underneath the Stra�ts of G�bral-
tar,  and what happened to �t.
Your �nvas�on of Italy w�th an army of three hundred t�-
gers.
How you learned of the true rest�ng-place of Noah’s Ark,  
and what you found there.
How you repeated Moses’ tr�ck of part�ng the Red Sea.
How you v�s�ted both North and South Poles dur�ng d�n-
ner one even�ng.
How you l�fted the anc�ent curse on the royal fam�ly of 
Sweden.
How you learned to speak the language of the elephant.

How
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How you and your compan�ons completely empt�ed the 
treasure-room of the Sultan of Mahmood.
How your l�fe was saved by the t�ck�ng of your pocket-
watch.
How you caused Pr�ncess Mary of the Netherlands to be 
marr�ed �n a p�gsty.
How you and three rabb�ts l�fted the s�ege of G�braltar.
How �t was that you and not Franc�s Bacon wrote the plays 
of W�ll�am Shakespeare.
How you recovered the treasure of the sunken Span�sh Ar-
mada w�thout wett�ng a ha�r of your head.
Why,  when you appeared before the court of the K�ng of the 
Low Countr�es,  d�d all present th�nk you were a ghost.
Why,  on your return from the Ind�es,  your father d�d not 
recogn�se you.
How you stole the Empress of France’s d�amond studs 
from under her very nose.
Your encounter w�th the S�rens of legend,  and how you re-
sponded to the�r seduct�ve songs.
The hunt�ng tr�p �n Scotland,  on wh�ch you shot twelve 
grouse,  three l�ons,  a camel and a sea-serpent.
How you caused a German serv�ng-ma�d to be crowned 
Emperor of Ind�a.
The great d�scover�es you have lately made concern�ng tea,  
and how you made them.
How you became the first man to cl�mb Mont Blanc.
How you became the first man to descend Mont Blanc,  be-
fore any man had cl�mbed �t.
How you prevented the Wh�te Cl�ffs of Dover from turn-
�ng blue.
How,  on your celebrated cross�ng of the Sahara desert,  
you were able to eat your camel one n�ght and yet r�de �t the 
follow�ng day.
How you captured the ent�re French fleet w�th a leaky row-
�ng-boat.

How
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How you deduced that all the monks of Westm�nster Ab-
bey were dev�l-worsh�ppers and what you d�d about �t.
Why members of the Pol�sh army salute you and address 
you as General Bock.
Why you never remove your hat �n the company of 
Greeks.
How you �nvented the nat�onal d�sh of Italy.
How you detected that the French were d�gg�ng a tunnel 
under the Engl�sh Channel,  and the remarkable act�on you 
took as a result.
Why �t �s that half the fish brought �nto Antwerp harbour 
belong to you.
How the largest d�amond �n the world came to be �n the 
oyster you presented to the Empress of Russ�a.
How you caused the Pope to parade naked through the 
streets of V�enna.
Why a man �n Dubl�n has a contract stat�ng that he owns 
your r�ght leg.
How your luncheon w�th the Duke of Strathcarn started 
the Industr�al Revolut�on.
Your encounter w�th the Great Wh�te Whale.
What you d�d to cause the year 1752 to lose the days be-
tween the th�rd and the fourteenth of September.
Your unusual method of esp�onage �n the recent �nvas�on 
of Poland.
Your �nvolvement �n the Royal Soc�ety’s scheme to extract 
sunl�ght from cucumbers.
How you cla�med the planet Neptune for the Br�t�sh Em-
p�re.
Whether you have,  as was reported,  located the source of 
the Amazon,  and �f so,  what flavour of sauce �t was.
How you wrote a ten-volume h�story of Iceland �n a day,  
desp�te never hav�ng been there.
The bet you made w�th the Count of Monte Hall,  that you 
could outrun a hare over fifty yards,  and how you won �t.

How
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How you nav�gated the anc�ent labyr�nth of M�nos,  and 
what you found at �ts centre.
How you replen�shed the empty treasury of L�echtenste�n 
�n a s�ngle day.
Why you were �mpr�soned �n the cell next to the Man �n 
the Iron Mask,  what passed between you,  and how you 
escaped.
Your sh�pwreck and sojourn on a small �sland �nhab�ted 
only by man-eat�ng savages.
How you d�scovered that your manservant was the Em-
peror of Pruss�a,  and what you d�d about �t.
How you escaped from the Turks on half a horse.
How you acc�dentally executed the K�ng of Norway.
The t�me a cat �nsulted the honour of your fam�ly,  and how 
you restored that honour.
How you sa�led across the Med�terranean w�thout a boat.
How you moved Leeds Castle to Kent.
How you removed one letter from the alphabet w�thout 
anyone not�c�ng.
Your encounter w�th the ghost-sh�p the Fly�ng Dutchman,  
and how you brought �ts cargo to harbour.
How you melted the swords of the French Army �nto 
ploughshares w�thout attract�ng the attent�on of the sol-
d�ers carry�ng them.
How you la�d the ghost of Anne Boleyn.
How you erad�cated the Black Plague from Hamburg �n 
an afternoon.
Why your moustache never needs to be tr�mmed.
How you stopped the erupt�on of Mount Vesuv�us w�th 
only the contents of your saddlebags and the help of your 
compan�ons.
Why the apes on the Rock of G�braltar regard you as the 
leader of the�r pack.
How you m�ned for gold �n Sa�nt Peter’s Square �n Rome.
How you came to acc�dentally �nvent Morr�s danc�ng.

How



[     52     ]

How your d�scovery of the Sph�nx’s nose saved you from 
an unpleasant fate.
How you rescued the race of Houhynyms from the�r l�fe of 
slavery under the�r cruel masters.
Why you caused the anc�ent Battle of Marathon to be re-
staged �n every deta�l on the outsk�rts of Boulo�gne.
Your smuggl�ng tr�ps to the Sun,  and how �t led to your 
ex�le from that place.
How you lost both your legs at the Battle of Utrecht,  and 
how you recovered them.
How,  �f you are the greatest swordsman �n Europe,  the 
Count of Basle can cla�m truthfully to be the greatest 
swordsman �n Belg�um.
How you �nvented the tomato.
How you found the Crown Jewels of Sweden h�dden �ns�de 
a l�ve cow.
How you wrote Mozart’s Requ�em.
How you succeeded where Canute fa�led and stopped the 
t�de from advanc�ng.
How you caused the Engl�sh flag to be flown over the Pal-
ace of Versa�lles �n France.
How you tamed the w�ld sw�ne of Gloucester.
How you d�scovered every Ital�an spy �n Germany w�th the 
use of a bowl of porr�dge.
How you converted three covens of Span�sh w�tches to the 
Protestant fa�th �n a s�ngle n�ght.
Of your sojourn �n Hades,  from whence no mortal ever re-
turns,  and how �t �s that you are w�th us now.
How a fl�ght of swans helped you free the k�dnapped Pr�nce 
of Pers�a.
How you captured the last un�corn,  and why you let �t go 
aga�n.
How your famous love-affa�r w�th the daughter of the Earl 
of Cadogan was cut short by a moth.
How �t �s that you capta�ned a sh�p �n the Sw�ss navy,  even 

though
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though you are German by b�rth and Sw�tzerland does not 
have a navy.
How you proved that the monster of Loch Ness does not 
ex�st.
How your c�rcumnav�gat�on of the globe led to the �nven-
t�on of the four-field rotat�on system.
Why you are forb�dden from wear�ng the colour yellow on 
the streets of Naples.
The great tr�fle of Antwerp.
The flood of V�enna.
The b�ggest p�g �n the world.
On what ev�dence you bel�eve apes and men to be cous�ns.
The five bonfires of Rome,  and what they caused.
Why the r�ver Danube ran red w�th blood one Easter.
Why the r�ver Thames ran green one m�dsummer day.
Why the r�ver L�ffey ran black last Sa�nt Patr�ck’s day.
Why the lagoon of Ven�ce became a desert,  and how you 
remed�ed that unfortunate s�tuat�on.
How,  alone �n a forest,  you blew up a bear.
How you arr�ved �n St Petersburg �n a sledge drawn by a 
huge w�ld wolf.
How,  on a hunt�ng tr�p,  you turned a wolf �ns�de-out.
How you came to wr�te th�s game.

APPENDIX
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APPENDIX TWO.

THE RULES IN BRIEF.

 A ſynopsis for thoſe who have not been paying attention.

IT IS the year 17——.   A group of noble persons are gath-
ered w�th a good stock of w�ne,  and pass the long even�ng 

by enterta�n�ng each other w�th tales of the�r travels and 
surpr�s�ng adventures.   L�ttle respect �s pa�d to h�stor�cal 
deta�ls,  sc�ent�fic facts or the bounds of cred�b�l�ty.
 Each player beg�ns the game w�th a number of co�ns 
equal to the total number of players.   Th�s �s the�r purse.   
The person who last filled the party’s glasses turns to the 
noble on the�r r�ght hand,  and asks them to tell a story on a 
part�cular theme by say�ng,  “ So,  {Baron},  tell us the ſtory of … ” 
 The player thus addressed responds w�th “ Yes”,  �n wh�ch 
case he must tell the story,  or w�th “ No,  my throat is too dry”,  
�n wh�ch case he forfe�ts h�s turn but must buy a round of 
dr�nks for the company.   Thus becom�ng the person who 
last filled the party’s glasses,  he turns to the person on h�s 
r�ght and g�ves them a subject for a story �n the same way.
 In tell�ng h�s story each player should outdo the prev�-
ous story-teller w�th a tale that �s b�gger,  w�lder and places 
more glory upon themselves.   Stor�es are told �n the first 
person and not be too long—about five m�nutes �s good.
 Other players may �nterrupt the story-teller w�th objec-
t�ons or elaborat�ons to po�nts of the�r story.   Th�s �s done 
by push�ng a co�n——the stake——to them and say�ng,  “But 
{Baron} … ” (or �n the grown-up vers�on dra�n�ng one’s 
glass,  push�ng a co�n to them and say�ng,  “But {Baron} … ”) 
followed by the object�on.   Interrupt�ons should put amus-
�ng and challeng�ng obstacles �n the way of the teller’s story,  
not n�t-p�ck.   A player w�th no co�ns may not �nterrupt.

The
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 The story-teller may accept the �nterrupt�on (and the 
stake) and e�ther expla�n �t away or bu�ld �t �nto h�s story;  
or he may d�sagree w�th �t.   If he d�sagrees,  he may add one 
of h�s co�ns to the stake  and d�sm�ss the �nterrupt�on out 
of hand.   He may also r�d�cule the asker for bel�ev�ng any-
th�ng so stup�d and for doubt�ng the word of a nobleman.   
The �nterrupt�ng player may counter by add�ng another 
co�n to the stake and another �nsult,  and so on.   The one 
who first adm�ts that they are wrong cla�ms the ent�re stake 
;   �f �t �s the story-teller then they must bu�ld the �nterrup-
t�on �nto the�r story,  as above.
 D�rect �nsults to a player’s truthfulness,  parentage or 
cla�m to noble rank may be answered by a challenge to a 
duel,  wh�ch �s settled by three rounds of rock-sc�ssors-pa-
per.   The w�nner rece�ves the loser’s purse ;   the loser must 
drop out of the game.
 A story fin�shes �n one of two ways.   E�ther the story-
teller concludes �t w�th a vow as to the truthfulness of the 
matter or an offer to duel anyone who does not bel�eve 
h�s word ;  or one of the other players dr�nks a toast to the 
player’s health and h�s story.   The story-teller then chal-
lenges the person seated on h�s r�ght to tell a new story,  as 
descr�bed above.   There are other ways to end a story �n an 
emergency :  these are descr�bed �n the ma�n text.
 Once all the players have each told a story the player 
who began the game now beg�ns the round of vot�ng.   “ By 

my word,” he says,  “ I declare that the ſtory about ——,  told by 
“ Baron ——,  was the most extraordinary ſtory I have ever heard,” 
and passes h�s purse to that player.   (The co�ns are not add-
ed to th�s player’s purse,  but become part of h�s bounty.) 
In order,  each player pledges the whole of h�s purse to h�s 
favour�te tale,  and the player w�th the largest bounty at the 
end �s declared the w�nner and must buy a final round of 
dr�nks.   However,  he may also pose the quest�on for the 
first story of the next game,  whenever that may be played.

THE



[     56     ]

The Baron’s ſkill at duelling is ſo renowned throughout Europe 
that his opponents require not only ſeconds but thirds,  fourths, fifths 
and ſometimes more (page 59).
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THE BARON’S LATE 
ADVENTURES

 IN ARABY.

 A variation on the previous game told in the form of a letter, 
containing ſtrange & curious matters including a meeting 
with a ſailor of legend and the true location of Noah’s Ark.

July,  18—— 

My dear John,

IT HAS been some years s�nce I enjoyed your abun-
dant hosp�tal�ty and the fine company of your excellent 

son Edward at Sk�nner Street �n London,  and we passed 
a pretty even�ng �n the concoct�on of a game wh�ch I hope 
has brought amusement and ed�ficat�on to many,  and much 
gold and good fortune to yourself.   
 I have not heard from you s�nce those happy days and �t 
�s my fervent hope that th�s does not betoken any �ll-for-
tune or �ll-w�ll.   As for myself,  you w�ll be glad to hear 
that the reports of my death are mostly �n error.   Rather 
than pass�ng the �nterven�ng years under the ground I have 
passed them far above �t,  on the planet Mars. As you w�ll 
know from the renowned sc�ent�fic wr�t�ngs of Dean Sw�ft 
the Newton�an Laws of that far place were wr�tten by a be-
�ng w�th a most unclear scr�pt :  telescopes enlarge not the 
�mage of an object but the object �tself,  apples fall at an an-
gle of 62 degrees to the vert�cal (I have seen �t measured) 

and
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and when cooked produce pear p�es,  and t�me passes at a 
rate altogether d�fferent to that on our globe.   
 I spent what seemed to me to be a pleasant month as a 
guest of a pr�nce of that sphere, stroll�ng along the banks of 
�ts canals——�n d�spos�t�on the planet seems much l�ke Hol-
land, but w�th finer cheese——but when I returned to terra 
firma I d�scovered that twelve years had gone,  I had been 
adjudged dead,  and my estate and goods passed to d�stant 
relat�ves who had fr�ttered the money away on orphanages 
and schools for the poor and other such fiddle-faddle.   I 
am endeavour�ng to prove to them that I have never been 
so filled w�th l�fe as now,  but �t seems my relat�ves have 
been met�culous �n fil�ng the correct paperwork w�th the 
author�t�es,  and �n Germany a properly completed death 
cert�ficate trumps a l�v�ng body.
 In all of th�s turmo�l and str�fe,  the only source of con-
stancy and reassurance to me �s that once aga�n the whole 
world �s at war w�th the French,  and that once aga�n the 
French are los�ng.   It �s worry�ng to me that I can th�nk of 
the French as constant and reassur�ng �n any respect,  but I 
am sure �t w�ll not last.   
 And I hear that �n the Amer�cas there �s much talk that 
slaves should be free.   Wh�le there can be no doubt that 
th�s would be a great boon to the poorest and most d�sad-
vantaged �n the world,  I th�nk �t a man�festly unw�se �dea.   
In my exper�ence a slave acqu�red for free,  or for any pr�ce 
under two gu�neas,  �s l�kely to be as uncouth, untrustwor-
thy and unsu�table for hard work as a Welchman.
 At th�s juncture I should apolog�ze for the poor state of 
my handwr�t�ng.   There �s a good reason for th�s,  wh�ch I am 
sure you have grasped :  �t �s not my handwr�t�ng.   Present 
c�rcumstances demand that I must d�ctate the body of th�s 
letter to a scr�vener,  those c�rcumstances be�ng that I am �n 
the m�dst of fight�ng a prolonged duel,  or to be accurate a 
success�on of duels.   The cause of th�s w�ll surely amuse 
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you.   As you w�ll recall,  �n my earl�er game I descr�bed the 
occas�on �n Kön�gsberg �n 17—— when as part of recount-
�ng an anecdote of great h�lar�ty to the Hapsburg court I 
�nsulted the honour of the K�ng’s 12th Hussars,  unaware 
that the same ent�re reg�ment was at that moment parad�ng 
beneath the w�ndow of the room where I was s�tt�ng,  and as 
a consequence every man of the�r number challenged me to 
a duel.   The rest of the story �s scarcely worth repet�t�on ;   I 
am certa�n you recall �t.
 It happened that some days ago my affa�rs brought me 
back to Kön�gsberg,  where the story of my duel �s st�ll much 
repeated �n the coffee houses and taverns,  and the tale has 
grown �n the retell�ng unt�l �t trespasses beyond the bounds 
of cred�b�l�ty.   As you know my love of the truth �s second 
to no man’s,  so when several of the c�t�zens of th�s fine c�ty 
requested that I recount for them the authent�c vers�on of 
the cause of the duel,  I was glad to obl�ge them.   
 Such was my regard for verac�ty and accuracy that I 
�ncluded every deta�l,  �nclud�ng the or�g�nal �nsult to the 
K�ng’s 12th.   But I had not reckoned w�th the power of co-
�nc�dence,  or the poss�b�l�ty that I had offended some m�-
nor de�ty or nether sp�r�t,  for at that very �nstant the forces 
of the unknowable had sent that very reg�ment to parade 
beneath the w�ndow once aga�n.   The �nsult was heard a 
second t�me,  and once aga�n I found myself challenged to a 
duel by the ent�re complement of the reg�ment,  down to the 
stable-boy,  the cook and the reg�mental cat.   
 It �s �n th�s pred�cament that you find me——unfortu-
nate �n that I must waste the best part of a fine spr�ng day 
�n teach�ng these fellows a lesson �n when to leave a th�ng 
alone.   I tell you,  John,  that �f these Hussar hoorahs are 
a representat�on of the standard of sold�ery today then �t �s 
l�ttle wonder that the fat Cors�can and h�s camp-followers 
are leav�ng the�r sabot-pr�nts across the fields of Europe.   
One would have thought that one drubb�ng would be suf-

fic�ent



[     60     ]

fic�ent to show these �mpudent knaves not to tr�fle �n my 
bus�ness,  or eavesdrop my conversat�ons,  but they have 
forced me to adm�n�ster the�r educat�on �n these matters a 
second t�me,  and as you know �f there �s one th�ng I detest 
more than any other �t �s hav�ng to repeat myself.
 In order to d�vert myself dur�ng th�s ted�ous succes-
s�on of confl�cts I have h�red the serv�ces of a scr�be and am 
catch�ng up on my correspondence,  compos�ng and d�ctat-
�ng w�th one half of my m�nd——the front——wh�le the rear 
�s occup�ed w�th r�post�ng and d�spatch�ng the rema�n�ng 
two-th�rds of the reg�ment.   
 “ But Baron !” I hear you cry.   “ Can you not fight your duels 
“ with your right hand and write your letters with the left,  as you
“ demonſtrated before King Olav of Sweden ?” Indeed I cannot,  
for the good reason that I am fight�ng w�th a sword �n each 
hand,  undertak�ng two duels at a t�me,  the qu�cker to d�s-
patch th�s t�resome task and equally t�resome reg�ment.
 I confess that th�s �s a r�sky enterpr�se but I had not had 
an adventure �n some days,  and remember�ng my prev�ous 
encounter w�th the K�ng’s 12th I had judged the r�sk to my 
person to be sl�m.   It seems I was wrong :  I have already 
lost two buttons,  the fr�ll of my collar and a length of em-
brocade to the�r blades,  and I fear the wrath of my ta�lor.
 The tr�ck of separat�ng the two halves of my m�nd and 
us�ng each for a separate purpose �s one I learned on my re-
cent travels to the c�ty of Baghdad,  and �t �s the matter of 
what befell me there wh�ch concerns th�s my letter to you.   
 Baghdad,  as you know,  has been occup�ed of late by a 
host�le and unc�v�l�sed fore�gn power,  v�z.   the Turks,  who 
have made the c�ty the�r own,  sett�ng the�r barbarous camps 
�n the royal palaces,  abus�ng and �mpr�son�ng the �nnocent 
nat�ves,  throw�ng the books from the l�brar�es,  loot�ng the 
museums,  �mpos�ng the�r own customs and values on the 
old and venerable nat�ves of the place,  and generally be-
hav�ng �n as boor�sh a manner as can be �mag�ned.

I
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 I had been asked to v�s�t the c�ty by S�r G—— H—— w�th 
a m�ss�on of the greatest confident�al�ty and �mportance :  
that was,  to  {here the letter is torn,  as if by the thruſt of a poorly 
aimed cavalry ſabre}.   I had been there a handful of days,  d�s-
gu�sed as an ottoman,  when �t became clear that to complete 
my purpose I must ga�n an aud�ence w�th one of the most 
respected elders of the c�ty.   I could not send a v�s�t�ng card 
declar�ng myself to be Baron Munchausen,  for the Turk 
has sp�es everywhere and �f word had got out that I was �n 
Baghdad I would have been captured and beheaded——not 
for the first t�me,  but �t �s an unpleasant exper�ence and one 
I w�sh to undergo as �nfrequently as poss�ble.   Therefore 
I determ�ned to ga�n entry to th�s elder’s palace not by an-
nounc�ng myself,  but by means of a g�ft the l�ke of wh�ch he 
had never seen before.
 I w�ll not t�re you w�th the story of how I tracked a 
dj�nn� to �ts la�r atop Mount Ararat,  nor how I fought �t to 
a standst�ll and then tr�cked �t wh�le �t was dazed �nto en-
ter�ng the gold lamp I had brought w�th me and seal�ng �t 
w�th�n that vessel us�ng the s�gnet r�ng that I had borrowed 
from Solomon for the purpose,  for I am sure you have 
heard the narrat�ve before :  �t �s already much c�rculated.   
On my return to Baghdad I sent the lamp to the venerable 
elder w�th a letter request�ng h�s perm�ss�on to v�s�t h�m,  
and accord�ngly the next day I was shown �nto the mans�on 
and made the acqua�ntance for the first t�me of the vener-
able and learned Es-S�nd�bad of the Sea——or,  as you w�ll 
have heard of h�m,  S�ndbad the Sa�lor.
 I hear you gasp as you read that name (I assure you that 
I do,  even from two and a half thousand m�les away,  for 
I keep my ears met�culously scrubbed and greased w�th 
hare-fat),  for are you not about to tell me that you have 
caught me out �n a l�e ?   Is �t not the case,  you w�ll declare,  
that an early ed�t�on of my Travels and Surpr�s�ng Adven-
tures conta�ned as a preface a letter sworn at the Gu�ldhall 
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�n London,  attest�ng to �ts verac�ty and s�gned �n the pres-
ence of the mayor by three noted author�t�es of the fanta-
st�ck,  be�ng S�nbad,  Aladd�n,  and Lemuel Gull�ver ? 
 It �s true that the book conta�ned such a preface,  I can-
not deny �t.   But on my honour I declare the page was not 
there �nserted by my �nstruct�on but as a knav�sh jest by that 
rogue Sm�th �n Oxford,  to whom I had entrusted the safe 
publ�sh�ng of my �nstruct�ve volume,  and �f you should 
ever meet h�m then box h�s nose and g�ve h�m my regards.   
The low humour of the passage should g�ve away the poor 
b�rth of �ts author to any w�th an ear for words.   Bes�des,  to 
my certa�n knowledge Aladd�n has never v�s�ted the shores 
of England,  and when the book was brought to press �n 
1785 Lemuel Gull�ver had been twenty years �n h�s grave.
 But I am wander�ng far from the subject.   Once he 
had rece�ved my g�ft and seen my name attached to �t Es-
S�nd�bad welcomed me �nto h�s home w�th open arms,  pro-
fess�ng that he had heard marvellous stor�es of my travels,  
and we spent two happy days compar�ng our h�stor�es and 
debat�ng whether the g�ant rukh-b�rd that had carr�ed h�m 
out of the valley of d�amonds was a relat�ve to e�ther the g�-
ant k�ngfisher I had met on the �sland of cheese or the great 
eagle that had carr�ed me from Thanet to Margate v�a the 
Amer�cas,  and whether the prod�g�ous fish on wh�ch he 
had landed �n the suppos�t�on that �t was an �sland could 
be the same huge whale that my sh�p had encountered some 
years later.   It was a most ed�fy�ng exper�ence,  to meet one 
who d�d not treat so many of my stor�es w�th �ncredul�ty,  
but was able to confirm much of the �nformat�on there�n 
from h�s own exper�ences on so many of h�s own renowned 
voyages.
 Late on the second day,  the conversat�on beg�nn�ng to 
lull,  I searched my m�nd for another novelty w�th wh�ch to 
�nterest Es-S�nd�bad’s august personage,  and I brought to 
m�nd the game I had wrote for you �n London.   Es-S�nd�bad 
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begged me to demonstrate �t for h�m and h�s household,  
wh�ch I d�d to much laughter and applause,  and we played 
late �nto the n�ght.   
 When we gathered over breakfast the follow�ng day the 
old merchant �nformed me that �n the n�ght he had thought 
of several new rules for my game that would make �t work 
better w�th tales �n the Arab�an style.   Moreover,  he con-
fessed that my past�me had g�ven h�m an �dea for a story-
tell�ng game of h�s own,  and wh�le �t was not fin�shed,  he 
was confident that �n a few days he would have the work 
completed.
 I begged h�m to tell me more,  but wh�le he was expla�n-
�ng h�s new rules to me we were �nterrupted by a dreadful 
no�se from w�thout.   It was the Turks who,  hav�ng been 
told of my presence �n Es-S�nd�bad’s house by an untrust-
worthy cook (French),  had surrounded the place w�th can-
non and musketry,  and were demand�ng the surrender of 
‘the �nfidel Munchausen’ and,  as an afterthought,  ‘also the 
l�ar Es-S�nd�bad’.
 Es-S�nd�bad and I needed to exchange no words to 
know that the surrender of e�ther party to the Turk was 
unth�nkable :  our honours and reputat�ons would never 
surv�ve �t,  to say noth�ng of our l�ves.   Escape over the 
rooftops was out of the quest�on as s�nce h�s encounter w�th 
the rukh-b�rd Es-S�nd�bad had succumbed to a mortal fear 
of he�ghts and even now mount�ng h�gher than the second 
storey of h�s mans�on was an �mposs�b�l�ty for h�m.   Clam-
ber�ng down �nto the sewers was l�kew�se unth�nkable s�nce 
I had bought the br�tches and boots I was wear�ng new just 
three days prev�ously.   But how then to escape ?
 Es-S�nd�bad mooted the �dea of pretend�ng to be as one 
dead,  be�ng cast �nto a deep cave w�th other corpses,  and 
wa�t�ng for others to be cast down w�th us,  but wh�le he 
was st�ll expos�t�ng h�s plan my eyes happened across the 
golden lamp I had presented to h�m as a token of my re-

spect
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spect.   In a moment I had rubbed �t aga�nst my sleeve and 
the great dj�nn� �ssued forth from w�th�n to do our b�dd�ng.   
But I had not cons�dered that �t would st�ll be weak from 
the blows �t had susta�ned �n our struggle on Mount Ara-
rat,  and therefore lacked the strength to l�ft both of us and 
�tself to safety.
 In a flash I had struck a l�ght to the lamp,  and the heat 
from �ts flame b�llowed upwards (the morn�ngs �n Bagh-
dad are surpr�s�ngly ch�lly),  fill�ng the dj�nn�’s enormous 
pantaloons and caus�ng them to swell outwards �n a manner 
much l�ke the great balloon of the Montgolfier brothers.   
As the hot gases l�fted the dj�nn� �nto the a�r,  Es-S�nd�bad 
and I leaped �nto the turn-ups of the pantaloons and �n th�s 
manner were able to soar away over the aston�shed heads of 
the Turk�sh army.   For the dj�nn� was st�ll attached to the 
lamp and could not r�se above �t,  so therefore as long as �t 
rema�ned l�t he and we h�s passengers cont�nued to r�se.
 As you can �mag�ne the s�ght of Baghdad from the a�r,  
though �ts magn�ficence brought joy to my soul,  occa-
s�oned only the most d�stressed shr�eks of terror from Es-
S�nd�bad.   I took the l�berty of tugg�ng h�s turban down 
over h�s eyes and reassur�ng h�m that what he had seen was 
noth�ng but a great �llus�on created by the dj�nn� for the 
confus�on of our enem�es and we were st�ll safe �n the court-
yard of h�s house,  thus qu�et�ng h�s pan�c.
 Our escape seemed certa�n but I had reckoned w�th-
out the cur�ous phenomenon of the temperature of the a�r 
grow�ng colder the h�gher one goes (caused,  I bel�eve,  by 
the heat of the furnaces of Vulcan under the surface of the 
earth).   As we rose �nto the sky,  the faster became our as-
cent unt�l we were hurtl�ng upwards towards the Sun at a 
speed,  by my reckon�ng,  �n excess of forty miles an hour !
 I feared for the safety of Es-S�nd�bad,  who has grown 
old s�nce h�s last voyage,  and therefore as we passed close 
to a bank of clouds I grasped some of the�r substance——�t 
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�s remarkably l�ke w�ld cotton——and used �t to fash�on a 
larger vers�on of the toy para-chutes that ch�ldren use to 
essay the safe descent of dolls,  pupp�es and d�m�nut�ve 
servants from h�gh w�ndows to the ground.   W�th a br�ef 
farewell and an �nstruct�on to not ra�se h�s turban above h�s 
eyes unt�l he felt a tap on h�s heels I pushed Es-S�nd�bad 
from the dj�nn�’s pantaloons and watched as he descended 
to earth where,  I bel�eve,  he has s�nce ga�ned much cap�tal 
from the story of th�s h�s e�ghth voyage.
 I perce�ved that the w�nds of the upper stratos-sphere 
had carr�ed us near to Mount Ararat,  and sensed that the 
great dj�nn� above was becom�ng restless at the s�ght of �ts 
old home.   I prom�sed h�m h�s freedom �n return for two 
of h�s long curved eyelashes,  wh�ch I attached to my feet 
l�ke the runners of a sle�gh.   As the last of the lamp’s o�l 
was ext�ngu�shed and the dj�nn� roared away �nto the sky,  
I dropped from �ts trouser-hem towards the mounta�n’s 
snow-capped peak,  �t be�ng my �ntent�on to sk� on the eye-
lashes down to level ground.   I confess I had never essayed 
the sport of sk��ng but I had seen �t done and �t appeared 
an exerc�se of almost ch�ld-l�ke s�mpl�c�ty that a gentleman 
of any soph�st�cat�on could learn �n a matter of moments,  
s�nce �t had been �nvented by Norweg�ans.
 Th�s was,  I adm�t,  a m�sapprehens�on.   No sooner had 
my eyelash-sk�s touched the snow than I found myself 
wrong-footed,  overbalanced,  and catapulted head-first 
�nto a snow-dr�ft on the edge of a m�ghty cl�ff.   Such was 
my momentum that I rolled through the dr�ft and on,  gath-
er�ng snow and other debr�s around my person,  all the way 
down the s�de of Mount Ararat.   
 Such �s the s�ze of the mounta�n that by the t�me I reached 
�ts foot the snowball w�th myself at �ts centre had atta�ned 
a d�ameter of some half a m�le,  together w�th such a veloc-
�ty that �t and I rolled unstoppably across Araby,  through 
Egypt and out �nto the Sahara Desert,  where the extreme 
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heat of the sun melted the snow and freed me from my �cy 
pr�son.   
 As I surveyed my surround�ngs I found myself stand-
�ng not on sand but on the deck of some great and anc�ent 
sh�p.   W�th a moment’s �nvest�gat�on I understood that �t 
was noth�ng other than Noah’s Ark,  p�cked up by my g�-
ant snow-ball as �t rolled down from the summ�t of Mount 
Ararat and depos�ted here �n the m�ddle of the desert.   I 
bel�eve that the recent exped�t�on by Doctor Fr�edr�ch Par-
rot has fa�led to find any trace of the Ark on the mounta�n 
where the B�ble says �t should rest,  and herew�th I furn�sh 
you w�th the explanat�on.   If you could pass th�s �nforma-
t�on to Doctor Parrot should you encounter h�m �n Lon-
don,  I w�ll demonstrate my grat�tude at some future date.
 I w�ll not trouble you w�th the extraord�nary story of 
my return to Europe,  for that �s not the purpose of th�s let-
ter.   I am wr�t�ng to prov�de you w�th the add�t�onal rules 
for my game,  as composed by Es-S�ndbad.   Perhaps w�th 
these new �nformat�ons you w�ll be able to publ�sh an ex-
panded ed�t�on of the game,  and �t �s w�th th�s thought �n 
m�nd that I feel able to request the sum of twenty gu�neas 
from you as an advance payment on the wealth that such 
a des�rable product�on w�ll surely br�ng to you and your 
fam�ly.   I regret press�ng you on th�s matter,  but my cur-
rent c�rcumstances make �t necessary.   
 By way of encouragement,  I am happy to tell you that 
th�s morn�ng I rece�ved a letter from Baghdad,  sent by Es-
S�nd�bad.   He �s well,  and reports that he �s hard at work on 
h�s own game based on the stor�es of h�s famous voyages,  
wh�ch——remember�ng the fine reports I made to h�m about 
your bus�ness,   hosp�tal�ty and k�ndness——he prom�ses to 
forward to you at the earl�est opportun�ty,  for publ�cat�on 
by yourself and your dynasty.
 I see that the K�ng’s 12th are beg�nn�ng to br�ng up the�r 
art�llery p�eces,  so for the sake of decorum I shall leave you 
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here :  the next few m�nutes w�ll requ�re me to ext�ngu�sh the 
cannon-fuses by sp�tt�ng fifty feet at them,  an art of wh�ch I 
am unusually qual�fied s�nce,  accord�ng to the d�staff s�de 
of my l�neage I am �n small part cobra,  be�ng descended 
not from the un�on of Adam and Eve but from Eve and the 
Serpent.   But all th�s �s a tale for another t�me,  a warm fire-
s�de,  good fr�ends and a bottle or two of excellent tokay.   
The sp�tt�ng �s an unpleasant spectacle to w�tness and plays 
a merry havoc w�th the pronunc�at�on of vowels,  so I shall 
cease my d�ctat�on here.
 W�th best w�shes and fervent hopes that our paths cross 
soon and our swords never.

 Mendace veritas !

 Baron Munchauſen 
 (dictated but not read)

ES-SINDIBAD’S
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ES-SINDIBAD’S RULES.

 As remembered by Baron Munchauſen

THE STORY-TELLERS gather together �n a c�rcle,  
the relat�ve he�ghts and decorat�ve splendour of the�r 

seat�ng arrangements denot�ng the�r status vis-a-vis one 
another,  from throne to cush�ons.   (I have no �dea what 
purpose th�s serves �n the game,  but Es-S�nd�bad tells me 
he could not understand the purpose of the Character Gen-
erat�on sect�on w�th�n my or�g�nal des�gn,  and come to �t 
ne�ther can I.   I w�ll let both stand.)
 The second and second most �mportant po�nt,  Es-
S�nd�bad stressed to me,  �s the om�ss�on of all forms of al-
cohol from the play of the game.   Th�s seems to me a great 
error,  not least because �t removes from the room the pres-
ence of attent�ve serv�ng-g�rls,  but he assured me that dates 
and m�nt tea would make a very acceptable subst�tute.
 The wager�ng system �s also to be altered,  for Es-
S�nd�bad �nforms me that no zealous Moslem would dream 
of wager�ng �n any form,  for such th�ngs are aga�nst the 
teach�ngs of the�r rel�g�on,  and therefore all co�ns and oth-
er sums of money should be replaced once aga�n by dates,  
or �f you have no dates then poss�bly m�nt tea.   I confess I 
may be unclear on th�s po�nt,  but �f the matter concerns you 
then I am sure that Es-S�nd�bad w�ll welcome your corre-
spondence on the subject.
 Each story-teller takes the�r turn to recount the story of 
one of the�r voyages to the d�stant parts of the world,  what 
m�sfortunes befell them when they reached there,  and how 
they returned safely to Baghdad w�th suffic�ent goods of a 
value that would make the Sultan h�mself gulp and blush.   
Th�s therefore �s the format of each teller’s story :  the voy-
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age out ;   the m�sfortune ;   the recovery therefrom ;   and the 
return home,  often �n spectacular style.
 S�nce the fame of each story-teller has spread far and 
w�de,  �t �s assumed that all the others have heard the tales 
of the�r exc�t�ng voyages to the reaches of the world and are 
ask�ng to hear the tale retold.   Rather than each member of 
the c�rcle demand�ng a story from the one to the�r r�ght (as 
w�th my own game play passes to the r�ght,  s�nce to pass 
to the person on one’s left hand would be the gravest of �n-
sults �n Araby),  �nstead the first player requests to hear the 
story of the next teller’s voyage to a spec�fic locat�on,  and 
the player beyond them adds a deta�l——one only——and 
then the next adds another,  t�ll all �n the c�rcle bar the story-
teller h�mself have contr�buted someth�ng to the outl�ne.   
Thus :  

Yaman :  “ My friend Baſhaar,  pray tell us the famous tale of your
“ voyage to the iſland of the fleſh-eating ifrit.”
Shareef :  “ Yes !   Do not ſhirk on the details of how all your
“ travelling companions were torn limb from limb and devoured by
“ the fearful creatures.”
Jamaal :   “ And alſo how you ſeduced one of them.”
Nabhan :  “ And how the child it bore you helped in your eſcape.”
Faaris :  “ For myſelf,  I am moſt intereſted to hear about how you
“ acquired the prodigious quantity of honey you ſold on your return
“ to Baghdad.”

Putt�ng as�de the fact that Faar�s �s a bore and over-preoc-
cup�ed w�th matters mercant�le and how th�s clearly dem-
onstrates the defic�enc�es of the game when played w�th-
out the use of fine w�nes to clear the m�nd and loosen the 
tongue,  the system that underl�es th�s var�at�on should be 
now as clear as the waters of the T�gr�s.   
 The teller must now recount the�r story,  �ncorporat�ng 
all the deta�ls requested by the other players.   As w�th m�ne 

own
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own game the other players may break �nto the story w�th 
�nterrupt�ons,  but these may only take one of two forms :  

1.  The ask�ng of a quest�on on a matter that requ�res great-
er explanat�on
2.  The quest�on :  “ But my friend,  were you not killed ?”

Although �t �s clear that the teller was not k�lled,  s�nce they 
are here present and very much al�ve (at least one hopes 
they are very much al�ve ;   strange th�ngs are known to hap-
pen �n the myst�c heat of Araby and �t may be a w�se precau-
t�on to check the status of all part�c�pants w�th regards to 
v�vac�ty before the game beg�ns ;   a drop of holy water �n 
the m�nt tea w�ll most often do the tr�ck),  the ask�ng of th�s 
quest�on forces them to expla�n prec�sely how and why they 
were not k�lled,  and creates many amus�ng d�vers�ons.
 Th�s restr�ct�on on the l�berty of the l�steners to ask 
any quest�ons that occur to them �s,  I am assured,  on the 
grounds of the pol�teness that �s customary to the people of 
Baghdad.
 When the storyteller fin�shes recount�ng the tale of h�s 
voyage the l�steners applaud �n the usual fash�on,  but any 
who can cla�m that the part of the story they asked to hear 
was om�tted or el�ded may cla�m a co�n (or a date,  or a cup 
of m�nt tea).
 Alternat�vely you may adopt the manner of the story-
tellers and aud�ences so often found �n the marketplaces of 
Araby.   In th�s system any l�stener may �nterrupt to ra�se an 
object�on to any po�nt of the teller’s tale.   The teller may 
�gnore the �nterrupt�on,  or may answer �t as a part of the�r 
tale ;   �n the latter case the l�stener must throw the teller a 
co�n once the subject of the �nterrupt�on has been expla�ned 
away or �nvolved �nto the matter of the story.
 Accord�ng to Es-S�nd�bad,  �t �s of cruc�al �mportance 
that you pra�se,  bless and thank Allah for everyth�ng good 
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that happens �n the story.   You must not,  however,  make 
the m�stake of blam�ng h�m for anyth�ng bad that happens  
or you w�ll be asked to leave the room,  and on the other 
s�de of the door a large eunuch w�ll remove your head from 
your shoulders w�th a sword and a gr�n.   Th�s at least �s 
the case �f you play �n Araby ;   I am reasonably sure that 
the same th�ng w�ll not happen �n the env�rons of St James,  
though one cannot be too careful.
 Shortly before h�s descent from the pantaloons,  Es-
S�nd�bad also made a reference to “ Strange Cuſtoms on Table 
“ H” but I fa�led to ask h�m what he meant by th�s.   I assume �t 
refers to some act of h�deous deprav�ty that befel h�m on one 
of h�s voyages——atop a table,  one would surm�se——that he 
has caut�ously om�tted from the publ�c vers�ons of h�s tales,  
and scholars of the Eastern tales may care to take note of th�s.

MY
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A prank by one of the Baron’s miſchievous nephews goes badly 
awry (page 75).
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MY UNCLE 
THE BARON.

 A ſimpler verſion of the game deſcribed in the firſt part of this 
work,   intended for children,  the inbred and thoſe who are 
very drunk.

FINDING OURSELVES bur�ed �n a snowdr�ft near 
Saltzburg four days ago and seek�ng ways to pass the 

t�me,  the Empress of Russ�a asked me what I would take 
for a fam�ly motto �f ‘Mendace Veritas’ were torn from me as a 
mandrake root �s torn from the earth,  scream�ng and wr�th-
�ng,  and when I gave her my answer——“ Children ſhould be
“ ſeen and not heard”——she laughed da�nt�ly and congratu-
lated me on a most excellent jest.   I assure you as I assured 
her that I am �n sober earnest :  I bel�eve �t to be among the 
most excellent max�ms ever co�ned.
 For a ch�ld that �s both seen and heard �s naught but 
a gadfly,  �nterrupt�ng �ts betters as a horsefly �rr�tates a 
horse,  wh�le you can be sure that a ch�ld who �s ne�ther seen 
nor heard �s under the table ty�ng together the bootlaces of 
h�s uncles,  or �n the k�tchen wrapp�ng the cat �n ham,  or 
exchang�ng rac�ng t�ps w�th one’s post�ll�on (not that I d�s-
parage an early educat�on �n matters of the turf,  but post�l-
l�ons are notor�ously �ll-�nformed on the subject of choos-
�ng w�nners else they would not be post�ll�ons),  or down 
a rabb�t-hole,  or up a ch�mney,  or be�ng swapped for a 
changel�ng by �mps,  or somesuch other ch�ld�sh nonsense.   
 Meanwh�le a ch�ld who �s heard but not seen �s e�ther 
be�ng loud �n a nearby room or has mastered the art of �n-

v�s�b�l�ty
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v�s�b�l�ty,  and both states are to be deplored �n those below 
the age of ten.   Therefore a ch�ld who �s seen but not heard 
�s the �deal :  one knows that the �nfant �s safe,  and one can 
be reasonably sure that one �s as well.   As a footnote I am 
compelled to add that the use of a gag �s a poor subst�tute 
for good parent�ng,  though �t may somet�mes be preferable 
to the alternat�ve.
 There are,  however,  t�mes when �t �s greatly to be de-
s�red to let ch�ldren speak :  �n the classroom,  for an exam-
ple,  or when about to be ambushed by bears.   And I say all 
th�s as a way to preface my ph�losophy that �f they speak 
then they should speak w�sely,  and �f they are to be w�se 
then they must be educated,  and �f they are to be educated 
then they must be taught all the subjects that,  when as-
sembled �n the correct proport�ons �n a vessel of the proper 
sturd�ness and st�rred by the thoughts and examples of 
great men,  w�ll produce a m�nd fit to run an emp�re or,  �f 
no emp�re �s at hand,  then to conquer someone else’s.   Mens 
ſana in corpore ſano,  as the poet Juvenal has �t,  though I am 
�nformed by one who met h�m that he was �n s�ze someth�ng 
of a bloater.
 It �s therefore my purpose to descr�be a var�at�on on my 
celebrated game for the d�vers�on and educat�on of those 
who lack the years to play �ts full-grown s�bl�ng.   It reta�ns 
the ded�cat�on to w�t,  �mag�nat�on,  fam�ly pr�de and the 
Empress of Russ�a of the or�g�nal,  but w�thout the dr�nk-
�ng,  gambl�ng,  duell�ng and coarse oaths that ch�ldren 
are supposed by the�r parents not to understand.   I have 
dubbed th�s cut-down and soft-faced vers�on,  th�s eunuch 
game,  ‘My Uncle the Baron’.
 The play of the game �s �n most matters d�fferent.——But 
wa�t,  I have prefaced �nsuffic�ently.   As we broach th�s new 
century �t �s my exper�ence that the Age of Reason has g�ven 
way to an Age of Sc�ence and that the Ages of Explorat�on,  
Adventure and Heroes are so far off �n the m�st of h�story 
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that the�r shapes are d�m and oft m�stook for pass�ng fan-
c�es.   Th�s age of ours,  th�s brave new world,  has much to 
recommend �t (I th�nk here part�cularly of the new coffee 
beans lately arr�ved from Sumatra) but I have observed �n 
my travels——on th�s sphere at least——that rat�onal�ty and 
the sc�ent�fic method have brought two unpleasant changes 
to our young people �n the�r personal�ty and outlook,  v�z.   
a dearth of �mag�nat�on,  and a lack of heroes.
 To be w�thout �mag�nat�on �s to be as a bl�nkered horse,  
unable to see but a small port�on of the world’s wonders and 
able only to make progress �n a stra�ght l�ne,  to the urg�ng 
of an unseen master on our backs.   It �s not �mag�nat�on but 
�ts absence that bedev�ls us as a race :  the bl�nkered soul 
knows only that he follows a path,  not where �t leads or 
why he follows �t,  only that he must because he can see no 
alternat�ve. 
 And to be w�thout heroes �s to lack both asp�rat�on and 
role-model (for wh�ch term I am �ndebted to the scholar 
Mr Robert Merton ;   he may have �t back when I am done 
w�th �t),  wh�ch �s al�ke to lack�ng a dest�nat�on and a gu�de 
whose adv�ce and example w�ll lead us to �t.   And I tell you 
no soc�ety can prosper long �f �t knows ne�ther �ts course 
nor why �t travels so.
 Contrar�w�se,  a l�fe governed only by �mag�nat�on 
w�thout a�m or gu�de �s a l�fe that w�ll be spent meander-
�ng w�thout a�m or purpose——unless,  as I noted,  one �s 
brought to a stra�ght road not by a bl�nkered m�nd but by 
the unfettered and clear s�ght  of an �ntellect able to see and 
understand the panorama of every path and opportun�ty 
open to �t,  and able to steer a course by follow�ng the exam-
ple of those who have travelled th�s way before. 
 Therefore �t �s my argument that our world needs 
young people w�th �mag�nat�on and the example of great 
men to lead them forward.   And when I say ‘great men’ I 
do not mean those who excel at a popular trade,  l�ke hand-

some
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some stage-actors or s�ngers,  or those who have ach�eved 
fame through sport�ng tr�umph,  or exposure �n the popu-
lar press,  or pol�t�c�ans :  they are but flashes �n the pan of 
h�story’s musket.   I mean men of genu�ne accompl�shment,  
those who have pulled back the curta�ns of �gnorance,  
doubt,  m�sunderstand�ng and fear that are the ch�ef cause 
of mank�nd’s unhapp�ness.   I mean explorers and leaders,  
men of great thoughts and great deeds,  �nnovators and p�o-
neers of all warps and woofs,  through whose act�ons the 
human cond�t�on �s �mproved or enl�ghtened.   In short,  I 
speak of men l�ke myself.
 Accord�ngly I recommend th�s my game to all those of 
noble fam�l�es whose ch�ldren have become pale,  l�stless 
and art�st�c through too much read�ng of novels, dr�nk�ng 
of tea,  or danc�ng to the new V�ennese waltzes.   I recom-
mend �t also to parents whose money may not be as old as 
that of the�r betters but who asp�re for the�r ch�ldren to 
ach�eve greatness,  as well as to anyone who has a sh�ll�ng 
and a half for the book.
   

TO PLAY THE GAME.

I PRESENT HERE two vers�ons of my game,  the first 
for younger ch�ldren or older ch�ldren who have fallen 

on the�r heads (or other peoples’ heads) or those whose 
�mag�nat�ons have grown atroph�ed and sponge�sh l�ke the 
bra�ns of the g�ant crabs of old N�ppon,  �n wh�ch weak spot 
they may be struck for mass�ve damage.   The second �s for 
the�r older s�bl�ngs,  who w�ll not burst �nto tears and run 
to h�de �n the�r nurse’s sk�rts at the h�nt of a challenge or an 
�nsult.   But first,  as th�s room �s too hot and the ch�mney �s 
smok�ng,  I w�ll pause for a refreshment.

*   *   *
Though
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 Though you,  my readers,  w�ll be unaware that seven 
months have passed s�nce I penned those last words,  I 
proffer my apolog�es all the same.   In the m�dst of my re-
past I was alerted by the shouts of my host’s servants to 
the approach of an enormous vortex or wh�rl-w�nd that 
stretched from the earth to the sk�es l�ke a great funnel,  and 
approached the house at alarm�ng speed.   Wast�ng not a 
moment,  I demanded that the stoutest barrel �n the place 
be brought before me,  for I had formed a not�on to explore 
th�s vortex,  to determ�ne �ts cause and where �t led,  and 
also to endeavour to save my host’s house,  land and fam�ly 
from destruct�on.   The barrel was brought to the door of 
the hall,  where I leaped �nto �t and �nstructed the servants 
to roll �t �nto the path of the vortex,  wh�ch they duly d�d. 
 No sooner had the w�nd l�fted the barrel and thrown �t 
�nto the heart of the rag�ng storm than I ra�sed the wooden 
l�d and peered out.   In part th�s was to g�ve me a command-
�ng v�ew of the �nter�or of the vortex,  and �n part because 
the barrel had prev�ously been employed for the storage of 
strong cheese and there�n had acqu�red an odour qu�te of-
fens�ve to my nose,  as well as a prod�g�ous number of m�ce 
that had made �t the�r home.   I stared out and watched the 
land below me soon d�sappear from v�ew as the aëol�an cur-
rents wh�pped my transport h�gher and h�gher. 
 As I neared the top of the vortex I saw shapes c�rcl�ng 
�n the clouds above me.   It was not,  as I had first guessed,  
some m�sch�evous god or nature-sp�r�t of a neglected pan-
theon mak�ng trouble upon the earth nor,  as you may have 
conjectured from my prev�ous adventures,  the dj�nn� of 
Pers�a strayed far from home.   No s�r,  I tell you,  as one of 
them broke from �ts c�rcl�ng and swooped down toward me,  
I saw �t for what �t was :  a w�tch astr�de a broomst�ck,  her 
face tw�sted by ev�l �nto a monstrous v�sage.
 In a flash I understood the�r dev�lry :  through an �ncan-
tat�on and c�rcl�ng mot�on of the�r brooms they had con-
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jured and susta�ned the vortex,  and were gu�d�ng �ts path 
across the landscape to br�ng destruct�on upon the�r ene-
m�es and those of the�r �nfernal lord——for my host was not 
only a noted officer of the law zealous �n br�ng�ng w�tches 
to just�ce but also a p�llar of the church who the Sunday be-
fore had �nstructed the parson to make a sermon on the very 
subject of �dolatry.
 W�th a cry the w�tch drew the attent�on of her d�abol�c 
s�sters to my presence �n the�r m�dst,  and d�rected her fl�ght 
towards me.   At th�s I perce�ved that l�ke the rest of her s�s-
terhood she carr�ed beh�nd her a fam�l�ar sp�r�t �n the form 
of a black cat,  and that the besom of the broom was fash-
�oned from tw�gs of the pussy-w�llow,  st�ll fresh w�th the 
catk�ns of spr�ng. 
 As the rest of the aër�al coven broke away from the�r 
c�rcl�ng my sense of danger at last overcame my sense of 
aston�shment,  and I conned the per�l �n wh�ch I lay.   There-
fore �n a tr�ce I snatched up two handfuls of m�ce from the 
base of the barrel and flung them �nto the a�r.   As one the 
cats screeched,  and the catk�ns of the pussy-w�llow brooms 
flexed at the sound s�nce though made of wood the�r fel�ne 
nature could not be den�ed.   Accord�ngly the brooms them-
selves gave chase to the fall�ng creatures,  pull�ng cats and 
w�tches w�th them �n a d�ve towards the ground.   (I heard 
�t sa�d that the m�ce fell to earth �n the town of Hamel�n �n 
Germany where they were the cause of much trouble,  but 
what happened to the w�tches and the�r cats I know not.)
 W�thout the presence of the w�tches to susta�n �ts ener-
g�es the wh�rl-w�nd began to d�ss�pate and I feared greatly 
for my l�fe,  be�ng at such an alt�tude that the fall would 
surely have k�lled me.   But a moment later I felt myself 
and my hooped craft caught up,  and the l�d of the barrel 
was plucked from my hands.   I found myself �n a golden 
char�ot.   I real�zed at once that �t must be that of one of 
the many Sun-gods that crowd our sk�es today,  and on d�s-
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cern�ng h�s large nose,  short stature and smell of ol�ve o�l 
I d�v�ned I had been rescued by the Grec�an master of the 
sun Phœbus,  whose halo l�ghts our world as he commutes 
across the sky. 
 I bowed to my celest�al sav�our,  who told me that he had 
m�staken my transport for a cask of best champagne,  l�fted 
aloft by the great quant�ty of bubbles w�th�n �t,  and had 
grasped �t from the a�r w�th the �ntent�on of quench�ng the 
th�rst �nsp�red by the heat of h�s d�v�ne task.   I expla�ned 
the reason for h�s m�sapprehens�on and beseeched h�m that 
�f he would let me al�ght as he approached close to the earth 
at the onset of even�ng,  I would ensure that he rece�ved two 
cases of the finest Re�sl�ng �n my cellar.   To th�s he agreed,  
and so as the sky began to darken w�th eve’s approach I re-
entered my barrel and was pushed from Phœbus’s char�ot,  
down the curve of a conven�ent ra�nbow and once more to 
terra firma.
 Upon my land�ng I was horr�fied to see a pa�r of legs 
stuck out from under the edge of my cask,  and was greatly 
afeared that I had k�lled one of the �nhab�tants of th�s strange 
new land,  part�cularly as by th�s t�me I was surrounded by 
a cur�ous group of these people.   A moment’s deduct�on 
allowed me to real�ze that the sk�n of these nat�ves was 
coal-black (l�ttle wonder �f the char�ot of Phœbus passes 
so close to them every even�ng) wh�le that of my v�ct�m was 
wh�te,  and I understood that through fortunate acc�dent 
I had k�lled one of the w�tches who had summoned the 
vortex and who had clung to my barrel �n �ts transport.
 The local people were overjoyed by the death of the 
w�tch,  be�ng much plagued by the�r k�nd,  and welcomed 
me to the�r country wh�ch they told me was named Oz.   
From th�s I understood that they meant the d�stant land 
of Austral�a,  and thus that I had travelled full half-way 
around the globe.   Th�s meant that——
 Pray forg�ve me :  I was qu�te lost �n the retell�ng of my 

story
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story,  and had forgot that I was to descr�be to you the mat-
ter of my new game.   To br�ng my narrat�on of th�s extraor-
d�nary tale to a sw�ft conclus�on :  I and my new compan�ons 
travelled through several surpr�s�ng adventures before our 
cur�ous path led us to a w�zard or shaman who taught us 
the myster�es of the�r world of sp�r�ts,  wh�ch they term 
the ‘dream-t�me’.   After much �nstruct�on from th�s w�z-
ard I learned how to nav�gate a course through th�s t�me of 
dreams,  and so �t was that I returned to the c�v�l�sed world,  
by travell�ng through the dream-t�me wh�le the rest of the 
world was a-sleep, and cl�mb�ng back �nto th�s country 
through a conven�ent portal �n a mortal’s dreams.  And I 
tell you truly,  th�s �s how �t came to be that I was d�scovered 
�n the bed of the Pr�me M�n�ster’s w�fe th�s morn�ng.
 D�sbel�eve th�s story though you may,  I can prove the 
truth of �ts every word and by a very s�mple method.   I 
brought the selfsame barrel back w�th me from the land of 
Oz and w�ll produce �t for the ed�ficat�on of any doubters 
who,  �f they dare to place the�r heads �ns�de �ts mouth,  w�ll 
d�scover that �t st�ll reta�ns �ts same d�st�nct odour of cheese 
and colony of m�ce.
 Now that I have recovered my breath and my sp�r�ts,  I 
shall proceed w�th my descr�pt�on of the game as I had de-
clared I would.   Surpr�s�ng adventures are all very well but 
beware :  they �nterfere greatly w�th a well-ordered pub-
l�sh�ng schedule.

TO PLAY THE GAME.

I SHALL DIVIDE th�s chapter �nto two parts,  for that �s 
the number of parts �nto wh�ch �t falls :  a s�mpler vers�on 

for the younger members of the company,  and a more chal-
leng�ng set of rules for the�r older s�bl�ngs and cous�ns,  or 
any that have mastered the s�mpler game and w�sh to chal-
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lenge the�r w�ts and sk�ll st�ll further.   I w�ll not prescr�be 
the ages at wh�ch ch�ldren should be �ntroduced to each 
vers�on for I have found that so to do makes young peo-
ple w�th a g�ft for story-tell�ng over-proud and conce�ted,  
wh�le there are many older youngsters who are bu�lt w�th 
the stature of an ox yet who have been graced by nature 
w�th a w�t and �ntell�gence equally bov�ne.
 Therefore I shall commence by descr�b�ng the more 
deta�led vers�on of my game,  �n the form that I �ntend for 
the more mature among my younger aud�ence,  and shall 
then proceed to the s�mpler set of rules.   In th�s fash�on my 
reader,  who I presume has already read my descr�pt�on of 
the full vers�on of my game,  may track the system I have 
dev�zed to wh�ttle away at the structure of my first game to 
create these two new——
 But I crave your �ndulgence,  for I grow weary of wr�t�ng 
(as I am sure you grow just as weary of read�ng) new syno-
nyms for these three d�fferent volumes of game rules,  and I 
have determ�ned �n th�s moment to create proper names for 
each.   Therefore let us call the grown-up set of rules Lu-
dens Maximus,  the rev�sed vers�on for older ch�ldren Ludens 
Major,  and that for younger ch�ldren Ludens Minor.   Th�s 
leaves the minimus to be employed once I have dev�zed a set 
of rules for those not yet capable of speech.
 ——as I say,  �n th�s fash�on the reader w�ll have——but 
hold——I have forgot my tra�n,  and espy another of more 
pleas�ng form and more first-class carr�age.   Let us make a 
second sally.

TO PLAY THE GAME.

I HAVE CHANGED my m�nd.   I shall beg�n by descr�b-
�ng the s�mpler form of th�s new game,  or Ludens Minor,  

and shall then expand �t �n a second sect�on to expla�n the 
add�t�onal
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When meeting pagan deities such as Vulcan and Venus,  the Baron 
adviſes his friends to bow low, fix their gaze on the ground and not 
to comment on their raiment (page 85).
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add�t�onal rules by wh�ch the play of Ludens Major may be 
ach�eved.   Accord�ngly I now real�ze that th�s sect�on should 
r�ghtly be t�tled ‘Ludens Minor’ and I have started upon th�s 
sally �n error.   Wh�ch rem�nds me of another Sally upon 
whom I started �n error,  but I am rem�nded that th�s work 
�s �ntended for my younger readers,  and shall des�st.

LUDENS MINOR.

TO THE game,  then.   It �s a game w�th a h�story al-
most as long and noble as my nose,  hav�ng come down 

to us from the anc�ent Greeks where �t was used,  so I am 
�nformed,  as a d�vers�on by the poets Homer,  Hes�od,  
Eur�p�des,  Apollodorus and the�r fr�ends,  and wh�ch they 
called ‘My myth�cal hero �s greater than your myth�cal 
hero’ except �n Greek,  a language I have learned four t�mes 
and forgotten five. 
 I was told th�s story and taught an early vers�on of the 
Greek game not by Phœbus as you may guess  but by an-
other d�v�n�ty,  Vulcan,  who I met some years ago after 
jump�ng �nto the volcano Etna——the tale �s so well known 
as to not bear a further recount�ng——who sa�d that he had 
�t from h�s brother Hephæstus,  who �n turn had heard the 
anc�ents play�ng �t upon Mount Lemnos as he hammered 
at h�s forges below the earth. Vulcan also �nformed me that 
when the poets were jo�ned by Æsop  the name of the game 
was changed to ‘Your myth�cal hero may learn an �mpor-
tant moral lesson from my talk�ng crow’ but I do not know 
whether I can trust h�m on th�s matter :  I fear he may have 
been jest�ng w�th me.
 The central argument of ‘My Uncle the Baron’,  as w�th 
my first game,  �s a sequence of stor�es,  of wh�ch each must 
be grander �n scope and v�s�on than the one that came be-
fore �t.   However,  �n th�s vers�on each story must follow 

the
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the theme of the tale that preceded �t,  and none should be 
longer than a s�ngle l�ne.
 To play the game——no,  I had the t�tle of the sect�on 
r�ght before.   I shall change �t back.

TO PLAY THE GAME.

IF I MAY paraphrase Mrs Glass,  “ Firſt catch your chil-
dren.”  A select�on of between four and s�x should be suf-

fic�ent,  though more �s poss�ble.   It may be necessary to 
prov�de cakes to br�ng the�r attent�on to the task,  though 
you run the r�sk of mak�ng the�r focus the cakes and not 
the game.   If th�s �s the first t�me any of these young people 
have played the game then let one or two adults s�t among 
them,  so that the rules and style of play may be more eas�ly 
expla�ned.
 The game �s a game of boast�ng,  as �s my more majest—— 
I mean,  my Ludens Maximus.   But �n th�s case the ch�ldren 
must boast not of the�r own explo�ts,  for two very good 
reasons :  firstly such boast�ng �s unseemly �n the young,  
and secondly �f they have had adventures worth the tell�ng 
at such a tender age then they are extraord�nary �ndeed.   In-
stead they tell of the stor�es they have heard at the knee of 
the�r favour�te uncle,  who I am too modest to name.
 The play proceeds as follows :  the player who �s to start 
(be�ng e�ther the oldest or the one who has read these rules,  
and �f they are not the same person then any d�spute should 
be settled as �s trad�t�onal,  w�th fist�cuffs when Nurse’s 
back �s turned) beg�ns the round by nam�ng or descr�b�ng 
one of h�s famous relat�ve’s explo�ts,  for example :  

“ My uncle the Baron once duelled with two men at the ſame  
“ time.”

Though
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Though su�table for our purposes here,  I bel�eve th�s �s 
one of my least remarkable stor�es.   Other examples that 
would suffice �nclude :  

“ My uncle the Baron raced on foot againſt a horſe from Vienna to
“ Prague and won.”
“ My uncle the Baron ſhot a deer by loading his muſket with 
“ cherry-ſtones.”
“ My uncle the Baron was once ſwallowed by a giant  whale.”
“ My uncle the Baron beat the Sultan of Turkey at cheſs.”
“ My uncle the Baron diſcovered an iſland made of cheeſe.”
“ My uncle the Baron once rode upon a fired cannon-ball for a 
“ quarter-mile”

and �f I do not fall asleep too early th�s even�ng I shall add a 
l�st of more such to the end of these pages.
 If the poor ch�ld cannot remember any of h�s uncle’s ad-
ventures,  or has no uncles to tell h�m tales of the�r travels,  
or worst of all three has only uncles who are dull,  l�feless 
creatures over-concerned w�th pol�t�cs,  estate management 
and the trad�ng of prom�ssory notes,  who do not tell h�m 
stor�es,  produce half-crowns from h�s ears,  take h�m to 
the theatre,  g�ve h�m h�s first sword and show h�m that not 
every grown-up �s as dull as h�s parents——�f th�s be the case 
then the ch�ld �s perm�tted to make up a story of h�s own 
out of whole and new cloth,  that �s to say from the cloth he 
�mag�nes h�mself wear�ng when he �s grown to manhood.

THE FIRST ROUND.

THE FIRST ch�ld tells h�s tale,  and turns to he who �s 
s�tt�ng to h�s left,  who must better the tale w�th one of 

h�s own.   Let us return to our first story,  for the sake of an 
example :  

“ My
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“ My uncle the Baron once duelled with two men at the ſame
“ time.”

If that �s the first ch�ld’s story,  then the second ch�ld must 
tell one that �s on the same theme but larger �n all natures.   
Thus he m�ght ponder a moment (g�ve h�m a few �n wh�ch 
to th�nk) and say :  

“ My uncle the Baron once duelled with three men at the 
“ ſame time.”

Though th�s �s a dull reply,  lack�ng �n the �mag�nat�on �t �s 
my purpose to encourage,  you w�ll see——as any ch�ld w�th 
an ounce of sense w�ll see——that three men are harder to 
duel than two.   So the story �s more extraord�nary than the 
one from wh�ch �t spawned,  and �ts teller turns now to the 
one on h�s left,  who th�nks for a moment,  and says :  

“ My uncle the Baron once duelled with three men at the ſame
“ time,  uſing but one piſtol.”

or perhaps :  

“ My uncle the Baron once duelled with three men at the ſame 
“ time and convinced them to fight each other,  not him.”

Aga�n the tale exceeds �ts forebear,  and aga�n the reasons 
should be clear :  though the number of combatants re-
ma�ns the same,  the method by wh�ch they were d�spatched 
�s remarkable.   So we applaud the teller and pass to the next 
ch�ld,  who m�ght add as h�s offer�ng :  

“ My uncle the Baron once duelled with an entire regiment of 
“ Pruſſian huſſars.”

What
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What a fine generat�on we have wrought !   What w�t and un-
derstand�ng are the�rs !   What subl�me uncles they have !

CHANGING TACK.

IT IS des�reable �f not essent�al that each growth of the 
story take a d�fferent tack to the one before.   I real�se I 

am not ent�rely clear �n what I say.   I have been sampl�ng 
a dark beer called Porter,  dev�sed �n London some years 
ago,  and I bel�eve I now understand how Br�ta�n came to 
lose the Amer�cas.   I shall try to expla�n a second t�me.
 It �s generally agreed (that �s to say,  I wrote �t down  and 
when I read �t back I found I agreed w�th �t) that �f succes-
s�ve players ampl�fy only one aspect of the story——had the 
youth above not escalated the story to the level of my feud 
w�th the K�ng’s 12th Hussars,  a subject wh�ch I shall return 
to shortly,  but had told of “h�s uncle the Baron who had 
fought four men at once”,  w�th or w�thout a s�ngle p�stol—
—as I say �t �s agreed that wh�le such th�ngs are not aga�nst 
the word of the rules they go aga�nst �ts sp�r�t,  and there-
fore may be challenged by the company �f the company �s 
so �ncl�ned.   I shall come to challenges forthw�th.
 The teller need not ampl�fy all aspects of the story,  �t �s 
the�r cho�ce.   To follow on w�th our example,  after the tale 
of the uncle,  h�s three adversar�es and the one p�stol,  then 
the next ch�ld could have made th�s response :  

“ My uncle the Baron once duelled with three giants at the
“ ſame time,  uſing but one piſtol.”

or th�s response :   

“ My uncle the Baron once duelled with three men at the
“ ſame time,  uſing but one piſtol,  and that not loaded.”

or,
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or,  �f a br�ght and educated fellow,  he m�ght comb�ne the 
two thus :  

“ My uncle the Baron once duelled with three giants at the
“ ſame time,  uſing but one unloaded piſtol.”

FALTERING AND FALLING.

IF THERE be no challenge to the story,  the play cont�n-
ues unt�l a ch�ld falters.   Th�s must happen to us all :  �t �s 

a lesson well to be learned that to fa�l �s not to be d�sgraced,  
and �s a necess�ty of learn�ng.   In the Ludens Minor a ch�ld 
may fa�l �n one of two ways.
 In the first way,  they may become tongue-t�ed or con-
fused,  and unable to recollect or �mag�ne a var�at�on on the 
prev�ous story before the company t�res of wa�t�ng.
 In the second,  they may produce a story that the party 
judges to be �nsuffic�ently extraord�nary,  that �s to say :  not 
more extraord�nary than the one that preceded �t. 
 To take an example,  one of our young fr�ends m�ght 
have chosen to follow the tale about the uncle who faced 
three duell�sts w�th but a s�ngle p�stol w�th :  

“ My uncle the Baron once duelled with a great herd of ſheep 
“ armed only with a jar of mint ſauce.”

 What deplorable uncles th�s ch�ld surely possesses,  so 
lack�ng �n both valour and taste.   Wh�le the tale m�ght lend 
�tself to an amus�ng anecdote,  I doubt that �t w�ll exceed the 
story of fight�ng three men w�th but one p�stol and should 
therefore deserves to be challenged.   Press on,  my good 
fellow,  for the �nformat�on on challenges awa�ts below.

CHALLENGES
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CHALLENGES.

ANY MEMBER of the company may make a chal-
lenge to the story-teller �f he bel�eves that :  

i.  The story-teller takes too long to concoct the�r tale.   
‘Too long’ �s a matter of taste,  and to pull one’s new French 
half-hunter from one’s wa�stcoat to d�spute the t�me taken 
�s ev�dence only of excess�ve zeal and too much pocket-
money.
ii.  The tale just told �s not suffic�ently more extraord�nary 
than the one that came before.

I find I have already expla�ned th�s above,  and have thus 
repeated myself.   No matter.   The great benefit,  I find,  
of putt�ng one’s thoughts on paper �nstead of recount�ng 
them out loud �s that one may go back later and cross out 
all dupl�cated,  verbose,  �rrelevant,  �ncoherent,  offen-
s�ve,  or l�bellous mater�al (and among that I �nclude th�s 
unnecessary paragraph) before send�ng the draft to one’s 
publ�sher——assum�ng one remembers,  wh�ch I assume I 
w�ll.   I shall have these rules down to a s�ngle sentence w�th 
no more than two commas by the t�me I am done,  I assure 
you.
 If a player �s challenged,  they may respond br�efly to 
just�fy themselves and then �t �s a matter for the group to 
dec�de on the mer�ts of sa�d challenge :  a s�mple vote w�ll 
suffice,  or �n many cases the grumbles of the other players 
w�ll prove suffic�ent.   It �s a short rule.   I commend �t as 
such.
 If the challenge �s declared unfounded then the player 
(or �f they have fin�shed the�r turn then the player to the�r 
left) may cont�nue w�th the game.
 If the challenge �s found val�d then �n all cases the result 

�s
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The Baron recalls where he parked his horſe (page 110).
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�s the same.   That player must absent themselves from the 
play and the table for the rest of th�s game,  and a new round 
of play �s begun,  w�th the ch�ld sat to the left of the now-
empty cha�r of the falterer.   For though I may have sa�d that 
there �s no d�sgrace �n fa�lure,  there should be at least a l�t-
tle pun�shment.
 Though absented players have no more part �n the story-
tell�ng of th�s round and may not challenge another player,  
they may st�ll partake �n the d�scuss�on concern�ng a chal-
lenged tale. Should they be found to be speak�ng w�th cake 
�n the�r mouths,  they should be  sent to bed early.

CONTINUING THE PLAY AFTER
 A SUCCESSFUL CHALLENGE 

HAS BEEN MADE BUT I 
SHOULD ADD THAT NO POINTS 

OR MERIT ARE GIVEN TO 
THE CHALLENGER FOR A 

SUCCESSFUL CHALLENGE AND
 NOW I FEAR THIS HEADING HAS

GROWN TOO LONG AND MY
 PUBLISHER SHALL BE CROSS.

AND SO we beg�n a new round,  w�th a new story that 
each success�ve player must better or be removed 

from the c�rcle of play.   After a few rounds there w�ll be but 
two players left.   In th�s case——as w�th some of the ear-
l�er stor�es——a ch�ld may find that he must surpass a story 
that �s spawned from one he or�g�nally started.   Well,  I say 
good for h�m and better for h�s �mag�nat�on.   And �f there 
are two players then at the end of the round there w�ll be 
just one,  and he w�ll be the v�ctor and �s allowed first cho�ce 
of the cakes.
 The game �n th�s format �s su�table for those who have 

not
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not yet acqu�red much learn�ng or who have lost �t through 
an excess of w�ne,  though I have an apprehens�on that those 
who have �mb�bed too much may find even these s�mple 
rules too much for them.   Should th�s be the case I recom-
mend the well-known past�me of ‘Quis exit ?’,  �n wh�ch one 
person leaves the room and the others take turns to remem-
ber who �t was.   If none can recall then they must ask the 
person on h�s return,  and �f he cannot remember e�ther then 
�t �s t�me to ret�re to bed.   In my exper�ence th�s game has 
but one w�nner,  the �nn-keeper,  who w�ll have been serv�ng 
�nfer�or claret at a super�or pr�ce for the last three hours,  
and for th�s reason I do not play �t myself above two or 
three t�mes a month.

LUDENS MAjOR.

LUDENS MAjOR plays �n almost all �ts manners l�ke 
Ludens Minor  save one and that �s �n the matter of chal-

lenges.   As before any member of the company can chal-
lenge on the grounds of excess�ve t�me-wast�ng or a fa�lure 
to surpass the prev�ous story,  but there �s now a th�rd form,  
th�s one open only to the player who �s next to play.
 If �t seems fortu�tous or opportune,  or des�reable,  or 
amus�ng,  or the next player �s unable to th�nk of any way to 
surpass the preced�ng story,  or has not been pay�ng atten-
t�on,  then �nstead of tell�ng a tale of greater deeds than the 
one of the prev�ous teller,  he may �nstead turn back to sa�d 
teller (v�z. the player on h�s r�ght) to say,

“ Extraordinary !   Pray tell us,  how did he do that ?”

and we shall call th�s a pray-tell-us.
 The prev�ous storyteller must then expand the�r prev�-
ous sentence to the s�ze of a paragraph or so,  add�ng deta�ls 

and
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and decorat�on to the�r earl�er words as a chef adds herbs,  
sp�ces and season�ngs to a bas�c potage to make �t �nto a 
d�sh fit for heroes. 
 If he cannot expla�n h�s uncle’s accompl�shments to the 
sat�sfact�on of the company then he �s out,  and the one who 
demanded an explanat�on becomes the one to beg�n the 
next round of the game.   But �f he succeeds then he �s ap-
plauded,  and he who made the demand �s out. 
 Wh�le the teller �s prov�d�ng h�s explanat�on the com-
pany may not �nterrupt to demand expans�on or �ntroduce 
object�on,  for the matter of �nterrupt�ons �s saved for the 
super�or form of the game,  the Ludens Maximus. 
 Wh�ch top�c rem�nds me of a rule I have om�tted from 
my or�g�nal game,  my Ludens Maximus of ten years past,  
concern�ng the matter of wagers and stakes.   It �s th�s :  that 
�f the company �s somewhat drunk,  or somewhat �mpecu-
n�ous,  or w�thout the use of �ts hands,  or w�thout hands 
altogether,  then the matter of stakes and wagers may be 
om�tted ent�rely.   As may the matter of determ�n�ng a w�n-
ner.   If t�me �s short then you may also om�t the �nterrup-
t�ons,  the tell�ng of stor�es,  the w�ne and even the need for 
other players,  though your enjoyment of the game may 
suffer �n consequence.
 I fear I have strayed from my path,  and not for the first 
t�me.   Therefore to pull myself and my game back to �ts 
course I w�ll furn�sh a br�ef conversat�on �n the form of a 
play,  by way of an example of the work�ngs and funct�on of 
the Ludens Major.

BY WAY OF AN EXAMPLE.

WHILE THEIR fathers are d�scuss�ng war and 
the�r mothers are d�scuss�ng the�r fathers,  we find 

gathered four young members of the nob�l�ty of Europe.   
They
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They are named Albrecht,  Bertrand,  Clar�ssa and Doug-
las.   Albrecht has been taught the Ludens Major by h�s old-
er brother Adolf,  and expla�ns �t to h�s fr�ends.   S�nce he 
understands the game,  he commences thus :  

Albrecht :  “ My uncle the Baron once flew to Scotland on the 
“ back of a giant eagle.”
(Omnes :  “ Oh !   Wonders !”)
Bertrand :  “ My uncle the Baron once flew to India on the back 
“ of a giant waſp.”
(Omnes :  “ The Indies !   Such a journey !”)
Bertrand :  “ May I have a cake now ?”
Nurse :  “ Shuſh,  for it is the turn of Clariſſa.”
Clarissa :  “ My aunt the Baroneſs once flew to an undiſcovered 
“ land in the South Seas on the back of the winged horſe Pegaſus.”
(Omnes :  “ A new land !   And a mythic creature !   What  ſupe-
“ rior relatives Clariſſa has !”)
Douglas :  “ My uncle the Baron once flew into the interior of the 
“ hollow globe of the Earth on the back of a flying fiſh !” 
(Omnes :  “ A flying fiſh !   How rare !”)
Bertrand :  “ Cake pleaſe?”
Clarissa :  “ Excuſe my impertinence,  Douglas,  but I believe that 
“ the winged horſe of Greek legend is a more extraordinary being 
“ than a flying fiſh.”

Here I �nterrupt my young fr�ends to expla�n :  th�s �s a 
challenge,  as per the rules of the Ludens Minor,  not a 
pray-tell-us.   Nonetheless Douglas has a chance to ex-
pla�n h�mself :  

Douglas :  “ Perhaps,  my lady,  but conſider that a horſe, even 
“ one with wings,  is a beaſt faſhioned by G–d to be ridden,  while 
“ a flying fiſh cannot be ſaddled and its ſcales make it ſlippery to ſit 
“ upon.”
(Omnes :  “ Good point,  good point.”)

Clar�ssa’s
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Clar�ssa’s challenge �s thus overturned by general agree-
ment and the game cont�nues.   Albrecht �s sat to the left of 
Douglas,  and so must proceed :  

Albrecht :  “ My uncle the Baron once flew to the Moon on the 
“ back of a dragon.”
(Omnes :  “ We fear that tale will be hard to beat.”)
Bertrand :  “ My uncle the Baron once flew to the planet Venus on 
“ the back of two dragons,  and found much cake there.”

I �nterrupt aga�n :  should Clar�ssa care to �ntroduce three 
dragons �n her tale,  th�s rash act�on could g�ve r�se to a chal-
lenge :  a s�mple �ncrease �n numbers �s rarely suffic�ent to 
sat�sfy the company.   She would be adv�sed to try another 
tack,  and she does :  

Clarissa :  “ My aunt the Baroneſs once flew to the Sun on the 
“ back of the Emperor Napoleon Buonaparte.”
(Omnes :  alarums and excurs�ons)
Douglas :  “ My lady !   The Emperor Napoleon!”
Clarissa : “ Indeed,  Douglas.   It is a moſt extraordinary ſtory.   I 
“ would be happy to expand it for you,  if you wiſh … ?”

Should Douglas call my lady Clar�ssa’s bluff ?   Has she a 
story ready prepared ?   He w�lts before her steely eye and 
her en�gmat�c sm�le——a sm�le much l�ke that of a young 
Ital�an lady whose portra�t I once caused to be pa�nted by 
a fellow called Da V�nc� dur�ng one of my br�ef v�s�ts to the 
Rena�ssance,  I wonder whatever became of �t and h�m ?——
and dec�des �nstead to tell h�s own tale :  

Douglas :  “ My uncle the Baron once aroſe to Heaven itſelf uſing
“ only two planks of wood.”

Two planks of wood !   A derogatory reference perhaps 
to
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to the cunn�ng and w�sdom of the aforesa�d Emperor of 
France ?   But more to our purpose,  �s such a d�m�nut�on of 
scale sat�sfactory to the game——from an Emperor to two 
p�eces of wood ?   Truly,  to r�se to Heaven w�th such mea-
gre tools �s extraord�nary �ndeed,  but whether �t �s a sat�s-
factory response depends ent�rely on the dec�s�on of those 
who are play�ng.
 Any member of the company may challenge Douglas,  
but Albrecht,  be�ng next to play,  �s the only one who may 
ask a pray-tell-us quest�on.   Wh�ch �ndeed he does :  

Albrecht :  “ Extraordinary !   Pray tell us,  Douglas,  how it was
“ your uncle achieved ſuch a remarkable feat ?”  

A hush falls over the group as Douglas prepares h�s re-
sponse :  

Douglas :  “ I am ſurpriſed that you aſk,  Albrecht,  for I am ſure 
“ you will have heard the ſtory before.   The two planks of wood
“ were faſtened in the ſhape of a croſs by ſome Romans in jeruſ-
“ alem and my uncle was nailed to it,  a crown of thorns fixed to his
“ head and——”
Omnes :  “ Horrors !  Blaſphemy !   Hereſy !   Cleanſe the blaſ-
“ phemer !   Call for a prieſt !   Bring faggots and a flaming brand !     
“ Burn the devil out of him !  ”

Though burn�ng one of the part�c�pants at a stake �s not 
a usual way to fin�sh a round of my game——unless one �s 
play�ng �n Spa�n,  of course——there �s no doubt that Doug-
las has lost that part�cular round and w�ll be forced to ret�re 
from the game,  most l�kely at sword-po�nt.   Once h�s bone-
fire has d�ed down to embers a new round shall be started,  
Albrecht shall be the one to beg�n �t w�th a fresh tale,  and �t 
shall be d�scovered that wh�le the others were watch�ng the 
auto-da-fe Bertrand has devoured all the cakes.

All
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 All �n all,  I must adv�se my younger readers to stay well 
clear of matters of rel�g�on �n the�r stor�es,  and �n part�cular 
those perta�n�ng to sens�t�ve top�cs such as the bloodl�ne, 
her�tage and poss�ble descendants of our Lord.   Though 
now I ment�on the subject,  I have recalled what happened 
w�th that fellow Da V�nc�.
 I trust from the above that the play of the game �s now 
clear,  and there rema�ns noth�ng further but for me to re-
t�re to my bed w�th the sat�sfact�on of a good even�ng’s work 
beh�nd——
 ——but no,  for one of my lately arr�ved company has 
been perus�ng the early pages of th�s my manuscr�pt,  and 
has asked me how �t was that I became stuck �n a snowdr�ft 
near Saltzburg w�th the Empress of Russ�a,  when the Em-
press �s known to have a great allergy to Saltzburg such as 
would br�ng her out �n vapours,  fits and the dropſy should 
she venture w�th�n an hundred m�les of that town. 
 There �s a grand answer to th�s quest�on,  and to many 
others ar�s�ng from �t,  but I find that some fool hath fin-
�shed the last bottle of Mad�era-w�ne.   It may have been 
me,  �n wh�ch su�t I must observe �t �s a filthy sour brew 
fit only for flavour�ng sauces,  cur�ng shoe-leather and sell-
�ng to the Dutch,  and moreover the bottles are too small.   
Wh�le I wa�t for my glass to be filled w�th someth�ng more 
palatable I shall turn my m�nd to the l�st of stor�es I men-
t�oned earl�er.   A Munchausen �s only as good as h�s word,  
and though I may say �t myself I bel�eve my words here 
have surpassed even the h�ghest standards of th�s Age of 
Letters.   Should any man d�sagree  I w�ll see h�m at Chalk 
Farm,  w�th as many fr�ends and wh�chever weapons he may 
care to br�ng,  to g�ve h�m a lesson �n l�terary cr�t�c�sm and 
when �t �s best to hold one’s tongue,  lest someone else hold 
�t for you.

MY
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In matters of horſemanſhip during battle, the Baron finds it 
adviſable to carry a ſpare (page 114).
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MY UNCLE THE BARON ONCE …

 Being a ſelection of brief ſtories ſuitable for commencing 
the game,  for thoſe without the imagination or the uncles to 
provide their own.

… crossed the Engl�sh Channel on a seahorse.
… found a goldm�ne �n Wales.
… shot two pheasants w�th the same bullet.
… bu�lt a br�dge across the Rh�ne �n a s�ngle day.
… drank a whole gallon of m�lk.
… met the ghost of W�ll�am Shakespeare.
… stole a d�amond as b�g as a p�geon’s egg from the Tower 
of London.
… swallowed a gu�nea.
… was fired a hundred yards from a cannon.
… saw a hawk before the hawk could see h�m.
… made fire by str�k�ng two fl�nts together.
… shot a hat from a man’s head at fifty paces.
… captured a platoon of Turk�sh sold�ers by pretend�ng to 
be a bear.
… caught a musket-ball that a band�t had fired at h�m.
… found the Empress of Russ�a’s r�ng �ns�de a hen’s egg.
… escaped the S�ege of V�enna �n a hot-a�r balloon.
… was swallowed by a huge fish.
… hunted,  caught and cooked a rabb�t �n ten m�nutes.
… rode from Par�s to Madr�d �n an hour.
… wrote a play �n an afternoon.
… crossed the Char�ng Cross Road �n a s�ngle leap.
… saved the �nfant pr�ncess of Spa�n from a w�ld l�on.
… caught a salmon �n h�s boot.
… heard a cock crow from a m�le away.
… escaped from the Turk�sh army on half a horse.
… captured a French cannon s�ngle-handed.

shot
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… shot a g�ant rabb�t and d�ned off �t for a week.
… turned an oak tree �nto a sh�p �n a s�ngle day.
… �nvented the sandw�ch.
… b�t a mad dog,  caus�ng �t to become sane.
… d�scovered a cave where�n lay a p�rate’s treasure.
… grew a beanstalk as h�gh as a house.
… rode h�s horse backwards for half a m�le.
… h�d a dog under h�s hat.
… caused the Wh�te House �n Wash�ngton to turn blue.
… bu�lt a house out of glass. 
… fetched a bottle of brandy from Moscow �n less than a 
day.
… talked to K�ng Lou�s XVI half an hour after h�s head 
was cut off.
… bought a horse for a penny.
… escaped from the Bast�lle pr�son by tunnell�ng under the 
wall w�th a spoon.
… composed the Nat�onal Anthem of L�chtenste�n w�th 
the a�d of a sparrow.
… rescued a pr�ncess from the harem of the Grand Se�gneur 
of Turkey.
… swam the length of the r�ver Thames �n a day.
… tamed a w�ld boar and kept �t as a pet.
… escaped from a pursu�ng band�t by borrow�ng a hot-a�r 
balloon.
… used h�s hunt�ng-dog’s sense of smell to find the queen 
of England’s lost handkerch�ef.
… fell from a barn roof w�thout �njur�ng h�mself.
… escaped from a crocod�le �n Afr�ca.
… caught a cloud.
… bu�lt a br�dge across the Grand Canal �n Ven�ce �n a day.
… �nvented the cont�nuous-act�on loom.
… met a man who had eaten a kettle.
… owned a parrot that could count to five.
… sneezed so hard that h�s nose flew off.

MY
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MY SHORTER UNCLE THE BARON.

 The rules of the game explained in briefer ſtyle by one among 
the Baron’s good friends.

THE PLAYERS gather �n a c�rcle.   The oldest beg�ns 
the game by br�efly descr�b�ng an extraord�nary feat 

that h�s uncle may have performed.   Proceed�ng clockw�se,  
each player must descr�be a s�m�lar story bu�lt on the one 
before �t but w�th the deta�ls changed to make the new tale 
d�fferent from and even more extraord�nary than the ones 
before.
 If a player �s unable to th�nk of a better story than the 
one told by the player on h�s r�ght,  or �f he �s challenged by 
another player and the company agrees that h�s story �s less 
good than the one before,  then he �s el�m�nated from the 
game.
 After a challenge,  a new round starts.   The player who 
was challenged,  or the player to the left of h�s empty cha�r,  
descr�bes a new feat,  and the game cont�nues as above.
 The game cont�nues unt�l all players but one have been 
el�m�nated.   The rema�n�ng player �s the w�nner.   El�m�-
nated players may st�ll take part �n d�scuss�ons and votes 
on the qual�ty or otherw�se of stor�es told.

 Opt�onally,  the player whose turn �t �s may,  �nstead of 
tell�ng a greater story,  may turn to the preced�ng player and 
ask for them to expand the�r story by say�ng,  “ Pray tell 
us,  how d�d he do that ?” The preced�ng player must fur-
n�sh a short explanat�on of the story they have outl�ned,  to 
the sat�sfact�on of the company.   If they succeed then the�r 
challenger �s el�m�nated.   If they fa�l they are el�m�nated.   
In e�ther case,  a new round �s begun. 

EPILOGUE
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The Baron encounters a Munchauſen of another ſort (page 106).
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E P I L O G U E.

I HAVE BEEN jo�ned by some who know me of old,  
lately returned from Hungary,  and they have brought 

w�th them some rare tokay of seven puttonyos——but Baron,  
you excla�m,  there �s no tokay rated above s�x puttonyos and 
I say that �n th�s you speak truly for now we have drunk the 
last of �t——and I feel my sp�r�ts l�fted as �f my collar had 
been grasped by the gryphon that l�fted me from the m�dst 
of a banquet �n Copenhagen some years ago. 
 In that matter the fault was m�ne, for I was wear�ng a 
coat w�th a rabb�t-fur collar that the gryphon,  wh�ch had 
been asleep �n the rafters for some two centur�es where �t 
had been m�staken for an herald�c carv�ng,  �n �ts turn m�s-
took for �ts w�ld prey.   A s�mple error,  one both easy to 
make and easy to rect�fy,  for as the myth�c beast flew w�th 
me toward the great west w�ndow of the hall I snatched up 
the hat of one of the enterta�ners,  conven�ently a mag�c�an,  
and produced from �t a real rabb�t that conv�nced the great 
creature to let me go �n exchange for that more palatable 
morsel.   But I am d�gress�ng.
 The fr�ends I ment�oned have preva�led upon me to tell 
one of my tales and I find,  hav�ng made ment�on of �t above 
and also �n the earl�er parts of th�s work,  that the t�me has 
come for me to spread abroad the true story of the K�ng’s 
Own 12th Hussars and how I earned the�r �re so long ago. 
 I have heard �t sa�d by others that th�s �s truly the most 
extra-ord�nary of my adventures,  �nvolv�ng as �t does 
not just the Hussars but also �nc�dents of m�sadventure,  
peradventure,  h�gh adventure,  h�gh treason,  a d�fferent 
snowdr�ft near Saltzburg and �ndeed a d�fferent Empress 
of Russ�a,  and the transm�ss�on of a cur�ous and pa�nful 
a�lment that I can only call ‘Munchausen by doxy’——and 
I am pleased to agree w�th these august cr�t�cs.   Th�s story 

�s
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�s �ndeed my finest,  and I am pleased to at last comm�t �t to 
the pr�nted word and thus to �mmortal�ty.
 How many stor�es of h�story have been lost because of a 
lack of a su�table recorder to recall the deta�ls,  or a narrator 
to g�ve suffic�ent gravitas to �ts re-tell�ng ?   L�ke a cannon-
ball,  a good tale requ�res enough force to propel �t through 
the zephyrs of h�story.   Would we today know the h�story 
of MacBeth �f Shakespeare had not rescued that monarch 
from the m�re of Scotch h�story and held h�m up as an ex-
ample to the world of why we should not trust men who 
wear sk�rts ?  Would Oddyseus st�ll be sa�l�ng the Med�ter-
ranean �f Homer had not gu�ded h�m home to Ithaca every 
t�me that he sung h�s story ?  Would I myself have any lega-
cy �f I had not thrown as�de a nobleman’s customary robe of 
modesty and recounted my stor�es ?   (That last quest�on �s 
rhetor�cal,  s�nce I have known �ts answer ever s�nce I trav-
elled to the year 2057 w�th the a�d of a m�raculous mach�ne 
created by my late fr�end Mr Benjam�n Frankl�n.   In that 
year the whole world �s flooded and the c�t�es are suspend-
ed �n the a�r by great balloons called Munchauſens for the 
quant�ty of rare gases �n them, so I know I have an �mmor-
tal�ty of a strange,  bulbous k�nd.)
 But my fr�ends are becom�ng r�bald and I must proceed 
w�th my tale.
 It so happened that I was travell�ng through the Alps 
dur�ng the w�nter of 17—— when �n a remote pass I came 
across a cur�ous s�ght :  a field of snow covered ent�rely �n 
the un�forms of the K�ng’s Own 12th Hussars,  w�th weap-
ons,  medals,  saddles,  tack and all,  as �f an ent�re reg�-
ment had van�shed suddenly �nto the a�r.   No footpr�nts or 
marks of horses were v�s�ble to m�ne eye,  but at the centre 
of the field stood a small ch�ld whose laughter rang out 
through the cold a�r.   In a moment I real�sed that the figure 
was no ch�ld but someone or �n truth ſomething that I had 
met before upon my travels :  that most bone-ch�ll�ng of 

eldr�tch
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(the remaining pages of the book have been torn out)
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