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THE LEGEND OF SLEEPY
HOLLOW



by Wash�ngton Irv�ng



FOUND AMONG THE PAPERS
OF THE LATE DIEDRICH

KNICKERBOCKER.

        A pleasing land of drowsy head it was,
          Of dreams that wave before the half-shut eye;
        And of gay castles in the clouds that pass,
          Forever flushing round a summer sky.
                                         CASTLE OF INDOLENCE.

In the bosom of one of those spac�ous coves wh�ch �ndent the
eastern shore of the Hudson, at that broad expans�on of the r�ver
denom�nated by the anc�ent Dutch nav�gators the Tappan Zee, and
where they always prudently shortened sa�l and �mplored the
protect�on of St. N�cholas when they crossed, there l�es a small
market town or rural port, wh�ch by some �s called Greensburgh, but
wh�ch �s more generally and properly known by the name of Tarry
Town. Th�s name was g�ven, we are told, �n former days, by the good
housew�ves of the adjacent country, from the �nveterate propens�ty of
the�r husbands to l�nger about the v�llage tavern on market days. Be
that as �t may, I do not vouch for the fact, but merely advert to �t, for
the sake of be�ng prec�se and authent�c. Not far from th�s v�llage,
perhaps about two m�les, there �s a l�ttle valley or rather lap of land
among h�gh h�lls, wh�ch �s one of the qu�etest places �n the whole
world. A small brook gl�des through �t, w�th just murmur enough to lull
one to repose; and the occas�onal wh�stle of a qua�l or tapp�ng of a
woodpecker �s almost the only sound that ever breaks �n upon the
un�form tranqu�ll�ty.

I recollect that, when a str�pl�ng, my f�rst explo�t �n squ�rrel-shoot�ng
was �n a grove of tall walnut-trees that shades one s�de of the valley.
I had wandered �nto �t at noont�me, when all nature �s pecul�arly



qu�et, and was startled by the roar of my own gun, as �t broke the
Sabbath st�llness around and was prolonged and reverberated by
the angry echoes. If ever I should w�sh for a retreat wh�ther I m�ght
steal from the world and �ts d�stract�ons, and dream qu�etly away the
remnant of a troubled l�fe, I know of none more prom�s�ng than th�s
l�ttle valley.

From the l�stless repose of the place, and the pecul�ar character of
�ts �nhab�tants, who are descendants from the or�g�nal Dutch settlers,
th�s sequestered glen has long been known by the name of SLEEPY
HOLLOW, and �ts rust�c lads are called the Sleepy Hollow Boys
throughout all the ne�ghbor�ng country. A drowsy, dreamy �nfluence
seems to hang over the land, and to pervade the very atmosphere.
Some say that the place was bew�tched by a H�gh German doctor,
dur�ng the early days of the settlement; others, that an old Ind�an
ch�ef, the prophet or w�zard of h�s tr�be, held h�s powwows there
before the country was d�scovered by Master Hendr�ck Hudson.
Certa�n �t �s, the place st�ll cont�nues under the sway of some
w�tch�ng power, that holds a spell over the m�nds of the good people,
caus�ng them to walk �n a cont�nual rever�e. They are g�ven to all
k�nds of marvellous bel�efs, are subject to trances and v�s�ons, and
frequently see strange s�ghts, and hear mus�c and vo�ces �n the a�r.
The whole ne�ghborhood abounds w�th local tales, haunted spots,
and tw�l�ght superst�t�ons; stars shoot and meteors glare oftener
across the valley than �n any other part of the country, and the
n�ghtmare, w�th her whole n�nefold, seems to make �t the favor�te
scene of her gambols.

The dom�nant sp�r�t, however, that haunts th�s enchanted reg�on,
and seems to be commander-�n-ch�ef of all the powers of the a�r, �s
the appar�t�on of a f�gure on horseback, w�thout a head. It �s sa�d by
some to be the ghost of a Hess�an trooper, whose head had been
carr�ed away by a cannon-ball, �n some nameless battle dur�ng the
Revolut�onary War, and who �s ever and anon seen by the country
folk hurry�ng along �n the gloom of n�ght, as �f on the w�ngs of the
w�nd. H�s haunts are not conf�ned to the valley, but extend at t�mes to
the adjacent roads, and espec�ally to the v�c�n�ty of a church at no
great d�stance. Indeed, certa�n of the most authent�c h�stor�ans of
those parts, who have been careful �n collect�ng and collat�ng the



float�ng facts concern�ng th�s spectre, allege that the body of the
trooper hav�ng been bur�ed �n the churchyard, the ghost r�des forth to
the scene of battle �n n�ghtly quest of h�s head, and that the rush�ng
speed w�th wh�ch he somet�mes passes along the Hollow, l�ke a
m�dn�ght blast, �s ow�ng to h�s be�ng belated, and �n a hurry to get
back to the churchyard before daybreak.

Such �s the general purport of th�s legendary superst�t�on, wh�ch
has furn�shed mater�als for many a w�ld story �n that reg�on of
shadows; and the spectre �s known at all the country f�res�des, by the
name of the Headless Horseman of Sleepy Hollow.

It �s remarkable that the v�s�onary propens�ty I have ment�oned �s
not conf�ned to the nat�ve �nhab�tants of the valley, but �s
unconsc�ously �mb�bed by every one who res�des there for a t�me.
However w�de awake they may have been before they entered that
sleepy reg�on, they are sure, �n a l�ttle t�me, to �nhale the w�tch�ng
�nfluence of the a�r, and beg�n to grow �mag�nat�ve, to dream dreams,
and see appar�t�ons.

I ment�on th�s peaceful spot w�th all poss�ble laud, for �t �s �n such
l�ttle ret�red Dutch valleys, found here and there embosomed �n the
great State of New York, that populat�on, manners, and customs
rema�n f�xed, wh�le the great torrent of m�grat�on and �mprovement,
wh�ch �s mak�ng such �ncessant changes �n other parts of th�s
restless country, sweeps by them unobserved. They are l�ke those
l�ttle nooks of st�ll water, wh�ch border a rap�d stream, where we may
see the straw and bubble r�d�ng qu�etly at anchor, or slowly revolv�ng
�n the�r m�m�c harbor, und�sturbed by the rush of the pass�ng current.
Though many years have elapsed s�nce I trod the drowsy shades of
Sleepy Hollow, yet I quest�on whether I should not st�ll f�nd the same
trees and the same fam�l�es vegetat�ng �n �ts sheltered bosom.

In th�s by-place of nature there abode, �n a remote per�od of
Amer�can h�story, that �s to say, some th�rty years s�nce, a worthy
w�ght of the name of Ichabod Crane, who sojourned, or, as he
expressed �t, “tarr�ed,” �n Sleepy Hollow, for the purpose of
�nstruct�ng the ch�ldren of the v�c�n�ty. He was a nat�ve of
Connect�cut, a State wh�ch suppl�es the Un�on w�th p�oneers for the
m�nd as well as for the forest, and sends forth yearly �ts leg�ons of



front�er woodmen and country schoolmasters. The cognomen of
Crane was not �nappl�cable to h�s person. He was tall, but
exceed�ngly lank, w�th narrow shoulders, long arms and legs, hands
that dangled a m�le out of h�s sleeves, feet that m�ght have served for
shovels, and h�s whole frame most loosely hung together. H�s head
was small, and flat at top, w�th huge ears, large green glassy eyes,
and a long sn�pe nose, so that �t looked l�ke a weather-cock perched
upon h�s sp�ndle neck to tell wh�ch way the w�nd blew. To see h�m
str�d�ng along the prof�le of a h�ll on a w�ndy day, w�th h�s clothes
bagg�ng and flutter�ng about h�m, one m�ght have m�staken h�m for
the gen�us of fam�ne descend�ng upon the earth, or some scarecrow
eloped from a cornf�eld.

H�s schoolhouse was a low bu�ld�ng of one large room, rudely
constructed of logs; the w�ndows partly glazed, and partly patched
w�th leaves of old copybooks. It was most �ngen�ously secured at
vacant hours, by a w�the tw�sted �n the handle of the door, and
stakes set aga�nst the w�ndow shutters; so that though a th�ef m�ght
get �n w�th perfect ease, he would f�nd some embarrassment �n
gett�ng out,—an �dea most probably borrowed by the arch�tect, Yost
Van Houten, from the mystery of an eelpot. The schoolhouse stood
�n a rather lonely but pleasant s�tuat�on, just at the foot of a woody
h�ll, w�th a brook runn�ng close by, and a form�dable b�rch-tree
grow�ng at one end of �t. From hence the low murmur of h�s pup�ls’
vo�ces, conn�ng over the�r lessons, m�ght be heard �n a drowsy
summer’s day, l�ke the hum of a beeh�ve; �nterrupted now and then
by the author�tat�ve vo�ce of the master, �n the tone of menace or
command, or, peradventure, by the appall�ng sound of the b�rch, as
he urged some tardy lo�terer along the flowery path of knowledge.
Truth to say, he was a consc�ent�ous man, and ever bore �n m�nd the
golden max�m, “Spare the rod and spo�l the ch�ld.” Ichabod Crane’s
scholars certa�nly were not spo�led.

I would not have �t �mag�ned, however, that he was one of those
cruel potentates of the school who joy �n the smart of the�r subjects;
on the contrary, he adm�n�stered just�ce w�th d�scr�m�nat�on rather
than sever�ty; tak�ng the burden off the backs of the weak, and lay�ng
�t on those of the strong. Your mere puny str�pl�ng, that w�nced at the
least flour�sh of the rod, was passed by w�th �ndulgence; but the



cla�ms of just�ce were sat�sf�ed by �nfl�ct�ng a double port�on on some
l�ttle tough wrong-headed, broad-sk�rted Dutch urch�n, who sulked
and swelled and grew dogged and sullen beneath the b�rch. All th�s
he called “do�ng h�s duty by the�r parents;” and he never �nfl�cted a
chast�sement w�thout follow�ng �t by the assurance, so consolatory to
the smart�ng urch�n, that “he would remember �t and thank h�m for �t
the longest day he had to l�ve.”

When school hours were over, he was even the compan�on and
playmate of the larger boys; and on hol�day afternoons would convoy
some of the smaller ones home, who happened to have pretty
s�sters, or good housew�ves for mothers, noted for the comforts of
the cupboard. Indeed, �t behooved h�m to keep on good terms w�th
h�s pup�ls. The revenue ar�s�ng from h�s school was small, and would
have been scarcely suff�c�ent to furn�sh h�m w�th da�ly bread, for he
was a huge feeder, and, though lank, had the d�lat�ng powers of an
anaconda; but to help out h�s ma�ntenance, he was, accord�ng to
country custom �n those parts, boarded and lodged at the houses of
the farmers whose ch�ldren he �nstructed. W�th these he l�ved
success�vely a week at a t�me, thus go�ng the rounds of the
ne�ghborhood, w�th all h�s worldly effects t�ed up �n a cotton
handkerch�ef.

That all th�s m�ght not be too onerous on the purses of h�s rust�c
patrons, who are apt to cons�der the costs of school�ng a gr�evous
burden, and schoolmasters as mere drones, he had var�ous ways of
render�ng h�mself both useful and agreeable. He ass�sted the
farmers occas�onally �n the l�ghter labors of the�r farms, helped to
make hay, mended the fences, took the horses to water, drove the
cows from pasture, and cut wood for the w�nter f�re. He la�d as�de,
too, all the dom�nant d�gn�ty and absolute sway w�th wh�ch he lorded
�t �n h�s l�ttle emp�re, the school, and became wonderfully gentle and
�ngrat�at�ng. He found favor �n the eyes of the mothers by pett�ng the
ch�ldren, part�cularly the youngest; and l�ke the l�on bold, wh�ch
wh�lom so magnan�mously the lamb d�d hold, he would s�t w�th a
ch�ld on one knee, and rock a cradle w�th h�s foot for whole hours
together.



In add�t�on to h�s other vocat�ons, he was the s�ng�ng-master of the
ne�ghborhood, and p�cked up many br�ght sh�ll�ngs by �nstruct�ng the
young folks �n psalmody. It was a matter of no l�ttle van�ty to h�m on
Sundays, to take h�s stat�on �n front of the church gallery, w�th a band
of chosen s�ngers; where, �n h�s own m�nd, he completely carr�ed
away the palm from the parson. Certa�n �t �s, h�s vo�ce resounded far
above all the rest of the congregat�on; and there are pecul�ar
quavers st�ll to be heard �n that church, and wh�ch may even be
heard half a m�le off, qu�te to the oppos�te s�de of the m�llpond, on a
st�ll Sunday morn�ng, wh�ch are sa�d to be leg�t�mately descended
from the nose of Ichabod Crane. Thus, by d�vers l�ttle makesh�fts, �n
that �ngen�ous way wh�ch �s commonly denom�nated “by hook and by
crook,” the worthy pedagogue got on tolerably enough, and was
thought, by all who understood noth�ng of the labor of headwork, to
have a wonderfully easy l�fe of �t.

The schoolmaster �s generally a man of some �mportance �n the
female c�rcle of a rural ne�ghborhood; be�ng cons�dered a k�nd of
�dle, gentlemanl�ke personage, of vastly super�or taste and
accompl�shments to the rough country swa�ns, and, �ndeed, �nfer�or
�n learn�ng only to the parson. H�s appearance, therefore, �s apt to
occas�on some l�ttle st�r at the tea-table of a farmhouse, and the
add�t�on of a supernumerary d�sh of cakes or sweetmeats, or,
peradventure, the parade of a s�lver teapot. Our man of letters,
therefore, was pecul�arly happy �n the sm�les of all the country
damsels. How he would f�gure among them �n the churchyard,
between serv�ces on Sundays; gather�ng grapes for them from the
w�ld v�nes that overran the surround�ng trees; rec�t�ng for the�r
amusement all the ep�taphs on the tombstones; or saunter�ng, w�th a
whole bevy of them, along the banks of the adjacent m�llpond; wh�le
the more bashful country bumpk�ns hung sheep�shly back, envy�ng
h�s super�or elegance and address.

From h�s half-�t�nerant l�fe, also, he was a k�nd of travell�ng gazette,
carry�ng the whole budget of local goss�p from house to house, so
that h�s appearance was always greeted w�th sat�sfact�on. He was,
moreover, esteemed by the women as a man of great erud�t�on, for
he had read several books qu�te through, and was a perfect master



of Cotton Mather’s “H�story of New England W�tchcraft,” �n wh�ch, by
the way, he most f�rmly and potently bel�eved.

He was, �n fact, an odd m�xture of small shrewdness and s�mple
credul�ty. H�s appet�te for the marvellous, and h�s powers of d�gest�ng
�t, were equally extraord�nary; and both had been �ncreased by h�s
res�dence �n th�s spell-bound reg�on. No tale was too gross or
monstrous for h�s capac�ous swallow. It was often h�s del�ght, after
h�s school was d�sm�ssed �n the afternoon, to stretch h�mself on the
r�ch bed of clover border�ng the l�ttle brook that wh�mpered by h�s
schoolhouse, and there con over old Mather’s d�reful tales, unt�l the
gather�ng dusk of even�ng made the pr�nted page a mere m�st before
h�s eyes. Then, as he wended h�s way by swamp and stream and
awful woodland, to the farmhouse where he happened to be
quartered, every sound of nature, at that w�tch�ng hour, fluttered h�s
exc�ted �mag�nat�on,—the moan of the wh�p-poor-w�ll from the
h�lls�de, the bod�ng cry of the tree toad, that harb�nger of storm, the
dreary hoot�ng of the screech owl, or the sudden rustl�ng �n the
th�cket of b�rds fr�ghtened from the�r roost. The f�refl�es, too, wh�ch
sparkled most v�v�dly �n the darkest places, now and then startled
h�m, as one of uncommon br�ghtness would stream across h�s path;
and �f, by chance, a huge blockhead of a beetle came w�ng�ng h�s
blunder�ng fl�ght aga�nst h�m, the poor varlet was ready to g�ve up the
ghost, w�th the �dea that he was struck w�th a w�tch’s token. H�s only
resource on such occas�ons, e�ther to drown thought or dr�ve away
ev�l sp�r�ts, was to s�ng psalm tunes and the good people of Sleepy
Hollow, as they sat by the�r doors of an even�ng, were often f�lled
w�th awe at hear�ng h�s nasal melody, “�n l�nked sweetness long
drawn out,” float�ng from the d�stant h�ll, or along the dusky road.

Another of h�s sources of fearful pleasure was to pass long w�nter
even�ngs w�th the old Dutch w�ves, as they sat sp�nn�ng by the f�re,
w�th a row of apples roast�ng and splutter�ng along the hearth, and
l�sten to the�r marvellous tales of ghosts and gobl�ns, and haunted
f�elds, and haunted brooks, and haunted br�dges, and haunted
houses, and part�cularly of the headless horseman, or Gallop�ng
Hess�an of the Hollow, as they somet�mes called h�m. He would
del�ght them equally by h�s anecdotes of w�tchcraft, and of the d�reful
omens and portentous s�ghts and sounds �n the a�r, wh�ch preva�led



�n the earl�er t�mes of Connect�cut; and would fr�ghten them woefully
w�th speculat�ons upon comets and shoot�ng stars; and w�th the
alarm�ng fact that the world d�d absolutely turn round, and that they
were half the t�me topsy-turvy!

But �f there was a pleasure �n all th�s, wh�le snugly cuddl�ng �n the
ch�mney corner of a chamber that was all of a ruddy glow from the
crackl�ng wood f�re, and where, of course, no spectre dared to show
�ts face, �t was dearly purchased by the terrors of h�s subsequent
walk homewards. What fearful shapes and shadows beset h�s path,
am�dst the d�m and ghastly glare of a snowy n�ght! W�th what w�stful
look d�d he eye every trembl�ng ray of l�ght stream�ng across the
waste f�elds from some d�stant w�ndow! How often was he appalled
by some shrub covered w�th snow, wh�ch, l�ke a sheeted spectre,
beset h�s very path! How often d�d he shr�nk w�th curdl�ng awe at the
sound of h�s own steps on the frosty crust beneath h�s feet; and
dread to look over h�s shoulder, lest he should behold some uncouth
be�ng tramp�ng close beh�nd h�m! And how often was he thrown �nto
complete d�smay by some rush�ng blast, howl�ng among the trees, �n
the �dea that �t was the Gallop�ng Hess�an on one of h�s n�ghtly
scour�ngs!

All these, however, were mere terrors of the n�ght, phantoms of the
m�nd that walk �n darkness; and though he had seen many spectres
�n h�s t�me, and been more than once beset by Satan �n d�vers
shapes, �n h�s lonely perambulat�ons, yet dayl�ght put an end to all
these ev�ls; and he would have passed a pleasant l�fe of �t, �n desp�te
of the Dev�l and all h�s works, �f h�s path had not been crossed by a
be�ng that causes more perplex�ty to mortal man than ghosts,
gobl�ns, and the whole race of w�tches put together, and that was—a
woman.

Among the mus�cal d�sc�ples who assembled, one even�ng �n each
week, to rece�ve h�s �nstruct�ons �n psalmody, was Katr�na Van
Tassel, the daughter and only ch�ld of a substant�al Dutch farmer.
She was a bloom�ng lass of fresh e�ghteen; plump as a partr�dge;
r�pe and melt�ng and rosy-cheeked as one of her father’s peaches,
and un�versally famed, not merely for her beauty, but her vast
expectat�ons. She was w�thal a l�ttle of a coquette, as m�ght be



perce�ved even �n her dress, wh�ch was a m�xture of anc�ent and
modern fash�ons, as most su�ted to set off her charms. She wore the
ornaments of pure yellow gold, wh�ch her great-great-grandmother
had brought over from Saardam; the tempt�ng stomacher of the
olden t�me, and w�thal a provok�ngly short pett�coat, to d�splay the
prett�est foot and ankle �n the country round.

Ichabod Crane had a soft and fool�sh heart towards the sex; and �t
�s not to be wondered at that so tempt�ng a morsel soon found favor
�n h�s eyes, more espec�ally after he had v�s�ted her �n her paternal
mans�on. Old Baltus Van Tassel was a perfect p�cture of a thr�v�ng,
contented, l�beral-hearted farmer. He seldom, �t �s true, sent e�ther
h�s eyes or h�s thoughts beyond the boundar�es of h�s own farm; but
w�th�n those everyth�ng was snug, happy and well-cond�t�oned. He
was sat�sf�ed w�th h�s wealth, but not proud of �t; and p�qued h�mself
upon the hearty abundance, rather than the style �n wh�ch he l�ved.
H�s stronghold was s�tuated on the banks of the Hudson, �n one of
those green, sheltered, fert�le nooks �n wh�ch the Dutch farmers are
so fond of nestl�ng. A great elm tree spread �ts broad branches over
�t, at the foot of wh�ch bubbled up a spr�ng of the softest and
sweetest water, �n a l�ttle well formed of a barrel; and then stole
sparkl�ng away through the grass, to a ne�ghbor�ng brook, that
babbled along among alders and dwarf w�llows. Hard by the
farmhouse was a vast barn, that m�ght have served for a church;
every w�ndow and crev�ce of wh�ch seemed burst�ng forth w�th the
treasures of the farm; the fla�l was bus�ly resound�ng w�th�n �t from
morn�ng to n�ght; swallows and mart�ns sk�mmed tw�tter�ng about the
eaves; and rows of p�geons, some w�th one eye turned up, as �f
watch�ng the weather, some w�th the�r heads under the�r w�ngs or
bur�ed �n the�r bosoms, and others swell�ng, and coo�ng, and bow�ng
about the�r dames, were enjoy�ng the sunsh�ne on the roof. Sleek
unw�eldy porkers were grunt�ng �n the repose and abundance of the�r
pens, from whence sall�ed forth, now and then, troops of suck�ng
p�gs, as �f to snuff the a�r. A stately squadron of snowy geese were
r�d�ng �n an adjo�n�ng pond, convoy�ng whole fleets of ducks;
reg�ments of turkeys were gobbl�ng through the farmyard, and
Gu�nea fowls frett�ng about �t, l�ke �ll-tempered housew�ves, w�th the�r
peev�sh, d�scontented cry. Before the barn door strutted the gallant



cock, that pattern of a husband, a warr�or and a f�ne gentleman,
clapp�ng h�s burn�shed w�ngs and crow�ng �n the pr�de and gladness
of h�s heart,—somet�mes tear�ng up the earth w�th h�s feet, and then
generously call�ng h�s ever-hungry fam�ly of w�ves and ch�ldren to
enjoy the r�ch morsel wh�ch he had d�scovered.

The pedagogue’s mouth watered as he looked upon th�s
sumptuous prom�se of luxur�ous w�nter fare. In h�s devour�ng m�nd’s
eye, he p�ctured to h�mself every roast�ng-p�g runn�ng about w�th a
pudd�ng �n h�s belly, and an apple �n h�s mouth; the p�geons were
snugly put to bed �n a comfortable p�e, and tucked �n w�th a coverlet
of crust; the geese were sw�mm�ng �n the�r own gravy; and the ducks
pa�r�ng cos�ly �n d�shes, l�ke snug marr�ed couples, w�th a decent
competency of on�on sauce. In the porkers he saw carved out the
future sleek s�de of bacon, and ju�cy rel�sh�ng ham; not a turkey but
he beheld da�nt�ly trussed up, w�th �ts g�zzard under �ts w�ng, and,
peradventure, a necklace of savory sausages; and even br�ght
chant�cleer h�mself lay sprawl�ng on h�s back, �n a s�de d�sh, w�th
upl�fted claws, as �f crav�ng that quarter wh�ch h�s ch�valrous sp�r�t
d�sda�ned to ask wh�le l�v�ng.

As the enraptured Ichabod fanc�ed all th�s, and as he rolled h�s
great green eyes over the fat meadow lands, the r�ch f�elds of wheat,
of rye, of buckwheat, and Ind�an corn, and the orchards burdened
w�th ruddy fru�t, wh�ch surrounded the warm tenement of Van Tassel,
h�s heart yearned after the damsel who was to �nher�t these doma�ns,
and h�s �mag�nat�on expanded w�th the �dea, how they m�ght be
read�ly turned �nto cash, and the money �nvested �n �mmense tracts
of w�ld land, and sh�ngle palaces �n the w�lderness. Nay, h�s busy
fancy already real�zed h�s hopes, and presented to h�m the bloom�ng
Katr�na, w�th a whole fam�ly of ch�ldren, mounted on the top of a
wagon loaded w�th household trumpery, w�th pots and kettles
dangl�ng beneath; and he beheld h�mself bestr�d�ng a pac�ng mare,
w�th a colt at her heels, sett�ng out for Kentucky, Tennessee,—or the
Lord knows where!

When he entered the house, the conquest of h�s heart was
complete. It was one of those spac�ous farmhouses, w�th h�gh-r�dged
but lowly slop�ng roofs, bu�lt �n the style handed down from the f�rst



Dutch settlers; the low project�ng eaves form�ng a p�azza along the
front, capable of be�ng closed up �n bad weather. Under th�s were
hung fla�ls, harness, var�ous utens�ls of husbandry, and nets for
f�sh�ng �n the ne�ghbor�ng r�ver. Benches were bu�lt along the s�des
for summer use; and a great sp�nn�ng-wheel at one end, and a churn
at the other, showed the var�ous uses to wh�ch th�s �mportant porch
m�ght be devoted. From th�s p�azza the wonder�ng Ichabod entered
the hall, wh�ch formed the centre of the mans�on, and the place of
usual res�dence. Here rows of resplendent pewter, ranged on a long
dresser, dazzled h�s eyes. In one corner stood a huge bag of wool,
ready to be spun; �n another, a quant�ty of l�nsey-woolsey just from
the loom; ears of Ind�an corn, and str�ngs of dr�ed apples and
peaches, hung �n gay festoons along the walls, m�ngled w�th the
gaud of red peppers; and a door left ajar gave h�m a peep �nto the
best parlor, where the claw-footed cha�rs and dark mahogany tables
shone l�ke m�rrors; and�rons, w�th the�r accompany�ng shovel and
tongs, gl�stened from the�r covert of asparagus tops; mock-oranges
and conch-shells decorated the mantelp�ece; str�ngs of var�ous-
colored b�rds eggs were suspended above �t; a great ostr�ch egg was
hung from the centre of the room, and a corner cupboard, know�ngly
left open, d�splayed �mmense treasures of old s�lver and well-
mended ch�na.

From the moment Ichabod la�d h�s eyes upon these reg�ons of
del�ght, the peace of h�s m�nd was at an end, and h�s only study was
how to ga�n the affect�ons of the peerless daughter of Van Tassel. In
th�s enterpr�se, however, he had more real d�ff�cult�es than generally
fell to the lot of a kn�ght-errant of yore, who seldom had anyth�ng but
g�ants, enchanters, f�ery dragons, and such l�ke eas�ly conquered
adversar�es, to contend w�th and had to make h�s way merely
through gates of �ron and brass, and walls of adamant to the castle
keep, where the lady of h�s heart was conf�ned; all wh�ch he
ach�eved as eas�ly as a man would carve h�s way to the centre of a
Chr�stmas p�e; and then the lady gave h�m her hand as a matter of
course. Ichabod, on the contrary, had to w�n h�s way to the heart of a
country coquette, beset w�th a labyr�nth of wh�ms and capr�ces,
wh�ch were forever present�ng new d�ff�cult�es and �mped�ments; and
he had to encounter a host of fearful adversar�es of real flesh and



blood, the numerous rust�c adm�rers, who beset every portal to her
heart, keep�ng a watchful and angry eye upon each other, but ready
to fly out �n the common cause aga�nst any new compet�tor.

Among these, the most form�dable was a burly, roar�ng, royster�ng
blade, of the name of Abraham, or, accord�ng to the Dutch
abbrev�at�on, Brom Van Brunt, the hero of the country round, wh�ch
rang w�th h�s feats of strength and hard�hood. He was broad-
shouldered and double-jo�nted, w�th short curly black ha�r, and a bluff
but not unpleasant countenance, hav�ng a m�ngled a�r of fun and
arrogance. From h�s Herculean frame and great powers of l�mb he
had rece�ved the n�ckname of BROM BONES, by wh�ch he was
un�versally known. He was famed for great knowledge and sk�ll �n
horsemansh�p, be�ng as dexterous on horseback as a Tartar. He was
foremost at all races and cock f�ghts; and, w�th the ascendancy
wh�ch bod�ly strength always acqu�res �n rust�c l�fe, was the ump�re �n
all d�sputes, sett�ng h�s hat on one s�de, and g�v�ng h�s dec�s�ons w�th
an a�r and tone that adm�tted of no ga�nsay or appeal. He was
always ready for e�ther a f�ght or a frol�c; but had more m�sch�ef than
�ll-w�ll �n h�s compos�t�on; and w�th all h�s overbear�ng roughness,
there was a strong dash of wagg�sh good humor at bottom. He had
three or four boon compan�ons, who regarded h�m as the�r model,
and at the head of whom he scoured the country, attend�ng every
scene of feud or merr�ment for m�les round. In cold weather he was
d�st�ngu�shed by a fur cap, surmounted w�th a flaunt�ng fox’s ta�l; and
when the folks at a country gather�ng descr�ed th�s well-known crest
at a d�stance, wh�sk�ng about among a squad of hard r�ders, they
always stood by for a squall. Somet�mes h�s crew would be heard
dash�ng along past the farmhouses at m�dn�ght, w�th whoop and
halloo, l�ke a troop of Don Cossacks; and the old dames, startled out
of the�r sleep, would l�sten for a moment t�ll the hurry-scurry had
clattered by, and then excla�m, “Ay, there goes Brom Bones and h�s
gang!” The ne�ghbors looked upon h�m w�th a m�xture of awe,
adm�rat�on, and good-w�ll; and, when any madcap prank or rust�c
brawl occurred �n the v�c�n�ty, always shook the�r heads, and
warranted Brom Bones was at the bottom of �t.

Th�s rant�pole hero had for some t�me s�ngled out the bloom�ng
Katr�na for the object of h�s uncouth gallantr�es, and though h�s



amorous toy�ngs were someth�ng l�ke the gentle caresses and
endearments of a bear, yet �t was wh�spered that she d�d not
altogether d�scourage h�s hopes. Certa�n �t �s, h�s advances were
s�gnals for r�val cand�dates to ret�re, who felt no �ncl�nat�on to cross a
l�on �n h�s amours; �nsomuch, that when h�s horse was seen t�ed to
Van Tassel’s pal�ng, on a Sunday n�ght, a sure s�gn that h�s master
was court�ng, or, as �t �s termed, “spark�ng,” w�th�n, all other su�tors
passed by �n despa�r, and carr�ed the war �nto other quarters.

Such was the form�dable r�val w�th whom Ichabod Crane had to
contend, and, cons�der�ng all th�ngs, a stouter man than he would
have shrunk from the compet�t�on, and a w�ser man would have
despa�red. He had, however, a happy m�xture of pl�ab�l�ty and
perseverance �n h�s nature; he was �n form and sp�r�t l�ke a supple-
jack—y�eld�ng, but tough; though he bent, he never broke; and
though he bowed beneath the sl�ghtest pressure, yet, the moment �t
was away—jerk!—he was as erect, and carr�ed h�s head as h�gh as
ever.

To have taken the f�eld openly aga�nst h�s r�val would have been
madness; for he was not a man to be thwarted �n h�s amours, any
more than that stormy lover, Ach�lles. Ichabod, therefore, made h�s
advances �n a qu�et and gently �ns�nuat�ng manner. Under cover of
h�s character of s�ng�ng-master, he made frequent v�s�ts at the
farmhouse; not that he had anyth�ng to apprehend from the
meddlesome �nterference of parents, wh�ch �s so often a stumbl�ng-
block �n the path of lovers. Balt Van Tassel was an easy �ndulgent
soul; he loved h�s daughter better even than h�s p�pe, and, l�ke a
reasonable man and an excellent father, let her have her way �n
everyth�ng. H�s notable l�ttle w�fe, too, had enough to do to attend to
her housekeep�ng and manage her poultry; for, as she sagely
observed, ducks and geese are fool�sh th�ngs, and must be looked
after, but g�rls can take care of themselves. Thus, wh�le the busy
dame bustled about the house, or pl�ed her sp�nn�ng-wheel at one
end of the p�azza, honest Balt would s�t smok�ng h�s even�ng p�pe at
the other, watch�ng the ach�evements of a l�ttle wooden warr�or, who,
armed w�th a sword �n each hand, was most val�antly f�ght�ng the
w�nd on the p�nnacle of the barn. In the mean t�me, Ichabod would
carry on h�s su�t w�th the daughter by the s�de of the spr�ng under the



great elm, or saunter�ng along �n the tw�l�ght, that hour so favorable
to the lover’s eloquence.

I profess not to know how women’s hearts are wooed and won. To
me they have always been matters of r�ddle and adm�rat�on. Some
seem to have but one vulnerable po�nt, or door of access; wh�le
others have a thousand avenues, and may be captured �n a
thousand d�fferent ways. It �s a great tr�umph of sk�ll to ga�n the
former, but a st�ll greater proof of generalsh�p to ma�nta�n possess�on
of the latter, for man must battle for h�s fortress at every door and
w�ndow. He who w�ns a thousand common hearts �s therefore
ent�tled to some renown; but he who keeps und�sputed sway over
the heart of a coquette �s �ndeed a hero. Certa�n �t �s, th�s was not the
case w�th the redoubtable Brom Bones; and from the moment
Ichabod Crane made h�s advances, the �nterests of the former
ev�dently decl�ned: h�s horse was no longer seen t�ed to the pal�ngs
on Sunday n�ghts, and a deadly feud gradually arose between h�m
and the preceptor of Sleepy Hollow.

Brom, who had a degree of rough ch�valry �n h�s nature, would fa�n
have carr�ed matters to open warfare and have settled the�r
pretens�ons to the lady, accord�ng to the mode of those most conc�se
and s�mple reasoners, the kn�ghts-errant of yore,—by s�ngle combat;
but Ichabod was too consc�ous of the super�or m�ght of h�s adversary
to enter the l�sts aga�nst h�m; he had overheard a boast of Bones,
that he would “double the schoolmaster up, and lay h�m on a shelf of
h�s own schoolhouse;” and he was too wary to g�ve h�m an
opportun�ty. There was someth�ng extremely provok�ng �n th�s
obst�nately pac�f�c system; �t left Brom no alternat�ve but to draw
upon the funds of rust�c waggery �n h�s d�spos�t�on, and to play off
boor�sh pract�cal jokes upon h�s r�val. Ichabod became the object of
wh�ms�cal persecut�on to Bones and h�s gang of rough r�ders. They
harr�ed h�s h�therto peaceful doma�ns; smoked out h�s s�ng�ng school
by stopp�ng up the ch�mney; broke �nto the schoolhouse at n�ght, �n
sp�te of �ts form�dable fasten�ngs of w�the and w�ndow stakes, and
turned everyth�ng topsy-turvy, so that the poor schoolmaster began
to th�nk all the w�tches �n the country held the�r meet�ngs there. But
what was st�ll more annoy�ng, Brom took all opportun�t�es of turn�ng
h�m �nto r�d�cule �n presence of h�s m�stress, and had a scoundrel



dog whom he taught to wh�ne �n the most lud�crous manner, and
�ntroduced as a r�val of Ichabod’s, to �nstruct her �n psalmody.

In th�s way matters went on for some t�me, w�thout produc�ng any
mater�al effect on the relat�ve s�tuat�ons of the contend�ng powers.
On a f�ne autumnal afternoon, Ichabod, �n pens�ve mood, sat
enthroned on the lofty stool from whence he usually watched all the
concerns of h�s l�ttle l�terary realm. In h�s hand he swayed a ferule,
that sceptre of despot�c power; the b�rch of just�ce reposed on three
na�ls beh�nd the throne, a constant terror to ev�l doers, wh�le on the
desk before h�m m�ght be seen sundry contraband art�cles and
proh�b�ted weapons, detected upon the persons of �dle urch�ns, such
as half-munched apples, popguns, wh�rl�g�gs, fly-cages, and whole
leg�ons of rampant l�ttle paper gamecocks. Apparently there had
been some appall�ng act of just�ce recently �nfl�cted, for h�s scholars
were all bus�ly �ntent upon the�r books, or slyly wh�sper�ng beh�nd
them w�th one eye kept upon the master; and a k�nd of buzz�ng
st�llness re�gned throughout the schoolroom. It was suddenly
�nterrupted by the appearance of a negro �n tow-cloth jacket and
trowsers, a round-crowned fragment of a hat, l�ke the cap of Mercury,
and mounted on the back of a ragged, w�ld, half-broken colt, wh�ch
he managed w�th a rope by way of halter. He came clatter�ng up to
the school door w�th an �nv�tat�on to Ichabod to attend a merry-
mak�ng or “qu�lt�ng frol�c,” to be held that even�ng at Mynheer Van
Tassel’s; and hav�ng del�vered h�s message w�th that a�r of
�mportance, and effort at f�ne language, wh�ch a negro �s apt to
d�splay on petty embass�es of the k�nd, he dashed over the brook,
and was seen scamper�ng away up the hollow, full of the �mportance
and hurry of h�s m�ss�on.

All was now bustle and hubbub �n the late qu�et schoolroom. The
scholars were hurr�ed through the�r lessons w�thout stopp�ng at
tr�fles; those who were n�mble sk�pped over half w�th �mpun�ty, and
those who were tardy had a smart appl�cat�on now and then �n the
rear, to qu�cken the�r speed or help them over a tall word. Books
were flung as�de w�thout be�ng put away on the shelves, �nkstands
were overturned, benches thrown down, and the whole school was
turned loose an hour before the usual t�me, burst�ng forth l�ke a



leg�on of young �mps, yelp�ng and racket�ng about the green �n joy at
the�r early emanc�pat�on.

The gallant Ichabod now spent at least an extra half hour at h�s
to�let, brush�ng and furb�sh�ng up h�s best, and �ndeed only su�t of
rusty black, and arrang�ng h�s locks by a b�t of broken look�ng-glass
that hung up �n the schoolhouse. That he m�ght make h�s
appearance before h�s m�stress �n the true style of a caval�er, he
borrowed a horse from the farmer w�th whom he was dom�c�l�ated, a
choler�c old Dutchman of the name of Hans Van R�pper, and, thus
gallantly mounted, �ssued forth l�ke a kn�ght-errant �n quest of
adventures. But �t �s meet I should, �n the true sp�r�t of romant�c story,
g�ve some account of the looks and equ�pments of my hero and h�s
steed. The an�mal he bestrode was a broken-down plow-horse, that
had outl�ved almost everyth�ng but �ts v�c�ousness. He was gaunt and
shagged, w�th a ewe neck, and a head l�ke a hammer; h�s rusty
mane and ta�l were tangled and knotted w�th burs; one eye had lost
�ts pup�l, and was glar�ng and spectral, but the other had the gleam
of a genu�ne dev�l �n �t. St�ll he must have had f�re and mettle �n h�s
day, �f we may judge from the name he bore of Gunpowder. He had,
�n fact, been a favor�te steed of h�s master’s, the choler�c Van R�pper,
who was a fur�ous r�der, and had �nfused, very probably, some of h�s
own sp�r�t �nto the an�mal; for, old and broken-down as he looked,
there was more of the lurk�ng dev�l �n h�m than �n any young f�lly �n
the country.

Ichabod was a su�table f�gure for such a steed. He rode w�th short
st�rrups, wh�ch brought h�s knees nearly up to the pommel of the
saddle; h�s sharp elbows stuck out l�ke grasshoppers’; he carr�ed h�s
wh�p perpend�cularly �n h�s hand, l�ke a sceptre, and as h�s horse
jogged on, the mot�on of h�s arms was not unl�ke the flapp�ng of a
pa�r of w�ngs. A small wool hat rested on the top of h�s nose, for so
h�s scanty str�p of forehead m�ght be called, and the sk�rts of h�s
black coat fluttered out almost to the horses ta�l. Such was the
appearance of Ichabod and h�s steed as they shambled out of the
gate of Hans Van R�pper, and �t was altogether such an appar�t�on as
�s seldom to be met w�th �n broad dayl�ght.



It was, as I have sa�d, a f�ne autumnal day; the sky was clear and
serene, and nature wore that r�ch and golden l�very wh�ch we always
assoc�ate w�th the �dea of abundance. The forests had put on the�r
sober brown and yellow, wh�le some trees of the tenderer k�nd had
been n�pped by the frosts �nto br�ll�ant dyes of orange, purple, and
scarlet. Stream�ng f�les of w�ld ducks began to make the�r
appearance h�gh �n the a�r; the bark of the squ�rrel m�ght be heard
from the groves of beech and h�ckory-nuts, and the pens�ve wh�stle
of the qua�l at �ntervals from the ne�ghbor�ng stubble f�eld.

The small b�rds were tak�ng the�r farewell banquets. In the fullness
of the�r revelry, they fluttered, ch�rp�ng and frol�ck�ng from bush to
bush, and tree to tree, capr�c�ous from the very profus�on and var�ety
around them. There was the honest cock rob�n, the favor�te game of
str�pl�ng sportsmen, w�th �ts loud querulous note; and the tw�tter�ng
blackb�rds fly�ng �n sable clouds; and the golden-w�nged woodpecker
w�th h�s cr�mson crest, h�s broad black gorget, and splend�d
plumage; and the cedar b�rd, w�th �ts red-t�pt w�ngs and yellow-t�pt ta�l
and �ts l�ttle monte�ro cap of feathers; and the blue jay, that no�sy
coxcomb, �n h�s gay l�ght blue coat and wh�te underclothes,
scream�ng and chatter�ng, nodd�ng and bobb�ng and bow�ng, and
pretend�ng to be on good terms w�th every songster of the grove.

As Ichabod jogged slowly on h�s way, h�s eye, ever open to every
symptom of cul�nary abundance, ranged w�th del�ght over the
treasures of jolly autumn. On all s�des he beheld vast store of
apples; some hang�ng �n oppress�ve opulence on the trees; some
gathered �nto baskets and barrels for the market; others heaped up
�n r�ch p�les for the c�der-press. Farther on he beheld great f�elds of
Ind�an corn, w�th �ts golden ears peep�ng from the�r leafy coverts, and
hold�ng out the prom�se of cakes and hasty-pudd�ng; and the yellow
pumpk�ns ly�ng beneath them, turn�ng up the�r fa�r round bell�es to
the sun, and g�v�ng ample prospects of the most luxur�ous of p�es;
and anon he passed the fragrant buckwheat f�elds breath�ng the odor
of the beeh�ve, and as he beheld them, soft ant�c�pat�ons stole over
h�s m�nd of da�nty slapjacks, well buttered, and garn�shed w�th honey
or treacle, by the del�cate l�ttle d�mpled hand of Katr�na Van Tassel.



Thus feed�ng h�s m�nd w�th many sweet thoughts and “sugared
suppos�t�ons,” he journeyed along the s�des of a range of h�lls wh�ch
look out upon some of the goodl�est scenes of the m�ghty Hudson.
The sun gradually wheeled h�s broad d�sk down �n the west. The
w�de bosom of the Tappan Zee lay mot�onless and glassy, except�ng
that here and there a gentle undulat�on waved and prolonged the
blue shadow of the d�stant mounta�n. A few amber clouds floated �n
the sky, w�thout a breath of a�r to move them. The hor�zon was of a
f�ne golden t�nt, chang�ng gradually �nto a pure apple green, and from
that �nto the deep blue of the m�d-heaven. A slant�ng ray l�ngered on
the woody crests of the prec�p�ces that overhung some parts of the
r�ver, g�v�ng greater depth to the dark gray and purple of the�r rocky
s�des. A sloop was lo�ter�ng �n the d�stance, dropp�ng slowly down
w�th the t�de, her sa�l hang�ng uselessly aga�nst the mast; and as the
reflect�on of the sky gleamed along the st�ll water, �t seemed as �f the
vessel was suspended �n the a�r.

It was toward even�ng that Ichabod arr�ved at the castle of the
Heer Van Tassel, wh�ch he found thronged w�th the pr�de and flower
of the adjacent country. Old farmers, a spare leathern-faced race, �n
homespun coats and breeches, blue stock�ngs, huge shoes, and
magn�f�cent pewter buckles. The�r br�sk, w�thered l�ttle dames, �n
close-cr�mped caps, long-wa�sted short gowns, homespun pett�coats,
w�th sc�ssors and p�ncush�ons, and gay cal�co pockets hang�ng on
the outs�de. Buxom lasses, almost as ant�quated as the�r mothers,
except�ng where a straw hat, a f�ne r�bbon, or perhaps a wh�te frock,
gave symptoms of c�ty �nnovat�on. The sons, �n short square-sk�rted
coats, w�th rows of stupendous brass buttons, and the�r ha�r
generally queued �n the fash�on of the t�mes, espec�ally �f they could
procure an eel-sk�n for the purpose, �t be�ng esteemed throughout
the country as a potent nour�sher and strengthener of the ha�r.

Brom Bones, however, was the hero of the scene, hav�ng come to
the gather�ng on h�s favor�te steed Daredev�l, a creature, l�ke h�mself,
full of mettle and m�sch�ef, and wh�ch no one but h�mself could
manage. He was, �n fact, noted for preferr�ng v�c�ous an�mals, g�ven
to all k�nds of tr�cks wh�ch kept the r�der �n constant r�sk of h�s neck,
for he held a tractable, well-broken horse as unworthy of a lad of
sp�r�t.



Fa�n would I pause to dwell upon the world of charms that burst
upon the enraptured gaze of my hero, as he entered the state parlor
of Van Tassel’s mans�on. Not those of the bevy of buxom lasses, w�th
the�r luxur�ous d�splay of red and wh�te; but the ample charms of a
genu�ne Dutch country tea-table, �n the sumptuous t�me of autumn.
Such heaped up platters of cakes of var�ous and almost
�ndescr�bable k�nds, known only to exper�enced Dutch housew�ves!
There was the doughty doughnut, the tender oly koek, and the cr�sp
and crumbl�ng cruller; sweet cakes and short cakes, g�nger cakes
and honey cakes, and the whole fam�ly of cakes. And then there
were apple p�es, and peach p�es, and pumpk�n p�es; bes�des sl�ces
of ham and smoked beef; and moreover delectable d�shes of
preserved plums, and peaches, and pears, and qu�nces; not to
ment�on bro�led shad and roasted ch�ckens; together w�th bowls of
m�lk and cream, all m�ngled h�ggledy-p�ggledy, pretty much as I have
enumerated them, w�th the motherly teapot send�ng up �ts clouds of
vapor from the m�dst—Heaven bless the mark! I want breath and
t�me to d�scuss th�s banquet as �t deserves, and am too eager to get
on w�th my story. Happ�ly, Ichabod Crane was not �n so great a hurry
as h�s h�stor�an, but d�d ample just�ce to every da�nty.

He was a k�nd and thankful creature, whose heart d�lated �n
proport�on as h�s sk�n was f�lled w�th good cheer, and whose sp�r�ts
rose w�th eat�ng, as some men’s do w�th dr�nk. He could not help,
too, roll�ng h�s large eyes round h�m as he ate, and chuckl�ng w�th
the poss�b�l�ty that he m�ght one day be lord of all th�s scene of
almost un�mag�nable luxury and splendor. Then, he thought, how
soon he’d turn h�s back upon the old schoolhouse; snap h�s f�ngers
�n the face of Hans Van R�pper, and every other n�ggardly patron,
and k�ck any �t�nerant pedagogue out of doors that should dare to
call h�m comrade!

Old Baltus Van Tassel moved about among h�s guests w�th a face
d�lated w�th content and good humor, round and jolly as the harvest
moon. H�s hosp�table attent�ons were br�ef, but express�ve, be�ng
conf�ned to a shake of the hand, a slap on the shoulder, a loud
laugh, and a press�ng �nv�tat�on to “fall to, and help themselves.”



And now the sound of the mus�c from the common room, or hall,
summoned to the dance. The mus�c�an was an old gray-headed
negro, who had been the �t�nerant orchestra of the ne�ghborhood for
more than half a century. H�s �nstrument was as old and battered as
h�mself. The greater part of the t�me he scraped on two or three
str�ngs, accompany�ng every movement of the bow w�th a mot�on of
the head; bow�ng almost to the ground, and stamp�ng w�th h�s foot
whenever a fresh couple were to start.

Ichabod pr�ded h�mself upon h�s danc�ng as much as upon h�s
vocal powers. Not a l�mb, not a f�bre about h�m was �dle; and to have
seen h�s loosely hung frame �n full mot�on, and clatter�ng about the
room, you would have thought St. V�tus h�mself, that blessed patron
of the dance, was f�gur�ng before you �n person. He was the
adm�rat�on of all the negroes; who, hav�ng gathered, of all ages and
s�zes, from the farm and the ne�ghborhood, stood form�ng a pyram�d
of sh�n�ng black faces at every door and w�ndow, gaz�ng w�th del�ght
at the scene, roll�ng the�r wh�te eyeballs, and show�ng gr�nn�ng rows
of �vory from ear to ear. How could the flogger of urch�ns be
otherw�se than an�mated and joyous? The lady of h�s heart was h�s
partner �n the dance, and sm�l�ng grac�ously �n reply to all h�s
amorous ogl�ngs; wh�le Brom Bones, sorely sm�tten w�th love and
jealousy, sat brood�ng by h�mself �n one corner.

When the dance was at an end, Ichabod was attracted to a knot of
the sager folks, who, w�th Old Van Tassel, sat smok�ng at one end of
the p�azza, goss�p�ng over former t�mes, and draw�ng out long stor�es
about the war.

Th�s ne�ghborhood, at the t�me of wh�ch I am speak�ng, was one of
those h�ghly favored places wh�ch abound w�th chron�cle and great
men. The Br�t�sh and Amer�can l�ne had run near �t dur�ng the war; �t
had, therefore, been the scene of maraud�ng and �nfested w�th
refugees, cowboys, and all k�nds of border ch�valry. Just suff�c�ent
t�me had elapsed to enable each storyteller to dress up h�s tale w�th
a l�ttle becom�ng f�ct�on, and, �n the �nd�st�nctness of h�s recollect�on,
to make h�mself the hero of every explo�t.

There was the story of Doffue Martl�ng, a large blue-bearded
Dutchman, who had nearly taken a Br�t�sh fr�gate w�th an old �ron



n�ne-pounder from a mud breastwork, only that h�s gun burst at the
s�xth d�scharge. And there was an old gentleman who shall be
nameless, be�ng too r�ch a mynheer to be l�ghtly ment�oned, who, �n
the battle of Wh�te Pla�ns, be�ng an excellent master of defence,
parr�ed a musket-ball w�th a small sword, �nsomuch that he
absolutely felt �t wh�z round the blade, and glance off at the h�lt; �n
proof of wh�ch he was ready at any t�me to show the sword, w�th the
h�lt a l�ttle bent. There were several more that had been equally great
�n the f�eld, not one of whom but was persuaded that he had a
cons�derable hand �n br�ng�ng the war to a happy term�nat�on.

But all these were noth�ng to the tales of ghosts and appar�t�ons
that succeeded. The ne�ghborhood �s r�ch �n legendary treasures of
the k�nd. Local tales and superst�t�ons thr�ve best �n these sheltered,
long-settled retreats; but are trampled under foot by the sh�ft�ng
throng that forms the populat�on of most of our country places.
Bes�des, there �s no encouragement for ghosts �n most of our
v�llages, for they have scarcely had t�me to f�n�sh the�r f�rst nap and
turn themselves �n the�r graves, before the�r surv�v�ng fr�ends have
travelled away from the ne�ghborhood; so that when they turn out at
n�ght to walk the�r rounds, they have no acqua�ntance left to call
upon. Th�s �s perhaps the reason why we so seldom hear of ghosts
except �n our long-establ�shed Dutch commun�t�es.

The �mmed�ate cause, however, of the prevalence of supernatural
stor�es �n these parts, was doubtless ow�ng to the v�c�n�ty of Sleepy
Hollow. There was a contag�on �n the very a�r that blew from that
haunted reg�on; �t breathed forth an atmosphere of dreams and
fanc�es �nfect�ng all the land. Several of the Sleepy Hollow people
were present at Van Tassel’s, and, as usual, were dol�ng out the�r
w�ld and wonderful legends. Many d�smal tales were told about
funeral tra�ns, and mourn�ng cr�es and wa�l�ngs heard and seen
about the great tree where the unfortunate Major André was taken,
and wh�ch stood �n the ne�ghborhood. Some ment�on was made also
of the woman �n wh�te, that haunted the dark glen at Raven Rock,
and was often heard to shr�ek on w�nter n�ghts before a storm,
hav�ng per�shed there �n the snow. The ch�ef part of the stor�es,
however, turned upon the favor�te spectre of Sleepy Hollow, the
Headless Horseman, who had been heard several t�mes of late,



patroll�ng the country; and, �t was sa�d, tethered h�s horse n�ghtly
among the graves �n the churchyard.

The sequestered s�tuat�on of th�s church seems always to have
made �t a favor�te haunt of troubled sp�r�ts. It stands on a knoll,
surrounded by locust-trees and lofty elms, from among wh�ch �ts
decent, wh�tewashed walls sh�ne modestly forth, l�ke Chr�st�an pur�ty
beam�ng through the shades of ret�rement. A gentle slope descends
from �t to a s�lver sheet of water, bordered by h�gh trees, between
wh�ch, peeps may be caught at the blue h�lls of the Hudson. To look
upon �ts grass-grown yard, where the sunbeams seem to sleep so
qu�etly, one would th�nk that there at least the dead m�ght rest �n
peace. On one s�de of the church extends a w�de woody dell, along
wh�ch raves a large brook among broken rocks and trunks of fallen
trees. Over a deep black part of the stream, not far from the church,
was formerly thrown a wooden br�dge; the road that led to �t, and the
br�dge �tself, were th�ckly shaded by overhang�ng trees, wh�ch cast a
gloom about �t, even �n the dayt�me; but occas�oned a fearful
darkness at n�ght. Such was one of the favor�te haunts of the
Headless Horseman, and the place where he was most frequently
encountered. The tale was told of old Brouwer, a most heret�cal
d�sbel�ever �n ghosts, how he met the Horseman return�ng from h�s
foray �nto Sleepy Hollow, and was obl�ged to get up beh�nd h�m; how
they galloped over bush and brake, over h�ll and swamp, unt�l they
reached the br�dge; when the Horseman suddenly turned �nto a
skeleton, threw old Brouwer �nto the brook, and sprang away over
the tree-tops w�th a clap of thunder.

Th�s story was �mmed�ately matched by a thr�ce marvellous
adventure of Brom Bones, who made l�ght of the Gallop�ng Hess�an
as an arrant jockey. He aff�rmed that on return�ng one n�ght from the
ne�ghbor�ng v�llage of S�ng S�ng, he had been overtaken by th�s
m�dn�ght trooper; that he had offered to race w�th h�m for a bowl of
punch, and should have won �t too, for Daredev�l beat the gobl�n
horse all hollow, but just as they came to the church br�dge, the
Hess�an bolted, and van�shed �n a flash of f�re.

All these tales, told �n that drowsy undertone w�th wh�ch men talk
�n the dark, the countenances of the l�steners only now and then



rece�v�ng a casual gleam from the glare of a p�pe, sank deep �n the
m�nd of Ichabod. He repa�d them �n k�nd w�th large extracts from h�s
�nvaluable author, Cotton Mather, and added many marvellous
events that had taken place �n h�s nat�ve State of Connect�cut, and
fearful s�ghts wh�ch he had seen �n h�s n�ghtly walks about Sleepy
Hollow.

The revel now gradually broke up. The old farmers gathered
together the�r fam�l�es �n the�r wagons, and were heard for some t�me
rattl�ng along the hollow roads, and over the d�stant h�lls. Some of
the damsels mounted on p�ll�ons beh�nd the�r favor�te swa�ns, and
the�r l�ght-hearted laughter, m�ngl�ng w�th the clatter of hoofs, echoed
along the s�lent woodlands, sound�ng fa�nter and fa�nter, unt�l they
gradually d�ed away,—and the late scene of no�se and frol�c was all
s�lent and deserted. Ichabod only l�ngered beh�nd, accord�ng to the
custom of country lovers, to have a tête-à-tête w�th the he�ress; fully
conv�nced that he was now on the h�gh road to success. What
passed at th�s �nterv�ew I w�ll not pretend to say, for �n fact I do not
know. Someth�ng, however, I fear me, must have gone wrong, for he
certa�nly sall�ed forth, after no very great �nterval, w�th an a�r qu�te
desolate and chapfallen. Oh, these women! these women! Could
that g�rl have been play�ng off any of her coquett�sh tr�cks? Was her
encouragement of the poor pedagogue all a mere sham to secure
her conquest of h�s r�val? Heaven only knows, not I! Let �t suff�ce to
say, Ichabod stole forth w�th the a�r of one who had been sack�ng a
henroost, rather than a fa�r lady’s heart. W�thout look�ng to the r�ght
or left to not�ce the scene of rural wealth, on wh�ch he had so often
gloated, he went stra�ght to the stable, and w�th several hearty cuffs
and k�cks roused h�s steed most uncourteously from the comfortable
quarters �n wh�ch he was soundly sleep�ng, dream�ng of mounta�ns
of corn and oats, and whole valleys of t�mothy and clover.

It was the very w�tch�ng t�me of n�ght that Ichabod, heavy-hearted
and crestfallen, pursued h�s travels homewards, along the s�des of
the lofty h�lls wh�ch r�se above Tarry Town, and wh�ch he had
traversed so cheer�ly �n the afternoon. The hour was as d�smal as
h�mself. Far below h�m the Tappan Zee spread �ts dusky and
�nd�st�nct waste of waters, w�th here and there the tall mast of a
sloop, r�d�ng qu�etly at anchor under the land. In the dead hush of



m�dn�ght, he could even hear the bark�ng of the watchdog from the
oppos�te shore of the Hudson; but �t was so vague and fa�nt as only
to g�ve an �dea of h�s d�stance from th�s fa�thful compan�on of man.
Now and then, too, the long-drawn crow�ng of a cock, acc�dentally
awakened, would sound far, far off, from some farmhouse away
among the h�lls—but �t was l�ke a dream�ng sound �n h�s ear. No
s�gns of l�fe occurred near h�m, but occas�onally the melancholy ch�rp
of a cr�cket, or perhaps the guttural twang of a bullfrog from a
ne�ghbor�ng marsh, as �f sleep�ng uncomfortably and turn�ng
suddenly �n h�s bed.

All the stor�es of ghosts and gobl�ns that he had heard �n the
afternoon now came crowd�ng upon h�s recollect�on. The n�ght grew
darker and darker; the stars seemed to s�nk deeper �n the sky, and
dr�v�ng clouds occas�onally h�d them from h�s s�ght. He had never felt
so lonely and d�smal. He was, moreover, approach�ng the very place
where many of the scenes of the ghost stor�es had been la�d. In the
centre of the road stood an enormous tul�p-tree, wh�ch towered l�ke a
g�ant above all the other trees of the ne�ghborhood, and formed a
k�nd of landmark. Its l�mbs were gnarled and fantast�c, large enough
to form trunks for ord�nary trees, tw�st�ng down almost to the earth,
and r�s�ng aga�n �nto the a�r. It was connected w�th the trag�cal story
of the unfortunate André, who had been taken pr�soner hard by; and
was un�versally known by the name of Major André’s tree. The
common people regarded �t w�th a m�xture of respect and
superst�t�on, partly out of sympathy for the fate of �ts �ll-starred
namesake, and partly from the tales of strange s�ghts, and doleful
lamentat�ons, told concern�ng �t.

As Ichabod approached th�s fearful tree, he began to wh�stle; he
thought h�s wh�stle was answered; �t was but a blast sweep�ng
sharply through the dry branches. As he approached a l�ttle nearer,
he thought he saw someth�ng wh�te, hang�ng �n the m�dst of the tree:
he paused and ceased wh�stl�ng but, on look�ng more narrowly,
perce�ved that �t was a place where the tree had been scathed by
l�ghtn�ng, and the wh�te wood la�d bare. Suddenly he heard a groan
—h�s teeth chattered, and h�s knees smote aga�nst the saddle: �t was
but the rubb�ng of one huge bough upon another, as they were



swayed about by the breeze. He passed the tree �n safety, but new
per�ls lay before h�m.

About two hundred yards from the tree, a small brook crossed the
road, and ran �nto a marshy and th�ckly-wooded glen, known by the
name of W�ley’s Swamp. A few rough logs, la�d s�de by s�de, served
for a br�dge over th�s stream. On that s�de of the road where the
brook entered the wood, a group of oaks and chestnuts, matted th�ck
w�th w�ld grape-v�nes, threw a cavernous gloom over �t. To pass th�s
br�dge was the severest tr�al. It was at th�s �dent�cal spot that the
unfortunate André was captured, and under the covert of those
chestnuts and v�nes were the sturdy yeomen concealed who
surpr�sed h�m. Th�s has ever s�nce been cons�dered a haunted
stream, and fearful are the feel�ngs of the schoolboy who has to pass
�t alone after dark.

As he approached the stream, h�s heart began to thump; he
summoned up, however, all h�s resolut�on, gave h�s horse half a
score of k�cks �n the r�bs, and attempted to dash br�skly across the
br�dge; but �nstead of start�ng forward, the perverse old an�mal made
a lateral movement, and ran broads�de aga�nst the fence. Ichabod,
whose fears �ncreased w�th the delay, jerked the re�ns on the other
s�de, and k�cked lust�ly w�th the contrary foot: �t was all �n va�n; h�s
steed started, �t �s true, but �t was only to plunge to the oppos�te s�de
of the road �nto a th�cket of brambles and alder bushes. The
schoolmaster now bestowed both wh�p and heel upon the starvel�ng
r�bs of old Gunpowder, who dashed forward, snuffl�ng and snort�ng,
but came to a stand just by the br�dge, w�th a suddenness that had
nearly sent h�s r�der sprawl�ng over h�s head. Just at th�s moment a
plashy tramp by the s�de of the br�dge caught the sens�t�ve ear of
Ichabod. In the dark shadow of the grove, on the marg�n of the
brook, he beheld someth�ng huge, m�sshapen and tower�ng. It st�rred
not, but seemed gathered up �n the gloom, l�ke some g�gant�c
monster ready to spr�ng upon the traveller.

The ha�r of the affr�ghted pedagogue rose upon h�s head w�th
terror. What was to be done? To turn and fly was now too late; and
bes�des, what chance was there of escap�ng ghost or gobl�n, �f such
�t was, wh�ch could r�de upon the w�ngs of the w�nd? Summon�ng up,



therefore, a show of courage, he demanded �n stammer�ng accents,
“Who are you?” He rece�ved no reply. He repeated h�s demand �n a
st�ll more ag�tated vo�ce. St�ll there was no answer. Once more he
cudgelled the s�des of the �nflex�ble Gunpowder, and, shutt�ng h�s
eyes, broke forth w�th �nvoluntary fervor �nto a psalm tune. Just then
the shadowy object of alarm put �tself �n mot�on, and w�th a scramble
and a bound stood at once �n the m�ddle of the road. Though the
n�ght was dark and d�smal, yet the form of the unknown m�ght now �n
some degree be ascerta�ned. He appeared to be a horseman of
large d�mens�ons, and mounted on a black horse of powerful frame.
He made no offer of molestat�on or soc�ab�l�ty, but kept aloof on one
s�de of the road, jogg�ng along on the bl�nd s�de of old Gunpowder,
who had now got over h�s fr�ght and waywardness.

Ichabod, who had no rel�sh for th�s strange m�dn�ght compan�on,
and bethought h�mself of the adventure of Brom Bones w�th the
Gallop�ng Hess�an, now qu�ckened h�s steed �n hopes of leav�ng h�m
beh�nd. The stranger, however, qu�ckened h�s horse to an equal
pace. Ichabod pulled up, and fell �nto a walk, th�nk�ng to lag beh�nd,
—the other d�d the same. H�s heart began to s�nk w�th�n h�m; he
endeavored to resume h�s psalm tune, but h�s parched tongue clove
to the roof of h�s mouth, and he could not utter a stave. There was
someth�ng �n the moody and dogged s�lence of th�s pert�nac�ous
compan�on that was myster�ous and appall�ng. It was soon fearfully
accounted for. On mount�ng a r�s�ng ground, wh�ch brought the f�gure
of h�s fellow-traveller �n rel�ef aga�nst the sky, g�gant�c �n he�ght, and
muffled �n a cloak, Ichabod was horror-struck on perce�v�ng that he
was headless!—but h�s horror was st�ll more �ncreased on observ�ng
that the head, wh�ch should have rested on h�s shoulders, was
carr�ed before h�m on the pommel of h�s saddle! H�s terror rose to
desperat�on; he ra�ned a shower of k�cks and blows upon
Gunpowder, hop�ng by a sudden movement to g�ve h�s compan�on
the sl�p; but the spectre started full jump w�th h�m. Away, then, they
dashed through th�ck and th�n; stones fly�ng and sparks flash�ng at
every bound. Ichabod’s fl�msy garments fluttered �n the a�r, as he
stretched h�s long lank body away over h�s horse’s head, �n the
eagerness of h�s fl�ght.



They had now reached the road wh�ch turns off to Sleepy Hollow;
but Gunpowder, who seemed possessed w�th a demon, �nstead of
keep�ng up �t, made an oppos�te turn, and plunged headlong downh�ll
to the left. Th�s road leads through a sandy hollow shaded by trees
for about a quarter of a m�le, where �t crosses the br�dge famous �n
gobl�n story; and just beyond swells the green knoll on wh�ch stands
the wh�tewashed church.

As yet the pan�c of the steed had g�ven h�s unsk�lful r�der an
apparent advantage �n the chase, but just as he had got half way
through the hollow, the g�rths of the saddle gave way, and he felt �t
sl�pp�ng from under h�m. He se�zed �t by the pommel, and
endeavored to hold �t f�rm, but �n va�n; and had just t�me to save
h�mself by clasp�ng old Gunpowder round the neck, when the saddle
fell to the earth, and he heard �t trampled under foot by h�s pursuer.
For a moment the terror of Hans Van R�pper’s wrath passed across
h�s m�nd,—for �t was h�s Sunday saddle; but th�s was no t�me for
petty fears; the gobl�n was hard on h�s haunches; and (unsk�lful r�der
that he was!) he had much ado to ma�nta�n h�s seat; somet�mes
sl�pp�ng on one s�de, somet�mes on another, and somet�mes jolted
on the h�gh r�dge of h�s horse’s backbone, w�th a v�olence that he
ver�ly feared would cleave h�m asunder.

An open�ng �n the trees now cheered h�m w�th the hopes that the
church br�dge was at hand. The waver�ng reflect�on of a s�lver star �n
the bosom of the brook told h�m that he was not m�staken. He saw
the walls of the church d�mly glar�ng under the trees beyond. He
recollected the place where Brom Bones’s ghostly compet�tor had
d�sappeared. “If I can but reach that br�dge,” thought Ichabod, “I am
safe.” Just then he heard the black steed pant�ng and blow�ng close
beh�nd h�m; he even fanc�ed that he felt h�s hot breath. Another
convuls�ve k�ck �n the r�bs, and old Gunpowder sprang upon the
br�dge; he thundered over the resound�ng planks; he ga�ned the
oppos�te s�de; and now Ichabod cast a look beh�nd to see �f h�s
pursuer should van�sh, accord�ng to rule, �n a flash of f�re and
br�mstone. Just then he saw the gobl�n r�s�ng �n h�s st�rrups, and �n
the very act of hurl�ng h�s head at h�m. Ichabod endeavored to dodge
the horr�ble m�ss�le, but too late. It encountered h�s cran�um w�th a
tremendous crash,—he was tumbled headlong �nto the dust, and



Gunpowder, the black steed, and the gobl�n r�der, passed by l�ke a
wh�rlw�nd.

The next morn�ng the old horse was found w�thout h�s saddle, and
w�th the br�dle under h�s feet, soberly cropp�ng the grass at h�s
master’s gate. Ichabod d�d not make h�s appearance at breakfast;
d�nner-hour came, but no Ichabod. The boys assembled at the
schoolhouse, and strolled �dly about the banks of the brook; but no
schoolmaster. Hans Van R�pper now began to feel some uneas�ness
about the fate of poor Ichabod, and h�s saddle. An �nqu�ry was set on
foot, and after d�l�gent �nvest�gat�on they came upon h�s traces. In
one part of the road lead�ng to the church was found the saddle
trampled �n the d�rt; the tracks of horses’ hoofs deeply dented �n the
road, and ev�dently at fur�ous speed, were traced to the br�dge,
beyond wh�ch, on the bank of a broad part of the brook, where the
water ran deep and black, was found the hat of the unfortunate
Ichabod, and close bes�de �t a shattered pumpk�n.

The brook was searched, but the body of the schoolmaster was
not to be d�scovered. Hans Van R�pper as executor of h�s estate,
exam�ned the bundle wh�ch conta�ned all h�s worldly effects. They
cons�sted of two sh�rts and a half; two stocks for the neck; a pa�r or
two of worsted stock�ngs; an old pa�r of corduroy small-clothes; a
rusty razor; a book of psalm tunes full of dog’s-ears; and a broken
p�tch-p�pe. As to the books and furn�ture of the schoolhouse, they
belonged to the commun�ty, except�ng Cotton Mather’s “H�story of
W�tchcraft,” a “New England Almanac,” and a book of dreams and
fortune-tell�ng; �n wh�ch last was a sheet of foolscap much scr�bbled
and blotted �n several fru�tless attempts to make a copy of verses �n
honor of the he�ress of Van Tassel. These mag�c books and the
poet�c scrawl were forthw�th cons�gned to the flames by Hans Van
R�pper; who, from that t�me forward, determ�ned to send h�s ch�ldren
no more to school, observ�ng that he never knew any good come of
th�s same read�ng and wr�t�ng. Whatever money the schoolmaster
possessed, and he had rece�ved h�s quarter’s pay but a day or two
before, he must have had about h�s person at the t�me of h�s
d�sappearance.



The myster�ous event caused much speculat�on at the church on
the follow�ng Sunday. Knots of gazers and goss�ps were collected �n
the churchyard, at the br�dge, and at the spot where the hat and
pumpk�n had been found. The stor�es of Brouwer, of Bones, and a
whole budget of others were called to m�nd; and when they had
d�l�gently cons�dered them all, and compared them w�th the
symptoms of the present case, they shook the�r heads, and came to
the conclus�on that Ichabod had been carr�ed off by the Gallop�ng
Hess�an. As he was a bachelor, and �n nobody’s debt, nobody
troubled h�s head any more about h�m; the school was removed to a
d�fferent quarter of the hollow, and another pedagogue re�gned �n h�s
stead.

It �s true, an old farmer, who had been down to New York on a v�s�t
several years after, and from whom th�s account of the ghostly
adventure was rece�ved, brought home the �ntell�gence that Ichabod
Crane was st�ll al�ve; that he had left the ne�ghborhood partly through
fear of the gobl�n and Hans Van R�pper, and partly �n mort�f�cat�on at
hav�ng been suddenly d�sm�ssed by the he�ress; that he had
changed h�s quarters to a d�stant part of the country; had kept school
and stud�ed law at the same t�me; had been adm�tted to the bar;
turned pol�t�c�an; elect�oneered; wr�tten for the newspapers; and
f�nally had been made a just�ce of the Ten Pound Court. Brom
Bones, too, who, shortly after h�s r�val’s d�sappearance conducted
the bloom�ng Katr�na �n tr�umph to the altar, was observed to look
exceed�ngly know�ng whenever the story of Ichabod was related, and
always burst �nto a hearty laugh at the ment�on of the pumpk�n;
wh�ch led some to suspect that he knew more about the matter than
he chose to tell.

The old country w�ves, however, who are the best judges of these
matters, ma�nta�n to th�s day that Ichabod was sp�r�ted away by
supernatural means; and �t �s a favor�te story often told about the
ne�ghborhood round the w�nter even�ng f�re. The br�dge became
more than ever an object of superst�t�ous awe; and that may be the
reason why the road has been altered of late years, so as to
approach the church by the border of the m�llpond. The schoolhouse
be�ng deserted soon fell to decay, and was reported to be haunted
by the ghost of the unfortunate pedagogue and the plowboy, lo�ter�ng



homeward of a st�ll summer even�ng, has often fanc�ed h�s vo�ce at a
d�stance, chant�ng a melancholy psalm tune among the tranqu�l
sol�tudes of Sleepy Hollow.

POSTSCRIPT.
FOUND IN THE HANDWRITING OF MR. KNICKERBOCKER.
The preced�ng tale �s g�ven almost �n the prec�se words �n wh�ch I

heard �t related at a Corporat�on meet�ng at the anc�ent c�ty of
Manhattoes, at wh�ch were present many of �ts sagest and most
�llustr�ous burghers. The narrator was a pleasant, shabby,
gentlemanly old fellow, �n pepper-and-salt clothes, w�th a sadly
humourous face, and one whom I strongly suspected of be�ng poor--
he made such efforts to be enterta�n�ng. When h�s story was
concluded, there was much laughter and approbat�on, part�cularly
from two or three deputy aldermen, who had been asleep the greater
part of the t�me. There was, however, one tall, dry-look�ng old
gentleman, w�th beetl�ng eyebrows, who ma�nta�ned a grave and
rather severe face throughout, now and then fold�ng h�s arms,
�ncl�n�ng h�s head, and look�ng down upon the floor, as �f turn�ng a
doubt over �n h�s m�nd. He was one of your wary men, who never
laugh but upon good grounds--when they have reason and law on
the�r s�de. When the m�rth of the rest of the company had subs�ded,
and s�lence was restored, he leaned one arm on the elbow of h�s
cha�r, and st�ck�ng the other ak�mbo, demanded, w�th a sl�ght, but
exceed�ngly sage mot�on of the head, and contract�on of the brow,
what was the moral of the story, and what �t went to prove?

The story-teller, who was just putt�ng a glass of w�ne to h�s l�ps, as
a refreshment after h�s to�ls, paused for a moment, looked at h�s
�nqu�rer w�th an a�r of �nf�n�te deference, and, lower�ng the glass
slowly to the table, observed that the story was �ntended most
log�cally to prove--

“That there �s no s�tuat�on �n l�fe but has �ts advantages and
pleasures--prov�ded we w�ll but take a joke as we f�nd �t:

“That, therefore, he that runs races w�th gobl�n troopers �s l�kely to
have rough r�d�ng of �t.



“Ergo, for a country schoolmaster to be refused the hand of a
Dutch he�ress �s a certa�n step to h�gh preferment �n the state.”

The caut�ous old gentleman kn�t h�s brows tenfold closer after th�s
explanat�on, be�ng sorely puzzled by the rat�oc�nat�on of the
syllog�sm, wh�le, methought, the one �n pepper-and-salt eyed h�m
w�th someth�ng of a tr�umphant leer. At length he observed that all
th�s was very well, but st�ll he thought the story a l�ttle on the
extravagant--there were one or two po�nts on wh�ch he had h�s
doubts.

“Fa�th, s�r,” repl�ed the story-teller, “as to that matter, I don’t bel�eve
one-half of �t myself.” D. K.

THE END.
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