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Predmluva

Karl Friedrich Hieronymus von Miinchhausen (1720 — 1797) byl
némecky vojak a cestovatel. Narodil se v Bodenwerderu do
aristokratické rodiny. Nejdiive se stal pazetem vévody Antona
Ulricha II, se kterym v dobé¢ rusko-turecké valky (1735 — 1739),
n¢kdy oznacované jako ctvrté, odjel do Ruska. Zde narukoval do
ruské armady a ucastnil se dvou valecnych tazeni proti Turkam.
Z armady odesSel v roce 1760 a se svou prvni Zenou se vratil na své
sidlo v Bodenwerderu. Pii riznych spolecenskych udélostech
ziskal reputaci vypravéce, jehoz historky o dobrodruzstvich, ktera
zazil, byly zna¢né ptehnané a neuvétitelné. Po smrti své zeny, kdyz
mu bylo 74 let, se znovu ozenil, ale zahy se opét rozvedl.

Jeho historky zaujaly natolik, ze uz za jeho zivota, k jeho
nevelkeé libosti, byly zpracovany v literarnim dile. V Londyné v roce
1785 vydal némecky knihovnik a spisovatel Zijici v Anglii Rudolph
Erich Raspe (1736 — 1794) knihu Baron Munchhausen's Narrative
of his Marvellous Travels and Campaigns in Russia (Vypravéni
barona Prasila o jeho UZasnych vyletech a vojenskych tazenich
v Rusku). Piibéhy byly upravovany a pielozeny do mnoha jazykda,
nakonec existuje na 100 riznych vydani. V ¢estin€ jsou znamy jako
ptibehy barona Présila.

Na zacatku minulého stoleti vydal novou sbirku prasilovskych
ptibehti americky humorista John Kendrick Bangs (1862 — 1922).
Patfila do série Bangsovych Associated Shades (Sdruzeni stint),
ktera se pozd¢ji stala zndmou jako Bangsidnska fantasy. Jde o Zanr,
ktery popisuje piib&hy slavnych osobnosti, at’ uz skute¢nych nebo
literarnich, odehravajici se béhem jejich posmrtného Zivota.
V podsvétnim exkluzivnim klubu jsou takové osobnosti jako
Konfucius, Sokrates, Shakespeare, Napoleon Bonaparte, Charles
Darwin nebo George Washington. PIné znéni ndzvu knihy o Prasi-
lovije v duchudlouhychnazviiknihz 18.a 19. stoleti:
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Mr. Munchausen: Being a True Account of Some of the Recent
Adventures Beyond the Styx of the Late Hieronymus Carl Friedrich,
Sometime Baron Munchausen of Bodenwerder, as originally
reported for the Sunday Edition of the Gehenna Gazette by its
special interviewer the late Mr. Ananias formerly of Jerusalem, and
now first transcribed from the columns of that journal by J. K. Bangs
(Pan Prasil: Pravdivy zdznam nekterych neddvnych dobrodruzstvi
zesnulého Hieronyma Karla Friedricha, nékdy téz barona Prasila
z Bodenwerderu, za fekou Styx, pivodné zaznamenanych pro
nedélni vydani Gehennskych listi jejich zvlaStnim reportérem
zesnulym AnanidSem Jeruzalémskym, nyni poprvé prepsanych ze
sloupktiuvedenychnovinJ. K. Bangsem)

Vy mate moznost ptecist si nékolik vybranych ptibéhi z uve-
dené sbirky. V porozuméni textu vam pomuze Cesky zrcadlovy
pieklad. Déle jsme vybrali zajimavé jazykové jevy a ty jsme oko-
mentovali. Anglicky text si také mizete poslechnout na CD.

Nakonec si pro porovnani stylu i jazyka mtzete precist n€kolik
kapitol z knihy Rudolpha Ericha Raspeho, také s ¢eskym piekla-
dem.

Piijemné pocteni!

Angli¢tina.com
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|
I Encounter
the 0Old Gentleman

There are moments of supreme embarrassment in the lives of
persons given to veracity, — indeed it has been my own unusual
experience in life that the truth well stuck to is twice as hard a
proposition as a lie so obvious that no one is deceived by it at the
outset. I cannot quite agree with my friend, Caddy Barlow, who says
that in a tight place it is better to lie at once and be done with it than to
tell the truth which will need forty more truths to explain it, but
I must confess that in my forty years of absolute and conscientious
devotion to truth I have found myself in holes far deeper than any
my most mendacious of friends ever got into. I do not propose,
however', to desert at this late hour the Goddess I have always
worshipped because she leads me over a rough and rocky road, and
whatever may be the hardships involved in my wooing I intend to
the very end to remain the ever faithful slave of Mademoiselle
Veracité. All of which I state here in prefatory mood, and in order, in
so far as it is possible for me to do so, to disarm the incredulous and
sniffy reader who may be inclined to doubt the truth of my story of
how the manuscript of the following pages came into my
possession. I am quite aware that to some the tale will appear
absolutely and intolerably impossible. I know that if any other than
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I
Setkavam se se starym Slechticem

V Zivotech lidi oddanych pravdé jsou chvile obrovskych roz-
pakl — skute¢né¢ mam neobvyklou Zivotni zkuSenost, Ze prosadit
pravdu je dvakrat t€z8i nez lez tak jasnou, Ze od samotného poc¢atku
nikoho neoklame. Nemiizu tak docela souhlasit se svym ptitelem
Caddy Barlowem, ktery tikd, Ze kdyz je ¢lovek v uzkych, je lepsi
lhat hned a byt s tim hotov, nezZ mluvit pravdu, ktera bude potfebovat
Ctyficetkrat vic pravdy k vysvétleni. Musim vSak uznat, Ze za
Ctyficet let své dokonalé a svédomité oddanosti pravdé jsem se
vyskytl v jamach mnohem hlubsich, nez do jakych se kdy dostal
kterykoliv z mych nejprolhanéjSich pratel. Nehodlam ale v tuto
pozdni dobu opustit bohyni, které jsem vzdycky slouzil, proto, ze
me vodi po nerovnych a kamenitych cestach, a jakkoli mize byt
tézké se nenechat pfemluvit, mdm v imyslu do samého konce pani
Pravdé vérné slouzit. VSechno to prohlaSuji pfedem, abych, jak jen
jsem schopen, odzbrojil nevéficiho a pfeziravého Ctenate, ktery
muze mit snahu pochybovat o pravdivosti toho, jak se rukopis
nasledujicich stranek stal mym vlastnictvim. Jsem si dobie védom,
ze n€kterym se piibéh bude zdat zcela a netinosné neuvéfitelny.
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I'told it to me I should not believe it. Yet despite these drawbacks the

story is in all particulars, essential and otherwise, absolutely
truthful.

The facts are briefly these:

It was not, to begin with, a dark and dismal evening. The snow
was not falling silently, clothing a sad and gloomy world in a mantle
of white, and over the darkling moor a heavy mist was not rising, as
is so frequently the case. There was no soul-stirring moaning of
bitter winds through the leafless boughs; so far as I was aware
nothing soughed within twenty miles of my bailiwick; and my dog,
lying before a blazing log fire in my library, did not give forth an
occasional growl of apprehension, denoting the presence or
approach of an uncanny visitor from other and mysterious realms:
and for two good reasons. The first reason is that it was midsummer
when the thing happened, so that a blazing log fire in my library
would have been an extravagance as well as an anachronism. The
second is that I have no dog. In fact there was nothing unusual, or
uncanny in the whole experience. It happened to be a bright and
somewhat too sunny July day, which is not an unusual happening
along the banks of the Hudson. You could see the heat, and if
anything had soughed it could only have been the mercury in my
thermometer. This I must say clicked nervously against the top of
the glass tube and manifested an extraordinary desire to climb
higher than the length of the tube permitted. Incidentally I may add,
even if it be not believed’, that the heat was so intense that the
mercury actually did raise the whole thermometer a foot and a half
above the mantel-shelf, and for two mortal hours, from midday until
two by the Monastery Clock, held it suspended there in mid-air with
no visible means of support. Not a breath of air was stirring, and the
only sounds heard were the expanding creaks of the beams of my
house, which upon that particular day increased eight feet in width
and assumed a height which made it appear to be a three instead of a
two story dwelling. There was little work doing in the house. The
children played about in their bathing suits, and the only other active
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Vim, ze kdyby ho n€kdo jiny vypravél mné&, nevéfil bych mu. Ale
navzdory témto nedostatkiim je ptibeéh ve vSech svych castech,
podstaté a celkoveé naprosto pravdivy.

Fakta jsou ve stru¢nosti tato:

Zacnéme tim, Ze nebyl temny a smutny vecer. Nepadal tiSe snih,
nepokryval neStastny a ponury svét bilym plastém a nad zlovéstnou
plani se nezvedal téZky opar, jak se to Casto stava. V bezlistych
vétvich nesténal zadny dusi rozrusujici nevlidny vitr. Nakolik jsem
si védom, v okruhu dvaceti mil nic neskucelo a mtj pes lezici pied
salajicim dievem v krbu mé knihovny ani pfilezitostné nezavrcel
z obavy, aby poukézal na pfitomnost nebo ptichod zdhadného
navstévnika z jinych tajemnych sfér. Ze dvou dobrych divodua. Za
prvé, stalo se to o letnim slunovratu, takze ohei salajici z polen by
byl v mé knihovné stejné tak vystrednosti jako anachronismem. Za
druhé nemam psa. Ve skutecnosti v tom vSem nebylo nic
mimofadného ani podivného. Byl jasny a ponékud pfili§ slunecny
cervencovy den, coz na biezich Hudsonu nebyva neobvyklé. Horko
jste skoro mohli vidét, a pokud po ném néco touzilo, mohla to byt
jen rtut’ v mém teploméru. Ta, musim podotknout, t'ukala na vrsek
sklenéné trubice a predvadéla vyjimecnou touhu vylézt vys, nez ji
délka trubice dovolovala. Mohu dodat, Ze najednou, i kdyz je tomu
tézkeé uvétit, mezi polednem a druhou hodinou odpoledne podle
klasternich hodin horko tak stouplo, Ze rtut’ protahla teplomér stopu
a pal nad krbovou fimsu a po dvé nekone¢né hodiny se drzela ve
vzduchu bez opory. Nepohnul se ani vétticek a jediny zvuk, ktery
bylo slyset, byl skiipot protahujicich se tramti v mém domé. Toho
dne se roztahly o osm stop do $itky a dosahly vysky, kterd z budovy
zdanlivé délala tifipodlazni misto dvoupodlazni. V domé se toho
moc nedélo. Déti si hraly v koupacich pléastich a dalsi, kdo v tu dobu
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factor in my life of the moment was our hired man who was kept
busy in the cellar pouring water on the furnace coal to keep it from
spontaneously combusting.

We had just had luncheon, burning our throats with the iced tea
and with considerable discomfort swallowing the simmering cold
roast filet, which we had to eat hastily before the heat of the day
transformed it into smoked beef. My youngest boy Willie perspired
so copiously that we seriously thought of sending for a plumber to
solder up his pores, and as for myself who have spent three summers
of my life in the desert of Sahara in order to rid myself of nervous
chills to which I was once unhappily subject, for the first time in my
life I was impelled to admit that it was intolerably warm. And then
the telephone bell rang.

“Great Scott!” I cried, “Who in thunder do you suppose wants to
play golf on a day like this?” — for nowadays our telephone is used
for no other purpose than the making or the breaking of golf
engagements.

“Me,” cried my eldest son, whose grammar is not as yet on a par
with his activity. “I’ll go.”

The boy shot out of the dining room and ran to the telephone,
returning in a few moments with the statement that a gentleman with
a husky voice whose name was none of his business wished to speak
with me on a matter of some importance to myself.

I was loath to go. My friends the book agents had recently
acquired the habit of approaching me over the telephone, and
I feared that here was another nefarious attempt to foist a thirty-
eight volume tabloid edition of The World's Worst Literature upon
me. Nevertheless I wisely determined to respond.

“Hello,” I said, placing my lips against the rubber cup. “Hello
there, who wants 91162 Nepperhan?”
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vyvijel n¢jakou €innost, byl pouze najaty muz, ktery ve sklepé lil
vodu na uhli, aby se samovoln¢ nevzialo.

Pravé jsme obédvali, palili svd hrdla studenym cajem a se
zna¢nym nepohodlim polykali vrouci platek studené pecené, ktery
jsme museli snist ve spéchu, nez ho zar dne zméni v uzené. Muj
nejmladsi chlapec Vilik se tak potil, Ze jsme si vazné mysleli, Ze
posleme pro instalatéra, aby mu sletoval pory. J4, ktery jsem stravil
tii léta svého Zivota na saharské pousti, abych se zbavil nervové
zimnice, kterou jsem kdysi nanestésti trpél, jsem poprvé v zZivoté
musel uznat, Ze je nesnesitelné horko. A pak zazvonil telefon.

,U Skota!” zvolal jsem, “Kdo, hrome, si myslite, Ze v takovém
dni chce hrat golf?* protoze dnes se nas telefon pouziva jen pro
domluvu nebo zruseni golfovych utkani.

44, vykiikl mij nejstar$i syn, jehoZ mluvnice dosud neni
v souladu s jeho ¢innosti. ,,Ja pijdu!“

Chlapec vystielil z jidelny a bézel k telefonu. Vratil se za par
vtefin a prohlasil, Ze pan s chraplavym hlasem, jehoz jméno ho
nema zajimat, si pieje mluvit se mnou v zalezitosti, kterd by pro me
mohla byt dulezita.

Neochotné jsem Sel. Mi pratelé, literarni agenti, si nedavno
zvykli mé dohanét telefonem a ja jsem se obaval, ze to je dalsi
ohavny pokus mi vnutit tficeti osmidilné vydani platku Nejhorsi
literatura svéta. Navzdory tomu jsem se moudte rozhodl odpovédet.

,»Prosim,” fekl jsem s tisty u gumového mluvitka. ,,Halo, vy tam,
kdo vold Nepperhan 911627~
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“Is that you?” came the answering question, and, as my boy had
indicated, in a voice whose chief quality was huskiness.

“I guess so,” I replied facetiously; — “It was this morning, but the
heat has affected me somewhat, and I don’t feel as much like myself
as I might. What can I do for you?”

“Nothing, but you can do a lot for yourself,” was the astonishing
answer. “Pretty hot for literary work, isn’t it?” the voice added
sympathetically’.

“Very,” said I. “Factis [ can’t seem to do anything these days but
perspire.”

“That’s what I thought; and when you can’t work ruin stares you
in the face, eh? Now [ have a manuscript—*

“Oh Lord!” I cried. “Don’t. There are millions in the same fix.
Evenmy cook writes.”

“Don’t know about that,” he returned instantly. “But I do know
that there’s millions in my manuscript. And you can have it for the
asking. How’s that for an offer?”

“Very kind, thank you,”
story?”

said I. “What’s the nature of your

“It’s extremely good-natured,” he answered promptly.

[laughed. The twist amused me.

“That isn’t what I meant exactly,” said I, “though it has some
bearing on the situation. Is it a Henry James dandy, or does it bear

the mark of Caine™? Is it realism or fiction?”’

“Realism,” said he. “Fictionisn’tinmy line.”
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,Jste to vy?” jako odpoveéd’ zaznéla otdzka hlasem, jehoz hlavni
vlastnosti byla, jak muij chlapec naznacil, chraplavost.

,2Doufam, ze ano,” odpovédél jsem nejapné. ,,Rano jsem to byl
ja, ale vedro m¢ né&jak zmeénilo a necitim se sam sebou. Co pro vas
mohu udé¢lat?*

,Nic, ale hodn¢ miizete udélat pro sebe,” znéla piekvapiva
odpovéd.. ,.Je dost vedro na literarni ¢innost, ze?” dodal hlas s G-

Casti.

,Dost,” fekl jsem ja. ,,Pravdou je, zda se, ze tyto dny nemizu
délatnic jiného nez se potit.”

,, 10 jsem si myslel. A pokud nemiizete pracovat, hrozi vam upa-
dek, ze? Mam rukopis...“

»Panejo!* vykiikl jsem. ,,To ne. V téhle brynd¢ jsou miliony.
I mij kuchar pise.”

,O tom nic nevim. Ale vim to,” odpoveédél okamzité, ,,ze muj ru-
kopis mé cenu miliont. A vy ho mtzete mit, staci jen fict. Jak se vam
tanabidka1ibi?”

,» velmi laskavé, dé€kuji,” fekl jsem. ,,Jaké povahy je vas piibeh?”

,Mavelmi dobrou povahu,” odpovédél pohotové.

Zasmal jsem se. Ten obrat mé pobavil.

,, 10 jsem zrovna nemyslel,” fekl jsem, ,,byt’ se to tyka véci. Je to
Svihak podle Henryho Jamese nebo nese znameni Cainea? Je to rea-

lismus nebo fikce?”

,Realismus,” fekl on. ,,Fikce neni mtj obor.”
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“Well, I’ll tell you,” I replied; “you send it to me by post and I’ll
look itover. IfIcanuseitIwill.”

“Can’tdoit,” said he. “There isn’t any post-office where [ am.”
“What?”’ I cried. “No post-office? Where in Hades are you?”

“Gehenna’,” he answered briefly. “The transportation between
your country and mine is all one way,” he added. “If it wasn’t the
population here would diminish.”

“Then how the deuce’ am I to get hold of your stuff?”
I demanded.

“That’s easy. Send your stenographer to the phone and I’ll
dictate it,” he answered.

The novelty of the situation appealed to me. Even if my new
found acquaintance were some funny person nearer at hand than
Gehenna trying to play a practical joke upon me, still it might be
worthwhile to get hold of the story he had to tell. Hence I agreed to
his proposal.

“All right, sir,” said L. “I’ll do it. I’'ll have him here to-morrow
morning at nine o’clock sharp. What’s your number? I'll ring you

2

up.
“Never mind that,” he replied. “I’m merely a tapster on your
wires. I’ll ring you up as soon as I’ve had breakfast and then we can
gettowork.”
“Very good,” said I. “And may I ask your name?”’

“Certainly,” he answered. “I’m Munchausen.”

“What? The Baron?” I roared, delighted.
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,Dobfe tedy,” odpovédel jsem. ,,Poslete mi ho poStou a ja se na
néj podivam. Pokud budu moci, pouziji ho.”

,»Tonemuzu,” fekl on. ,, Tam, kde jsem, zddna poStaneni.”

,,C0?” zvolal jsem. ,,Zadna posta? Kde u Hada jste?”

,V Gehenng,” odpoveédél strucné. ,,Doprava mezi vasi zemi
a moji je pouze jednosmérna,” dodal. ,,Pokud by nebyla, zdejsi

populace by klesala.”

,Jak se tedy k Certu dostanu k vasemu materialu?” dozadoval
jsemse.

,» 10 je jednoduché. Dejte mi k telefonu svého stenografa a ja
budu diktovat,” odpoveédél.

Originalita situace byla pro mé vyzvou. I kdyby byl mtj novy
podivny znamy bliz nez v Gehenné a pokousel si ze mé vystielit,
stale se mohlo vyplatit dostat ptibéh, ktery mél. Proto jsem jeho
nabidku ptijal.

,Dobie, pane.” fekl jsem. ,,Udélam to. Budu ho tu mit zitra rano
piesné v devét. Jaké mate ¢islo? Zavoldm vam.”

,,O to neméjte starost,” odpovedél. ,,Jsem jen napojeny na vase
draty. Ja zavolam vam, hned jak se nasnidam, a pak se dame do
2
prace.”
,»Vyborn¢,” fekl jsem. ,,A smim se zeptat na vase jméno?”

,,Jisté,” odpovedel. ,,Jsem Prasil.”

,,Co? Ten baron?” zahulékal jsem, potéSen.
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“Well — I used to be Baron,” he returned with a tinge of sadness
in his voice, “but here in Gehenna we are all on an equal footing. I'm
plain Mr. Munchausen of Hades now. But that’s a detail. Don’t
forget. Nine o’clock. Good-bye.”

“Wait a moment, Baron,” I cried. “How about the royalties on
this book?”

“Keep ‘em for yourself,” he replied. “We have money to burn
over here. You are welcome to all the earthly rights of the book. I'm
satisfied with the returns on the Asbestos Edition, already in its
468th thousand. Good-bye.”

There was a rattle as of the hanging up of the receiver, a short
sharp click and aring, and I realised that he had gone.

The next morning in response to a telegraphic summons my
stenographer arrived and when I explained the situation to him he
was incredulous, but orders were orders and he remained. I could
see, however, that as nine o’clock approached he grew visibly
nervous, which indicated that he half believed me anyhow, and
when at nine to the second the sharp ring of the phone fell upon our
ears he jumped as if he had been shot.

“Hello,” said I again. “That you, Baron?”

“The same,” the voice replied. “Stenographer ready?”

“Yes,” said I.

The stenographer walked to the desk, placed the receiver at his
ear, and with trembling voice announced his presence. There was a
response of some kind, and then more calmly he remarked, “Fire

ahead, Mr. Munchausen,” and began to write rapidly in short-hand.

Two days later he handed me a type-written copy of the
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,»Ano, byval jsem baron,” odpovédél s ptidechem smutku v hla-
se, ,ale tady v Gehenné jsme vSichni na stejné lodi. Jsem ted’ jen
Présil z Hadu. Ale to neni podstatné. Nezapomeiite, v devét hodin.
Nashledanou.”

,Pockejte chvilku, barone,” zvolal jsem. ,,Jak to bude s honora-
fem za tu knihu?”

»len si nechte,” odpovédél. ,,Mame tady pencz, Ze s nimi
muzeme topit. Ponechte si vS§echna pozemska prava na tu knihu.
Jsem spokojen s vydélkem za azbestova vydani, kterych uz je 468
tisic. Na shledanou.”

Kdyz zavéSoval, ozvalo se zafinCeni, kratké ostré cvaknuti
azazvonéni ajajsem siuvédomil, ze je pryc¢.

PriStiho rana pfiSel na telegrafické pfedvolani mij stenograf,
a kdyz jsem mu vysvétlil situaci, byl nedivéetfivy. Rozkaz je ale
rozkaz, tak zustal. Vid¢€l jsem vSak, Ze jak se blizila devata hodina,
viditelné rostla jeho nervozita, coZz znamenalo, ze mi napul véfi,
a kdyz jsme v devét na vtetinu presné zaslechli ostré zazvonéni,
vysko¢il, jako kdyz do n¢j streli.

,,Hald,“fekl jsem, ,,jste to vy, barone?”

,»Osobng,” odpovédél hlas. ,,Je stenograf pripraven?”

,»Ano,“tekl jsem.

Stenograf piisel ke stolu, pfilozil si sluchatko k uchu a traslavym
hlasem se ohlasil. Ozvala se n&jakd odpovéd’ a on pak klidnym
hlasem poznamenal: ,, Tak palte, pane Prasile,” a zacal rychle zapi-

sovat tésnopisem.

O dva dny pozd¢ji mi podal strojopis nasledujicich ptibéhu.
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following stories. The reader will observe that they are in the form
of interviews, and it should be stated here that they appeared
originally in the columns of the Sunday edition of the Gehenna
Gaczette, a publication of Hades which circulates wholly among the
best people of that country, and which, if report says truly, would not
print a line which could not be placed in the hands of children, and to
whose columns such writers as Chaucer, Shakespeare, Ben Jonson,
Jonah and Ananias are frequent contributors.

Indeed, on the statement of Mr. Munchausen, all the interviews
herein set forth were between himself as the principal and the Hon.
Henry B. Ananias’ as reporter, or were scrupulously edited by the
latter before being published.

NOTE: Mr. Munchausen, upon request of the Editor of the
Gehenna Gazette to write a few stories of adventure for his Imp’s
page, conducted by Sapphira, contributed the tales which form the
substance of several of the following chapters.
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Ctenaf si v§imne, Ze maji podobu rozhovorti, a mélo by se fict, Ze se
puvodné objevily v rubrikach nedélniho vydani Gehennskych listt,
publikace Hadu, ktera koluje vylucné mezi nejlepSimi lidmi té
zemé, a kterd, pokud je zprava pravdiva, by nevytiskla fadek, ktery
by se nemohl dat do rukou détem, a do jejichz rubrik ¢asto prispivaji
spisovatelé jako Chaucer, Shakespeare, Ben Jonson, Jonas
aAnanias.

Skute¢né, podle prohlaSeni pana Prasila, vS§echny rozhovory zde
uvetejnéné byly uskutenény mezi nim jako hlavni osobou
a ctétnym Henry B. AnanidSem jako reportérem nebo byly pied
vydanim panem AnaniaSem peclivé redigovany.

POZNAMKA: Pan Prasil na zadost editora Gehennskych listd,
aby napsal n¢kolik dobrodruznych povidek do rubriky pro rarasky,
vedené Zafirou, pfispél piibchy, které jsou ndplni nékolika
nasledujicich kapitol.
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11
Three Months
in a Balloon

Mr. Munchausen was not handsome, but the Imps liked him very
much, he was so full of wonderful reminiscences, and was always
willing to tell anybody that would listen, all about himself. To the
Heavenly Twins® he was the greatest hero that had ever lived.
Napoleon Bonaparte, on Mr. Munchausen’s own authority, was not
half the warrior that he, the late Baron had been, nor was Caesar in
his palmiest days, one-quarter so wise or so brave. How old the
Baron was no one ever knew, but he had certainly lived long enough
to travel the world over, and stare every kind of death squarely in the
face without flinching. He had fought Zulus, Indians, tigers,
elephants — in fact, everything that fights, the Baron had
encountered, and in every contest he had come out victorious. He
was the only man the children had ever seen that had lost three legs
in battle and then had recovered them after the fight was over; he
was the only visitor to their house that had been lost in the African
jungle and wandered about for three months without food or shelter,
and best of all he was, on his own confession, the most truthful
narrator of extraordinary tales living. The youngsters had to ask the
Baron a question only, any one, it mattered not what it was — to start
him off on a story of adventure, and as he called upon the Twins’
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11
TFi mésice
v balonu

Pan Prasil nebyl pohledny, ale rarasci ho méli velmi radi,
protoze m¢l mnoho Uzasnych vzpominek, a vzdycky byl ochoten
kazdému, kdo chtél poslouchat, o sob¢ vse povidat. Pro Nebeska
dvojcata byl tim nejvétsSim hrdinou, ktery kdy zil. Napoleon
Bonaparte byl podle minéni pana Prasila ani ne polovi¢nim hrdinou
jako on, byvaly baron. Ani Caesar ve svych nejskvélejSich dnech
nebyl ze ¢tvrtiny tak moudry a statecny. Nikdo nevéd¢l, jak je baron
stary, ale jist¢ zil dost dlouho na to, aby procestoval cely svét a stal
bez hnuti tvaii v tvar kazdé smrti. Bojoval se Zuluy, Indidny, tygry,
slony. Ve skutecnosti se baron utkal se v§im, co bojuje, a z kazdého
boje vysel vitézné. Byl jedinym muzem, kterého déti videly, ktery
v bitve ztratil tfi nohy a pak, kdyz bylo po boji, je zase ziskal. On byl
jedinym hostem jejich domu, ktery se ztratil v africké dzungli
a putoval tf1 mésice bez jidla a ptistfesi. A to nejlepsi na ném, jak
vyjimecnych piibéhti. Stacilo, aby jen mladi polozili baronovi
jakoukoli otazku, a nezalezelo na tom, co to bylo, aby zacal vypra-
vét piibéh nebo dobrodruzstvi. A protoze k otci dvojcat chodil
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father once a month regularly, the children were not long in getting
together a collection of tales beside which the most exciting
episodes in history paled into insignificant commonplaces.

“Uncle Munch,” said the Twins one day, as they climbed up into
the visitor’s lap and disarranged his necktie, “were you ever up in a
balloon?”

“Only once,” said the Baron calmly. “But I had enough of it that
time to last me for a lifetime.”

“Were you in it for long?” queried the Twins, taking the Baron’s
watch out of his pocket and flinging it at Cerberus, who was barking
outside of the window.

“Well, it seemed long enough,” the Baron answered, putting his
pocket-book in the inside pocket of his vest where the Twins could
not reach it. “Three months off in the country sleeping all day long
and playing tricks all night seems a very short time, but three months
in a balloon and the constant centre of attack from every source is
too long for comfort.”

“Were you up in the air for three whole months?” asked the
Twins, their eyes wide open with astonishment.

“All but two days,” said the Baron. “For two of those days we
rested in the top of a tree in India. The way of it was this: I was
always, as you know, a great favourite with the Emperor Napoleon,
of France, and when he found himself involved in a war with all
Europe, he replied to one of his courtiers who warned him that his
army was not in condition: ‘Any army is prepared for war whose
commander-in-chief numbers Baron Munchausen among his
advisers. Let me have Munchausen at my right hand and I will fight
the world.” So they sent for me and as I was not very busy
I concluded to go and assist the French’, although the allies and
I were also very good friends. I reasoned it out this way: In this fight
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pravidelné jednou za mésic, détem netrvalo dlouho, aby nasbiraly
ptibehy, vedle kterych i ty nejnapinavéjsi historické udalosti bledly
nevyznamnou vSednosti.

,,StryCku Prasile,” fekla jednou dvojcata, kdyz Splhala hostu do
klina a pomackala mu kravatu, ,,letél jsi nékdy v balénu?”’

»Jen jednou,” fekl baron klidné. ,,Ale mél jsem toho tehdy dost,
aby mito stacilonacely Zivot.”

Byl jsi vném dlouho?” zeptala se dvojcata, vytahla z baronovy
kapsy hodinky a mrskla jimi po Kerberovi, ktery §tékal venku za
oknem.

,,Z.dalo se to dost dlouho,” odpovédél baron a zastrcil si zapisnik
do vnitini kapsy vesty, kam na n¢j dvojcata nemohla dosahnout.
,» 111 mésice na venkové, kdyz cely dlouhy den spite a celou noc
hrajete hry, vypada jako velmi kratka doba, ale byt tii mésice v ba-
16n¢ stalym tercem utokt ze vSech stran neni zadné pohodli.”

Byl jsi nahote ve vzduchu celé tii mésice?” ptala se dvojcata
s o¢ima Siroce otevienyma udivem.

,»Bez dvou dnti celé,” fekl baron. ,,Dva dny jsme totiz sed€li na
vrsku stromu v Indii. Bylo to takhle: Vite, Ze jsem vzdycky byl
velkym oblibencem francouzského cisate Napoleona. Kdyz se ocitl
ve valce s celou Evropou, odpovédel jednomu ze svych dvoranii,
ktery ho varoval, Ze jeho arméada neni v dobrém stavu: ,,Kazda
armada, jejiz vrchni velitel ma mezi poradci barona Présila, je
pripravena. Dejte mi Prasila k ruce a ovladnu svét.” A tak pro me
poslali. A protoze jsem nebyl pfili§ zaneprazdnén, rozhodl jsem se
Francouziim pomoct, 1 kdyz jsem byl také dobrym pfitelem
Spojencti. Odtvodnil jsem si to takto: v tomto boji jsou Spojenci
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the allies are the stronger. They do not need me. Napoleon does.
Fight for the weak, Munchausen, I said to myself, and so [ went. Of
course, when I reached Paris [ went at once to the Emperor’s palace
and remained at his side until he took the field, after which
I remained behind for a few days to put things to rights for the
Imperial family. Unfortunately for the French, the King of Prussia
heard of my delay in going to the front, and he sent word to his forces
to intercept me on my way to join Napoleon at all hazards, and this
they tried to do. When I was within ten miles of the Emperor’s
headquarters, I was stopped by the Prussians, and had it not been"’
that I had provided myself with a balloon for just such an
emergency, I should have been captured and confined in the King’s
palace at Berlin, until the war was over.

“Foreseeing all this, I had brought with me a large balloon
packed away in a secret section of my trunk, and while my body-
guard was fighting with the Prussian troops sent to capture me, [ and
my valet" inflated the balloon, jumped into the car and were soon
high up out of the enemy’s reach. They fired several shots at us, and
one of them would have pierced the balloon had I not, by a rare good
shot, fired my own rifle at the bullet, and hitting it squarely in the
middle, as is my custom, diverted it from its course, and so saved our
lives.

“It had been my intention to sail directly over the heads of the
attacking party and drop down into Napoleon’s camp the next
morning, but unfortunately for my calculations, a heavy wind came
up in the night and the balloon was caught by a northerly blast, and
blown into Africa, where, poised in the air directly over the desert"”
of Sahara, we encountered a dead calm, which kept us stalled up for
two miserable weeks.”

“Why didn’t you come down?” asked the Twins, “wasn’t the
elevator running?”

“We didn’t dare,” explained the Baron, ignoring the latter part of
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silnéj$i. Oni mé& nepotiebuji. Napoleon ano. Bojuj na strané
slabsiho, Présile, fekl jsem si, a tak jsem Sel. Kdyz jsem pfijel do
Patize, Sel jsem samoziejmé hned do cisafského palace a ziistal
jsem cisafi po boku, dokud se nevydal do pole, a pak jsem par dni
zustal v zazemi, abych dal do pofadku véci cisafské rodiny.
Nanestésti pro Francouze se prusky kral doslechl, ze jsem se pii
odjezdu na frontu opozdil, a vzkézal svym jednotkdm, aby mé& na
cest€ za Napoleonem za vSech okolnosti zastavily. O to se pokusily.
KdyZ jsem byl deset mil od cisafova hlavniho stanu, zastavili mé
Prusové, a kdybych si byl pro tento pfipad nouze neopattil balon,
byl bych zajat a zavien v kralovském palaci v Berling, dokud by
valkaneskoncila.

Vsechno toto jsem piedvidal a vzal jsem s sebou velky balon,
zabaleny v tajné ¢asti mého kufru, a zatimco miij osobni strazce
bojoval s pruskymi vojaky, kteti byli poslani, aby me zatkli, ja jsem
se svym komornikem nafoukl balon, skocil do jeho koSe a brzy byl
mimo dosah neptitele. Nékolikrat na nas vypalili. Jedna stiela by
byla balén propichla, kdybych byl vyjimecné dobrou stielou na tu
kulku nevypalil a nezasahl ji ptesné€ uprostied, jak je mym zvykem,
aneodklonil ji od jejiho sméru, ¢imZ jsem zachranil nase Zivoty.

M¢l jsem v umyslu plout ptimo nad hlavami atocici strany a pii-
Stiho rana se spustit do Napoleonova tabora, ale nanestésti pro mé
plany pfiSel v noci silny vitr a balon byl chycen severnim poryvem
a zanesen do Afriky, kde, visice ve vzduchu piesné nad saharskou
pousti, jsme se setkali s mrtvym klidem, ktery nas zdrzel dva
mizerné tydny.”

,,Proc jsinesestoupil?” zeptala se dvojcata, ,,nefungoval vytah?”

,» 10 jsme si netroufli,” vysvétlil baron, aniz by bral na védomi
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the question. “If we had we’d have wasted a great deal of our gas,
and our condition would have been worse than ever. As [ told you we
were directly over the centre of the desert. There was no way of
getting out of it except by long and wearisome marches over the hot,
burning sands with the chances largely in favour of our never
getting out alive. The only thing to do was to stay just where we were
and wait for a favouring breeze. This we did, having to wait four
mortal weeks before the air was stirred.”

“You said two weeks a minute ago, Uncle Munch,” said the
Twins critically.

“Two? Hem! Well, yes it was two, now that I think of it. It’s a
natural mistake,” said the Baron stroking his moustache a little
nervously. “You see two weeks in a balloon over a vast desert of
sand, with nothing to do but whistle for a breeze, is equal to four
weeks anywhere else. That is, it seems so. Anyhow, two weeks or
four, whichever it was, the breeze came finally, and along about
midnight left us stranded again directly over an Arab encampment
near Wadi Halfa. It was a more perilous position really, than the first,
because the moment the Arabs caught sight of us they began to make
frantic efforts to get us down. At first we simply laughed them to
scorn and made faces at them, because as far as we could see, we
were safely out of reach. This enraged them and they apparently
made up their minds to kill us if they could. At first their idea was to
get us down alive and sell us as slaves, but our jeers changed all that,
and what should they do but whip out a lot of guns and begin to

pepper us.

““I’1l settle them in a minute,” I said to myself, and set about
loading my own gun. Would you believe it, I found that my last
bullet was the one with which I had saved the balloon from the
Prussian shot?”

“Mercy, how careless of you, Uncle Munch!” said one of the
Twins. “Whatdid youdo?”
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druhou cast otazky. ,,Pokud bychom byli sestoupili, vyplytvali
bychom vétsSinu svého plynu a nase situace by byla horsi nez
kdykoli predtim. A jak jsem vam fekl, byli jsme piimo uprostied
pousté. Nedalo se z ni dostat jinak neZ dlouhym a unavnym
pochodem pies horky, rozpaleny pisek, s velkou pravdépodobnosti,
ze se odtamtud nikdy nedostaneme Zzivi. Jediné, co jsme mohli
udélat, bylo zlstat tam, kde jsme byli, a ¢ekat na ptiznivy vitr. To
jsme udé¢lali a ¢ekali ¢tyti nekonecné tydny, nez se vzduch pohnul.”

,Pred minutou jsi tfekl dva tydny, stryCku Présile,” tekla
dvojcata kriticky.

,»Dva? Hm! Ano, byly dva, kdyZ o tom ted’ pfemyslim. To je
pochopitelna chyba,” fekl baron a trochu nervozné si pohladil knir.
,Vite, dva tydny v baléonu nad obrovskou pisecnou pousti, kdyz
nemate nic na praci nez piivolavat si vitr hvizdanim, je jako Ctyfi
tydny jinde. Tedy vypada to tak. Stejné&, dva tydny nebo Ctyfi, at’ uz
to je jakkoli, nakonec vitr ptiSel, a asi o ptilnoci nés nechal zase tréet
presné nad arabskym tdborem blizko Vadi Halfy. To byla opravdu
Arabové spatfili, zacali se hore¢naté¢ snazit nas dostat dolii. Nejdiiv
jsme se jim prost€¢ smali a pohrdali jimi a délali na né opicky,
protoze jak jsme vid€li, byli jsme bezpecné z dosahu. To je rozzuftilo
a ocividné se rozhodli nés zabit, pokud budou moci. Nejdiiv nas
chtéli dostat dolii Zivé a prodat nas jako otroky, ale nase posmésky to
vSechno zménily, a co mohli délat nez vytahnout spoustu zbrani
azacCitnanas palit.

,,V minuté je vytidim,” fekl jsem si a nabil pusku. Véfili byste
tomu? Zjistil jsem, ze moje posledni kulka byla ta, pfed kterou jsem

zachranil balon od pruskeé stiely.”

,»Pro smilovani, to od tebe bylo neopatrné, strycku Prasile!”
feklo jedno zdvojcat. ,,Co jsiudélal?”

/25



“I threw out a bag of sand ballast so that the balloon would rise
just out of range of their guns, and then, as their bullets got to their
highest point and began to drop back, I reached out and caught them
in a dipper. Rather neat idea, eh? With these I loaded my own rifle
and shot every one of the hostile party with their own ammunition,
and when the last of the attacking Arabs dropped I found there were
enough bullets left to fill the empty sand bag again, so that the lost
ballast was not missed. In fact, there were enough of them in weight
to bring the balloon down so near to the earth that our anchor rope
dangled directly over the encampment, so that my valet and
I, without wasting any of our gas, could climb down and secure all
the magnificent treasures in rugs and silks and rare jewels these
robbers of the desert had managed to get together in the course of
their depredations. When these were placed in the car another
breeze came up, and for the rest of the time we drifted idly about in
the heavens waiting for a convenient place to land. In this manner
we were blown hither and yon for three months over land and sea,
and finally we were wrecked upon a tall tree in India, whence we
escaped by means of a convenient elephant that happened to come
our way, upon which we rode triumphantly into Calcutta. The
treasures we had secured from the Arabs, unfortunately, we had to
leave behind us in the tree, where I suppose they still are. I hope
some day to go back and find them.”

Here Mr. Munchausen paused for a moment to catch his breath.
Then he added with a sigh. “Of course, I went back to France
immediately, but by the time I reached Paris the war was over, and
the Emperor was in exile.  was too late to save him — though I think
if he had lived some sixty or seventy years longer I should have
managed to restore his throne, and Imperial splendour to him.”

The Twins gazed into the fire in silence for a minute or two. Then
one of them asked:

“Butwhat did you live on all that time, Uncle Munch?”
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,» Vysypal jsem pytel zatéze pisku, aby se balon vznesl z dosahu
jejich zbrani, a pak, kdyz kulky dosahly nejvyssiho bodu a zacaly
padat zpatky, natdhl jsem se a chytal je do nabéracky. To byl ale
dobry napad, co? S nimi jsem nabil svou pusku a zastrelil vSechny
z té nepratelské skupiny jejich vlastnimi naboji, a kdyz posledni
utocici Arab padl, zjistil jsem, Ze kulek je tolik, aby zase naplnily
prazdné pytle od pisku, takZze uz nam zat€z nechybéla. Ve sku-
teCnosti vazily dost na to, aby snesly balon tak blizko k zemi, ze lano
nasi kotvy viselo pfesné nad tdborem, takze jsme ja a miij komornik,
aniz bychom plytvali plynem, mohli bezpecné vystoupit a zajistit
vSechny nadherné poklady — koberecky, hedvabi a vzacné draho-
kamy, kter¢ tito zlod¢ji z pousté dokazali nahromadit béhem svého
plenéni. Kdyz to vSechno bylo vlozeno do kose, zvedl se dalsi vitr
a po zbytek Casu jsme se lin€ nesli nebem a ¢ekali na vhodné misto
k pfistani. A tak jsme byli undseni sem a tam tfi mésice nad zemi a
nad mofem a nakonec jsme ztroskotali na vysokém stromu v Indii,
odkud jsme uprchli na slonu, ktery nam prave pfiSel do cesty, a na
némz jsme vitézoslavné pfijeli do Kalkaty. Poklady, které jsme
zachranili od Arabt, jsme nanestésti museli nechat na stromé, kde
predpokladam, jsou potad. Doufam, Ze se tam jednou vratim anajdu
je.”

Tady se pan Prasil na chvilku odmlcel, aby nabral dech. Pak si
povzdechl a dodal: ,,Samoziejme jsem se hned vratil do Francie, ale
kdyZ jsem dorazil do PafiZe, uz bylo po valce a cisaf byl ve
vyhnanstvi. Pfijel jsem pftili§ pozdé, abych ho zachranil, ackoli,
myslim, pokud by Zil o takovych Sedesat sedmdesat let déle, mohlo
by se mi podafit mu vratit triin a cisaiskou slavu.*

Dvojcata minutu nebo dvé¢ tiSe zirala do ohné. Pak se jedno
znich zeptalo:

,»Ale z ¢eho jsi celou tu dobu Zil, stry¢ku Prasile?”
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“Eggs,” said the Baron. “Eggs and occasionally fish. My servant
had had the foresight when getting the balloon ready to include,
among the things put into the car, a small coop in which were six pet
chickens I owned, and without which I never went anywhere. These
laid" enough eggs every day to keep us alive. The fish we caught
when our balloon stood over the sea, baiting our anchor with pieces
of rubber gas pipe used to inflate the balloon, and which looked very
much like worms.”

“But the chickens?”’ said the Twins. “What did they live on?”
The Baron blushed.

“I am sorry you asked that question,” he said, his voice
trembling somewhat. “But I’ll answer it if you promise never to tell
anyone. It was the only time in my life that I ever practised an
intentional deception upon any living thing, and I have always
regretted it, although our very lives depended upon it.”

“What was it, Uncle Munch?” asked the Twins, awed to think
that the old warrior had ever deceived anyone.

“I took the egg shells and ground them into powder, and fed
them to the chickens. The poor creatures supposed it was corn-meal
they were getting,” confessed the Baron. “I know it was mean, but
what could I do?”

“Nothing,” said the Twins softly. “And we don’t think " it was so
bad of you after all. Many other people would have kept them laying
eggs until they starved, and then they’d have killed them and eaten
them up. You let them live.”

“That may be so,” said the Baron, with a smile that showed how
relieved his conscience was by the Twins’ suggestion. “But
I couldn’t do that you know, because they were pets. I had been
brought up from childhood with those chickens.”
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»Z vajec,* fekl baron. ,,Z vajec a ptilezitostné ryb. Mij sluha byl
proziravy a do baléonu s sebou mimo jiné vzal maly kurnik se Sesti
slipkami, které jsem mél a bez nichz jsem nikam nejezdil. Ty kazdy
den snesly dost vajec na to, aby nas udrzely na Zivu. Ryby jsme
lovili, kdyz se nd$ baléon vznaSel nad mofem. Navnadou byly
kousky gumové trubice na plyn, ktera se pouzivala na nafouknuti
balonu, vypadajicijako cervi.”

,Ale slepice?” fekla dvojéata. ,,Cim ty se krmily?”
Baron se zaCervenal.

,,Mrzi m¢, Ze se na to ptate,” fekl s trochu se tfesoucim hlasem.
,Odpovim, kdyz mi slibite, Ze to nikdy nikomu nefeknete. To bylo
jedinkrat v mém zivoté, kdy jsem zamérné klamal néjakou Zivou
bytost, a vzdycky jsem toho litoval, 1 kdyz na tom zavisely samotné
nase zivoty.*

,Co to bylo, strycku Prasile?” zeptala se dvojCata v hrlize pfi
pomysleni, Ze ten stary bojovnik nékdy nékoho oklamal.

,,Vzal jsem skotapky a rozemlel je na prasek a tim slepice krmil.
Ty ubohé bytosti predpokladaly, ze dostavaji kukuficnou mouku,*
pfiznal baron. ,,Vim, Ze to bylo podlé¢, ale co jsem mohl délat?”

,Nic,* fekla dvojcata tiSe. ,,A myslime si, Ze to koneckoncti od
tebe nebylo tak Spatné. Mnoho jinych lidi by je nechalo klést
vajicka, az by vyhladovély, a pak by je zabili a snédli. Tys je nechal
Zit.“

»Moznda,” tekl baron s ismévem, ktery ukazoval, jak se jeho
svédomi nazorem dvojcat uklidnilo. ,,Ale to jsem, vite, nemohl
udélat, protoze to byli doméci mazlicci. Byl jsem s témito slipkami
od détstvi vychovavan.*
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Then the Twins, jamming the Baron’s hat down over his eyes,
climbed down from his lap and went to their play, strongly of the
opinion that, though a bold warrior, the Baron was a singularly kind,
soft-hearted man after all.
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Pak dvojc¢ata baronovi narazila klobouk pfes oci, slezla mu z kli-
na a $la si hrat, pevné presvédcena, ze 1 kdyz je to odvazny bojovnik,
je baron vyjimec¢né mily améa nakonec mékkeé srdce.
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1111
Some Hunting Stories
for Children

The Heavenly Twins had been off in the mountains during their
summer holiday, and in consequence had seen very little of their
good old friend, Mr. Munchausen. He had written them once or
twice, and they had found his letters most interesting, especially that
one in which he told how he had killed a moose up in Maine with his
Waterbury watch spring, and I do not wonder that they marvelled at
that, for it was one of the most extraordinary happenings in the
annals of the chase.

It seems, if his story is to be believed, and I am sure that none of
us who know him has ever had any reason to think that he would
deceive intentionally; it seems, I say, that he had gone to Maine for a
week’s sport with an old army acquaintance of his, who had now
become a guide in that region. Unfortunately his rifle, of which he
was very fond, and with which his aim was unerring, was in some
manner mislaid on the way, and when they arrived in the woods they
were utterly without weapons; but Mr. Munchausen was not the
man to be daunted by any such trifle as that, particularly while his
friend had an old army musket, a relic of the war, stored away in the
attic of his woodland domicile.
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Toto je pouze ndhled elektronické knihy. Zakoupenf jeji plné
verze je moZzné v elektronickém obchodé spole¢nosti eReading.
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