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The Lady or the Tiger?

I

Frank R. Stockton

N the very olden time there lived a semi-barbaric king, whose ideas, though somewhat
polished and sharpened by the progressiveness of distant Latin neighbors, were still
large, florid, and untrammeled, as became the half of him which was barbaric. He was a
man of exuberant fancy, and, withal, of an authority so irresistible that, at his will, he turned
his varied fancies into facts. He was greatly given to self-communing, and, when he and
himself agreed upon anything, the thing was done. When every member of his domestic and
political systems moved smoothly in its appointed course, his nature was bland and genial;
but, whenever there was a little hitch, and some of his orbs got out of their orbits, he was
blander and more genial still, for nothing pleased him so much as to make the crooked
straight and crush down uneven places.
Among the borrowed notions by which his barbarism had become semified was that of
the public arena, in which, by exhibitions of manly and beastly valor, the minds of his
subjects were refined and cultured.
But even here the exuberant and barbaric fancy asserted itself. The arena of the king was
built, not to give the people an opportunity of hearing the rhapsodies of dying gladiators, nor
to enable them to view the inevitable conclusion of a conflict between religious opinions and
hungry jaws, but for purposes far better adapted to widen and develop the mental energies of
the people. This vast amphitheater, with its encircling galleries, its mysterious vaults, and its
unseen passages, was an agent of poetic justice, in which crime was punished, or virtue
rewarded, by the decrees of an impartial and incorruptible chance.
When a subject was accused of a crime of sufficient importance to interest the king,
public notice was given that on an appointed day the fate of the accused person would be
decided in the king’s arena, a structure which well deserved its name, for, although its form
and plan were borrowed from afar, its purpose emanated solely from the brain of this man,
who, every barleycorn a king, knew no tradition to which he owed more allegiance than
pleased his fancy, and who engrafted on every adopted form of human thought and action the
rich growth of his barbaric idealism.
When all the people had assembled in the galleries, and the king, surrounded by his court,
sat high up on his throne of royal state on one side of the arena, he gave a signal, a door
beneath him opened, and the accused subject stepped out into the amphitheater. Directly
opposite him, on the other side of the enclosed space, were two doors, exactly alike and side
by side. It was the duty and the privilege of the person on trial to walk directly to these doors
and open one of them. He could open either door he pleased; he was subject to no guidance
or influence but that of the aforementioned impartial and incorruptible chance. If he opened
the one, there came out of it a hungry tiger, the fiercest and most cruel that could be
procured, which immediately sprang upon him and tore him to pieces as a punishment for his
guilt. The moment that the case of the criminal was thus decided, doleful iron bells were
clanged, great wails went up from the hired mourners posted on the outer rim of the arena,
and the vast audience, with bowed heads and downcast hearts, wended slowly their
homeward way, mourning greatly that one so young and fair, or so old and respected, should
have merited so dire a fate.
But, if the accused person opened the other door, there came forth from it a lady, the most
suitable to his years and station that his majesty could select among his fair subjects, and to
this lady he was immediately married, as a reward of his innocence. It mattered not that he
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might already possess a wife and family, or that his affections might be engaged upon an
object of his own selection; the king allowed no such subordinate arrangements to interfere
with his great scheme of retribution and reward. The exercises, as in the other instance, took
place immediately, and in the arena. Another door opened beneath the king, and a priest,
followed by a band of choristers, and dancing maidens blowing joyous airs on golden horns
and treading an epithalamic measure, advanced to where the pair stood, side by side, and the
wedding was promptly and cheerily solemnized. Then the brass bells rang forth their merry
peals, the people shouted glad hurrahs, and the innocent man, preceded by children strewing
flowers on hi path, led his bride to his home.
This was the king’s semi-barbaric method of administering justice. Its perfect fairness is
obvious. The criminal could not know out of which door would come the lady; he opened
either he pleased, without having the slightest idea whether, in the next instant, he was to be
devoured or married. On some occasions the tiger came out of one door, and on some out of
the other. The decisions of this tribunal were not only fair, they were positively determinate:
the accused person was instantly punished if he found himself guilty, and, if innocent, he was
rewarded on the spot, whether he liked it or not. There was no escape from the judgments of
the king’s arena.
The institution was a very popular one. When the people gathered together on one of the
great trial days, they never knew whether they were to witness a bloody slaughter or a
hilarious wedding. This element of uncertainty lent an interest to the occasion which it could
not otherwise have attained. Thus, the masses were entertained and pleased, and the thinking
part of the community could bring no charge of unfairness against this plan, for did not the
accused person have the whole matter in his own hands?
This semi-barbaric king had a daughter as blooming as his most florid fancies, and with a
soul as fervent and imperious as his own. As is usual in such cases, she was the apple of his
eye, and was loved by him above all humanity. Among his courtiers was a young man of that
fineness of blood and lowness of station common to the conventional heroes of romance who
love royal maidens. This royal maiden was well satisfied with her lover, for he was
handsome and brave to a degree unsurpassed in all this kingdom, and she loved him with an
ardor that had enough of barbarism in it to make it exceedingly warm and strong. This love
affair moved on happily for many months, until one day the king happened to discover its
existence. He did not hesitate nor waver in regard to his duty in the premises. The youth was
immediately cast into prison, and a day was appointed for his trial in the king’s arena. This,
of course, was an especially important occasion, and his majesty, as well as all the people,
was greatly interested in the workings and development of this trial. Never before had such
a case occurred; never before had a subject dared to love the daughter of the king. In after
years such things became commonplace enough, but then they were in no slight degree novel
and startling.
The tiger-cages of the kingdom were searched for the most savage and relentless beasts,
from which the fiercest monster might be selected for the arena; and the ranks of maiden
youth and beauty throughout the land were carefully surveyed by competent judges in order
that the young man might have a fitting bride in case fate did not determine for him a
different destiny. Of course, everybody knew that the deed with which the accused was
charged had been done. He had loved the princess, and neither he, she, nor any one else,
thought of denying the fact; but the king would not think of allowing any fact of this kind to
interfere with the workings of the tribunal in which he took such great delight and
satisfaction. No matter how the affair turned out, the youth would be disposed of, and the
king would take an aesthetic pleasure in watching the course of events, which would

Introduction to the Short Story / 3
determine whether or not the young man had done wrong in allowing himself to love the
princess.
The appointed day arrived. From far and near the people gathered, and thronged the great
galleries of the arena, and crowds, unable to gain admittance, massed themselves against its
outside walls. The king and his court were in their places, opposite the twin doors, those
fateful portals, so terrible in their similarity.
All was ready. The signal was given. A door beneath the royal party opened, and the lover
of the princess walked into the arena. Tall, beautiful, fair, his appearance was greeted with a
low hum of admiration and anxiety. Half the audience had not known so grand a youth had
lived among them. No wonder the princess loved him! What a terrible thing for him to be
there!
As the youth advanced into the arena he turned, as the custom was, to bow to the king, but
he did not think at all of that royal personage. His eyes were fixed upon the princess, who sat
to the right of her father. Had it not been for the moiety of barbarism in her nature, it is
probable that lady would not have been there, but her intense and fervid soul would not
allow her to be absent on an occasion in which she was so terribly interested. From the
moment that the decree had gone forth that her lover should decide his fate in the king’s
arena, she had thought of nothing, night or day, but this great event and the various subjects
connected with it. Possessed of more power, influence, and force of character than any one
who had ever before been interested in such a case, she had done what no other person had
done,—she had possessed herself of the secret of the doors. She knew in which of the two
rooms, that lay behind those doors, stood the cage of the tiger, with its open front, and in
which waited the lady. Through these thick doors, heavily curtained with skins on the inside,
it was impossible that any noise or suggestion should come from within to the person who
should approach to raise the latch of one of them. But gold, and the power of a woman’s will,
had brought the secret to the princess.
And not only did she know in which room stood the lady ready to emerge, all blushing
and radiant, should her door be opened, but she knew who the lady was. It was one of the
fairest and loveliest of the damsels of the court who had been selected as the reward of the
accused youth, should he be proved innocent of the crime of aspiring to one so far above
him; and the princess hated her. Often had she seen, or imagined that she had seen, this fair
creature throwing glances of admiration upon the person of her lover, and sometimes she
thought these glances were perceived, and even returned. Now and then she had seen them
talking together; it was but for a moment or two, but much can be said in a brief space; it may
have been on most unimportant topics, but how could she know that? The girl was lovely,
but she had dared to raise her eyes to the loved one of the princess; and, with all the intensity
of the savage blood transmitted to her through long lines of wholly barbaric ancestors, she
hated the woman who blushed and trembled behind that silent door.
When her lover turned and looked at her, and his eye met hers as she sat there, paler and
whiter than any one in the vast ocean of anxious faces about her, he saw, by that power of
quick perception which is given to those whose souls are one, that she knew behind which
door crouched the tiger, and behind which stood the lady. He had expected her to know it.
He understood her nature, and his soul was assured that she would never rest until she had
made plain to herself this thing, hidden to all other lookers-on, even to the king. The only
hope for the youth in which there was any element of certainty was based upon the success
of the princess in discovering this mystery; and the moment he looked upon her, he saw she
had succeeded, as in his soul he knew she would succeed.
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Then it was that his quick and anxious glance asked the question: “Which?” It was as
plain to her as if he shouted it from where he stood. There was not an instant to be lost. The
question was asked in a flash; it must be answered in another.
Her right arm lay on the cushioned parapet before her. She raised her hand, and made a
slight, quick movement toward the right. No one but her lover saw her. Every eye but his was
fixed on the man in the arena.
He turned, and with a firm and rapid step he walked across the empty space. Every heart
stopped beating, every breath was held, every eye was fixed immovably upon that man.
Without the slightest hesitation, he went to the door on the right, and opened it.
Now, the point of the story is this: Did the tiger come out of that door, or did the lady ?
The more we reflect upon this question, the harder it is to answer. It involves a study of
the human heart which leads us through devious mazes of passion, out of which it is difficult
to find our way. Think of it, fair reader, not as if the decision of the question depended upon
yourself, but upon that hot-blooded, semi-barbaric princess, her soul at a white heat beneath
the combined fires of despair and jealousy. She had lost him, but who should have him?
How often, in her waking hours and in her dreams, had she started in wild horror, and
covered her face with her hands as she thought of her lover opening the door on the other
side of which waited the cruel fangs of the tiger!
But how much oftener had she seen him at the other door! How in her grievous reveries
had she gnashed her teeth, and torn her hair, when she saw his start of rapturous delight as he
opened the door of the lady! How her soul had burned in agony when she had seen him rush
to meet that woman, with her flushing cheek and sparkling eye of triumph; when she had
seen him lead her forth, his whole frame kindled with the joy of recovered life; when she had
heard the glad shouts from the multitude, and the wild ringing of the happy bells; when she
had seen the priest, with his joyous followers, advance to the couple, and make them man
and wife before her very eyes; and when she had seen them walk away together upon their
path of flowers, followed by the tremendous shouts of the hilarious multitude, in which her
one despairing shriek was lost and drowned!
Would it not be better for him to die at once, and go to wait for her in the blessed regions
of semi-barbaric futurity?
And yet, that awful tiger, those shrieks, that blood!
Her decision had been indicated in an instant, but it had been made after days and nights
of anguished deliberation. She had known she would be asked, she had decided what she
would answer, and, without the slightest hesitation, she had moved her hand to the right.
The question of her decision is one not to be lightly considered, and it is not for me to
presume to set myself up as the one person able to answer it. And so I leave it with all of
you: Which came out of the opened door,—the lady, or the tiger?
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Rip Van Winkle
Washington Irving
A posthumous writing of Diedrich Knickerbocker
By Woden, God of Sacons, from whence comes Wednesday, that is Wodensday. Truth is a
thing that ever I will keep unto thylke day in which I creep into my sepulchre—
Cartwright
The following Tale was found among the papers of the late Diedrich Knickerbocker, an
old gentleman of New York, who was very curious in the Dutch history of the province, and
the manners of the descendants from its primitive settlers. His historical researches,
however, did not lie so much among books as among men; for the former are lamentably
scanty on his favorite topics; whereas he found the old burghers, and still more their wives,
rich in that legendary lore, so invaluable to true history. Whenever, therefore, he happened
upon a genuine Dutch family, snugly shut up in its low-roofed farmhouse, under a spreading
sycamore, he looked upon it as a little clasped volume of black-letter, and studied it with the
zeal of a book-worm.
The result of all these researches was a history of the province during the reign of the
Dutch governors, which he published some years since. There have been various opinions as
to the literary character of his work, and, to tell the truth, it is not a whit better than it should
be. Its chief merit is its scrupulous accuracy, which indeed was a little questioned on its first
appearance, but has since been completely established; and it is now admitted into all
historical collections, as a book of unquestionable authority.
The old gentleman died shortly after the publication of his work, and now that he is dead
and gone, it cannot do much harm to his memory to say that his time might have been much
better employed in weightier labors. He, however, was apt to ride his hobby his own way;
and though it did now and then kick up the dust a little in the eyes of his neighbors, and
grieve the spirit of some friends, for whom he felt the truest deference and affection; yet his
errors and follies are remembered “more in sorrow than in anger,” and it begins to be
suspected, that he never intended to injure or offend. But however his memory may be
appreciated by critics, it is still held dear by many folk, whose good opinion is well worth
having; particularly by certain biscuit-bakers, who have gone so far as to imprint his likeness
on their new-year cakes; and have thus given him a chance for immortality, almost equal to
the being stamped on a Waterloo Medal, or a Queen Anne’s Farthing.
*******

W

HOEVER has made a voyage up the Hudson must remember the Kaatskill
mountains. They are a dismembered branch of the great Appalachian family, and
are seen away to the west of the river, swelling up to a noble height, and lording
it over the surrounding country. Every change of season, every change of weather, indeed,
every hour of the day, produces some change in the magical hues and shapes of these
mountains, and they are regarded by all the good wives, far and near, as perfect barometers.
When the weather is fair and settled, they are clothed in blue and purple, and print their bold
outlines on the clear evening sky; but, sometimes, when the rest of the landscape is
cloudless, they will gather a hood of gray vapors about their summits, which, in the last rays
of the setting sun, will glow and light up like a crown of glory.
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At the foot of these fairy mountains, the voyager may have descried the light smoke curling
up from a village, whose shingle-roofs gleam among the trees, just where the blue tints of the
upland melt away into the fresh green of the nearer landscape. It is a little village, of great
antiquity, having been founded by some of the Dutch colonists; in the early times of the
province, just about the beginning of the government of the good Peter Stuyvesant, (may he
rest in peace!) and there were some of the houses of the original settlers standing within a
few years, built of small yellow bricks brought from Holland, having latticed windows and
gable fronts, surmounted with weather-cocks.
In that same village, and in one of these very houses (which, to tell the precise truth, was
sadly time-worn and weather-beaten), there lived many years since, while the country was
yet a province of Great Britain, a simple good-natured fellow, of the name of Rip Van
Winkle. He was a descendant of the Van Winkles who figured so gallantly in the chivalrous
days of Peter Stuyvesant, and accompanied him to the siege of Fort Christina. He inherited,
however, but little of the martial character of his ancestors. I have observed that he was a
simple good-natured man; he was, moreover, a kind neighbor, and an obedient hen-pecked
husband. Indeed, to the latter circumstance might be owing that meekness of spirit which
gained him such universal popularity; for those men are most apt to be obsequious and
conciliating abroad, who are under the discipline of shrews at home. Their tempers,
doubtless, are rendered pliant and malleable in the fiery furnace of domestic tribulation; and
a curtain lecture is worth all the sermons in the world for teaching the virtues of patience and
long-suffering. A termagant wife may, therefore, in some respects, be considered a tolerable
blessing; and if so, Rip Van Winkle was thrice blessed.
Certain it is, that he was a great favorite among all the good wives of the village, who, as
usual, with the amiable sex, took his part in all family squabbles; and never failed, whenever
they talked those matters over in their evening gossipings, to lay all the blame on Dame Van
Winkle. The children of the village, too, would shout with joy whenever he approached. He
assisted at their sports, made their playthings, taught them to fly kites and shoot marbles, and
told them long stories of ghosts, witches, and Indians. Whenever he went dodging about the
village, he was surrounded by a troop of them, hanging on his skirts, clambering on his back,
and playing a thousand tricks on him with impunity; and not a dog would bark at him
throughout the neighborhood.
The great error in Rip’s composition was an insuperable aversion to all kinds of profitable
labor. It could not be from the want of assiduity or perseverance; for he would sit on a wet
rock, with a rod as long and heavy as a Tartar’s lance, and fish all day without a murmur,
even though he should not be encouraged by a single nibble. He would carry a fowling-piece
on his shoulder for hours together, trudging through woods and swamps, and up hill and
down dale, to shoot a few squirrels or wild pigeons. He would never refuse to assist a
neighbor even in the roughest toil, and was a foremost man at all country frolics for husking
Indian corn, or building stone-fences; the women of the village, too, used to employ him to
run their errands, and to do such little odd jobs as their less obliging husbands would not do
for them. In a word Rip was ready to attend to anybody’s business but his own; but as to
doing family duty, and keeping his farm in order, he found it impossible.
In fact, he declared it was of no use to work on his farm; it was the most pestilent little piece
of ground in the whole country; every thing about it went wrong, and would go wrong, in
spite of him. His fences were continually falling to pieces; his cow would either go astray, or
get among the cabbages; weeds were sure to grow quicker in his fields than anywhere else;
the rain always made a point of setting in just as he had some out-door work to do; so that
though his patrimonial estate had dwindled away under his management, acre by acre, until
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there was little more left than a mere patch of Indian corn and potatoes, yet it was the worst
conditioned farm in the neighborhood.
His children, too, were as ragged and wild as if they belonged to nobody. His son Rip, an
urchin begotten in his own likeness, promised to inherit the habits, with the old clothes of his
father. He was generally seen trooping like a colt at his mother’s heels, equipped in a pair of
his father’s cast-off galligaskins, which he had much ado to hold up with one hand, as a fine
lady does her train in bad weather. Rip Van Winkle, however, was one of those happy
mortals, of foolish, well-oiled dispositions, who take the world easy, eat white bread or
brown, whichever can be got with least thought or trouble, and would rather starve on a
penny than work for a pound. If left to himself, he would have whistled life away in perfect
contentment; but his wife kept continually dinning in his ears about his idleness, his
carelessness, and the ruin he was bringing on his family. Morning, noon, and night, her
tongue was incessantly going, and every thing he said or did was sure to produce a torrent of
household eloquence. Rip had but one way of replying to all lectures of the kind, and that, by
frequent use, had grown into a habit. He shrugged his shoulders, shook his head, cast up his
eyes, but said nothing. This, however, always provoked a fresh volley from his wife; so that
he was fain to draw off his forces,and take to the outside of the house—the only side which,
in truth, belongs to a hen-pecked husband.
Rip’s sole domestic adherent was his dog Wolf, who was as much hen-pecked as his
master; for Dame Van Winkle regarded them as companions in idleness, and even looked
upon Wolf with an evil eye, as the cause of his master’s going so often astray. True it is, in
all points of spirit befitting an honorable dog, he was as courageous an animal as ever
scoured the woods—but what courage can withstand the ever-enduring and all-besetting
terrors of a woman’s tongue? The moment Wolf entered the house his crest fell, his tail
dropped to the ground, or curled between his legs, he sneaked about with a gallows air,
casting many a sidelong glance at Dame Van Winkle, and at the least flourish of a
broomstick or ladle, he would run to the door with yelping precipitation.
Times grew worse and worse with Rip Van Winkle as years of matrimony rolled on; a tart
temper never mellows with age, and a sharp tongue is the only edged tool that grows keener
with constant use. For a long while he used to console himself, when driven from home, by
frequenting a kind of perpetual club of the sages, philosophers, and other idle personages of
the village; which held its sessions on a bench before a small inn, designated by a rubicund
portrait of His Majesty George the Third. Here they used to sit in the shade through a long
lazy summer’s day, talking listlessly over village gossip, or telling endless sleepy stories
about nothing. But it would have been worth any statesman’s money to have heard the
profound discussions that sometimes took place, when by chance an old newspaper fell into
their hands from some passing traveler. How solemnly they would listen to the contents, as
drawled out by Derrick Van Bummel, the schoolmaster, a dapper learned little man, who was
not to be daunted by the gigantic words in the dictionary; and how sagely they would
deliberate upon public events some months after they had taken place.
The opinions of this junto were completely controlled by Nicholas Vedder, a patriarch of
the village, and landlord of the inn, at the door of which he took his seat from morning till
night, just moving sufficiently to avoid the sun and keep in the shade of a large tree; so that
the neighbors could tell the hour by his movements as accurately as by a sun-dial. It is true
he was rarely heard to speak, but smoked his pipe incessantly. His adherents, however (for
every great man has his adherents), perfectly understood him, and knew how to gather his
opinions. When any thing that was read or related displeased him, he was observed to smoke
his pipe vehemently; and to send forth short, frequent and angry puffs; but when pleased, he
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would inhale the smoke slowly and tranquilly, and emit it in light and placid clouds; and
sometimes, taking the pipe from his mouth, and letting the fragrant vapor curl about his nose,
would gravely nod his head in token of perfect approbation.
From even this stronghold the unlucky Rip was at length routed by his termagant wife, who
would suddenly break in upon the tranquility of the assemblage and call the members all to
naught; nor was that august personage, Nicholas Vedder himself, sacred from the daring
tongue of this terrible virago, who charged him outright with encouraging her husband in
habits of idleness.
Poor Rip was at last reduced almost to despair; and his only alternative, to escape from the
labor of the farm and clamor of his wife, was to take gun in hand and stroll away into the
woods. Here he would sometimes seat himself at the foot of a tree, and share the contents of
his wallet with Wolf, with whom he sympathized as a fellow-sufferer in persecution. “Poor
Wolf,” he would say, “thy mistress leads thee a dog’s life of it; but never mind, my lad,
whilst I live thou shalt never want a friend to stand by thee!” Wolf would wag his tail, look
wistfully in his master’s face, and if dogs can feel pity I verily believe he reciprocated the
sentiment with all his heart.
In a long ramble of the kind on a fine autumnal day, Rip had unconsciously scrambled to
one of the highest parts of the Kaatskill mountains. He was after his favorite sport of squirrel
shooting, and the still solitudes had echoed and reechoed with the reports of his gun. Panting
and fatigued, he threw himself, late in the afternoon, on a green knoll, covered with
mountain herbage, that crowned the brow of a precipice. From an opening between the trees
he could overlook all the lower country for many a mile of rich woodland. He saw at a
distance the lordly Hudson, far, far below him, moving on its silent but majestic course, with
the reflection of a purple cloud, or the sail of a lagging bark, here and there sleeping on its
glassy bosom, and at last losing itself in the blue highlands.
On the other side he looked down into a deep mountain glen, wild, lonely, and shagged, the
bottom filled with fragments from the impending cliffs, and scarcely lighted by the reflected
rays of the setting sun. For some time Rip lay musing on this scene; evening was gradually
advancing; the mountains began to throw their long blue shadows over the valleys; he saw
that it would be dark long before he could reach the village, and he heaved a heavy sigh
when he thought of encountering the terrors of Dame Van Winkle.
As he was about to descend, he heard a voice from a distance, hallooing, “Rip Van Winkle!
Rip Van Winkle!” He looked round, but could see nothing but a crow winging its solitary
flight across the mountain. He thought his fancy must have deceived him, and turned again
to descend, when he heard the same cry ring through the still evening air; “Rip Van Winkle!
Rip Van Winkle!”—at the same time Wolf bristled up his back, and giving a low growl,
skulked to his master’s side, looking fearfully down into the glen. Rip now felt a vague
apprehension stealing over him; he looked anxiously in the same direction, and perceived a
strange figure slowly toiling up the rocks, and bending under the weight of something he
carried on his back. He was surprised to see any human being in this lonely and unfrequented
place, but supposing it to be some one of the neighborhood in need of his assistance, he
hastened down to yield it.
On nearer approach he was still more surprised at the singularity of the stranger’s
appearance. He was a short square-built old fellow, with thick bushy hair, and a grizzled
beard. His dress was of the antique Dutch fashion—a cloth jerkin strapped round the
waist—several pair of breeches, the outer one of ample volume, decorated with rows of
buttons down the sides, and bunches at the knees. He bore on his shoulder a stout keg, that
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seemed full of liquor, and made signs for Rip to approach and assist him with the load.
Though rather shy and distrustful of this new acquaintance, Rip complied with his usual
alacrity; and mutually relieving one another, they clambered up a narrow gully, apparently
the dry bed of a mountain torrent. As they ascended, Rip every now and then heard long
rolling peals, like distant thunder, that seemed to issue out of a deep ravine, or rather cleft,
between lofty rocks, toward which their rugged path conducted. He paused for an instant, but
supposing it to be the muttering of one of those transient thunder-showers which often take
place in mountain heights, he proceeded. Passing through the ravine, they came to a hollow,
like a small amphitheater, surrounded by perpendicular precipices, over the brinks of which
impending trees shot their branches, so that you only caught glimpses of the azure sky and
the bright evening cloud. During the whole time Rip and his companion had labored on in
silence; for though the former marveled greatly what could be the object of carrying a keg of
liquor up this wild mountain, yet there was something strange and incomprehensible about
the unknown, that inspired awe and checked familiarity.
On entering the amphitheater, new objects of wonder were to be seen. On a level spot in
the center was a company of odd-looking personages playing at nine-pins. They were
dressed in a quaint outlandish fashion; some wore short doublets, others jerkins, with long
knives in their belts, and most of them had enormous breeches, of similar style with that of
the guide’s. Their visages, too, were peculiar: one had a large beard, broad face, and small
piggish eyes: the face of another seemed to consist entirely of nose, and was surmounted by
a white sugar-loaf hat, set off with a little red cock’s tail. They all had beards, of various
shapes and colors. There was one who seemed to be the commander. He was a stout old
gentleman, with a weather-beaten countenance; he wore a laced doublet, broad belt and
hanger, high crowned hat and feather, red stockings, and high-heeled shoes, with roses in
them. The whole group reminded Rip of the figures in an old Flemish painting, in the parlor
of Dominic Van Shaick, the village parson, and which had been brought over from Holland
at the time of the settlement.
What seemed particularly odd to Rip was, that though these folks were evidently amusing
themselves, yet they maintained the gravest faces, the most mysterious silence, and were,
withal, the most melancholy party of pleasure he had ever witnessed. Nothing interrupted the
stillness of the scene but the noise of the balls, which, whenever they were rolled, echoed
along the mountains like rumbling peals of thunder.
As Rip and his companion approached them, they suddenly desisted from their play, and
stared at him with such fixed statue-like gaze, and such strange, uncouth lack-luster
countenances, that his heart turned within him, and his knees smote together. His companion
now emptied the contents of the keg into large flagons; and made signs to him to wait upon
the company. He obeyed with fear and trembling; they quaffed the liquor in profound
silence, and then returned to their game.
By degrees Rip’s awe and apprehension subsided. He even ventured, when no eye was
fixed upon him, to taste the beverage, which he found had much of the flavor of excellent
Hollands. He was naturally a thirsty soul, and was soon tempted to repeat the draught. One
taste provoked another; and he reiterated his visits to the flagon so often that at length his
senses were overpowered, his eyes swam in his head, his head gradually declined, and he fell
into a deep sleep.
On waking, he found himself on the green knoll whence he had first seen the old man of the
glen. He rubbed his eyes—it was a bright sunny morning. The birds were hopping and
twittering among the bushes, and the eagle was wheeling aloft, and breasting the pure
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mountain breeze. “Surely,” thought Rip, “I have not slept here all night.” He recalled the
occurrences before he fell asleep. The strange man with a keg of liquor—the mountain
ravine—the wild retreat among the rocks—the woebegone party at nine-pins—the flagon—
“Oh! that flagon! that wicked flagon!” thought Rip—“what excuse shall I make to Dame
Van Winkle!”
He looked round for his gun, but in place of the clean well-oiled fowling-piece, he found an
old firelock lying by him, the barrel incrusted with rust, the lock falling off, and the stock
worm-eaten. He now suspected that the grave roysters of the mountain had put a trick upon
him, and, having dosed him with liquor, had robbed him of his gun. Wolf, too, had
disappeared, but he might have strayed away after a squirrel or partridge. He whistled after
him and shouted his name, but all in vain; the echoes repeated his whistle and shout, but no
dog was to be seen.
He determined to revisit the scene of the last evening’s gambol, and if he met with any of
the party, to demand his dog and gun. As he rose to walk, he found himself stiff in the joints,
and wanting in his usual activity. “These mountain beds do not agree with me,” thought Rip,
“and if this frolic should lay me up with a bout of the rheumatism, I shall have a blessed time
with Dame Van Winkle.” With some difficulty he got down into the glen: he found the gully
up which he and his companion had ascended the preceding evening; but to his astonishment
a mountain stream was now foaming down it, leaping from rock to rock, and filling the glen
with babbling murmurs. He, however, made shift to scramble up its sides, working his
toilsome way through thickets of birch, sassafras, and witch-hazel, and sometimes tripped up
or entangled by the wild grapevines that twisted their coils or tendrils from tree to tree, and
spread a kind of network in his path.
At length he reached to where the ravine had opened through the cliffs to the amphitheater;
but no traces of such opening remained. The rocks presented a high impenetrable wall over
which the torrent came tumbling in a sheet of feathery foam, and fell into a broad deep basin,
black from the shadows of the surrounding forest. Here, then, poor Rip was brought to a
stand. He again called and whistled after his dog; he was only answered by the cawing of a
flock of idle crows, sporting high in air about a dry tree that overhung a sunny precipice; and
who, secure in their elevation, seemed to look down and scoff at the poor man’s perplexities.
What was to be done? the morning was passing away, and Rip felt famished for want of his
breakfast. He grieved to give up his dog and gun; he dreaded to meet his wife; but it would
not do to starve among the mountains. He shook his head, shouldered the rusty firelock, and,
with a heart full of trouble and anxiety, turned his steps homeward.
As he approached the village he met a number of people, but none whom he knew, which
somewhat surprised him, for he had thought himself acquainted with every one in the
country round. Their dress, too, was of a different fashion from that to which he was
accustomed. They all stared at him with equal marks of surprise, and whenever they cast
their eyes upon him, invariably stroked their chins. The constant recurrence of this gesture
induced Rip, involuntarily, to do the same, when, to his astonishment, he found his beard had
grown a foot long!
He had now entered the skirts of the village. A troop of strange children ran at his heels,
hooting after him, and pointing at his gray beard. The dogs, too, not one of which he
recognized for an old acquaintance, barked at him as he passed. The very village was altered;
it was larger and more populous. There were rows of houses which he had never seen before,
and those which had been his familiar haunts had disappeared. Strange names were over the
doors—strange faces at the windows every thing was strange. His mind now misgave him;
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he began to doubt whether both he and the world around him were not bewitched. Surely this
was his native village which he had left but the day before. There stood the Kaatskill
mountains—there ran the silver Hudson at a distance—there was every hill and dale
precisely as it had always been—Rip was sorely perplexed—“that flagon last night,” thought
he, “has addled my poor head sadly!”
It was with some difficulty that he found his way to his own house, which he approached
with silent awe, expecting every moment to hear the shrill voice of Dame Van Winkle. He
found the house gone to decay—the roof fallen in, the windows shattered, and the doors off
the hinges. A half-starved dog that looked like Wolf was sulking about it. Rip called him by
name, but the cur snarled, showed his teeth, and passed on. This was an unkind cut
indeed—“My very dog,” sighed poor Rip, “has forgotten me!”
He entered the house, which, to tell the truth, Dame Van Winkle had always kept in neat
order. It was empty, forlorn, and apparently abandoned. This desolateness overcame all his
connubial feats—he called loudly for his wife and children—the lonely chambers rang for a
moment with his voice, and then all again was silence.
He now hurried forth, and hastened to his old resort, the village inn—but it too was gone. A
large rickety wooden building stood in its place, with great gaping windows, some of them
broken and mended with old hats and petticoats, and over the door was painted, “the Union
Hotel, by Jonathan Doolittle.” Instead of the great tree that used to shelter the quiet little
Dutch inn of yore, there now was reared a tall naked pole, with something on the top that
looked like a red night-cap, and from it was fluttering a flag, on which was a singular
assemblage of stars and stripes—all this was strange and incomprehensible.” He recognized
on the sign, however, the ruby face of King George, under which he had smoked so many a
peaceful pipe; but even this was singularly metamorphosed. The red coat was changed for
one of blue and buff,” a sword was held in the hand instead of a scepter, the head was
decorated with a cocked hat, and underneath was painted in large characters, GENERAL
WASHINGTON.
There was, as usual, a crowd of folk about the door, but none that Rip recollected. The very
character of the people seemed changed. There was a busy, bustling, disputatious tone about
it, instead of the accustomed phlegm and drowsy tranquillity. He looked in vain for the sage
Nicholas Vedder, with his broad face, double chin, and fair long pipe, uttering clouds of
tobacco-smoke instead of idle speeches; or Van Bummel, the schoolmaster doling forth the
contents of an ancient newspaper. In place of these, a lean, bilious-looking fellow, with his
pockets full of handbills, was haranguing vehemently about rights of citizens—elections—
members of congress—liberty—Bunker’s Hill—heroes of seventy-six—and other words,
which were a perfect Babylonish jargon to the bewildered Van Winkle.
The appearance of Rip, with his long grizzled beard, his rusty fowling-piece, his uncouth
dress, and an army of women and children at his heels, soon attracted the attention of the
tavern politicians. They crowded around him, eyeing him from head to foot with great
curiosity. The orator bustled up to him, and, drawing him partly aside, inquired “on which
side he voted?” Rip stared in vacant stupidity. Another short but busy little fellow pulled him
by the arm, and, rising on tiptoe, inquired in his ear, “Whether he was Federal or Democrat?”
Rip was equally at a loss to comprehend the question; when a knowing, self-important old
gentleman, in a sharp cocked hat, made his way through the crowd, putting them to the right
and left with his elbows as he passed, and planting himself before Van Winkle, with one arm
akimbo, the other resting on his cane, his keen eyes and sharp hat penetrating, as it were, into
his very soul, demanded in an austere tone, “what brought him to the election with a gun on
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his shoulder, and a mob at his heels, and whether he meant to breed a riot in the
village?”—“Alas! gentlemen,” cried Rip, somewhat dismayed, “I am a poor quiet man, a
native of the place, and a loyal subject of the king, God bless him!”
Here a general shout burst from the by-standers—“A Tory! a Tory! a spy! a refugee! hustle
him! away with him!” It was with great difficulty that the self-important man in the cocked
hat restored order; and, having assumed a tenfold austerity of brow, demanded again of the
unknown culprit, what he came there for, and whom he was seeking? The poor man humbly
assured him that he meant no harm, but merely came there in search of some of his
neighbors, who used to keep about the tavern.
“Well—who are they—name them.”
Rip bethought himself a moment, and inquired, “Where’s Nicholas Vedder?”
There was a silence for a little while, when an old man replied, in a thin piping voice,
“Nicholas Vedder! why, he is dead and gone these eighteen years! There was a wooden
tombstone in the church-yard that used to tell all about him, but that’s rotten and gone too.”
“Where’s Brom Dutcher?”
“Oh, he went off to the army in the beginning of the war; some say he was killed at the
storming of Stony Point—others say he was drowned in a squall at the foot of Antony’s
Nose. I don’t know—he never came back again.”
“Where’s Van Bummel, the schoolmaster?”
“He went off to the wars too, was a great militia general, and is now in congress.”
Rip’s heart died away at hearing of these sad changes in his home and friends, and finding
himself thus alone in the world. Every answer puzzled him too, by treating of such enormous
lapses of time, and of matters which he could not understand: war—congress—Stony
Point,—he had no courage to ask after any more friends, but cried out in despair, “Does
nobody here know Rip Van Winkle?”
“Oh, Rip Van Winkle!” exclaimed two or three, “Oh, to be sure! that’s Rip Van Winkle
yonder, leaning against the tree.”
Rip looked, and beheld a precise counterpart of himself, as he went up to the mountain:
apparently as lazy, and certainly as ragged. The poor fellow was now completely
confounded. He doubted his own identity, and whether he was himself or another man. In the
midst of his bewilderment, the man in the cocked hat demanded who he was, and what was
his name?
“God knows,” exclaimed he, at his wit’s end; “I’m not myself—I’m somebody else—that’s
me yonder—no—that’s somebody else got into my shoes—I was myself last night, but I fell
asleep on the mountain, and they’ve changed my gun, and every thing’s changed, and I’m
changed, and I can’t tell what’s my name, or who I am!”
The by-standers began now to look at each other, nod, wink significantly, and tap their
fingers against their foreheads. There was a whisper, also, about securing the gun, and
keeping the old fellow from doing mischief, at the very suggestion of which the selfimportant man in the cocked hat retired with some precipitation. At this critical moment a
fresh comely woman pressed through the throng to get a peep at the gray-bearded man. She
had a chubby child in her arms, which, frightened at his looks, began to cry. “Hush, Rip,”
cried she, “hush, you little fool; the old man won’t hurt you.” The name of the child, the air
of the mother, the tone of her voice, all awakened a train of recollections in his mind. “What
is your name, my good woman?” asked he.
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“Judith Gardenier.”
“And your father’s name?”
“Ah, poor man, Rip Van Winkle was his name, but it’s twenty years since he went away
from home with his gun, and never has been heard of since—his dog came home without
him; but whether he shot himself, or was carried away by the Indians, nobody can tell. I was
then but a little girl.”
Rip had but one question more to ask; but he put it with a faltering voice:
“Where’s your mother?”
“Oh, she too had died but a short time since; she broke a blood-vessel in a fit of passion at
a New-England peddler.”
There was a drop of comfort, at least, in this intelligence. The honest man could contain
himself no longer. He caught his daughter and her child in his arms. “I’m your father!” cried
he—“Young Rip Van Winkle once—old Rip Van Winkle now!—Does nobody know poor
Rip Van Winkle?”
All stood amazed, until an old woman, tottering out from among the crowd, put her hand to
her brow, and peering under it in his face for a moment, exclaimed, “Sure enough! it is Rip
Van Winkle—it is himself! Welcome home again, old neighbor—Why, where have you
been these twenty long years?”
Rip’s story was soon told, for the whole twenty years had been to him but as one night. The
neighbors stared when they heard it; some were seen to wink at each other, and put their
tongues in their cheeks: and the self-important man in the cocked hat, who, when the alarm
was over, had returned to the field, screwed down the corners of his mouth, and shook his
head—upon which there was a general shaking of the head throughout the assemblage.
It was determined, however, to take the opinion of old Peter Vanderdonk, who was seen
slowly advancing up the road. He was a descendant of the historian of that name, who wrote
one of the earliest accounts of the province. Peter was the most ancient inhabitant of the
village, and well versed in all the wonderful events and traditions of the neighborhood. He
recollected Rip at once, and corroborated his story in the most satisfactory manner. He
assured the company that it was a fact, handed down from his ancestor the historian, that the
Kaatskill mountains had always been haunted by strange beings. That it was affirmed that
the great Hendrick Hudson, the first discoverer of the river and country, kept a kind of vigil
there every twenty years, with his crew of the Half-moon; being permitted in this way to
revisit the scenes of his enterprise, and keep a guardian eye upon the river, and the great city
called by his name. That his father had once seen them in their old Dutch dresses playing at
nine-pins in the hollow of the mountain; and that he himself had heard, one summer
afternoon, the sound of their balls, like distant peals of thunder.
To make a long story short, the company broke up, and returned to the more important
concerns of the election. Rip’s daughter took him home to live with her; she had a snug,
well-furnished house, and a stout cheery farmer for a husband, whom Rip recollected for one
of the urchins that used to climb upon his back. As to Rip’s son and heir, who was the ditto
of himself, seen leaning against the tree, he was employed to work on the farm; but evinced
an hereditary disposition to attend to any thing else but his business.
Rip now resumed his old walks and habits; he soon found many of his former cronies,
though all rather the worse for the wear and tear of time; and preferred making friends
among the rising generation, with whom he soon grew into great favor.
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Having nothing to do at home, and being arrived at that happy age when a man can be idle
with impunity, he took his place once more on the bench at the inn door, and was reverenced
as one of the patriarchs of the village, and a chronicle of the old times “before the war.” It
was some time before he could get into the regular track of gossip, or could be made to
comprehend the strange events that had taken place during his torpor. How that there had
been a revolutionary war—that the country had thrown off the yoke of old England—and
that, instead of being a subject of his majesty George the Third, he was now a free citizen of
the United States. Rip, in fact, was no politician; the changes of states and empires made but
little impression on him; but there was one species of despotism under which he had long
groaned, and that was petticoat government. Happily that was at an end; he had got his neck
out of the yoke of matrimony, and could go in and out whenever he pleased, without
dreading the tyranny of Dame Van Winkle. Whenever her name was mentioned, however, he
shook his head, shrugged his shoulders, and cast up his eyes; which might pass either for an
expression of resignation to his fate, or joy at his deliverance.
He used to tell his story to every stranger that arrived at Mr. Doolittle’s hotel. He was
observed, at first, to vary on some points every time he told it, which was, doubtless, owing
to his having so recently awaked. It at last settled down precisely to the tale I have related,
and not a man, woman, or child in the neighborhood, but knew it by heart. Some always
pretended to doubt the reality of it, and insisted that Rip had been out of his head, and that
this was one point on which he always remained flighty. The old Dutch inhabitants,
however, almost universally gave it full credit. Even to this day they never hear a
thunderstorm of a summer afternoon about the Kaatskill, but they say Hendrick Hudson and
his crew are at their game of nine-pins; and it is a common wish of all henpecked husbands
in the neighborhood, when life hangs heavy on their hands, that they might have a quieting
draught out of Rip Van Winkle’s flagon.
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Hop-Frog

I

Edgar Allan Poe

NEVER knew anyone so keenly alive to a joke as the king was. He seemed to live only
for joking. To tell a good story of the joke kind, and to tell it well, was the surest road to
his favor. Thus it happened that his seven ministers were all noted for their
accomplishments as jokers. They all took after the king, too, in being large, corpulent, oily
men, as well as inimitable jokers. Whether people grow fat by joking, or whether there is
something in fat itself which predisposes to a joke, I have never been quite able to determine;
but certain it is that a lean joker is a rara avis in terris.
About the refinements, or, as he called them, the ‘ghost’ of wit, the king troubled himself
very little. He had an especial admiration for breadth in a jest, and would often put up with
length, for the sake of it. Over-niceties wearied him. He would have preferred Rabelais’
Gargantua to the Zadig of Voltaire: and, upon the whole, practical jokes suited his taste far
better than verbal ones.
At the date of my narrative, professing jesters had not altogether gone out of fashion at
court. Several of the great continental ‘powers’ still retain their ‘fools,’ who wore motley,
with caps and bells, and who were expected to be always ready with sharp witticisms, at a
moment’s notice, in consideration of the crumbs that fell from the royal table.
Our king, as a matter of course, retained his ‘fool.’ The fact is, he required something in
the way of folly—if only to counterbalance the heavy wisdom of the seven wise men who
were his ministers—not to mention himself. His fool, or professional jester, was not only a
fool, however. His value was trebled in the eyes of the king, by the fact of his being also a
dwarf and a cripple. Dwarfs were as common at court, in those days, as fools; and many
monarchs would have found it difficult to get through their days (days are rather longer at
court than elsewhere) without both a jester to laugh with, and a dwarf to laugh at. But, as I
have already observed, your jesters, in ninety-nine cases out of a hundred, are fat, round, and
unwieldy—so that it was no small source of self-gratulation with our king that, in Hop-Frog
(this was the fool’s name), he possessed a triplicate treasure in one person.
I believe the name ‘Hop-Frog’ was not that given to the dwarf by his sponsors at baptism,
but it was conferred upon him, by general consent of the several ministers, on account of his
inability to walk as other men do. In fact, Hop-Frog could only get along by a sort of
interjectional gait—something between a leap and a wriggle—a movement that afforded
illimitable amusement, and of course consolation, to the king, for (notwithstanding the
protuberance of his stomach and a constitutional swelling of the head) the king, by his whole
court, was accounted a capital figure.
But although Hop-Frog, through the distortion of his legs, could move only with great
pain and difficulty along a road or floor, the prodigious muscular power which nature
seemed to have bestowed upon his arms, by way of compensation for deficiency in the lower
limbs, enabled him to perform many feats of wonderful dexterity, where trees or ropes were
in question, or any thing else to climb. At such exercises he certainly much more resembled
a squirrel, or a small monkey, than a frog.
I am not able to say, with precision, from what country Hop-Frog originally came. It was
from some barbarous region, however, that no person ever heard of—a vast distance from
the court of our king. Hop-Frog, and a young girl very little less dwarfish than himself
(although of exquisite proportions, and a marvellous dancer), had been forcibly carried off
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from their respective homes in adjoining provinces, and sent as presents to the king, by one
of his ever-victorious generals.
Under these circumstances, it is not to be wondered at that a close intimacy arose between
the two little captives. Indeed, they soon became sworn friends. Hop-Frog, who, although he
made a great deal of sport, was by no means popular, had it not in his power to render
Trippetta many services; but she, on account of her grace and exquisite beauty (although a
dwarf), was universally admired and petted; so she possessed much influence; and never
failed to use it, whenever she could, for the benefit of Hop-Frog.
On some grand state occasion—I forgot what—the king determined to have a
masquerade, and whenever a masquerade or any thing of that kind, occurred at our court,
then the talents, both of Hop-Frog and Trippetta were sure to be called into play. Hop-Frog,
in especial, was so inventive in the way of getting up pageants, suggesting novel characters,
and arranging costumes, for masked balls, that nothing could be done, it seems, without his
assistance.
The night appointed for the fete had arrived. A gorgeous hall had been fitted up, under
Trippetta’s eye, with every kind of device which could possibly give éclat to a masquerade.
The whole court was in a fever of expectation. As for costumes and characters, it might well
be supposed that everybody had come to a decision on such points. Many had made up their
minds (as to what roles they should assume) a week, or even a month, in advance; and, in
fact, there was not a particle of indecision anywhere—except in the case of the king and his
seven ministers. Why they hesitated I never could tell, unless they did it by way of a joke.
More probably, they found it difficult, on account of being so fat, to make up their minds. At
all events, time flew; and, as a last resort they sent for Trippetta and Hop-Frog.
When the two little friends obeyed the summons of the king they found him sitting at his
wine with the seven members of his cabinet council; but the monarch appeared to be in a
very ill humor. He knew that Hop-Frog was not fond of wine, for it excited the poor cripple
almost to madness; and madness is no comfortable feeling. But the king loved his practical
jokes, and took pleasure in forcing Hop-Frog to drink and (as the king called it) ‘to be
merry.’
“Come here, Hop-Frog,” said he, as the jester and his friend entered the room; “swallow
this bumper to the health of your absent friends, [here Hop-Frog sighed,] and then let us have
the benefit of your invention. We want characters—characters, man—something novel—out
of the way. We are wearied with this everlasting sameness. Come, drink! the wine will
brighten your wits.”
Hop-Frog endeavored, as usual, to get up a jest in reply to these advances from the king;
but the effort was too much. It happened to be the poor dwarf’s birthday, and the command
to drink to his ‘absent friends’ forced the tears to his eyes. Many large, bitter drops fell into
the goblet as he took it, humbly, from the hand of the tyrant.
“Ah! ha! ha!” roared the latter, as the dwarf reluctantly drained the beaker.—“See what a
glass of good wine can do! Why, your eyes are shining already!”
Poor fellow! his large eyes gleamed, rather than shone; for the effect of wine on his
excitable brain was not more powerful than instantaneous. He placed the goblet nervously on
the table, and looked round upon the company with a half—insane stare. They all seemed
highly amused at the success of the king’s ‘joke.’
“And now to business,” said the prime minister, a very fat man.
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“Yes,” said the King; “Come lend us your assistance. Characters, my fine fellow; we
stand in need of characters—all of us—ha! ha! ha!” and as this was seriously meant for a
joke, his laugh was chorused by the seven.
Hop-Frog also laughed although feebly and somewhat vacantly.
“Come, come,” said the king, impatiently, “have you nothing to suggest?”
“I am endeavoring to think of something novel,” replied the dwarf, abstractedly, for he
was quite bewildered by the wine.
“Endeavoring!” cried the tyrant, fiercely; “what do you mean by that? Ah, I perceive. You
are sulky, and want more wine. Here, drink this!” and he poured out another goblet full and
offered it to the cripple, who merely gazed at it, gasping for breath.
“Drink, I say!” shouted the monster, “or by the fiends—”
The dwarf hesitated. The king grew purple with rage. The courtiers smirked.
Trippetta, pale as a corpse, advanced to the monarch’s seat, and, falling on her knees
before him, implored him to spare her friend. The tyrant regarded her, for some moments, in
evident wonder at her audacity. He seemed quite at a loss what to do or say—how most
becomingly to express his indignation. At last, without uttering a syllable, he pushed her
violently from him, and threw the contents of the brimming goblet in her face.
The poor girl got up the best she could, and, not daring even to sigh, resumed her position
at the foot of the table.
There was a dead silence for about half a minute, during which the falling of a leaf, or of
a feather, might have been heard. It was interrupted by a low, but harsh and protracted
grating sound which seemed to come at once from every corner of the room.
“What—what—what are you making that noise for?” demanded the king, turning
furiously to the dwarf.
The latter seemed to have recovered, in great measure, from his intoxication, and looking
fixedly but quietly into the tyrant’s face, merely ejaculated:
“I—I? How could it have been me?”
“The sound appeared to come from without,” observed one of the courtiers. “I fancy it
was the parrot at the window, whetting his bill upon his cage-wires.”
“True,” replied the monarch, as if much relieved by the suggestion; “but, on the honor of
a knight, I could have sworn that it was the gritting of this vagabond’s teeth.”
Hereupon the dwarf laughed (the king was too confirmed a joker to object to any one’s
laughing), and displayed a set of large, powerful, and very repulsive teeth. Moreover, he
avowed his perfect willingness to swallow as much wine as desired. The monarch was
pacified; and having drained another bumper with no very perceptible ill effect, Hop-Frog
entered at once, and with spirit, into the plans for the masquerade.
“I cannot tell what was the association of idea,” observed he, very tranquilly, and as if he
had never tasted wine in his life, “but just after your majesty, had struck the girl and thrown
the wine in her face—just after your majesty had done this, and while the parrot was making
that odd noise outside the window, there came into my mind a capital diversion—one of my
own country frolics—often enacted among us, at our masquerades: but here it will be new
altogether. Unfortunately, however, it requires a company of eight persons and—”
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“Here we are!” cried the king, laughing at his acute discovery of the coincidence; “eight
to a fraction—I and my seven ministers. Come! what is the diversion?”
“We call it,” replied the cripple, “the Eight Chained Ourang-Outangs, and it really is
excellent sport if well enacted.”
“We will enact it,” remarked the king, drawing himself up, and lowering his eyelids.
“The beauty of the game,” continued Hop-Frog, “lies in the fright it occasions among the
women.”
“Capital!” roared in chorus the monarch and his ministry.
“I will equip you as ourang-outangs,” proceeded the dwarf; “leave all that to me. The
resemblance shall be so striking, that the company of masqueraders will take you for real
beasts—and of course, they will be as much terrified as astonished.”
“Oh, this is exquisite!” exclaimed the king. “Hop-Frog! I will make a man of you.”
“The chains are for the purpose of increasing the confusion by their jangling. You are
supposed to have escaped, en masse, from your keepers. Your majesty cannot conceive the
effect produced, at a masquerade, by eight chained ourang-outangs, imagined to be real ones
by most of the company; and rushing in with savage cries, among the crowd of delicately and
gorgeously habited men and women. The contrast is inimitable!”
“It must be,” said the king: and the council arose hurriedly (as it was growing late), to put
in execution the scheme of Hop-Frog.
His mode of equipping the party as ourang-outangs was very simple, but effective enough
for his purposes. The animals in question had, at the epoch of my story, very rarely been seen
in any part of the civilized world; and as the imitations made by the dwarf were sufficiently
beast-like and more than sufficiently hideous, their truthfulness to nature was thus thought to
be secured.
The king and his ministers were first encased in tight-fitting stockinet shirts and drawers.
They were then saturated with tar. At this stage of the process, some one of the party
suggested feathers; but the suggestion was at once overruled by the dwarf, who soon
convinced the eight, by ocular demonstration, that the hair of such a brute as the ourangoutang was much more efficiently represented by fur. A thick coating of the latter was
accordingly plastered upon the coating of tar. A long chain was now procured. First, it was
passed about the waist of the king, and tied, then about another of the party, and also tied;
then about all successively, in the same manner. When this chaining arrangement was
complete, and the party stood as far apart from each other as possible, they formed a circle;
and to make all things appear natural, Hop-Frog passed the residue of the chain in two
diameters, at right angles, across the circle, after the fashion adopted, at the present day, by
those who capture Chimpanzees, or he large apes, in Borneo.
The grand saloon in which the masquerade was to take place, was a circular room, very
lofty, and receiving the light of the sun only through a single window at top. At night (the
season for which the apartment was especially designed) it was illuminated principally by a
large chandelier, depending by a chain from the centre of the sky-light, and lowered, or
elevated, by means of a counter-balance as usual; but (in order not to look unsightly) this
latter passed outside the cupola and over the roof.
The arrangements of the room had been left to Trippetta’s superintendence; but, in some
particulars, it seems, she had been guided by the calmer judgment of her friend the dwarf. At
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his suggestion it was that, on this occasion, the chandelier was removed. Its waxen drippings
(which, in weather so warm, it was quite impossible to prevent) would have been seriously
detrimental to the rich dresses of the guests, who, on account of the crowded state of the
saloon, could not all be expected to keep from out its centre; that is to say, from under the
chandelier. Additional sconces were set in various parts of the hall, out of the way, and a
flambeau, emitting sweet odor, was placed in the right hand of each of the Caryaides
[Caryatides] that stood against the wall—some fifty or sixty altogether.
The eight ourang-outangs, taking Hop-Frog’s advice, waited patiently until midnight
(when the room was thoroughly filled with masqueraders) before making their appearance.
No sooner had the clock ceased striking, however, than they rushed, or rather rolled in, all
together—for the impediments of their chains caused most of the party to fall, and all to
stumble as they entered.
The excitement among the masqueraders was prodigious, and filled the heart of the king
with glee. As had been anticipated, there were not a few of the guests who supposed the
ferocious-looking creatures to be beasts of some kind in reality, if not precisely ourangoutangs. Many of the women swooned with affright; and had not the king taken the
precaution to exclude all weapons from the saloon, his party might soon have expiated their
frolic in their blood. As it was, a general rush was made for the doors; but the king had
ordered them to be locked immediately upon his entrance; and, at the dwarf’s suggestion, the
keys had been deposited with him.
While the tumult was at its height, and each masquerader attentive only to his own safety
(for, in fact, there was much real danger from the pressure of the excited crowd), the chain
by which the chandelier ordinarily hung, and which had been drawn up on its removal, might
have been seen very gradually to descend, until its hooked extremity came within three feet
of the floor.
Soon after this, the king and his seven friends having reeled about the hall in all
directions, found themselves, at length, in its centre, and, of course, in immediate contact
with the chain. While they were thus situated, the dwarf, who had followed noiselessly at
their heels, inciting them to keep up the commotion, took hold of their own chain at the
intersection of the two portions which crossed the circle diametrically and at right angles.
Here, with the rapidity of thought, he inserted the hook from which the chandelier had been
wont to depend; and, in an instant, by some unseen agency, the chandelier-chain was drawn
so far upward as to take the hook out of reach, and, as an inevitable consequence, to drag the
ourang-outangs together in close connection, and face to face.
The masqueraders, by this time, had recovered, in some measure, from their alarm; and,
beginning to regard the whole matter as a well-contrived pleasantry, set up a loud shout of
laughter at the predicament of the apes.
“Leave them to me!” now screamed Hop-Frog, his shrill voice making itself easily heard
through all the din. “Leave them to me. I fancy I know them. If I can only get a good look at
them, I can soon tell who they are.”
Here, scrambling over the heads of the crowd, he managed to get to the wall; when,
seizing a flambeau from one of the Caryaides [Caryatides], he returned, as he went, to the
centre of the room—leaping, with the agility of a monkey, upon the king’s head, and thence
clambered a few feet up the chain; holding down the torch to examine the group of
ourang-outangs, and still screaming: “I shall soon find out who they are!”
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And now, while the whole assembly (the apes included) were convulsed with laughter,
the jester suddenly uttered a shrill whistle; when the chain flew violently up for about thirty
feet—dragging with it the dismayed and struggling ourang-outangs, and leaving them
suspended in mid-air between the sky-light and the floor. Hop-Frog, clinging to the chain as
it rose, still maintained his relative position in respect to the eight maskers, and still (as if
nothing were the matter) continued to thrust his torch down toward them, as though
endeavoring to discover who they were.
So thoroughly astonished was the whole company at this ascent, that a dead silence, of
about a minute’s duration, ensued. It was broken by just such a low, harsh, grating sound, as
had before attracted the attention of the king and his councillors when the former threw the
wine in the face of Trippetta. But, on the present occasion, there could be no question as to
whence the sound issued. It came from the fang-like teeth of the dwarf, who ground them
and gnashed them as he foamed at the mouth, and glared, with an expression of maniacal
rage, into the upturned countenances of the king and his seven companions.
“Ah, ha!” said at length the infuriated jester. “Ah, ha! I begin to see who these people are
now!” Here, pretending to scrutinize the king more closely, he held the flambeau to the
flaxen coat which enveloped him, and which instantly burst into a sheet of vivid flame. In
less than half a minute the whole eight ourang-outangs were blazing fiercely, amid the
shrieks of the multitude who gazed at them from below, horror-stricken, and without the
power to render them the slightest assistance.
At length the flames, suddenly increasing in virulence, forced the jester to climb higher up
the chain, to be out of their reach; and, as he made this movement, the crowd again sank, for
a brief instant, into silence.
The dwarf seized his opportunity, and once more spoke: “I now see distinctly,” he said,
“what manner of people these maskers are. They are a great king and his seven privycouncillors,—a king who does not scruple to strike a defenceless girl and his seven
councillors who abet him in the outrage. As for myself, I am simply Hop-Frog, the
jester—and this is my last jest.”
Owing to the high combustibility of both the flax and the tar to which it adhered, the
dwarf had scarcely made an end of his brief speech before the work of vengeance was
complete. The eight corpses swung in their chains, a fetid, blackened, hideous, and
indistinguishable mass. The cripple hurled his torch at them, clambered leisurely to the
ceiling, and disappeared through the sky-light.
It is supposed that Trippetta, stationed on the roof of the saloon, had been the accomplice
of her friend in his fiery revenge, and that, together, they effected their escape to their own
country: for neither was seen again.
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The Fight
from Georgia Scenes
Augustus Baldwin Longstreet
N the younger days of the Republic there lived in the county of ———, two men, who
were admitted on all hands to be the very best men in the county; which, in the Georgia
vocabulary, means they could flog any other two men in the county. Each, through many
a hard fought battle, had acquired the mastery of his own battalion [in the militia]; but they
lived on opposite sides of the Courthouse, and in different battalions: consequently, they
were but seldom thrown together. When they met, however, they were always very friendly;
indeed, at their first interview, they seemed to conceive a wonderful attachment to each
other, which rather increased than diminished as they became better acquainted; so that, but
for the circumstance which I am about to mention, the question, which had been a thousand
time, asked, “Which is the best man, Billy Stallions (Stallings) or Bob Durham?” would
probably never have been answered.

I

Billy ruled the upper battalion and Bob the lower. The former measured six feet and an
inch in his stockings, and, without a single pound of cumbrous flesh about him, weighed a
hundred and eighty. The latter was an inch shorter than his rival, and ten pounds lighter; but
he was much the most active of the two. In running and jumping he had but few equals in the
county, and in wrestling, not one. In other respects they were nearly equal. Both were
admirable specimens of human nature in its finest form. Billy’s victories had generally been
achieved by the tremendous power of his blows, one of which had often proved decisive of
his battles; Bob’s, by his adroitness in bringing his adversary to the ground. This advantage
he had never failed to gain at the onset, and, when gained he never failed to improve it to the
defeat of his adversary. These points of difference have involved the reader in a doubt as to
the probable issue of a contest between them. It was not so, however, with the two battalions.
Neither had the least difficulty in determining the point by the most natural and irresistible
deductions a’ priori; and though, by the same course of reasoning, they arrived at directly
opposite conclusions, neither felt its confidence in the least shaken by this circumstance. The
upper battalion swore “that Billy only wanted one lick at him to knock his heart, liver, and
lights out of him, and if he got two at him, he’d knock him into a cocked hat.” The lower
battalion retorted, “that he wouldn’t have time to double his fist before Bob would put his
head where his feet ought to be; and that, by the time he hit the ground, the meat would fly
off his face so quick, that people would think it was shook off by the fall.” These disputes
often led to the argumentum ad hominem, but with such equality of success on both sides as
to leave the main question just where they found it. They usually ended, however, in the
common way, with a bet; and many a quart of old Jamaica (whiskey had not then supplanted
rum) were staked upon the issue. Still, greatly to the annoyance of the curious, Billy and Bob
continued to be good friends.
Now there happened to reside in the county just alluded to a little fellow by the name of
Ransy Sniffle: a sprout of Richmond, who, in his earlier days, had fed copiously upon red
clay and blackberries. This diet had given to Ransy a complexion that a corpse would have
disdained to own, and an abdominal rotundity that was quite unprepossessing. Long spells of
the fever and ague, too, in Ransy’s youth, had conspired with clay and blackberries to throw
him quite out of the order of nature. His shoulders were fleshless and elevated; his head large
and flat; his neck slim and translucent; and his arms, hands, fingers, and feet were lengthened
out of all proportion to the rest of his frame. His joints were large and his limbs small; and as
for flesh, he could not, with propriety, be said to have any. Those parts which nature usually
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supplies with the most of this article, the calves of the legs, for example presented in him the
appearance of so many well-drawn blisters. His height was just five feet nothing; and his
average weight in blackberry season, ninety-five. I have been thus particular in describing
him, for the purpose of showing what a great matter a little fire sometimes kindleth. There
was nothing on this earth which delighted Ransy so much as a fight. He never seemed fairly
alive except when he was witnessing, fomenting, or talking about a fight. Then, indeed, his
deep-sunken gray eyes assumed something of a living fire, and his tongue acquired a
volubility that bordered upon eloquence. Ransy had been kept for more than a year in the
most torturing suspense as to the comparative manhood of Billy Stallings and Bob Durham.
He had resorted to all his usual expedients to bring them in collision, and had entirely failed.
He had faithfully reported to Bob all that had been said by the people in the upper battalion
“agin him,” and “he was sure Billy Stallings started it. He heard Billy say himself to Jim
Brown, that he could whip him, or any other man in his battalion;” and this he told to Bob;
adding, “Dod darn his soul, if he was a little bigger, if he’d let any man put upon his battalion
in such a way.” Bob replied, “If he (Stallings) thought so, he’d better come and try it.” This
Ransy carried to Billy, and delivered it with a spirit becoming his own dignity and the
character of his battalion, and with a colouring well calculated to give it effect. These, and
many other schemes which Ransy laid for the gratification of his curiosity, entirely failed of
their object. Billy and Bob continued friends, and Ransy had began to lapse into the most
tantalizing and hopeless despair, when a circumstance occurred which led to a settlement of
the long-disputed question.
It is said that a hundred gamecocks will live in perfect harmony together if you do not put
a hen with them; and so it would have been with Billy and Bob, had there been no women in
the world. But there were women in the world, and from them each of our heroes had taken
to himself a wife. The good ladies were no strangers to the prowess of their husbands, and,
strange as it may seem, they presumed a little upon it.
The two battalions had met at the Courthouse upon a regimental parade. The two
champions were there, and their wives had accompanied them. Neither knew the other’s
lady, nor were the ladies known to each other. The exercises of the day were just over, when
Mrs. Stallings and Mrs. Durham stepped simultaneously into the store of Zephaniah Atwater,
from “down east.”
“Have you any Turkey-red?” said Mrs. S.
“Have you any curtain calico?” said Mrs. D. at the same moment.
“Yes, ladies,” said Mr. Atwater, “I have both.”
“Then help me first,” said Mrs. D., “for I’m in a hurry.”
“I’m in as great a hurry as she is,” said Mrs. S., “and I’ll thank you to help me first.”
“And, pray, who are you, madam?” continued the other.
“Your betters, madam,” was the reply.
At this moment Billy Stallings stepped in. “Come,” said he, “Nancy, let’s be going; it’s
getting late.”
“I’d a been gone half an hour ago,” she replied, “if it hadn’t a’ been for that impudent
hussy.”
“Who do you call an impudent hussy, you nasty, good for nothing, snaggle-toothed gaub
of fat, you?” returned Mrs. D.

Introduction to the Short Story / 23
“Look here, woman,” said Billy, “have you got a husband here? If you have, I’ll lick him
till he learns to teach you better manners, you sassy heifer you.”
At this moment something was seen to rush out of the store as if ten thousand hornets
were stinging it, crying, “Take care let me go don’t hold me where’s Bob Durham?” It was
Ransy Sniffle, who had been listening in breathless delight to all that had passed.
“Yonder’s Bob, setting on the Courthouse steps,” cried one. “What’s the matter?”
“Don’t talk to me!” said Ransy. “Bob Durham, you’d better go long yonder, and take care
of your wife. They’re playing h--l with her there, in Zeph Atwater’s store. Dod eternally darn
my soul, if any man was to talk to my wife as Bill Stallions is talking to yours, if I wouldn’t
drive blue blazes through him in less than no time.”
Bob sprang to the store in a minute, followed by a hundred friends; for the bully of a
county never wants friends.
“Bill Stallions,” said Bob, as he entered, “what have you been saying to my wife?”
“Is that your wife?” inquired Billy, obviously much surprised and a little disconcerted.
“Yes, she is, and no man shall abuse her, I don’t care who he is.”
“Well,” rejoined Billy, “it ain’t worthwhile to go over it; I’ve said enough for a fight: and,
if you’ll step out, we’ll settle it!”
“Billy,” said Bob, “are you for a fair fight?”
“I am,” said Billy. “I’ve heard much of your manhood, and I believe I’m a better man than
you are. If you will go into a ring with me, we can soon settle the dispute.”
“Choose your friends,” said Bob; “make your ring. and I’ll be in with mine as soon as you
will.”
They both stepped out, and began to strip very deliberately, each battalion gathering
round its champion, except Ransy, who kept himself busy in a most honest endeavour to hear
and see all that transpired in both groups at the same time. He ran from one to the other in
quick succession; peeped here and listened there; talked to this one, then to that one, and then
to himself; squatted under one’s legs and another’s arms and, in the short interval between
stripping and stepping into the ring, managed to get himself trod on by half of both
battalions. But Ransy was not the only one interested upon this occasion; the most intense
interest prevailed everywhere. Many were the conjectures, doubts, oaths, and imprecations
uttered while the parties were preparing for the combat. All the knowing ones were consulted
as to the issue, and they all agreed, to a man, in one of two opinions: either that Bob would
flog Billy, or Billy would flog Bob. We must be permitted, however, to dwell for a moment
upon the opinion of Squire Thomas Loggins; a man who, it was said, had never failed to
predict the issue of a fight in all his life. Indeed, so unerring had he always proved in this
regard, that it would have been counted the most obstinate infidelity to doubt for a moment
after he had delivered himself. Squire Loggins was a man who said but little, but that little
was always delivered with the most imposing solemnity of look and cadence. He always
wore the aspect of profound thought, and you could not look at him without coming to the
conclusion that he was elaborating truth from its most intricate combinations.
“Uncle Tommy,” said Sam Reynolds, “you can tell us all about it if you will; how will the
fight go?”
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The question immediately drew an anxious group around the squire. He raised his teeth
slowly from the head of his walking cane, on which they had been resting; pressed his lips
closely and thoughtfully together; threw down his eyebrows, dropped his chin, raised his
eyes to an angle of twenty-three degrees, paused about half a minute, and replied, “Sammy,
watch Robert Durham close in the beginning of the fight; take care of William Stallions in
the middle of it; and see who has the wind at the end.”
As he uttered the last member of the sentence, he looked slyly at Bob’s friends, and
winked very significantly; where upon they rushed, with one accord, to tell Bob what Uncle
Tommy had said. As they retired, the squire turned to Billy’s friends, and said, with a smile,
“Them boys think I mean that Bob will whip.”
Here the other party kindled into joy, and hastened to inform Billy how Bob’s friends had
deceived themselves as to Uncle Tommy’s opinion. In the meantime the principals and
seconds were busily employed in preparing themselves for the combat. The plan of attack
and defence, the manner of improving the various turns of the conflict, “the best mode of
saving wind,” &c., &c., were all discussed and settled. At length Billy announced himself
ready, and his crowd were seen moving to the centre of the Courthouse Square; he and his
five seconds in the rear. At the same time, Bob’s party moved to the same point, and in the
same order. The ring was now formed, and for a moment the silence of death reigned through
both battalions. It was soon interrupted, however, by the cry of “Clear the way!” from Billy’s
seconds; when the ring opened in the centre of the upper battalion (for the order of march
had arranged the centre of the two battalions on opposite sides of the circle), and Billy
stepped into the ring from the east, followed by his friends. He was stripped to the trousers,
and exhibited an arm, breast, and shoulders of the most tremendous portent. His step was
firm, daring, and martial; and as he bore his fine form a little in advance of his friends, an
involuntary burst of triumph broke from his side of the ring; and, at the same moment, an
uncontrollable thrill of awe ran along the whole curve of the lower battalion.
“Look at him!” was heard from his friends; “just look at him.”
“Ben, how much you ask to stand before that man two seconds?”
“Pshaw, don’t talk about it! Just thinkin’ about it has broke three o’ my ribs already!”
“What’s Bob Durham going to do when Billy let’s that arm loose upon him?”
“God bless your soul, he’ll think thunder and lightning a mint julip to it.”
“Oh, look here, men, go take Bill Stallions out o’ that ring, and bring in Phil Johnson’s
stud horse, so that Durham may have some chance! I don’t want to see the man killed right
away.”
These and many other like expressions, interspersed thickly with oaths of the most
modern coinage, were coming from all points of the upper battalion, while Bob was
adjusting the girth of his pantaloons, which walking had discovered not to be exactly right. It
was just fixed to his mind, his foes becoming a little noisy, and his friends a little uneasy at
his delay, when Billy called out, with a smile of some meaning, “Where’s the bully of the
lower battalion? I’m getting tired of waiting.”
“Here he is,” said Bob, lighting, as it seemed, from the clouds into the ring, for he had
actually bounded clear of the head of Ransy Sniffle into the circle.
His descent was quite as imposing as Billy’s entry, and excited the same feelings, but in
opposite bosoms. Voices of exultation now rose on his side.
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“Where did he come from?”
“Why,” said one of his seconds (all having just entered), “we were girting him up, about
a hundred yards out yonder, when he heard Billy ask for the bully; and he fetched a leap over
the Courthouse, and went out of sight; but I told them to come on, they’d find him here.”
Here the lower battalion burst into a peal of laughter, mingled with a look of admiration,
which seemed to denote their entire belief of what they had heard.
“Boys, widen the ring, so as to give him room to jump.”
“Oh, my little flying wild cat, hold him if you can! and, when you get him fast, hold
lightning next.”
“Ned, what do you think he’s made of?”
“Steel springs and chicken hawk, God bless you !”
“Gentlemen,” said one of Bob’s seconds, “I understand it is to be a fair fight; catch as
catch can, rough and tumble: no man touch till one or the other halloos.”
“That’s the rule,” was the reply from the other side.
“Are you ready?”
“We are ready.”
“Then blaze away, my game cocks!”
At the word, Bob dashed at his antagonist at full speed; and Bill squared himself to
receive him with one of his most fatal blows. Making his calculation, from Bob’s velocity, of
the time when he would come within striking distance, he let drive with tremendous force.
But Bob’s onset was obviously planned to avoid this blow; for, contrary to all expectations,
he stopped short just out of arm’s reach, and, before Billy could recover his balance, Bob had
him “all under-hold.” The next second, sure enough, “found Billy’s head where his feet
ought to be.” How it was done no one could tell; but, as if by supernatural power, both
Billy’s feet were thrown full half his own height in the air, and he came down with a force
that seemed to shake the earth. As he struck the ground, commingled shouts, screams, and
yells burst from the lower battalion, loud enough to be heard for miles. “Hurrah, my little
hornet!” “Save him!” “Feed him!” “Give him the Durham physic till his stomach turns!”
Billy was no sooner down than Bob was on him, and lending him awful blows about the face
and breast. Billy made two efforts to rise by main strength, but failed. “Lord bless you, man,
don’t try to get up! Lay still and take it! you bleege to have it!”
Billy now turned his face suddenly to the ground, and rose upon his hands and knees. Bob
jerked up both his hands and threw him on his face. He again recovered his late position, of
which Bob endeavoured to deprive him as before; but, missing one arm, he failed, and Billy
rose. But he had scarcely resumed his feet before they flew up as before, and he came again
to the ground. “No fight, gentlemen!” cried Bob’s friends; “the man can’t stand up!
Bouncing feet are bad things to fight in.” His fall, however, was this time comparatively
light; for, having thrown his right arm round Bob’s neck, he carried his head down with him.
This grasp, which was obstinately maintained, prevented Bob from getting on him, and they
lay head to head, seeming, for a time, to do nothing. Presently they rose, as if by mutual
consent; and, as they rose, a shout burst from both battalions. “Oh, my lark!” cried the east,
“has he foxed you? Do you begin to feel him! He’s only beginning to fight; he ain’t got
warm yet.”
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“Look yonder!” cried the west; “didn’t I tell you so! He hit the ground so hard it jarred his
nose off. Now ain’t he a pretty man as he stands. He shall have my sister Sal just for his
pretty looks. I want to get in the breed of them sort o’ men, to drive ugly out of my kinfolks.”
I looked, and saw that Bob had entirely lost his left ear, and a large piece from his left
cheek. His right eye was a little discoloured, and the blood flowed profusely from his
wounds.
Bill presented a hideous spectacle. About a third of his nose, at the lower extremity, was
bit off, and his face so swelled and bruised that it was difficult to discover in it anything of
the human visage, much more the fine-features which he carried into the ring.
They were up only long enough for me to make the foregoing discoveries, when down
they went again precisely as before. They no sooner touched the ground than Bill
relinquished his hold upon Bob’s neck. In this he seemed to all to have forfeited the only
advantage which put him upon an equality with his adversary. But the movement was soon
explained. Bill wanted this arm for other purposes than defence; and he had made
arrangements whereby he knew that he could make it answer these purposes; for, when they
rose again, he had the middle finger of Bob’s deft hand in his mouth. He was now secure
from Bob’s annoying trips; and he began to lend his adversary tremendous blows, every one
of which was hailed by a shout from his friends. “Bullets!” “Hoss-kicking!” “Thunder!”
“That’ll do for his face; now feel his short ribs, Billy!”
I now considered the contest settled. I deemed it impossible for any human being to
withstand for five seconds the loss of blood which issued from Bob’s ear, cheek, nose, and
finger, accompanied with such blows as he was receiving. Still he maintained the conflict,
and gave blow for blow with considerable effect. But the blows of each became slower and
weaker after the first three or four; and it became obvious that Bill wanted the room which
Bob’s finger occupied for breathing. He would therefore probably, in a short time, have let it
go, had not Bob anticipated his politeness by jerking away his hand, and making him a
present of the finger. He now seized Bill again, and brought him to his knees, but he
recovered. He again brought him to his knees, and he again recovered. A third effort,
however, brought him down, and Bob on top of him. These efforts seemed to exhaust the
little remaining strength of both; and they lay, Bill undermost and Bob across his breast,
motionless, and panting for breath. After a short pause, Bob gathered his hand full of dirt and
sand, and was in the act of grinding it in his adversary’s eyes, when Bill cried “ENOUGH!”
Language cannot describe the scene that followed; the shouts, oaths, frantic gestures, taunts,
replies, and little fights; and therefore I shall not attempt it. The champions were borne off by
their seconds and washed; when many a bleeding wound and ugly bruise was discovered on
each which no eye had seen before.
Many had gathered round Bob, and were in various ways congratulating and applauding
him, when a voice from the centre of the circle cried out, “Boys, hush and listen to me!” It
proceeded from Squire Loggins, who had made his way to Bob’s side, and had gathered his
face up into one of its most flattering and intelligible expressions. All were obedient to the
squire’s command. “Gentlemen,” continued he, with a most knowing smile, “is Sammy
Reynold in this company of gentlemen?”
“Yes,” said Sam, “here I am.”
“Sammy,” said the squire, winking to the company, and drawing the head of his cane to
his mouth with an arch smile as be closed, “I wish you to tell cousin Bobby and these
gentlemen here present what your Uncle Tommy said before the fight began?”
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“Oh! get away, Uncle Tom,” said Sam, smiling (the squire winked), “you don’t know
nothing about fighting.” (The squire winked again.) “All you know about it is how it’ll
begin, how it’ll go on, how it’ll end; that’s all. Cousin Bob, when you going to fight again,
just go to the old man, and let him tell you all about it. If he can’t, don’t ask nobody else
nothing about it, I tell you.”
The squire’s foresight was complimented in many ways by the by-standers; and he
retired, advising “the boys to be at peace, as fighting was a bad business.”
Durham and Stallings kept their beds for several weeks, and did not meet again for two
months. When they met, Billy stepped up to Bob and offered his hand, saying, “Bobby,
you’ve licked me a fair fight; but you wouldn’t have done it if I hadn’t been in the wrong. I
oughn’t to have treated your wife as I did; and I felt so through the whole fight; and it sort o’
cowed me.”
“Well, Billy,” said Bob, “let’s be friends. Once in the fight, when you had my finger in
your mouth, and was pealing me in the face and breast, I was going to halloo; but I thought
of Betsy, and knew the house would be too hot for me if I got whipped when fighting for her,
after always whipping when I fought for myself.”
“Now that’s what I always love to see,” said a bystander. “It’s true I brought about the
fight, but I wouldn’t have done it if it hadn’t o’ been on account of Miss (Mrs.) Durham. But
dod eternally darn my soul, if I ever could stand by and see any woman put upon, much less
Miss Durham. If Bobby hadn’t been there, I’d o’ took it up myself, be darned if I wouldn’t,
even if I’d o’ got whipped for it. But we’re all friends now.” The reader need hardly be told
that this was Ransy Sniffle.
Thanks to the Christian religion, to schools, colleges, and benevolent associations, such
scenes of barbarism and cruelty as that which I have been just describing are now of rare
occurrence, though they may still be occasionally met with in some of the new counties.
Wherever they prevail, they are a disgrace to that community. The peace-officers who
countenance them deserve a place in the Penitentiary.
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To Build a Fire
Jack London
AY had broken cold and gray, exceedingly cold and gray, when the man turned
aside from the main Yukon trail and climbed the high earth-bank, where a dim and
little-traveled trail led eastward through the fat spruce timberland. It was a steep
bank, and he paused for breath at the top, excusing the act to himself by looking at his watch.
It was nine o’clock. There was no sun nor hint of sun, though there was not a cloud in the
sky. It was a clear day, and yet there seemed an intangible pall over the face of things, a
subtle gloom that made the day dark, and that was due to the absence of sun. This fact did not
worry the man. He was used to the lack of sun. It had been days since he had seen the sun,
and he knew that a few more days must pass before that cheerful orb, due south, would just
peep above the sky-line and dip immediately from view.
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The man flung a look back along the way he had come. The Yukon lay a mile wide and
hidden under three feet of ice. On top of this ice were as many feet of snow. It was all pure
white, rolling in gentle undulations where the ice-jams of the freeze-up had formed. North
and south, as far as his eye could see, it was unbroken white, save for a dark hair-line that
curved and twisted from around the spruce-covered island to the south, and that curved and
twisted away into the north, where it disappeared behind another spruce-covered island. This
dark hair-line was the trail—the main trail—that led south five hundred miles to the Chilcoot
Pass, Dyea, and salt water; and that led north seventy miles to Dawson, and still on to the
north a thousand miles to Nulato, and finally to St. Michael on Bering Sea, a thousand miles
and half a thousand more.
But all this—the mysterious, far-reaching hair-line trail, the absence of sun from the sky,
the tremendous cold, and the strangeness and weirdness of it all—made no impression on the
man. It was not because he was long used to it. He was a newcomer in the land, a cheechako,
and this was his first winter. The trouble with him was that he was without imagination. He
was quick and alert in the things of life, but only in the things, and not in the significances.
Fifty degrees below zero meant eighty-odd degrees of frost. Such fact impressed him as
being cold and uncomfortable, and that was all. It did not lead him to meditate upon his
frailty as a creature of temperature, and upon man’s frailty in general, able only to live within
certain narrow limits of heat and cold; and from there on it did not lead him to the conjectural
field of immortality and man’s place in the universe. Fifty degrees below zero stood for a
bite of frost that hurt and that must be guarded against by the use of mittens, ear-flaps, warm
moccasins, and thick socks. Fifty degrees below zero was to him just precisely fifty degrees
below zero. That there should be anything more to it than that was a thought that never
entered his head.
As he turned to go on, he spat speculatively. There was a sharp, explosive crackle that
startled him. He spat again. And again, in the air, before it could fall to the snow, the spittle
crackled. He knew that at fifty below spittle crackled on the snow, but this spittle had
crackled in the air. Undoubtedly it was colder than fifty below—how much colder he did not
know. But the temperature did not matter. He was bound for the old claim on the left fork of
Henderson Creek, where the boys were already. They had come over across the divide from
the Indian Creek country, while he had come the roundabout way to take a look at the
possibilities of getting out logs in the spring from the islands in the Yukon. He would be in
to camp by six o’clock; a bit after dark, it was true, but the boys would be there, a fire would
be going, and a hot supper would be ready. As for lunch, he pressed his hand against the
protruding bundle under his jacket. It was also under his shirt, wrapped up in a handkerchief
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and lying against the naked skin. It was the only way to keep the biscuits from freezing. He
smiled agreeably to himself as he thought of those biscuits, each cut open and sopped in
bacon grease, and each enclosing a generous slice of fried bacon.
He plunged in among the big spruce trees. The trail was faint. A foot of snow had fallen
since the last sled had passed over, and he was glad he was without a sled, travelling light. In
fact, he carried nothing but the lunch wrapped in the handkerchief. He was surprised,
however, at the cold. It certainly was cold, he concluded, as he rubbed his numb nose and
cheek-bones with his mittened hand. He was a warm-whiskered man, but the hair on his face
did not protect the high cheek-bones and the eager nose that thrust itself aggressively into the
frosty air.
At the man’s heels trotted a dog, a big native husky, the proper wolf-dog, gray-coated and
without any visible or temperamental difference from its brother, the wild wolf. The animal
was depressed by the tremendous cold. It knew that it was no time for travelling. Its instinct
told it a truer tale than was told to the man by the man’s judgment. In reality, it was not
merely colder than fifty below zero; it was colder than sixty below, than seventy below. It
was seventy-five below zero. Since the freezing-point is thirty-two above zero, it meant that
one hundred and seven degrees of frost obtained. The dog did not know anything about
thermometers. Possibly in its brain there was no sharp consciousness of a condition of very
cold such as was in the man’s brain. But the brute had its instinct. It experienced a vague but
menacing apprehension that subdued it and made it slink along at the man’s heels, and that
made it question eagerly every unwonted movement of the man as if expecting him to go into
camp or take shelter somewhere and build a fire. The dog had learned fire, and it wanted fire,
or else to burrow under the snow and cuddle its warmth away from the air.
The frozen moisture of its breathing had settled on its fur in a fine powder of frost, and
especially were its jowls, muzzle, and eyelashes whitened by its crystalled breath. The man’s
red beard and mustache were likewise frosted, but more solidly, the deposit taking the form
of ice and increasing with every warm, moist breath he exhaled. Also, the man was chewing
tobacco, and the muzzle of ice held his lips so rigidly that he was unable to clear his chin
when he expelled the juice. The result was that a crystal beard of the color and solidity of
amber was increasing its length on his chin. If he fell down it would shatter itself, like glass,
into brittle fragments. But he did not mind the appendage. It was the penalty all tobaccochewers paid in that country, and he had been out before in two cold snaps. They had not
been so cold as this, he knew, but by the spirit thermometer at Sixty Mile he knew they had
been registered at fifty below and at fifty-five.
He held on through the level stretch of woods for several miles, crossed a wide flat of
niggerheads, and dropped down a bank to the frozen bed of a small stream. This was
Henderson Creek, and he knew he was ten miles from the forks. He looked at his watch. It
was ten o’clock. He was making four miles an hour, and he calculated that he would arrive
at the forks at half-past twelve. He decided to celebrate that event by eating his lunch there.
The dog dropped in again at his heels, with a tail drooping discouragement, as the man
swung along the creek-bed. The furrow of the old sled-trail was plainly visible, but a dozen
inches of snow covered the marks of the last runners. In a month no man had come up or
down that silent creek. The man held steadily on. He was not much given to thinking, and
just then particularly he had nothing to think about save that he would eat lunch at the forks
and that at six o’clock he would be in camp with the boys. There was nobody to talk to; and,
had there been, speech would have been impossible because of the ice-muzzle on his mouth.
So he continued monotonously to chew tobacco and to increase the length of his amber
beard.
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Once in a while the thought reiterated itself that it was very cold and that he had never
experienced such cold. As he walked along he rubbed his cheek-bones and nose with the
back of his mittened hand. He did this automatically, now and again changing hands. But rub
as he would, the instant he stopped his cheek-bones went numb, and the following instant the
end of his nose went numb. He was sure to frost his cheeks; he knew that, and experienced a
pang of regret that he had not devised a nose-strap of the sort Bud wore in cold snaps. Such
a strap passed across the cheeks, as well, and saved them. But it didn’t matter much, after all.
What were frosted cheeks? A bit painful, that was all; they were never serious.
Empty as the man’s mind was of thoughts, he was keenly observant, and he noticed the
changes in the creek, the curves and bends and timber-jams, and always he sharply noted
where he placed his feet. Once, coming around a bend, he shied abruptly, like a startled
horse, curved away from the place where he had been walking, and retreated several paces
back along the trail. The creek he knew was frozen clear to the bottom,—no creek could
contain water in that arctic winter,—but he knew also that there were springs that bubbled
out from the hillsides and ran along under the snow and on top the ice of the creek. He knew
that the coldest snaps never froze these springs, and he knew likewise their danger. They
were traps. They hid pools of water under the snow that might be three inches deep, or three
feet. Sometimes a skin of ice half an inch thick covered them, and in turn was covered by the
snow. Sometimes there were alternate layers of water and ice-skin, so that when one broke
through he kept on breaking through for a while, sometimes wetting himself to the waist.
That was why he had shied in such panic. He had felt the give under his feet and heard
the crackle of a snow-hidden ice-skin. And to get his feet wet in such a temperature meant
trouble and danger. At the very least it meant delay, for he would be forced to stop and build
a fire, and under its protection to bare his feet while he dried his socks and moccasins. He
stood and studied the creek-bed and its banks, and decided that the flow of water came from
the right. He reflected awhile, rubbing his nose and cheeks, then skirted to the left, stepping
gingerly and testing the footing for each step. Once clear of the danger, he took a fresh chew
of tobacco and swung along at his four-mile gait. In the course of the next two hours he came
upon several similar traps. Usually the snow above the hidden pools had a sunken, candied
appearance that advertised the danger. Once again, however, he had a close call; and once,
suspecting danger, he compelled the dog to go on in front. The dog did not want to go. It
hung back until the man shoved it forward, and then it went quickly across the white,
unbroken surface. Suddenly it broke through, floundered to one side, and got away to firmer
footing. It had wet its forefeet and legs, and almost immediately the water that clung to it
turned to ice. It made quick efforts to lick the ice off its legs, then dropped down in the snow
and began to bite out the ice that had formed between the toes. This was a matter of instinct.
To permit the ice to remain would mean sore feet. It did not know this. It merely obeyed the
mysterious prompting that arose from the deep crypts of its being. But the man knew, having
achieved a judgment on the subject, and he removed the mitten from his right hand and
helped tear out the ice-particles. He did not expose his fingers more than a minute, and was
astonished at the swift numbness that smote them. It certainly was cold. He pulled on the
mitten hastily, and beat the hand savagely across his chest.
At twelve o’clock the day was at its brightest. Yet the sun was too far south on its winter
journey to clear the horizon. The bulge of the earth intervened between it and Henderson
Creek, where the man walked under a clear sky at noon and cast no shadow. At half-past
twelve, to the minute, he arrived at the forks of the creek. He was pleased at the speed he had
made. If he kept it up, he would certainly be with the boys by six. He unbuttoned his jacket
and shirt and drew forth his lunch. The action consumed no more than a quarter of a minute,
yet in that brief moment the numbness laid hold of the exposed fingers. He did not put the
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mitten on, but, instead, struck the fingers a dozen sharp smashes against his leg. Then he sat
down on a snow-covered log to eat. The sting that followed upon the striking of his fingers
against his leg ceased so quickly that he was startled. He had had no chance to take a bite of
biscuit. He struck the fingers repeatedly and returned them to the mitten, baring the other
hand for the purpose eating. He tried to take a mouthful, but the ice-muzzle prevented. He
had forgotten to build a fire and thaw out. He chuckled at his foolishness, and as he chuckled
he noted the numbness creeping into the exposed fingers. Also, he noted that the stinging
which had first come to his toes when he sat down was already passing away. He wondered
whether the toes were warm or numb. He moved them inside the moccasins and decided that
they were numb.
He pulled the mitten on hurriedly and stood up. He was a bit frightened. He stamped up
and down until the stinging returned into the feet. It certainly was cold, was his thought. That
man from Sulphur Creek had spoken the truth when telling how cold it sometimes got in the
country. And he had laughed at him at the time! That showed one must not be too sure of
things. There was no mistake about it, it was cold. He strode up and down, stamping his feet
and threshing his arms, until reassured by the returning warmth. Then he got out matches and
proceeded to make a fire. From the undergrowth, where high water of the previous spring
had lodged a supply of seasoned twigs, he got his fire-wood. Working carefully from a small
beginning, he soon had a roaring fire, over which he thawed the ice from his face and in the
protection of which he ate his biscuits. For the moment the cold of space was outwitted. The
dog took satisfaction in the fire, stretching out close enough for warmth and far enough away
to escape being singed.
When the man had finished, he filled his pipe and took his comfortable time over a
smoke. Then he pulled on his mittens, settled the ear-flaps of his cap firmly about his ears,
and took the creek trail up the left fork. The dog was disappointed and yearned back toward
the fire. This man did not know cold. Possibly all the generations of his ancestry had been
ignorant of cold, of real cold, of cold one hundred and seven degrees below freezing-point.
But the dog knew; all its ancestry knew, and it had inherited the knowledge. And it knew that
it was not good to walk abroad in such fearful cold. It was the time to lie snug in a hole in the
snow and wait for a curtain of cloud to be drawn across the face of outer space whence this
cold came. On the other hand, there was no keen intimacy between the dog and the man. The
one was the toil-slave of the other, and the only caresses it had ever received were the
caresses of the whip-lash and of harsh and menacing throat-sounds that threatened the
whip-lash. So the dg made no effort to communicate its apprehension to the man. It was not
concerned in the welfare of the man; it was for its own sake that it yearned back toward the
fire. But the man whistled, and spoke to it with the sound of whip-lashes, and the dog swung
in at the man’s heels and followed after.
The man took a chew of tobacco and proceeded to start a new amber beard. Also, his
moist breath quickly powdered with white his mustache, eyebrows, and lashes. There did not
seem to be so many springs on the left fork of the Henderson, and for half an hour the man
saw no signs of any. And then it happened. At a place where there were no signs, where the
soft, unbroken snow seemed to advertise solidity beneath, the man broke through. It was not
deep. He wet himself halfway to the knees before he floundered out to the firm crust.
He was angry, and cursed his luck aloud. He had hoped to get into camp with the boys at
six o’clock, and this would delay him an hour, for he would have to build a fire and dry out
his foot-gear. This was imperative at that low temperature—he knew that much; and he
turned aside to the bank, which he climbed. On top, tangled in the underbrush about the
trunks of several small spruce trees, was a high-water deposit of dry fire-wood—sticks and
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twigs, principally, but also larger portions of seasoned branches and fine, dry, last-year’s
grasses. He threw down several large pieces on top of the snow. This served for a foundation
and prevented the young flame from drowning itself in the snow it otherwise would melt.
The flame he got by touching a match to a small shred of birch-bark that he took from his
pocket. This burned even more readily than paper. Placing it on the foundation, he fed the
young flame with wisps of dry grass and with the tiniest dry twigs.
He worked slowly and carefully, keenly aware of his danger. Gradually, as the flame
grew stronger, he increased the size of the twigs with which he fed it. He squatted in the
snow, pulling the twigs out from their entanglement in the brush and feeding directly to the
flame. He knew there must be no failure. When it is seventy-five below zero, a man must not
fail in his first attempt to build a fire—that is, if his feet are wet. If his feet are dry, and he
fails, he can run along the trail for half a mile and restore his circulation. But the circulation
of wet and freezing feet cannot be restored by running when it is seventy-five below. No
matter how fast he runs, the wet feet will freeze the harder.
All this the man knew. The old-timer on Sulphur Creek had told him about it the previous
fall, and now he was appreciating the advice. Already all sensation had gone out of his feet.
To build the fire he had been forced to remove his mittens, and the fingers had quickly gone
numb. His pace of four miles an hour had kept his heart pumping blood to the surface of his
body and to all the extremities. But the instant he stopped, the action of the pump eased
down. The cold of space smote the unprotected tip of the planet, and he, being on that
unprotected tip, received the full force of the blow. The blood of his body recoiled before it.
The blood was alive, like the dog, and like the dog it wanted to hide away and cover itself up
from the fearful cold. So long as he walked four miles an hour, he pumped that blood,
willy-nilly, to the surface; but now it ebbed away and sank down into the recesses of his
body. The extremities were the first to feel its absence. His wet feet froze the faster, and his
exposed fingers numbed the faster, though they had not yet begun to freeze. Nose and cheeks
were already freezing, while the skin of all his body chilled as it lost its blood.
But he was safe. Toes and nose and cheeks would be only touched by the frost, for the
fire was beginning to burn with strength. He was feeding it with twigs the size of his finger.
In another minute he would be able to feed it with branches the size of his wrist, and then he
could remove his wet foot-gear, and, while it dried, he could keep his naked feet warm by the
fire, rubbing them at first, of course, with snow. The fire was a success. He was safe. He
remembered the advice of the old-timer on Sulphur Creek, and smiled. The old-timer had
been very serious in laying down the law that no man must travel alone in the Klondike after
fifty below. Well, here he was; he had had the accident; he was alone; and he had saved
himself. Those old-timers were rather womanish, some of them, he thought. All a man had to
do was to keep his head, and he was all right. Any man who was a man could travel alone.
But it was surprising, the rapidity with which his cheeks and nose were freezing. And he had
not thought his fingers could go lifeless in so short a time. Lifeless they were, for he could
scarcely make them move together to grip a twig, and they seemed remote from his body and
from him. When he touched a twig, he had to look and see whether or not he had hold of it.
The wires were pretty well down between him and his finger-ends.
All of which counted for little. There was the fire, snapping and crackling and promising
life with every dancing flame. He started to untie his moccasins. They were coated with ice;
the thick German socks were like sheaths of iron halfway to the knees; and the moccasin
strings were like rods of steel all twisted and knotted as by some conflagration. For a
moment he tugged with his numb fingers, then, realizing the folly of it, he drew his
sheath-knife.
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But before he could cut the strings, it happened. It was his own fault or, rather, his
mistake. He should not have built the fire under the spruce tree. He should have built it in the
open. But it had been easier to pull the twigs from the brush and drop them directly on the
fire. Now the tree under which he had done this carried a weight of snow on its boughs. No
wind had blown for weeks, and each bough was fully freighted. Each time he had pulled a
twig he had communicated a slight agitation to the tree—an imperceptible agitation, so far
as he was concerned, but an agitation sufficient to bring about the disaster. High up in the
tree one bough capsized its load of snow. This fell on the boughs beneath, capsizing them.
This process continued, spreading out and involving the whole tree. It grew like an
avalanche, and it descended without warning upon the man and the fire, and the fire was
blotted out! Where it had burned was a mantle of fresh and disordered snow.
The man was shocked. It was as though he had just heard his own sentence of death. For
a moment he sat and stared at the spot where the fire had been. Then he grew very calm.
Perhaps the old-timer on Sulphur Creek was right. If he had only had a trail-mate he would
have been in no danger now. The trail-mate could have built the fire. Well, it was up to him
to build the fire over again, and this second time there must be no failure. Even if he
succeeded, he would most likely lose some toes. His feet must be badly frozen by now, and
there would be some time before the second fire was ready.
Such were his thoughts, but he did not sit and think them. He was busy all the time they
were passing through his mind. He made a new foundation for a fire, this time in the open,
where no treacherous tree could blot it out. Next, he gathered dry grasses and tiny twigs from
the high-water flotsam. He could not bring his fingers together to pull them out, but he was
able to gather them by the handful. In this way he got many rotten twigs and bits of green
moss that were undesirable, but it was the best he could do. He worked methodically, even
collecting an armful of the larger branches to be used later when the fire gathered strength.
And all the while the dog sat and watched him, a certain yearning wistfulness in its eyes, for
it looked upon him as the fire-provider, and the fire was slow in coming.
When all was ready, the man reached in his pocket for a second piece of birch-bark. He
knew the bark was there, and, though he could not feel it with his fingers, he could hear its
crisp rustling as he fumbled for it. Try as he would, he could not clutch hold of it. And all the
time, in his consciousness, was the knowledge that each instant his feet were freezing. This
thought tended to put him in a panic, but he fought against it and kept calm. He pulled on his
mittens with his teeth, and threshed his arms back and forth, beating his hands with all his
might against his sides. He did this sitting down, and he stood up to do it; and all the while
the dog sat in the snow, its wolf-brush of a tail curled around warmly over its forefeet, its
sharp wolf-ears pricked forward intently as it watched the man. And the man, as he beat and
threshed with his arms and hands, felt a great surge of envy as he regarded the creature that
was warm and secure in its natural covering.
After a time he was aware of the first faraway signals of sensation in his beaten fingers.
The faint tingling grew stronger till it evolved into a stinging ache that was excruciating, but
which the man hailed with satisfaction. He stripped the mitten from his right hand and
fetched forth the birch-bark. The exposed fingers were quickly going numb again. Next he
brought out his bunch of sulphur matches. But the tremendous cold had already driven the
life out of his fingers. In his effort to separate one match from the others, the whole bunch
fell in the snow. He tried to pick it out of the snow, but failed. The dead fingers could neither
touch nor clutch. He was very careful. He drove the thought of his freezing feet, and nose,
and cheeks, out of his mind, devoting his whole soul to the matches. He watched, using the
sense of vision in place of that of touch, and when he saw his fingers on each side the bunch,
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he closed them—that is, he willed to close them, for the wires were down, and the fingers did
not obey. He pulled the mitten on the right hand, and beat it fiercely against his knee. Then,
with both mittened hands, he scooped the bunch of matches, along with much snow, into his
lap. Yet he was no better off.
After some manipulation he managed to get the bunch between the heels of his mittened
hands. In this fashion he carried it to his mouth. The ice crackled and snapped when by a
violent effort he opened his mouth. He drew the lower jaw in, curled the upper lip out of the
way, and scraped the bunch with his upper teeth in order to separate a match. He succeeded
in getting one, which he dropped on his lap. He was no better off. He could not pick it up.
Then he devised a way. He picked it up in his teeth and scratched it on his leg. Twenty times
he scratched before he succeeded in lighting it. As it flamed he held it with his teeth to the
birch-bark. But the burning brimstone went up his nostrils and into his lungs, causing him to
cough spasmodically. The match fell into the snow and went out.
The old-timer on Sulphur Creek was right, he thought in the moment of controlled
despair that ensued: after fifty below, a man should travel with a partner. He beat his hands,
but failed in exciting any sensation. Suddenly he bared both hands, removing the mittens
with his teeth. He caught the whole bunch between the heels of his hands. His arm-muscles
not being frozen enabled him to press the hand-heels tightly against the matches. Then he
scratched the bunch along his leg. It flared into flame, seventy sulphur matches at once!
There was no wind to blow them out. He kept his head to one side to escape the strangling
fumes, and held the blazing bunch to the birch-bark. As he so held it, he became aware of
sensation in his hand. His flesh was burning. He could smell it. Deep down below the surface
he could feel it. The sensation developed into pain that grew acute. And still he endured it,
holding the flame of the matches clumsily to the bark that would not light readily because his
own burning hands were in the way, absorbing most of the flame.
At last, when he could endure no more, he jerked his hands apart. The blazing matches
fell sizzling into the snow, but the birch-bark was alight. He began laying dry grasses and the
tiniest twigs on the flame. He could not pick and choose, for he had to lift the fuel between
the heels of his hands. Small pieces of rotten wood and green moss clung to the twigs, and he
bit them off as well as he could with his teeth. He cherished the flame carefully and
awkwardly. It meant life, and it must not perish. The withdrawal of blood from the surface of
his body now made him begin to shiver, and he grew more awkward. A large piece of green
moss fell squarely on the little fire. He tried to poke it out with his fingers, but his shivering
frame made him poke too far, and he disrupted the nucleus of the little fire, the burning
grasses and tiny twigs separating and scattering. He tried to poke them together again, but in
spite of the tenseness of the effort, his shivering got away with him, and the twigs were
hopelessly scattered. Each twig gushed a puff of smoke and went out. The fire-provider had
failed. As he looked apathetically about him, his eyes chanced on the dog, sitting across the
ruins of the fire from him, in the snow, making restless, hunching movements, slightly lifting
one forefoot and then the other, shifting its weight back and forth on them with wistful
eagerness.
The sight of the dog put a wild idea into his head. He remembered the tale of the man,
caught in a blizzard, who killed a steer and crawled inside the carcass, and so was saved. He
would kill the dog and bury his hands in the warm body until the numbness went out of them.
Then he could build another fire. He spoke to the dog, calling it to him; but in his voice was
a strange note of fear that frightened the animal, who had never known the man to speak in
such way before. Something was the matter, and its suspicious nature sensed danger—it
knew not what danger, but somewhere, somehow, in its brain arose an apprehension of the
man. It flattened its ears down at the sound of the man’s voice, and its restless, hunching

Introduction to the Short Story / 35
movements and the liftings and shiftings of its forefeet became more pronounced; but it
would not come to the man. He got on his hands and knees and crawled toward the dog. This
unusual posture again excited suspicion, and the animal sidled mincingly away.
The man sat up in the snow for a moment and struggled for calmness. Then he pulled on
his mittens, by means of his teeth, and got upon his feet. He glanced down at first in order to
assure himself that he was really standing up, for the absence of sensation in his feet left him
unrelated to the earth. His erect position in itself started to drive the webs of suspicion from
the dog’s mind; and when he spoke peremptorily, with the sound of whip-lashes in his voice,
the dog rendered its customary allegiance and came to him. As it came within reaching
distance, the man lost his control. His arms flashed out to the dog, and he experienced
genuine surprise when he discovered that his hands could not clutch, that there was neither
bend nor feeling in the fingers. He had forgotten for the moment that they were frozen and
that they were freezing more and more. All this happened quickly, and before the animal
could get away, he encircled its body with his arms. He sat down in the snow, and in this
fashion held the dog, while it snarled and whined and struggled.
But it was all he could do, hold its body encircled in his arms and sit there. He realized
that he could not kill the dog. There was no way to do it. With his helpless hands he could
neither draw nor hold his sheath-knife nor throttle the animal. He released it, and it plunged
wildly away, with tail between its legs, and still snarling. It halted forty feet away and
surveyed him curiously, with ears sharply pricked forward. The man looked down at his
hands in order to locate them, and found them hanging on the ends of his arms. It struck him
as curious that one should have to use his eyes in order to find out where his hands were. He
began threshing his arms back and forth, beating the mittened hands against his sides. He did
this for five minutes, violently, and his heart pumped enough blood up to the surface to put a
stop to his shivering. But no sensation was aroused in the hands. He had an impression that
they hung like weights on the ends of his arms, but when he tried to run the impression
down, he could not find it.
A certain fear of death, dull and oppressive, came to him. This fear quickly became
poignant as he realized that it was no longer a mere matter of freezing his fingers and toes, or
of losing his hands and feet, but that it was a matter of life and death with the chances against
him. This threw him into a panic, and he turned and ran up the creek-bed along the old, dim
trail. The dog joined in behind and kept up with him. He ran blindly, without intention, in
fear such as he had never known in his life. Slowly, as he ploughed and floundered through
the snow, he began to see things again,—the banks of the creek, the old timber-jams, the
leafless aspens, and the sky. The running made him feel better. He did not shiver. Maybe, if
he ran on, his feet would thaw out; and, anyway, if he ran far enough, he would reach camp
and the boys. Without doubt he would lose some fingers and toes and some of his face; but
the boys would take care of him, and save the rest of him when he got there. And at the same
time there was another thought in his mind that said he would never get to the camp and the
boys; that it was too many miles away, that the freezing had too great a start on him, and that
he would soon be stiff and dead. This thought he kept in the background and refused to
consider. Sometimes it pushed itself forward and demanded to be heard, but he thrust it back
and strove to think of other things.
It struck him as curious that he could run at all on feet so frozen that he could not feel
them when they struck the earth and took the weight of his body. He seemed to himself to
skim along above the surface, and to have no connection with the earth. Somewhere he had
once seen a winged Mercury, and he wondered if Mercury felt as he felt when skimming
over the earth.
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His theory of running until he reached camp and the boys had one flaw in it: he lacked the
endurance. Several times he stumbled, and finally he tottered, crumpled up, and fell. When
he tried to rise, he failed. He must sit and rest, he decided, and next time he would merely
walk and keep on going. As he sat and regained his breath, he noted that he was feeling quite
warm and comfortable. He was not shivering, and it even seemed that a warm glow had
come to his chest and trunk. And yet, when he touched his nose or cheeks, there was no
sensation. Running would not thaw them out. Nor would it thaw out his hands and feet. Then
the thought came to him that the frozen portions of his body must be extending. He tried to
keep this thought down, to forget it, to think of something else; he was aware of the panicky
feeling that it caused, and he was afraid of the panic. But the thought asserted itself, and
persisted, until it produced a vision of his body totally frozen. This was too much, and he
made another wild run along the trail. Once he slowed down to a walk, but the thought of the
freezing extending itself made him run again.
And all the time the dog ran with him, at his heels. When he fell down a second time, it
curled its tail over its forefeet and sat in front of him, facing him, curiously eager and intent.
The warmth and security of the animal angered him, and he cursed it till it flattened down its
ears appeasingly. This time the shivering came more quickly upon the man. He was losing in
his battle with the frost. It was creeping into his body from all sides. The thought of it drove
him on, but he ran no more than a hundred feet, when he staggered and pitched headlong. It
was his last panic. When he had recovered his breath and control, he sat up and entertained
in his mind the conception of meeting death with dignity. However, the conception did not
come to him in such terms. His idea of it was that he had been making a fool of himself,
running around like a chicken with its head cut off—such was the simile that occurred to
him. Well, he was bound to freeze anyway, and he might as well take it decently. With this
new-found peace of mind came the first glimmerings of drowsiness. A good idea, he
thought, to sleep off to death. It was like taking an anaesthetic. Freezing was not so bad as
people thought. There were lots worse ways to die.
He pictured the boys finding his body next day. Suddenly he found himself with them,
coming along the trail and looking for himself. And, still with them, he came around a turn
in the trail and found himself lying in the snow. He did not belong with himself any more, for
even then he was out of himself, standing with the boys and looking at himself in the snow.
It certainly was cold, was his thought. When he got back to the States he could tell the folks
what real cold was. He drifted on from this to a vision of the old-timer on Sulphur Creek. He
could see him quite clearly, warm and comfortable, and smoking a pipe.
“You were right, old hoss; you were right,” the man mumbled to the old-timer of Sulphur
Creek.
Then the man drowsed off into what seemed to him the most comfortable and satisfying
sleep he had ever known. The dog sat facing him and waiting. The brief day drew to a close
in a long, slow twilight. There were no signs of a fire to be made, and, besides, never in the
dog’s experience had it known a man to sit like that in the snow and make no fire. As the
twilight drew on, its eager yearning for the fire mastered it, and with a great lifting and
shifting of forefeet, it whined softly, then flattened its ears down in anticipation of being
chidden by the man. But the man remained silent. Later, the dog whined loudly. And still
later it crept close to the man and caught the scent of death. This made the animal bristle and
back away. A little longer it delayed, howling under the stars that leaped and danced and
shone brightly in the cold sky. Then it turned and trotted up the trail in the direction of the
camp it knew, where were the other food-providers and fire-providers.
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The Gift of the Magi
O. Henry
NE DOLLAR and eighty-seven cents. That was all. And sixty cents of it was in
pennies. Pennies saved one and two at a time by bulldozing the grocer and the
vegetable man and the butcher until one’s cheeks burned with the silent imputation
of parsimony that such close dealing implied. Three times Della counted it. One dollar and
eighty-seven cents. And the next day would be Christmas.

O

There was clearly nothing to do but flop down on the shabby little couch and howl. So
Della did it. Which instigates the moral reflection that life is made up of sobs, sniffles, and
smiles, with sniffles predominating.
While the mistress of the home is gradually subsiding from the first stage to the second,
take a look at the home. A furnished flat at $8 per week. It did not exactly beggar description,
but it certainly had that word on the lookout for the mendicancy squad.
In the vestibule below was a letter-box into which no letter would go, and an electric
button from which no mortal finger could coax a ring. Also appertaining thereunto was a
card bearing the name “Mr. James Dillingham Young.”
The “Dillingham” had been flung to the breeze during a former period of prosperity when
its possessor was being paid $30 per week. Now, when the income was shrunk to $20,
though, they were thinking seriously of contracting to a modest and unassuming D. But
whenever Mr. James Dillingham Young came home and reached his flat above he was called
“Jim” and greatly hugged by Mrs. James Dillingham Young, already introduced to you as
Della. Which is all very good.
Della finished her cry and attended to her cheeks with the powder rag. She stood by the
window and looked out dully at a gray cat walking a gray fence in a gray backyard.
Tomorrow would be Christmas Day, and she had only $1.87 with which to buy Jim a
present. She had been saving every penny she could for months, with this result. Twenty
dollars a week doesn’t go far. Expenses had been greater than she had calculated. They
always are. Only $1.87 to buy a present for Jim. Her Jim. Many a happy hour she had spent
planning for something nice for him. Something fine and rare and sterling—something just a
little bit near to being worthy of the honor of being owned by Jim.
There was a pier-glass between the windows of the room. Perhaps you have seen a
pier-glass in an $8 flat. A very thin and very agile person may, by observing his reflection in
a rapid sequence of longitudinal strips, obtain a fairly accurate conception of his looks.
Della, being slender, had mastered the art.
Suddenly she whirled from the window and stood before the glass. Her eyes were shining
brilliantly, but her face had lost its color within twenty seconds. Rapidly she pulled down her
hair and let it fall to its full length.
Now, there were two possessions of the James Dillingham Youngs in which they both
took a mighty pride. One was Jim’s gold watch that had been his father’s and his
grandfather’s. The other was Della’s hair. Had the queen of Sheba lived in the flat across the
airshaft, Della would have let her hair hang out the window some day to dry just to
depreciate Her Majesty’s jewels and gifts. Had King Solomon been the janitor, with all his
treasures piled up in the basement, Jim would have pulled out his watch every time he
passed, just to see him pluck at his beard from envy.
So now Della’s beautiful hair fell about her rippling and shining like a cascade of brown
waters. It reached below her knee and made itself almost a garment for her. And then she did
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it up again nervously and quickly. Once she faltered for a minute and stood still while a tear
or two splashed on the worn red carpet.
On went her old brown jacket; on went her old brown hat. With a whirl of skirts and with
the brilliant sparkle still in her eyes, she fluttered out the door and down the stairs to the
street.
Where she stopped the sign read: “Mne. Sofronie. Hair Goods of All Kinds.” One flight
up Della ran, and collected herself, panting. Madame, large, too white, chilly, hardly looked
the “Sofronie.”
“Will you buy my hair?” asked Della.
“I buy hair,” said Madame. “Take yer hat off and let’s have a sight at the looks of it.”
Down rippled the brown cascade.
“Twenty dollars,” said Madame, lifting the mass with a practiced hand.
“Give it to me quick,” said Della.
Oh, and the next two hours tripped by on rosy wings. Forget the hashed metaphor. She
was ransacking the stores for Jim’s present.
She found it at last. It surely had been made for Jim and no one else. There was no other
like it in any of the stores, and she had turned all of them inside out. It was a platinum fob
chain simple and chaste in design, properly proclaiming its value by substance alone and not
by meretricious ornamentation—as all good things should do. It was even worthy of The
Watch. As soon as she saw it she knew that it must be Jim’s. It was like him. Quietness and
value—the description applied to both. Twenty-one dollars they took from her for it, and she
hurried home with the 87 cents. With that chain on his watch Jim might be properly anxious
about the time in any company. Grand as the watch was, he sometimes looked at it on the sly
on account of the old leather strap that he used in place of a chain.
When Della reached home her intoxication gave way a little to prudence and reason. She
got out her curling irons and lighted the gas and went to work repairing the ravages made by
generosity added to love. Which is always a tremendous task, dear friends—a mammoth
task.
Within forty minutes her head was covered with tiny, close-lying curls that made her look
wonderfully like a truant schoolboy. She looked at her reflection in the mirror long,
carefully, and critically.
“If Jim doesn’t kill me,” she said to herself, “before he takes a second look at me, he’ll
say I look like a Coney Island chorus girl. But what could I do—oh! what could I do with a
dollar and eighty- seven cents?”
At 7 o’clock the coffee was made and the frying-pan was on the back of the stove hot and
ready to cook the chops.
Jim was never late. Della doubled the fob chain in her hand and sat on the corner of the
table near the door that he always entered. Then she heard his step on the stair away down on
the first flight, and she turned white for just a moment. She had a habit for saying little silent
prayer about the simplest everyday things, and now she whispered: “Please God, make him
think I am still pretty.”
The door opened and Jim stepped in and closed it. He looked thin and very serious. Poor
fellow, he was only twenty-two—and to be burdened with a family! He needed a new
overcoat and he was without gloves.
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Jim stopped inside the door, as immovable as a setter at the scent of quail. His eyes were
fixed upon Della, and there was an expression in them that she could not read, and it terrified
her. It was not anger, nor surprise, nor disapproval, nor horror, nor any of the sentiments that
she had been prepared for. He simply stared at her fixedly with that peculiar expression on
his face.
Della wriggled off the table and went for him.
“Jim, darling,” she cried, “don’t look at me that way. I had my hair cut off and sold
because I couldn’t have lived through Christmas without giving you a present. It’ll grow out
again—you won’t mind, will you? I just had to do it. My hair grows awfully fast. Say `Merry
Christmas!’ Jim, and let’s be happy. You don’t know what a nice—what a beautiful, nice gift
I’ve got for you.”
“You’ve cut off your hair?” asked Jim, laboriously, as if he had not arrived at that patent
fact yet even after the hardest mental labor.
“Cut it off and sold it,” said Della. “Don’t you like me just as well, anyhow? I’m me
without my hair, ain’t I?”
Jim looked about the room curiously.
“You say your hair is gone?” he said, with an air almost of idiocy.
“You needn’t look for it,” said Della. “It’s sold, I tell you—sold and gone, too. It’s
Christmas Eve, boy. Be good to me, for it went for you. Maybe the hairs of my head were
numbered,” she went on with sudden serious sweetness, “but nobody could ever count my
love for you. Shall I put the chops on, Jim?”
Out of his trance Jim seemed quickly to wake. He enfolded his Della. For ten seconds let
us regard with discreet scrutiny some inconsequential object in the other direction. Eight
dollars a week or a million a year—what is the difference? A mathematician or a wit would
give you the wrong answer. The magi brought valuable gifts, but that was not among them.
This dark assertion will be illuminated later on.
Jim drew a package from his overcoat pocket and threw it upon the table.
“Don’t make any mistake, Dell,” he said, “about me. I don’t think there’s anything in the
way of a haircut or a shave or a shampoo that could make me like my girl any less. But if
you’ll unwrap that package you may see why you had me going a while at first.”
White fingers and nimble tore at the string and paper. And then an ecstatic scream of joy;
and then, alas! a quick feminine change to hysterical tears and wails, necessitating the
immediate employment of all the comforting powers of the lord of the flat.
For there lay The Combs—the set of combs, side and back, that Della had worshipped
long in a Broadway window. Beautiful combs, pure tortoise shell, with jeweled rims—just
the shade to wear in the beautiful vanished hair. They were expensive combs, she knew, and
her heart had simply craved and yearned over them without the least hope of possession. And
now, they were hers, but the tresses that should have adorned the coveted adornments were
gone.
But she hugged them to her bosom, and at length she was able to look up with dim eyes
and a smile and say: “My hair grows so fast, Jim!”
And then Della leaped up like a little singed cat and cried, “Oh, oh!”
Jim had not yet seen his beautiful present. She held it out to him eagerly upon her open
palm. The dull precious metal seemed to flash with a reflection of her bright and ardent
spirit.
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“Isn’t it a dandy, Jim? I hunted all over town to find it. You’ll have to look at the time a
hundred times a day now. Give me your watch. I want to see how it looks on it.”
Instead of obeying, Jim tumbled down on the couch and put his hands under the back of
his head and smiled.
“Dell,” said he, “let’s put our Christmas presents away and keep ’em a while. They’re too
nice to use just at present. I sold the watch to get the money to buy your combs. And now
suppose you put the chops on.”
The magi, as you know, were wise men—wonderfully wise men—who brought gifts to
the Babe in the manger. They invented the art of giving Christmas presents. Being wise, their
gifts were no doubt wise ones, possibly bearing the privilege of exchange in case of
duplication. And here I have lamely related to you the uneventful chronicle of two foolish
children in a flat who most unwisely sacrificed for each other the greatest treasures of their
house. But in a last word to the wise of these days let it be said that of all who give gifts these
two were the wisest. O all who give and receive gifts, such as they are wisest. Everywhere
they are wisest. They are the magi.
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The Carriage-Lamps
From Whilomville Stories
Stephen Crane
T was the fault of a small nickel-plated revolver, a most incompetent weapon, which,
wherever one aimed, would fling the bullet as the devil willed, and no man, when about
to use it, could tell exactly what was in store for the surrounding country. This treasure
had been acquired by Jimmie Trescott after arduous bargaining with another small boy.
Jimmie wended homeward, patting his hip pocket at every three paces.

I

Peter Washington, working in the carriage-house, looked out upon him with a shrewd
eye. “Oh, Jim,” he called, “wut you got in yer hind pocket?”
”Nothin’,” said Jimmie, feeling carefully under his jacket to make sure that the revolver
wouldn’t fall out.
Peter chuckled. “S’more foolishness, I raikon. You gwine be hung one day, Jim, you
keep up all dish yer nonsense.”
Jimmie made no reply, but went into the back garden, where he hid the revolver in a box
under a lilac-bush. Then he returned to the vicinity of Peter, and began to cruise to and fro in
the offing, showing all the signals of one wishing to open treaty. “Pete,” he said, “how much
does a box of cartridges cost?”
Peter raised himself violently, holding in one hand a piece of harness, and in the other an
old rag. “Ca’tridgers! Ca’tridgers! Lan’sake! wut the kid want with ca’tridgers? Knew it!
Knew it! Come home er-holdin’ on to his hind pocket like he got money in it. An’ now he
want ca’tridgers.”
Jimmie, after viewing with dismay the excitement caused by his question, began to move
warily out of the reach of a possible hostile movement.
”Ca’tridgers!” continued Peter, in scorn and horror. “Kid like you! No bigger’n er
minute! Look yah, Jim, you done been swappin’ round, an’ you done got hol’ of er pistol!”
The charge was dramatic.
The wind was almost knocked out of Jimmie by this display of Peter’s terrible miraculous
power, and as he backed away his feeble denials were more convincing than a confession.
”I’ll tell yer pop!” cried Peter, in virtuous grandeur. “I’ll tell yer pop!”
In the distance Jimmie stood appalled. He knew not what to do. The dread adult wisdom
of Peter Washington had laid bare the sin, and disgrace stared at Jimmie.
There was a whirl of wheels, and a high, lean trotting-mare spun Doctor Trescott’s buggy
toward Peter, who ran forward busily. As the doctor climbed out, Peter, holding the mare’s
head, began his denunciation:
”Docteh, I gwine tell on Jim. He come home er-holdin’ on to his hind pocket, an’ proud
like he won a tuhkey-raffle; an’ I sure know what he been up to, an’ I done challenge him,
an’ he nev’ say he didn’t.”
”Why, what do you mean?” said the doctor. “What’s this, Jimmie?”
The boy came forward, glaring wrathfully at Peter. In fact, he suddenly was so filled with
rage at Peter that he forgot all precautions. “It’s about a pistol,” he said, bluntly. “I’ve got a
pistol. I swapped for it.”
“I done tol’ ’im his pop wouldn’ stand no fiah-awms, an’ him a kid like he is. I done tol’
’im. Lan’sake! he strut like he was a soldier! Come in yere proud, an’ er-holdin’ on to his
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hind pocket. He think he was Jesse James, I raikon. But I done tol’ ’im his pop stan’ no sech
foolishness. First thing—blam—he shoot his haid off. No, seh, he too tinety t’ come in yere
er-struttin’ like he jest bought Main Street. I tol’ ’im. I done tol’ ’im—shawp. I don’ wanter
be loafin’ round dis yer stable if Jim he gwine go shootin’ round an’ shootin’ round—blim—
blam—blim—blam! No, seh. I retiahs. I retiahs. It’s all right if er grown man got er gun, but
ain’t no kids come foolishin’ round me with fiah-awms. No, seh. I retiahs.”
“Oh, be quiet, Peter!” said the doctor. “Where is this thing, Jimmie?”
The boy went sulkily to the box under the lilac-bush and returned with the revolver.
“Here ’tis,” he said, with a glare over his shoulder at Peter. The doctor looked at the silly
weapon in critical contempt.
”It’s not much of a thing, Jimmie, but I don’t think you are quite old enough for it yet. I’ll
keep it for you in one of the drawers of my desk.”
Peter Washington burst out proudly: “I done tol’ ’im th’ docteh wouldn’ stan’ no
traffickin’ round yere with fiah-awms. I done tol’ ’im.”
Jimmie and his father went together into the house, and as Peter unharnessed the mare he
continued his comments on the boy and the revolver. He was not cast down by the absence
of hearers. In fact, he usually talked better when there was no one to listen save the horses.
But now his observations bore small resemblance to his earlier and public statements.
Admiration and the keen family pride of a Southern negro who has been long in one place
were now in his tone.
“That boy! He’s er devil! When he get to be er man—wow! He’ll jes take an’ make things
whirl round yere. Raikon we’ll all take er back seat when he come erlong er-raisin’ Cain.”
He had unharnessed the mare, and with his back bent was pushing the buggy into the
carriage-house.
“Er pistol! An’ him no bigger than er minute!”
A small stone whizzed past Peter’s head and clattered on the stable. He hastily dropped
all occupation and struck a curious attitude. His right knee was almost up to his chin, and his
arms were wreathed protectingly about his head. He had not looked in the direction from
which the stone had come, but he had begun immediately to yell:
“You Jim! Quit! Quit, I tell yer, Jim! Watch out! You gwine break somethin’, Jim!”
“Yah!” taunted the boy, as with the speed and ease of a light-cavalryman he maneuvered
in the distance. “Yah! Told on me, did you! Told on me, hey! There! How do you like that?”
The missiles resounded against the stable.
“Watch out, Jim! You gwine break something, Jim, I tell yer! Quit yer foolishness, Jim!
Ow! Watch out, boy! I—”
There was a crash. With diabolic ingenuity, one of Jimmie’s pebbles had entered the
carriage-house and had landed among a row of carriage-lamps on a shelf, creating havoc
which was apparently beyond all reason of physical law. It seemed to Jimmie that the racket
of falling glass could have been heard in an adjacent county.
Peter was a prophet who after persecution was suffered to recall everything to the mind
of the persecutor. “There! Knew it! Knew it! Now I raikon you’ll quit. Hi! jes look ut dese
yer lamps! Fer lan’ sake! Oh, now yer pop jes break ev’ry bone in yer body!”
In the doorway of the kitchen the cook appeared with a startled face. Jimmie’s father and
mother came suddenly out on the front veranda. “What was that noise?” called the doctor.
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Peter went forward to explain. “Jim he was er-heavin’ rocks at me, docteh, an’ erlong
come one rock an’ go blam inter all th’ lamps an’ jes skitter ’em t’ bits. I declayah—”
Jimmie, half blinded with emotion, was nevertheless aware of a lightning glance from his
father, a glance which cowed and frightened him to the ends of his toes. He heard the steady
but deadly tones of his father in a fury: “Go into the house and wait until I come.”
Bowed in anguish, the boy moved across the lawn and up the steps. His mother was
standing on the veranda still gazing toward the stable. He loitered in the faint hope that she
might take some small pity on his state. But she could have heeded him no less if he had been
invisible. He entered the house.
When the doctor returned from his investigation of the harm done by Jimmie’s hand,
Mrs. Trescott looked at him anxiously, for she knew that he was concealing some volcanic
impulses. “Well?” she asked.
“It isn’t the lamps,” he said at first. He seated himself on the rail. “I don’t know what we
are going to do with that boy. It isn’t so much the lamps as it is the other thing. He was
throwing stones at Peter because Peter told me about the revolver. What are we going to do
with him?”
“I’m sure I don’t know,” replied the mother. “We’ve tried almost everything. Of course
much of it is pure animal spirits. Jimmie is not naturally vicious—”
“Oh, I know,” interrupted the doctor, impatiently. “Do you suppose when the stones were
singing about Peter’s ears, he cared whether they were flung by a boy who was naturally
vicious or a boy who was not? The question might interest him afterward, but at the time he
was mainly occupied in dodging these effects of pure animal spirits.”
“Don’t be too hard on the boy, Ned. There’s lots of time yet. He’s so young yet, and—I
believe he gets most of his naughtiness from that wretched Dalzel boy. That Dalzel
boy—well, he’s simply awful!” Then, with true motherly instinct to shift blame from her
own boy’s shoulders, she proceeded to sketch the character of the Dalzel boy in lines that
would have made that talented young vagabond stare. It was not admittedly her feeling that
the doctor’s attention should be diverted from the main issue and his indignation divided
among the camps, but presently the doctor felt himself burn with a wrath for the Dalzel boy.
“Why don’t you keep Jimmie away from him?” he demanded. “Jimmie has no business
consorting with abandoned little predestined jail-birds like him. If I catch him on the place
I’ll box his ears.”
“It is simply impossible, unless we kept Jimmie shut up all the time,” said Mrs. Trescott.
“I can’t watch him every minute of the day, and the moment my back is turned, he’s off.”
“I should think those Dalzel people would hire somebody to bring up their child for
them,” said the doctor. “They don’t seem to know how to do it themselves.”
Presently you would have thought from the talk that one Willie Dalzel had been throwing
stones at Peter Washington because Peter Washington had told Doctor Trescott that Willie
Dalzel had come into possession of a revolver.
In the mean time Jimmie had gone into the house to await the coming of his father. He
was in rebellious mood. He had not intended to destroy the carriage-lamps. He had been
merely hurling stones at a creature whose perfidy deserved such action, and the hitting of the
lamps had been merely another move of the great conspirator Fate to force one Jimmie
Trescott into dark and troublous ways. The boy was beginning to find the world a bitter
place. He couldn’t win appreciation for a single virtue; he could only achieve quick, rigorous
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punishment for his misdemeanors. Everything was an enemy. Now there were those silly old
lamps—what were they doing up on that shelf, anyhow? It would have been just as easy for
them at the time to have been in some other place. But no; there they had been, like the
crowd that is passing under the wall when the mason for the first time in twenty years lets
fall a brick. Furthermore, the flight of that stone had been perfectly unreasonable. It had been
a sort of freak in physical law. Jimmie understood that he might have thrown stones from the
same fatal spot for an hour without hurting a single lamp. He was a victim—that was it. Fate
had conspired with the detail of his environment to simply hound him into a grave or into a
cell.
But who would understand? Who would understand? And here the boy turned his mental
glance in every direction, and found nothing but what was to him the black of cruel
ignorance. Very well; some day they would—
From somewhere out in the street he heard a peculiar whistle of two notes. It was the
common signal of the boys of the neighborhood, and judging from the direction of the sound,
it was apparently intended to summon him. He moved immediately to one of the windows of
the sitting-room. It opened upon a part of the grounds remote from the stables and cut off
from the veranda by a wing. He perceived Willie Dalzel loitering in the street. Jimmie
whistled the signal after having pushed up the window-sash some inches. He saw the Dalzel
boy turn and regard him, and then call several other boys. They stood in a group and
gestured. These gestures plainly said: “Come out. We’ve got something on hand.” Jimmie
sadly shook his head.
But they did not go away. They held a long consultation. Presently Jimmie saw the
intrepid Dalzel boy climb the fence and begin to creep amongst the shrubbery, in elaborate
imitation of an Indian scout. In time he arrived under Jimmie’s window, and raised his face
to whisper: “Come on out! We’re going on a bear hunt.”
A bear hunt! Of course Jimmie knew that it would not be a real bear hunt, but would be a
sort of carouse of pretension and big talking and preposterous lying and valor, wherein each
boy would strive to have himself called Kit Carson by the others. He was profoundly
affected. However, the parental word was upon him, and he could not move. “No,” he
answered, “I can’t! I’ve got to stay in.”
“Are you a prisoner?” demanded the Dalzel boy, eagerly.
“No-o—yes—I s’pose I am.”
The other had become much excited, but he did not lose his wariness. “Don’t you want to
be rescued?”
“Why—no—I dun’no’,” replied Jimmie, dubiously.
Willie Dalzel was indignant. “Why, of course you want to be rescued! We’ll rescue you.
I’ll go and get my men.” And thinking this a good sentence, he repeated, pompously, “I’ll go
and get my men.” He began to crawl away, but when he was distant some ten paces he turned
to say: “Keep up a stout heart. Remember that you have friends who will be faithful unto
death. The time is not now far off when you will again view the blessed sunlight.”
The poetry of these remarks filled Jimmie with ecstasy, and he watched eagerly for the
coming of the friends who would be faithful unto death. They delayed some time, for the
reason that Willie Dalzel was making a speech.
“Now, men,” he said, “our comrade is a prisoner in yon—in yond—in that there fortress.
We must to the rescue. Who volunteers to go with me?” He fixed them with a stern eye.
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There was a silence and then one of the smaller boys remarked,
“If Doc Trescott ketches us trackin’ over his lawn—”
Willie Dalzel pounced upon the speaker and took him by the throat. The two presented a
sort of a burlesque of the wood-cut on the cover of a dime novel which Willie had just been
reading—The Red Captain: A Tale of the Pirates of the Spanish Main.
“You are a coward!” said Willie, through his clinched teeth.
“No, I ain’t, Willie,” piped the other, as best he could.
“I say you are,” cried the great chieftain, indignantly. “Don’t tell me I’m a liar.” He
relinquished his hold upon the coward and resumed his speech. “You know me, men. Many
of you have been my followers for long years. You saw me slay Six-handed Dick with my
own hand. You know I never falter. Our comrade is a prisoner in the cruel hands of our
enemies. Aw, Pete Washington? He dassent. My pa says if Pete ever troubles me he’ll brain
’im. Come on! To the rescue! Who will go with me to the rescue? Aw, come on! What are
you afraid of?”
It was another instance of the power of eloquence upon the human mind. There was only
one boy who was not thrilled by this oration, and he was a boy whose favorite reading had
been of the road-agents and gun-fighters of the great West, and he thought the whole thing
should be conducted in the Deadwood Dick manner. This talk of a “comrade” was silly;
“pard” was the proper word. He resolved that he would make a show of being a pirate, and
keep secret the fact that he really was Hold-up Harry, the Terror of the Sierras.
But the others were knit close in piratical bonds. One by one they climbed the fence at a
point hidden from the house by tall shrubs. With many a low-breathed caution they went
upon their perilous adventure.
Jimmie was grown tired of waiting for his friends who would be faithful unto death.
Finally he decided that he would rescue himself. It would be a gross breach of rule, but he
couldn’t sit there all the rest of the day waiting for his faithful-unto-death friends. The
window was only five feet from the ground. He softly raised the sash and threw one leg over
the sill. But at the same time he perceived his friends snaking among the bushes. He
withdrew his leg and waited, seeing that he was now to be rescued in an orthodox way. The
brave pirates came nearer and nearer.
Jimmie heard a noise of a closing door, and turning, he saw his father in the room looking
at him and the open window in angry surprise. Boys never faint, but Jimmie probably came
as near to it as may the average boy.
“What’s all this?” asked the doctor, staring. Involuntarily Jimmie glanced over his
shoulder through the window. His father saw the creeping figures. “What are those boys
doing?” he said, sharply, and he knit his brows.
“Nothin’.”
“Nothing! Don’t tell me that. Are they coming here to the window?”
“Y-e-s, sir.”
“What for?”
“To—to see me.”
“What about?”
“About—about nothin’.”
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“What about?”
Jimmie knew that he could conceal nothing. He said, “They’re comin’ to—to—to rescue
me.” He began to whimper.
The doctor sat down heavily.
“What? To rescue you?” he gasped.
“Y-yes, sir.”
The doctor’s eyes began to twinkle. “Very well,” he said presently. “I will sit here and
observe this rescue. And on no account do you warn them that I am here. Understand?”
Of course Jimmie understood. He had been mad to warn his friends, but his father’s mere
presence had frightened him from doing it. He stood trembling at the window, while the
doctor stretched in an easy-chair near at hand. They waited. The doctor could tell by his
son’s increasing agitation that the great moment was near. Suddenly he heard Willie Dalzel’s
voice hiss out a word: “S-s-silence!” Then the same voice addressed Jimmie at the window.
“Good cheer, my comrade. The time is now at hand. I have come. Never did the Red Captain
turn his back on a friend. One minute more and you will be free. Once aboard my gallant
craft and you can bid defiance to your haughty enemies. Why don’t you hurry up? What are
you standin’ there lookin’ like a cow for?”
“I—er—now—you—” stammered Jimmie.
Here Hold-up Harry, the Terror of the Sierras, evidently concluded that Willie Dalzel had
had enough of the premier part, so he said:
“Brace up, pard. Don’t ye turn white-livered now, fer ye know that Hold-up Harry, the
Terrar of the Sarahs, ain’t the man ter—”
“Oh, stop it!” said Willie Dalzel. “He won’t understand that, you know. He’s a pirate.
Now, Jimmie, come on. Be of light heart, my comrade. Soon you—”
“I ’low arter all this here long time in jail ye thought ye had no friends mebbe, but I tell
ye Hold-up Harry, the Terrar of the Sarahs—”
“A boat is waitin’—”
“I have ready a trusty horse—”
Willie Dalzel could endure his rival no longer.
“Look here, Henry, you’re spoilin’ the whole thing. We’re all pirates, don’t you see, and
you’re a pirate too.”
“I ain’t a pirate. I’m Hold-up Harry, the Terrar of the Sarahs.”
“You ain’t, I say,” said Willie, in despair. “You’re spoilin’ everything, you are. All right,
now. You wait. I’ll fix you for this, see if I don’t! Oh, come on, Jimmie. A boat awaits us at
the foot of the rocks. In one short hour you’ll be free forever from your ex—exewable
enemies, and their vile plots. Hasten, for the dawn approaches.”
The suffering Jimmie looked at his father, and was surprised at what he saw. The doctor
was doubled up like a man with the colic. He was breathing heavily. The boy turned again to
his friends.
“I—now—look—here,” he began, stumbling among the words. “You—I—I don’t think
I’ll be rescued to-day.”
The pirates were scandalized. “What?” they whispered, angrily. “Ain’t you goin’ to be
rescued? Well, all right for you, Jimmie Trescott. That’s a nice way to act, that is!” Their
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upturned eyes glowered at Jimmie.
Suddenly Doctor Trescott appeared at the window with Jimmie. “Oh, go home, boys!” he
gasped, but they did not hear him. Upon the instant they had whirled and scampered away
like deer. The first lad to reach the fence was the Red Captain, but Hold-up Harry, the Terror
of the Sierras was so close that there was little to choose between them.
Doctor Trescott lowered the window, and then spoke to his son in his usual quiet way.
“Jimmie, I wish you would go and tell Peter to have the buggy ready at seven o’clock.”
“Yes, sir,” said Jimmie, and he swaggered out to the stables. “Pete, father wants the
buggy ready at seven o’clock.”
Peter paid no heed to this order, but with the tender sympathy of a true friend he inquired,
“Hu’t?”
“Hurt? Did what hurt?”
“Yer trouncin’.”
“Trouncin’!” said Jimmie, contemptuously. “I didn’t get no trouncin’.”
“No?” said Peter. He gave Jimmie a quick shrewd glance, and saw that he was telling the
truth. He began to mutter and mumble over his work. “Ump! Ump! Dese yer white folks act
like they think er boy’s made er glass. No trouncin’! Ump!” He was consumed with curiosity
to learn why Jimmie had not felt a heavy parental hand, but he did not care to lower his
dignity by asking questions about it. At last, however, he reached the limits of his endurance,
and in a voice pretentiously careless he asked, “Didn’ yer pop take on like mad erbout dese
yer cay’ge lamps?”
“Carriage lamps?” inquired Jimmie.
“Ump.”
“No, he didn’t say anything about carriage lamps—not that I remember. Maybe he did,
though. Lemme see . . . . No, he never mentioned ’em.”
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God Sees the Truth, But Waits

I

Leo Tolstoy
(Translated by L. and A. Maude)

N the town of Vladímir lived a young merchant named Iván Dmítritch Aksyónof. He had
two shops and a house of his own.

Aksyónof was a handsome, fair-haired, curly-headed fellow, full of fun, and very
fond of singing. When quite a young man he had been given to drink, and was riotous when
he had had too much, but after he married he gave up drinking, except now and then.

One summer Aksyónof was going to the Nízhny Fair, and as he bade good-bye to his
family his wife said to him, ’Iván Dmítritch, do not start to-day; I have had a bad dream
about you.’
Aksyónof laughed, and said, ‘You are afraid that when I get to the fair I shall go on the
spree.’
His wife replied: ‘I do not know what I am afraid of; all I know is that I had a bad dream.
I dreamt you returned from the town, and when you took off your cap I saw that your hair
was quite gray.’
Aksyónof laughed. ‘That’s a lucky sign,’ said he. ‘See if I don’t sell out all my goods,
and bring you some presents from the fair.’
So he said good-bye to his family, and drove away.
When he had traveled half-way, he met a merchant whom he knew, and they put up at the
same inn for the night. They had some tea together, and then went to bed in adjoining rooms.
It was not Aksyónof’s habit to sleep late, and, wishing to travel while it was still cool, he
aroused his driver before dawn, and told him to put in the horses.
Then he made his way across to the landlord of the inn (who lived in a cottage at the
back), paid his bill, and continued his journey.
When he had gone about twenty-five miles, he stopped for the horses to be fed. Aksyónof
rested awhile in the passage of the inn, then he stepped out into the porch and, ordering a
samovár to be heated got out his guitar and began to play.
Suddenly a tróyka drove up with tinkling bells, and an official alighted, followed by two
soldiers. He came to Aksyónof and began to question him, asking him who he was and
whence he came. Aksyónof answered him fully, and said, ‘Won’t you have some tea with
me?’ But the official went on cross-questioning him and asking him, ‘Where did you spend
last night? Were you alone, or with a fellow-merchant? Did you see the other merchant this
morning? Why did you leave the inn before dawn?’
Aksyónof wondered why he was asked all these questions, but he described all that had
happened, and then added, ‘Why do you cross-question me as if I were a thief or a robber? I
am traveling on business of my own, and there is no need to question me.’
Then the official, calling the soldiers, said, ‘I am the police-officer of this district, and I
question you because the merchant with whom you spent last night has been found with his
throat cut. We must search your things.’
They entered the house. The soldiers and the police-officer unstrapped Aksyónof’s
luggage and searched it. Suddenly the officer drew a knife out of a bag, crying, ‘Whose knife
is this?’
Aksyónof looked, and seeing a blood-stained knife taken from his bag, he was frightened.
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‘How is it there is blood on this knife?’
Aksyónof tried to answer, but could hardly utter a word, and only stammered: ‘I—I don’t
know—not mine.’
Then the police-officer said, ‘This morning the merchant was found in bed with his throat
cut. You are the only person who could have done it. The house was locked from inside, and
no one else was there. Here is this bloodstained knife in your bag, and your face and manner
betray you! Tell me how you killed him, and how much money you stole?’
Aksyónof swore he had not done it; that he had not seen the merchant after they had had
tea together; that he had no money except eight thousand rubles of his own, and that the knife
was not his. But his voice was broken, his face pale, and he trembled with fear as though he
were guilty.
The police-officer ordered the soldiers to bind Aksyónof and to put him in the cart. As
they tied his feet together and flung him into the cart, Aksyónof crossed himself and wept.
His money and goods were taken from him, and he was sent to the nearest town and
imprisoned there. Enquiries as to his character were made in Vladímir. The merchants and
other inhabitants of that town said that in former days he used to drink and waste his time,
but that he was a good man. Then the trial came on: he was charged with murdering a
merchant from Ryazán, and robbing him of twenty thousand rubles.
His wife was in despair, and did not know what to believe. Her children were all quite
small; one was a baby at her breast. Taking them all with her, she went to the town where her
husband was in jail. At first she was not allowed to see him; but, after much begging, she
obtained permission from the officials, and was taken to him. When she saw her husband in
prison-dress and in chains, shut up with thieves and criminals, she fell down, and did not
come to her senses for a long time. Then she drew her children to her, and sat down near him.
She told him of things at home, and asked about what had happened to him. He told her all,
and she asked, ‘What can we do now?’
‘We must petition the Tsar not to let an innocent man perish.’
His wife told him that she had sent a petition to the Tsar, but that it had not been
accepted.
Aksyónof did not reply, but only looked downcast.
Then his wife said, ‘It was not for nothing I dreamt your hair had turned gray. You
remember? You should not have started that day.’ And passing her fingers through his hair,
she said: ‘Ványa dearest, tell your wife the truth; was it not you who did it?’
‘So you, too, suspect me!’ said Aksyónof, and hiding his face in his hands, he began to
weep. Then a soldier came to say that the wife and children must go away; and Aksyónof
said good-bye to his family for the last time.
When they were gone, Aksyónof recalled what had been said, and when he remembered
that his wife also had suspected him, he said to himself, ‘It seems that only God can know
the truth, it is to Him alone we must appeal, and from Him alone expect mercy.’
And Aksyónof wrote no more petitions; gave up all hope, and only prayed to God.
Aksyónof was condemned to be flogged and sent to the mines. So he was flogged with a
knout, and when the wounds made by the knout were healed, he was driven to Siberia with
other convicts.
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For twenty-six years Aksyónof lived as a convict in Siberia. His hair turned white as
snow and his beard grew long, thin, and gray. All his mirth went; he stooped; he walked
slowly, spoke little, and never laughed, but he often prayed.
In prison Aksyónof learnt to make boots, and earned a little money, with which he bought
The Lives of the Saints. He read this book when there was light enough in the prison; and on
Sundays in the prison-church he read the lessons and sang in the choir; for his voice was still
good.
The prison authorities liked Aksyónof for his meekness, and his fellow-prisoners
respected him: they called him ‘Grandfather,’ and ‘The Saint.’ When they wanted to petition
the prison authorities about anything, they always made Aksyónof their spokesman, and
when there were quarrels among the prisoners they came to him to put things right, and to
judge the matter.
No news reached Aksyónof from his home, and he did not even know if his wife and
children were still alive.
One day a fresh gang of convicts came to the prison. In the evening the old prisoners
collected round the new ones and asked them what towns or villages they came from, and
what they were sentenced for. Among the rest Aksyónof sat down near the new-comers, and
listened with downcast air to what was said.
One of the new convicts, a tall, strong man of sixty, with a closely-cropped gray beard,
was telling the others what he had been arrested for.
‘Well, friends,’ he said, ‘I only took a horse that was tied to a sledge, and I was arrested
and accused of stealing. I said I had only taken it to get home quicker, and had then let it go;
besides, the driver was a personal friend of mine. So I said, “It’s all right.” “No,” said they,
“you stole it.” But how or where I stole it they could not say. I once really did something
wrong, and ought by rights to have come here long ago, but that time I was not found out.
Now I have been sent here for nothing at all. . . . Eh, but it’s lies I’m telling you; I’ve been to
Siberia before, but I did not stay long.’
‘Where are you from?’ asked some one.
‘From Vladímir. My family are of that town. My name is Makár, and they also call me
Semyónitch.’
Aksyónof raised his head and said: ‘Tell me, Semyónitch, do you know anything of the
merchants Aksyónof, of Vladímir? Are they still alive?’
‘Know them? Of course I do. The Aksyónofs are rich, though their father is in Siberia: a
sinner like ourselves, it seems! As for you, Gran’dad, how did you come here?’
Aksyónof did not like to speak of his misfortune. He only sighed, and said, ‘For my sins
I have been in prison these twenty-six years.’
‘What sins?’ asked Makár Semyónitch.
But Aksyónof only said, ‘Well, well—I must have deserved it!’ He would have said no
more, but his companions told the new-comer how Aksyónof came to be in Siberia: how
some one had killed a merchant and had put a knife among Aksyónof’s things, and Aksyónof
had been unjustly condemned.
When Makár Semyónitch heard this, he looked at Aksyónof, slapped his own knee, and
exclaimed, ‘Well this is wonderful! Really wonderful! But how old you’ve grown,
Gran’dad!’
The others asked him why he was so surprised, and where he had seen Aksyónof before;
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but Makár Semyónitch did not reply. He only said: ‘It’s wonderful that we should meet here,
lads!’
These words made Aksyónof wonder whether this man knew who had killed the
merchant; so he said ‘Perhaps, Semyónitch, you have heard of that affair or maybe you’ve
seen me before?’
‘How could I help hearing? The world’s full of rumors. But it’s long ago, and I’ve
forgotten what I heard.’
‘Perhaps you heard who killed the merchant?’ asked Aksyónof.
Makár Semyónitch laughed, and replied, ‘It must have been him in whose bag the knife
was found! If some one else hid the knife there, “He’s not a thief till he’s caught,” as the
saying is. How could any one put a knife into your bag while it was under your head? It
would surely have woke you up?’
When Aksyónof heard these words, he felt sure this was the man who had killed the
merchant. He rose and went away. All that night Aksyónof lay awake.
He felt terribly unhappy, and all sorts of images rose in his mind. There was the image of
his wife as she was when he parted from her to go to the fair. He saw her as if she were
present; her face and her eyes rose before him; he heard her speak and laugh. Then he saw
his children, quite little, as they were at that time: one with a little cloak on, another at his
mother’s breast. And then he remembered himself as he used to be—young and merry. He
remembered how he sat playing the guitar in the porch of the inn where he was arrested, and
how free from care he had been. He saw, in his mind, the place where he was flogged, the
executioner, and the people standing around; the chains, the convicts, all the twenty-six years
of his prison life, and his premature old age. The thought of it all made him so wretched that
he was ready to kill himself.
‘And it’s all that villain’s doing!’ thought Aksyónof. And his anger was so great against
Makár Semyónitch that he longed for vengeance, even if he himself should perish for it. He
kept repeating prayers all night, but could get no peace. During the day he did not go near
Makár Semyónitch, nor even look at him.
A fortnight passed in this way. Aksyónof could not sleep at nights, and was so miserable
that he did not know what to do.
One night as he was walking about the prison he noticed some earth that came rolling out
from under one of the shelves on which the prisoners slept. He stopped to see what it was.
Suddenly Makár Semyónitch crept out from under the shelf, and looked up at Aksyónof with
frightened face. Aksyónof tried to pass without looking at him, but Makár seized his hand
and told him that he had dug a hole under the wall, getting rid of the earth by putting it into
his high-boots, and emptying it out every day on the road when the prisoners were driven to
their work.
‘Just you keep quiet, old man, and you shall get out too. If you blab they’ll flog the life
out of me, but I will kill you first.’
Aksyónof trembled with anger as he looked at his enemy. He drew his hand away,
saying, ‘I have no wish to escape, and you have no need to kill me; you killed me long ago!
As to telling of you—I may do so or not, as God shall direct.’
Next day, when the convicts were led out to work, the convoy soldiers noticed that one or
other of the prisoners emptied some earth out of his boots. The prison was searched, and the
tunnel found. The Governor came and questioned all the prisoners to find out who had dug
the hole. They all denied any knowledge of it. Those who knew, would not betray Makár
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Semyónitch, knowing he would be flogged almost to death. At last the Governor turned to
Aksyónof, whom he knew to be a just man, and said:
‘You are a truthful old man; tell me, before God, who dug the hole?’
Makár Semyónitch stood as if he were quite unconcerned, looking at the Governor and
not so much as glancing at Aksyónof. Aksyónof’s lips and hands trembled, and for a long
time he could not utter a word. He thought, ‘Why should I screen him who ruined my life?
Let him pay for what I have suffered. But if I tell, they will probably flog the life out of him
and maybe I suspect him wrongly. And, after all, what good would it be to me?’
‘Well, old man,’ repeated the Governor, ‘tell us the truth: who has been digging under the
wall?’
Aksyónof glanced at Makár Semyónitch, and said ‘I cannot say, your honoree. It is not
God’s will that I should tell! Do what you like with me; I am in your hands.’
However much the Governor tried, Aksyónof would say no more, and so the matter had
to be left.
That night, when Aksyónof was lying on his bed and just beginning to doze, some one
came quietly and sat down on his bed. He peered through the darkness and recognized
Makár.
‘What more do you want of me?’ asked Aksyónof. ‘Why have you come here?’
Makár Semyónitch was silent. So Aksyónof sat up and said, ‘What do you want? Go
away, or I will call the guard!’
Makár Semyónitch bent close over Aksyónof, and whispered, ‘Iván Dmítritch, forgive
me!’
‘What for?’ asked Aksyónof.
‘It was I who killed the merchant and hid the knife among your things. I meant to kill you
too, but I heard a noise outside; so I hid the knife in your bag and escaped out of the
window.’
Aksyónof was silent, and did not know what to say. Makár Semyónitch slid off the
bed-shelf and knelt upon the ground. ‘Iván Dmítritch,’ said he, ‘forgive me! For the love of
God, forgive me! I will confess that it was I who killed the merchant, and you will be
released and can go to your home.’
‘It is easy for you to talk,’ said Aksyónof, ‘but I have suffered for you these twenty-six
years. Where could I go to now?—My wife is dead, and my children have forgotten me. I
have nowhere to go. . . .’
Makár Semyónitch did not rise, but beat his head on the floor. ‘Iván Dmítritch, forgive
me!’ he cried. ‘When they flogged me with the knout it was not so hard to bear as it is to see
you now . . . yet you had pity on me, and did not tell. For Christ’s sake forgive me, wretch
that I am!’ And he began to sob.
When Aksyónof heard him sobbing he, too, began to weep.
‘God will forgive you!’ said he. ‘Maybe I am a hundred times worse than you.’ And at
these words his heart grew light, and the longing for home left him. He no longer had any
desire to leave the prison, but only hoped for his last hour to come.
In spite of what Aksyónof had said, Maker Semyónitch confessed his guilt. But when the
order for his release came, Aksyónof was already dead.
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The Legend of Sleepy Hollow
Found among the papers of the late Diedrech Knickerbocker

I

Washington Irving
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

N the bosom of one of those spacious coves which indent the eastern shore of the
Hudson, at that broad expansion of the river denominated by the ancient Dutch
navigators the Tappan Zee, and where they always prudently shortened sail and implored
the protection of St. Nicholas when they crossed, there lies a small market town or rural port,
which by some is called Greensburgh, but which is more generally and properly known by
the name of Tarry Town. This name was given, we are told, in former days, by the good
housewives of the adjacent country, from the inveterate propensity of their husbands to
linger about the village tavern on market days. Be that as it may, I do not vouch for the fact,
but merely advert to it, for the sake of being precise and authentic. Not far from this village,
perhaps about two miles, there is a little valley or rather lap of land among high hills, which
is one of the quietest places in the whole world. A small brook glides through it, with just
murmur enough to lull one to repose; and the occasional whistle of a quail or tapping of a
woodpecker is almost the only sound that ever breaks in upon the uniform tranquillity.
I recollect that, when a stripling, my first exploit in squirrel-shooting was in a grove of
tall walnut-trees that shades one side of the valley. I had wandered into it at noontime, when
all nature is peculiarly quiet, and was startled by the roar of my own gun, as it broke the
Sabbath stillness around and was prolonged and reverberated by the angry echoes. If ever I
should wish for a retreat whither I might steal from the world and its distractions, and dream
quietly away the remnant of a troubled life, I know of none more promising than this little
valley.
From the listless repose of the place, and the peculiar character of its inhabitants, who are
descendants from the original Dutch settlers, this sequestered glen has long been known by
the name of SLEEPY HOLLOW, and its rustic lads are called the Sleepy Hollow Boys
throughout all the neighboring country. A drowsy, dreamy influence seems to hang over the
land, and to pervade the very atmosphere. Some say that the place was bewitched by a High
German doctor, during the early days of the settlement; others, that an old Indian chief, the
prophet or wizard of his tribe, held his powwows there before the country was discovered by
Master Hendrick Hudson. Certain it is, the place still continues under the sway of some
witching power, that holds a spell over the minds of the good people, causing them to walk
in a continual reverie. They are given to all kinds of marvelous beliefs; are subject to trances
and visions, and frequently see strange sights, and hear music and voices in the air. The
whole neighborhood abounds with local tales, haunted spots, and twilight superstitions; stars
shoot and meteors glare oftener across the valley than in any other part of the country, and
the nightmare, with her whole nine-fold, seems to make it the favorite scene of her gambols.
The dominant spirit, however, that haunts this enchanted region, and seems to be
commander-in-chief of all the powers of the air, is the apparition of a figure on horseback,
without a head. It is said by some to be the ghost of a Hussein trooper, whose head had been
carried away by a cannon-ball, in some nameless battle during the Revolutionary War, and
who is ever and anon seen by the country folk hurrying along in the gloom of night, as if on
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the wings of the wind. His haunts are not confined to the valley, but extend at times to the
adjacent roads, and especially to the vicinity of a church at no great distance. Indeed, certain
of the most authentic historians of those parts, who have been careful in collecting and
collating the floating facts concerning this specter, allege that the body of the trooper having
been buried in the churchyard, the ghost rides forth to the scene of battle in nightly quest of
his head, and that the rushing speed with which he sometimes passes along the Hollow, like
a midnight blast, is owing to his being belated, and in a hurry to get back to the churchyard
before daybreak.
Such is the general purport of this legendary superstition, which has furnished materials
for many a wild story in that region of shadows; and the specter is known at all the country
firesides, by the name of the Headless Horseman of Sleepy Hollow.
It is remarkable that the visionary propensity I have mentioned is not confined to the
native inhabitants of the valley, but is unconsciously imbibed by every one who resides there
for a time. However wide awake they may have been before they entered that sleepy region,
they are sure, in a little time, to inhale the witching influence of the air, and begin to grow
imaginative, to dream dreams, and see apparitions.
I mention this peaceful spot with all possible laud for it is in such little retired Dutch
valleys, found here and there embosomed in the great State of New York, that population,
manners, and customs remain fixed, while the great torrent of migration and improvement,
which is making such incessant changes in other parts of this restless country, sweeps by
them unobserved. They are like those little nooks of still water, which border a rapid stream,
where we may see the straw and bubble riding quietly at anchor, or slowly revolving in their
mimic harbor, undisturbed by the rush of the passing current. Though many years have
elapsed since I trod the drowsy shades of Sleepy Hollow, yet I question whether I should not
still find the same trees and the same families vegetating in its sheltered bosom.
In this by-place of nature there abode, in a remote period of American history, that is to
say, some thirty years since, a worthy wight of the name of Ichabod Crane, who sojourned,
or, as he expressed it, “tarried,” in Sleepy Hollow, for the purpose of instructing the children
of the vicinity. He was a native of Connecticut, a State which supplies the Union with
pioneers for the mind as well as for the forest, and sends forth yearly its legions of frontier
woodmen and country schoolmasters. The cognomen of Crane was not inapplicable to his
person. He was tall, but exceedingly lank, with narrow shoulders, long arms and legs, hands
that dangled a mile out of his sleeves, feet that might have served for shovels, and his whole
frame most loosely hung together. His head was small, and flat at top, with huge ears, large
green glassy eyes, and a long snipe nose, so that it looked like a weather-cock perched upon
his spindle neck to tell which way the wind blew. To see him striding along the profile of a
hill on a windy day, with his clothes bagging and fluttering about him, one might have
mistaken him for the genius of famine descending upon the earth, or some scarecrow eloped
from a cornfield.
His schoolhouse was a low building of one large room, rudely constructed of logs; the
windows partly glazed, and partly patched with leaves of old copybooks. It was most
ingeniously secured at vacant hours, by a withe twisted in the handle of the door, and stakes
set against the window shutters; so that though a thief might get in with perfect ease, he
would find some embarrassment in getting out,—an idea most probably borrowed by the
architect, Yost Van Houten, from the mystery of an heelpost. The schoolhouse stood in a
rather lonely but pleasant situation, just at the foot of a woody hill, with a brook running
close by, and a formidable birch-tree growing at one end of it. From hence the low murmur
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of his pupils’ voices, conning over their lessons, might be heard in a drowsy summer’s day,
like the hum of a beehive; interrupted now and then by the authoritative voice of the master,
in the tone of menace or command, or, peradventure, by the appalling sound of the birch, as
he urged some tardy loiterer along the flowery path of knowledge. Truth to say, he was a
conscientious man, and ever bore in mind the golden maxim, “Spare the rod and spoil the
child.” Ichabod Crane’s scholars certainly were not spoiled.
I would not have it imagined, however, that he was one of those cruel potentates of the
school who joy in the smart of their subjects; on the contrary, he administered justice with
discrimination rather than severity; taking the burden off the backs of the weak, and laying it
on those of the strong. Your mere puny stripling, that winced at the least flourish of the rod,
was passed by with indulgence; but the claims of justice were satisfied by inflicting a double
portion on some little tough wrong headed, broad-skirted Dutch urchin, who sulked and
swelled and grew dogged and sullen beneath the birch. All this he called “doing his duty by
their parents;” and he never inflicted a chastisement without following it by the assurance, so
consolatory to the smarting urchin, that “he would remember it and thank him for it the
longest day he had to live.”
When school hours were over, he was even the companion and playmate of the larger
boys; and on holiday afternoons would convoy some of the smaller ones home, who
happened to have pretty sisters, or good housewives for mothers, noted for the comforts of
the cupboard. Indeed, it behooved him to keep on good terms with his pupils. The revenue
arising from his school was small, and would have been scarcely sufficient to furnish him
with daily bread, for he was a huge feeder, and, though lank, had the dilating powers of an
anaconda; but to help out his maintenance, he was, according to country custom in those
parts, boarded and lodged at the houses of the farmers whose children he instructed. With
these he lived successively a week at a time, thus going the rounds of the neighborhood, with
all his worldly effects tied up in a cotton handkerchief.
That all this might not be too onerous on the purses of his rustic patrons, who are apt to
considered the costs of schooling a grievous burden, and schoolmasters as mere drones he
had various ways of rendering himself both useful and agreeable. He assisted the farmers
occasionally in the lighter labors of their farms, helped to make hay, mended the fences, took
the horses to water, drove the cows from pasture, and cut wood for the winter fire. He laid
aside, too, all the dominant dignity and absolute sway with which he lorded it in his little
empire, the school, and became wonderfully gentle and ingratiating. He found favor in the
eyes of the mothers by petting the children, particularly the youngest; and like the lion bold,
which so magnanimously the lamb did hold, he would sit with a child on one knee, and rock
a cradle with his foot for whole hours together.
In addition to his other vocations, he was the singing-master of the neighborhood, and
picked up many bright shillings by instructing the young folks in psalmody. It was a matter
of no little vanity to him on Sundays, to take his station in front of the church gallery, with a
band of chosen singers; where, in his own mind, he completely carried away the psalm from
the parson. Certain it is, his voice resounded far above all the rest of the congregation; and
there are peculiar quavers still to be heard in that church, and which may even be heard half
a mile off, quite to the opposite side of the mill-pond, on a still Sunday morning, which are
said to be legitimately descended from the nose of Ichabod Crane. Thus, by divers little
makeshifts, in that ingenious way which is commonly denominated “by hook and by crook,”
the worthy pedagogue got on tolerably enough, and was thought, by all who understood
nothing of the labor of headwork, to have a wonderfully easy life of it.
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The schoolmaster is generally a man of some importance in the female circle of a rural
neighborhood; being considered a kind of idle, gentlemanlike personage, of vastly superior
taste and accomplishments to the rough country swains, and, indeed, inferior in learning only
to the parson. His appearance, therefore, is apt to occasion some little stir at the tea-table of
a farmhouse, and the addition of a supernumerary dish of cakes or sweetmeats, or,
peradventure, the parade of a silver teapot. Our man of letters, therefore, was peculiarly
happy in the smiles of all the country damsels. How he would figure among them in the
churchyard, between services on Sundays; gathering grapes for them from the wild vines that
overran the surrounding trees; reciting for their amusement all the epitaphs on the
tombstones; or sauntering, with a whole bevy of them, along the banks of the adjacent
mill-pond; while the more bashful country bumpkins hung sheepishly back, envying his
superior elegance and address.
From his half-itinerant life, also, he was a kind of traveling gazette, carrying the whole
budget of local gossip from house to house, so that his appearance was always greeted with
satisfaction. He was, moreover, esteemed by the women as a man of great erudition, for he
had read several books quite through, and was a perfect master of Cotton Mather’s “History
of New England Witchcraft,” in which, by the way, he most firmly and potently believed.
He was, in fact, an odd mixture of small shrewdness and simple credulity. His appetite
for the marvelous, and his powers of digesting it, were equally extraordinary; and both had
been increased by his residence in this spell-bound region. No tale was too gross or
monstrous for his capacious swallow. It was often his delight, after his school was dismissed
in the afternoon, to stretch himself on the rich bed of clover bordering the little brook that
whimpered by his school-house, and there con over old Mather’s direful tales, until the
gathering dusk of evening made the printed page a mere mist before his eyes. Then, as he
wended his way by swamp and stream and awful woodland, to the farmhouse where he
happened to be quartered, every sound of nature, at that witching hour, fluttered his excited
imagination,—the moan of the whip-poor-will from the hillside, the boding cry of the tree
toad, that harbinger of storm, the dreary hooting of the screech owl, to the sudden rustling in
the thicket of birds frightened from their roost. The fireflies, too, which sparkled most
vividly in the darkest places, now and then startled him, as one of uncommon brightness
would stream across his path; and if, by chance, a huge blockhead of a beetle came winging
his blundering flight against him, the poor varlet was ready to give up the ghost, with the
idea that he was struck with a witch’s token. His only resource on such occasions, either to
drown thought or drive away evil spirits, was to sing psalm tunes and the good people of
Sleepy Hollow, as they sat by their doors of an evening, were often filled with awe at hearing
his nasal melody, “in linked sweetness long drawn out,” floating from the distant hill, or
along the dusky road.
Another of his sources of fearful pleasure was to pass long winter evenings with the old
Dutch wives, as they sat spinning by the fire, with a row of apples roasting and spluttering
along the hearth, and listen to their marvelous tales of ghosts and goblins, and haunted fields,
and haunted brooks, and haunted bridges, and haunted houses, and particularly of the
headless horseman, or Galloping Hussein of the Hollow, as they sometimes called him. He
would delight them equally by his anecdotes of witchcraft, and of the direful omens and
portentous sights and sounds in the air, which prevailed in the earlier times of Connecticut;
and would frighten them woefully with speculations upon comets and shooting stars; and
with the alarming fact that the world did absolutely turn round, and that they were half the
time topsy-turvy!
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But if there was a pleasure in all this, while snugly cuddling in the chimney corner of a
chamber that was all of a ruddy glow from the crackling wood fire, and where, of course, no
specter dared to show its face, it was dearly purchased by the terrors of his subsequent walk
homewards. What fearful shapes and shadows beset his path, amidst the dim and ghastly
glare of a snowy night! With what wistful look did he eye every trembling ray of light
streaming across the waste fields from some distant window! How often was he appalled by
some shrub covered with snow, which, like a sheeted specter, beset his very path! How often
did he shrink with curdling awe at the sound of his own steps on the frosty crust beneath his
feet; and dread to look over his shoulder, lest he should behold some uncouth being tramping
close behind him! and how often was he thrown into complete dismay by some rushing blast,
howling among the trees, in the idea that it was the Galloping Hussein on one of his nightly
scourings!
All these, however, were mere terrors of the night, phantoms of the mind that walk in
darkness; and though he had seen many specters in his time, and been more than once beset
by Satan in divers shapes, in his lonely perambulations, yet daylight put an end to all these
evils; and he would have passed a pleasant life of it, in despite of the Devil and all his works,
if his path had not been crossed by a being that causes more perplexity to mortal man than
ghosts, goblins, and the whole race of witches put together, and that was—a woman.
Among the musical disciples who assembled, one evening in each week, to receive his
instructions in psalmody, was Katrina Van Tassel, the daughter and only child of a
substantial Dutch farmer. She was a booming lass of fresh eighteen; plump as a partridge;
ripe and melting and rosy-cheeked as one of her father’s peaches, and universally famed, not
merely for her beauty, but her vast expectations. She was withal a little of a coquette, as
might be perceived even in her dress, which was a mixture of ancient and modern fashions,
as most suited to set of her charms. She wore the ornaments of pure yellow gold, which her
great-great-grandmother had brought over from Saar dam; the tempting stomacher of the
olden time, and withal a provokingly short petticoat, to display the prettiest foot and ankle in
the country round.
Ichabod Crane had a soft and foolish heart towards the sex; and it is not to be wondered
at, that so tempting a morsel soon found favor in his eyes, more especially after he had
visited her in her paternal mansion. Old Baltus Van Tassel was a perfect picture of a thriving,
contented, liberal-hearted farmer. He seldom, it is true, sent either his eyes or his thoughts
beyond the boundaries of his own farm; but within those everything was snug, happy and
well-conditioned. He was satisfied with his wealth, but not proud of it; and piqued himself
upon the hearty abundance, rather than the style in which he lived. His stronghold was
situated on the banks of the Hudson, in one of those green, sheltered, fertile nooks in which
the Dutch farmers are so fond of nestling. A great elm tree spread its broad branches over it,
at the foot of which bubbled up a spring of the softest and sweetest water, in a little well
formed of a barrel; and then stole sparkling away through the grass, to a neighboring brook,
that babble along among alders and dwarf willows. Hard by the farmhouse was a vast barn,
that might have served for a church; every window and crevice of which seemed bursting
forth with the treasures of the farm; the flail was busily resounding within it from morning to
night; swallows and martins skimmed twittering about the eaves; and rows of pigeons, some
with one eye turned up, as if watching the weather, some with their heads under their wings
or buried in their bosoms, and others swelling, and cooing, and bowing about their dames,
were enjoying the sunshine on the roof. Sleek unwieldy porkers were grunting in the repose
and abundance of their pens, from whence sallied forth, now and then, troops of sucking
pigs, as if to snuff the air. A stately squadron of snowy geese were riding in an adjoining
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pond, convoying whole fleets of ducks; regiments of turkeys were gobbling through the
farmyard, and Guinea fowls fretting about it, like ill-tempered housewives, with their
peevish, discontented cry. Before the barn door strutted the gallant cock, that pattern of a
husband, a warrior and a fine gentleman, clapping his burnished wings and crowing in the
pride and gladness of his heart,—sometimes tearing up the earth with his feet, and then
generously calling his ever-hungry family of wives and children to enjoy the rich morsel
which he had discovered.
The pedagogue’s mouth watered as he looked upon this sumptuous promise of luxurious
winter fare. In his devouring mind’s eye, he pictured to himself every roasting-pig running
about with a pudding in his belly, and an apple in his mouth; the pigeons were snugly put to
bed in a comfortable pie, and tucked in with a coverlet of crust; the geese were swimming in
their own gravy; and the ducks pairing cozily in dishes, like snug married couples, with a
decent competency of onion sauce. In the porkers he saw carved out the future sleek side of
bacon, and juicy relishing ham; not a turkey but he beheld daintily trussed up, with its
gizzard under its wing, and, peradventure, a necklace of savory sausages; and even bright
chanticleer himself lay sprawling on his back, in a side dish, with uplifted claws, as if
craving that quarter which his chivalrous spirit disdained to ask while living.
As the enraptured Ichabod fancied all this, and as he rolled his great green eyes over the
fat meadow lands, the rich fields of wheat, of rye, of buckwheat, and Indian corn, and the
orchards burdened with ruddy fruit, which surrounded the warm tenement of Van Tassel, his
heart yearned after the damsel who was to inherit these domains, and his imagination
expanded with the idea, how they might be readily turned into cash, and the money invested
in immense tracts of wild land, and shingle palaces in the wilderness. Nay, his busy fancy
already realized his hopes, and presented to him the blooming Katrina, with a whole family
of children, mounted on the top of a wagon loaded with household trumpery, with pots and
kettles dangling beneath; and he beheld himself bestriding a pacing mare, with a colt at her
heels, setting out for Kentucky, Tennessee,—or the Lord knows where!
When he entered the house, the conquest of his heart was complete. It was one of those
spacious farmhouses, with high-ridged but lowly sloping roofs, built in the style handed
down from the first Dutch settlers; the low projecting eaves forming a piazza along the front,
capable of being closed up in bad weather. Under this were hung flails, harness, various
utensils of husbandry, and nets for fishing in the neighboring river. Benches were built along
the sides for summer use; and a great spinning-wheel at one end, and a churn at the other,
showed the various uses to which this important porch might be devoted. From this piazza
the wondering Ichabod entered the hall, which formed the center of the mansion, and the
place of usual residence. Here rows of resplendent pewter, ranged on a long dresser, dazzled
his eyes. In one corner stood a huge bag of wool, ready to be spun; in another, a quantity of
linsey-woolsey just from the loom; ears of Indian corn, and strings of dried apples and
peaches, hung in gay fetoons along the walls, mingled with the gaud of red peppers; and a
door left ajar gave him a peep into the best parlor, where the claw-footed chairs and dark
mahogany tables shone like mirrors; andirons, with their accompanying shovel and tongs,
glistened from their covert of asparagus tops; mock-oranges and conch- shells decorated the
mantelpiece; strings of various-colored birds eggs were suspended above it; a great ostrich
egg was hung from the center of the room, and a corner cupboard, knowingly left open,
displayed immense treasures of old silver and well-mended china.
From the moment Ichabod laid his eyes upon these regions of delight, the peace of his
mind was at an end, and his only study was how to gain the affections of the peerless
daughter of Van Tassel. In this enterprise, however, he had more real difficulties than
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generally fell to the lot of a knight-errant of yore, who seldom had anything but giants,
enchanters, fiery dragons, and such like easily conquered adversaries, to contend with and
had to make his way merely through gates of iron and brass, and walls of adamant to the
castle keep, where the lady of his heart was confined; all which he achieved as easily as a
man would carve his way to the center of a Christmas pie; and then the lady gave him her
hand as a matter of course. Ichabod, on the contrary, had to win his way to the heart of a
country coquette, beset with a labyrinth of whims and caprices, which were forever
presenting new difficulties and impediments; and he had to encounter a host of fearful
adversaries of real flesh and blood, the numerous admirers, who beset every portal to her
heart, keeping a watchful and angry eye upon each other, but ready to fly out in the common
cause against any new competitor.
Among these, the most formidable was a burly, roaring, roystering blade, of the name of
Abraham, or, according to the Dutch abbreviation, Brom Van Brunt, the hero of the country
round which rang with his feats of strength and hardihood. He was broad-shouldered and
double-jointed, with short curly black hair, and a bluff but not unpleasant countenance,
having a mingled air of fun and arrogance From his Herculean frame and great powers of
limb he had received the nickname of BROM BONES, by which he was universally known.
He was famed for great knowledge and skill in horsemanship, being as dexterous on
horseback as a Tartar. He was foremost at all races and cock fights; and, with the ascendancy
which bodily strength always acquires in rustic life, was the umpire in all disputes, setting
his hat on one side, and giving his decisions with an air and tone that admitted of no gainsay
or appeal. He was always ready for either a fight or a frolic; but had more mischief than
ill-will in his composition; and with all his overbearing roughness, there was a strong dash of
waggish good humor at bottom. He had three or four boon companions, who regarded him as
their model, and at the head of whom he scoured the country, attending every scene of feud
or merriment for miles round. In cold weather he was distinguished by a fur cap, surmounted
with a flaunting fox’s tail; and when the folks at a country gathering descried this
well-known crest at a distance, whisking about among a squad of hard riders, they always
stood by for a squall. Sometimes his crew would be heard dashing along past the farmhouses
at midnight, with whoop and halloo, like a troop of Don Cossacks; and the old dames,
startled out of their sleep, would listen for a moment till the hurry-scurry had clattered by,
and then exclaim, “Ay, there goes Brom Bones and his gang!” The neighbors looked upon
him with a mixture of awe, admiration, and good-will; and, when any madcap prank or rustic
brawl occurred in the vicinity, always shook their heads, and warranted Brom Bones was at
the bottom of it.
This merry hero had for some time singled out the blooming Katrina for the object of his
uncouth gallantries, and though his amorous toyings were something like the gentle caresses
and endearments of a bear, yet it was whispered that she did not altogether discourage his
hopes. Certain it is, his advances were signals for rival candidates to retire, who felt no
inclination to cross a lion in his amours; insomuch, that when his horse was seen tied to Van
Tassel’s paling, on a Sunday night, a sure sign that his master was courting, or, as it is
termed, “sparking,” within, all other suitors passed by in despair, and carried the war into
other quarters.
Such was the formidable rival with whom Ichabod Crane had to contend, and,
considering, all things, a stouter man than he would have shrunk from the competition, and a
wiser man would have despaired. He had, however, a happy mixture of pliability and
perseverance in his nature; he was in form and spirit like a supple-jack´yielding, but tough;
though he bent, he never broke; and though he bowed beneath the slightest pressure, yet, the
moment it was away—jerk!—he was as erect, and carried his head as high as ever.
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To have taken the field openly against his rival would have been madness; for he was not
a man to be thwarted in his amours, any more than that stormy lover, Achilles. Ichabod,
therefore, made his advances in a quiet and gently insinuating manner. Under cover of his
character of singing-master, he made frequent visits at the farmhouse; not that he had
anything to apprehend from the meddlesome interference of parents, which is so often a
stumbling-block in the path of lovers. Balt Van Tassel was an easy indulgent soul; he loved
his daughter better even than his pipe, and, like a reasonable man and an excellent father, let
her have her way in everything. His notable little wife, too, had enough to do to attend to her
housekeeping and manage her poultry; for, as she sagely observed, ducks and geese are
foolish things, and must be looked after, but girls can take care of themselves. Thus, while
the busy dame bustled about the house, or plied her spinning-wheel at one end of the piazza,
honest Balt would sit smoking his evening pipe at the other, watching the achievements of a
little wooden warrior, who, armed with a sword in each hand, was most valiantly fighting the
wind on the pinnacle of the barn. In the mean time, Ichabod would carry on his suit with the
daughter by the side of the spring under the great elm, or sauntering along in the twilight,
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 riddle and admiration. Some seem to have but one vulnerable point, or door
of access; while others have a thousand avenues, and may be captured in a thousand different
ways. It is a great triumph of skill to gain the former, but a still greater proof of generalship
to maintain possession of the latter, for man must battle for his fortress at every door and
window. He who wins a thousand common hearts is therefore entitled to some renown; but
he who keeps undisputed sway over the heart of a coquette is indeed a hero. Certain it is, this
was not the case with the redoubtable Brom Bones; and from the moment Ichabod Crane
made his advances, the interests of the former evidently declined: his horse was no longer
seen tied to the palings on Sunday nights, and a deadly feud gradually arose between him and
the preceptor of Sleepy Hollow.
Brom, who had a degree of rough chivalry in his nature, would fain have carried matters
to open warfare and have settled their pretensions to the lady, according to the mode of those
most concise and simple reasoners, the knights-errant of yore,—by single combat; but
Ichabod was too conscious of the superior might of his adversary to enter the lists against
him; he had overheard a boast of Bones, that he would “double the schoolmaster up, and lay
him on a shelf of his own schoolhouse;” and he was too wary to give him an opportunity.
There was something extremely provoking, in this obstinately pacific system; it left Brom no
alternative but to draw upon the funds of rustic waggery in his disposition, and to play off
boorish practical jokes upon his rival. Ichabod became the object of whimsical persecution
to Bones and his gang of rough riders. They harried his hitherto peaceful domains, smoked
out his singing-school by stopping up the chimney, broke into the schoolhouse at night, in
spite of its formidable fastenings of withe and window stakes, and turned everything
topsy-turvy, so that the poor schoolmaster began to think all the witches in the country held
their meetings there. But what was still more annoying, Brom took all Opportunities of
turning him into ridicule in presence of his mistress, and had a scoundrel dog whom he
taught to whine in the most ludicrous manner, and introduced as a rival of Ichabod’s, to
instruct her in psalmody.
In this way matters went on for some time, without producing any material effect on the
relative situations of the contending powers. On a fine autumnal afternoon, Ichabod, in
pensive mood, sat enthroned on the lofty stool from whence he usually watched all the
concerns of his little literary realm. In his hand he swayed a ferule, that scepter of despotic
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power; the birch of justice reposed on three nails behind the throne, a constant terror to evil
doers, while on the desk before him might be seen sundry contraband articles and prohibited
weapons, detected upon the persons of idle urchins, such as half-munched apples, popguns,
whirligigs, fly-cages, and whole legions of rampant little paper game-cocks. Apparently
there had been some appalling act of justice recently inflicted, for his scholars were all busily
intent upon their books, or slyly whispering behind them with one eye kept upon the master;
and a kind of buzzing stillness reigned throughout the schoolroom. It was suddenly
interrupted by the appearance of a Negro in tow-cloth jacket and trousers. a round-crowned
fragment of a hat, like the cap of Mercury, and mounted on the back of a ragged, wild,
half-broken colt, which he managed with a rope by way of halter.
All was now bustle and hubbub in the late quiet schoolroom. The scholars were hurried
through their lessons without stopping at trifles; those who were nimble skipped over half
with impunity, and those who were tardy had a smart application now and then in the rear, to
quicken their speed or help them over a tall word. Books were flung aside without being put
away on the shelves, inkstands were overturned, benches thrown down, and the whole school
was turned loose an hour before the usual time, bursting forth like a legion of young imps,
yelping and racketing about the green in joy at their early emancipation.
The gallant Ichabod now spent at least an extra half hour at his toilet, brushing and
furbishing up his best, and indeed only suit of rusty black, and arranging his locks by a bit of
broken looking-glass that hung up in the schoolhouse. That he might make his appearance
before his mistress in the true style of a cavalier, he borrowed a horse from the farmer with
whom he was domiciliated, a choleric old Dutchman of the name of Hans Van Ripper, and,
thus gallantly mounted, issued forth like a knight-errant in quest of adventures. But it is meet
I should, in the true spirit of romantic story, give some account of the looks and equipments
of my hero and his steed. The animal he bestrode was a broken-down plow-horse, that had
outlived almost everything but its viciousness. He was gaunt and shagged, with a ewe neck,
and a head like a hammer; his rusty mane and tail were tangled and knotted with burs; one
eye had lost its pupil, and was glaring and spectral, but the other had the gleam of a genuine
devil in it. He must have had fire and mettle in his day, if we may judge from the name he
bore of Gunpowder. He had, in fact, been a favorite steed of his master’s, the choleric Van
Ripper, who was a furious rider, and had infused, very probably, some of his own spirit into
the animal; for, old and broken-down as he looked, there was more of the lurking devil in
him than in any young filly in the country.
Ichabod was a suitable figure for such a steed. He rode with short stirrups, which brought
his knees nearly up to the pommel of the saddle; his sharp elbows stuck out like
grasshoppers’; he carried his whip perpendicularly in his hand, like a scepter, and as his
horse jogged on, the motion of his arms was not unlike the flapping of a pair of wings. A
small wool hat rested on the top of his nose, for so his scanty strip of forehead might be
called, and the skirts of his black coat fluttered out almost to the horses tail. Such was the
appearance of Ichabod and his steed as they shambled out of the gate of Hans Van Ripper,
and it was altogether such an apparition as is seldom to be met with in broad daylight.
It was, as I have said, a fine autumnal day; the sky was clear and serene, and nature wore
that rich and golden livery which we always associate with the idea of abundance. The
forests had put on their sober brown and yellow, while some trees of the tenderer kind had
been nipped by the frosts into brilliant dyes of orange, purple, and scarlet. Streaming files of
wild ducks began to make their appearance high in the air; the bark of the squirrel might be
heard from the groves of beech and hickory-nuts, and the pensive whistle of the quail at
intervals from the neighboring stubble field.
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As Ichabod jogged slowly on his way, his eye, ever open to every symptom of culinary
abundance, ranged with delight over the treasures of jolly autumn. On all sides he beheld
vast store of apples: some hanging in oppressive opulence on the trees; some gathered into
baskets and barrels for the market; others heaped up in rich piles for the cider-press. Farther
on he beheld great fields of Indian corn, with its golden ears peeping from their leafy coverts,
and holding out the promise of cakes and hasty-pudding; and the yellow pumpkins lying
beneath them, turning up their fair round bellies to the sun, and giving ample prospects of the
most luxurious of pies; and anon he passed the fragrant buckwheat fields breathing the odor
of the beehive, and as he beheld them, soft anticipations stole over his mind of dainty
slap-jacks, well buttered, and garnished with honey or treacle, by the delicate little dimpled
hand of Katrina Van Tassel.
Thus feeding his mind with many sweet thoughts and “sugared suppositions,” he
journeyed along the sides of a range of hills which look out upon some of the goodliest
scenes of the mighty Hudson. The sun gradually wheeled his broad disk down in the west.
The wide bosom of the Tappan Zee lay motionless and glassy, excepting that here and there
a gentle undulation waved and prolonged the blue shallow of the distant mountain. A few
amber clouds floated in the sky, without a breath of air to move them. The horizon was of a
fine golden tint, changing gradually into a pure apple green, and from that into the deep blue
of the mid-heaven. A slanting ray lingered on the woody crests of the precipices that
overhung some parts of the river, giving greater depth to the dark gray and purple of their
rocky sides. A sloop was loitering in the distance, dropping slowly down with the tide, her
sail hanging uselessly against the mast; and as the reflection of the sky gleamed along the
still water, it seemed as if the vessel was suspended in the air.
It was toward evening that Ichabod arrived at the castle of the Heer Van Tassel, which he
found thronged with the pride and flower of the adjacent country old farmers, a spare
leathern-faced race, in homespun coats and breeches, blue stockings, huge shoes, and
magnificent pewter buckles. Their brisk, withered little dames, in close crimped caps, long
waisted short-gowns, homespun petticoats, with scissors and pin-cushions, and gay calico
pockets hanging on the outside. Buxom lasses, almost as antiquated as their mothers,
excepting where a straw hat, a fine ribbon, or perhaps a white frock, gave symptoms of city
innovation. The sons, in short square-skirted coats, with rows of stupendous brass buttons,
and their hair generally queued in the fashion of the times, especially if they could procure
an eelskin for the purpose, it being esteemed throughout the country as a potent nourisher
and strengthener of the hair.
Brom Bones, however, was the hero of the scene, having come to the gathering on his
favorite steed Daredevil, a creature, like himself, full of mettle and mischief, and which no
one but himself could manage. He was, in fact, noted for preferring vicious animals, given to
all kinds of tricks which kept the rider in constant risk of his neck, for he held a tractable,
well-broken horse as unworthy of a lad of spirit.
Fain 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 mansion. Not those of the bevy of
buxom lasses, with their luxurious display of red and white; but the ample charms of a
genuine Dutch country tea-table, in the sumptuous time of autumn. Such heaped up platters
of cakes of various and almost indescribable kinds, known only to experienced Dutch
housewives! There was the doughty doughnut, the tender olykoek, and the crisp and
crumbling cruller; sweet cakes and short cakes, ginger cakes and honey cakes, and the whole
family of cakes. And then there were apple pies, and peach pies, and pumpkin pies; besides
slices of ham and smoked beef; and moreover delectable dishes of preserved plums, and
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peaches, and pears, and quinces; not to mention broiled shad and roasted chickens; together
with bowls of milk and cream, all mingled higgledy-pigglely, pretty much as I have
enumerated them, with the motherly teapot sending out clouds of vapor from the midst—
Heaven bless the mark! I want breath and time to discuss this banquet as it deserves, and am
too eager to get on with my story. Happily, Ichabod Crane was not in so great a hurry as his
historian, but did ample justice to every dainty.
He was a kind and thankful creature, whose heart dilated in proportion as his skin was
filled with good cheer, and whose spirits rose with eating, as some men’s do with drink. He
could not help, too, rolling his large eyes round him as he ate, and chuckling with the
possibility that he might one day be lord of all this scene of almost unimaginable luxury and
splendor. Then, he thought, how soon he’d turn his back upon the old schoolhouse; snap his
fingers in the face of Hans Van Ripper, and every other niggardly patron, and kick any
itinerant pedagogue out of doors that should dare to call him comrade!
Old Baltus Van Tassel moved about among his guests with a face dilated with content
and good humor, round and jolly as the harvest moon. His hospitable attentions were brief,
but expressive, being confined to a shake of the hand, a slap on the shoulder, a loud laugh,
and a pressing invitation to “fall to, and help themselves.”
And now the sound of the music from the common room, or hall, summoned to the
dance. The musician was an old gray-headed Negro, who had been the itinerant orchestra of
the neighborhood for more than half a century. His instrument was as old and battered as
himself. The greater part of the time he scraped on two or three strings, accompanying every
movement of the bow with a motion of the head; bowing almost to the ground, and stamping
with his foot whenever a fresh couple were to start.
Ichabod prided himself upon his dancing as much as upon his vocal powers. Not a limb,
not a fiber about him was idle; and to have seen his loosely hung frame in full motion, and
clattering about the room, you would have thought St. Vitus himself, that blessed patron of
the dance, was figuring before you in person. He was the admiration of all the Negroes; who,
having gathered, of all ages and sizes, from the farm and the neighborhood, stood forming a
pyramid of shining black faces at every door and window; gazing with delight at the scene;
rolling their white eye-balls, and showing grinning rows of ivory from ear to ear. How could
the flogger of urchins be otherwise than animated and joyous? The lady of his heart was his
partner in the dance, and smiling graciously in reply to all his amorous oglings; while Brom
Bones, sorely smitten with love and jealousy, sat brooding by himself in one corner.
When the dance was at an end, Ichabod was attracted to a knot of the sager folks, who,
with Old Van Tassel, sat smoking at one end of the piazza, gossiping over former times, and
drawing out long stories about the war. This neighborhood, at the time of which I am
speaking, was one of those highly favored places which abound with chronicle and great
men. The British and American line had run near it during the war; it had, therefore, been the
scene of marauding and infested with refugees, cow-boys, and all kinds of border chivalry.
Just sufficient time had elapsed to enable each story-teller to dress up his tale with a little
becoming fiction, and, in the indistinctness of his recollection, to make himself the hero of
every exploit.
There was the story of Doffue Martling, a large blue-bearded Dutchman, who had nearly
taken a British frigate with an old iron nine-pounder from a mud breastwork, only that his
gun burst at the sixth discharge. And there was an old gentleman who shall be nameless,
being too rich a mynheer to be lightly mentioned, who, in the battle of White Plains, being an
excellent master of defense, parried a musket-ball with a small-sword, insomuch that he
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absolutely felt it whiz round the blade, and glance off at the hilt; in proof of which he was
ready at any time to show the sword, with the hilt a little bent. There were several more that
had been equally great in the field, not one of whom but was persuaded that he had a
considerable hand in bringing the war to a happy termination.
But all these were nothing to the tales of ghosts and apparitions that succeeded. The
neighborhood is rich in legendary treasures of the kind. Local tales and superstitions thrive
best in these sheltered, long settled retreats; but are trampled under foot by the shifting
throng that forms the population of most of our country places. Besides, there is no
encouragement for ghosts in most of our villages, for they have scarcely had time to finish
their first nap and turn themselves in their graves, before their surviving friends have
traveled away from the neighborhood; so that when they turn out at night to walk their
rounds, they have no acquaintance left to call upon. This is perhaps the reason why we so
seldom hear of ghosts except in our long-established Dutch communities.
The immediate cause, however, of the prevalence of supernatural stories in these parts,
was doubtless owing to the vicinity of Sleepy Hollow. There was a contagion in the very air
that blew from that haunted region; it breathed forth an atmosphere of dreams and fancies
infecting all the land. Several of the Sleepy Hollow people were present at Van Tassel’s, and,
as usual, were doling out their wild and wonderful legends. Many dismal tales were told
about funeral trains, and mourning cries and wailings heard and seen about the great tree
where the unfortunate Major Andre was taken, and which stood in the neighborhood. Some
mention was made also of the woman in white, that haunted the dark glen at Raven Rock,
and was often heard to shriek on winter nights before a storm, having perished there in the
snow. The chief part of the stories, however, turned upon the favorite specter of Sleepy
Hollow, the Headless Horseman, who had been heard several times of late, patrolling the
country; and, it was said, tethered his horse nightly among the graves in the churchyard.
The sequestered situation of this church seems always to have made it a favorite haunt of
troubled spirits. It stands on a knoll, surrounded by locust, trees and lofty elms, from among
which its decent, whitewashed walls shine modestly forth, like Christian purity beaming
through the shades of retirement. A gentle slope descends from it to a silver sheet of water,
bordered by high trees, between which, peeps may be caught at the blue hills of the Hudson.
To look upon its grass-grown yard, where the sunbeams seem to sleep so quietly, one would
think that there at least the dead might rest in peace. On one side of the church extends a
wide woody dell, along which 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 bridge; the road that led to it, and the bridge itself, were thickly shaded by
overhanging trees, which cast a gloom about it, even in the daytime; but occasioned a fearful
darkness at night. Such was one of the favorite haunts of the Headless Horseman, and the
place where he was most frequently encountered. The tale was told of old Brouwer, a most
heretical disbeliever in ghosts, how he met the Horseman returning from his foray into
Sleepy Hollow, and was obliged to get up behind him; how they galloped over bush and
brake, over hill and swamp, until they reached the bridge; when the Horseman suddenly
turned into a skeleton, threw old Brouwer into the brook, and sprang away over the tree-tops
with a clap of thunder.
This story was immediately matched by a thrice marvelous adventure of Brom Bones,
who made light of the Galloping Hussein as an errant jockey. He affirmed that on returning
one night from the neighboring village of Sing Sing, he had been overtaken by this midnight
trooper; that he had offered to race with him for a bowl of punch, and should have won it too,
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for Daredevil beat the goblin horse all hollow, but just as they came to the church bridge, the
Hussein bolted, and vanished in a flash of fire.
All these tales, told in that drowsy undertone with which men talk in the dark, the
countenances of the listeners only now and then receiving a casual gleam from the glare of a
pipe, sank deep in the mind of Ichabod. He repaid them in kind with large extracts from his
invaluable author, Cotton Mather, and added many marvelous events that had taken place in
his native State of Connecticut, and fearful sights which he had seen in his nightly walks
about Sleepy Hollow.
The revel now gradually broke up. The old farmers gathered together their families in
their wagons, and were heard for some time rattling along the hollow roads, and over the
distant hills. Some of the damsels mounted on pillions behind their favorite swains, and their
light-hearted laughter, mingling with the clatter of hoofs, echoed along the silent woodlands,
sounding fainter and fainter, until they gradually died away,—and the late scene of noise and
frolic was all silent and deserted. Ichabod only lingered behind, according to the custom of
country lovers, to have a tete-a-tete with the heiress; fully convinced that he was now on the
high road to success. What passed at this interview I will not pretend to say, for in fact I do
not know. Something, however, I fear me, must have gone wrong, for he certainly sallied
forth, after no very great interval, with an air quite desolate and chapfallen. Oh, these
women! these women! Could that girl have been playing off any of her coquettish tricks?
Was her encouragement of the poor pedagogue all a mere sham to secure her conquest of his
rival? Heaven only knows, not I! Let it suffice to say, Ichabod stole forth with the air of one
who had been sacking a hen-roost, rather than a fair lady’s heart. Without looking to the right
or left to notice the scene of rural wealth, on which he had so often gloated, he went straight
to the stable, and with several hearty cuffs and kicks roused his steed most uncourteously
from the comfortable quarters in which he was soundly sleeping, dreaming of mountains of
corn and oats, and whole valleys of timothy and clover.
It was the very witching time of night that Ichabod, heavy hearted and crest-fallen,
pursued his travels homewards, along the sides of the lofty hills which rise above Tarry
Town, and which he had traversed so cheerily in the afternoon. The hour was as dismal as
himself. Far below him the Tappan Zee spread its dusky and indistinct waste of waters, with
here and there the tall mast of a sloop, riding quietly at anchor under the land. In the dead
hush of midnight, he could even hear the barking of the watchdog from the opposite shore of
the Hudson; but it was so vague and faint as only to give an idea of his distance from this
faithful companion of man. Now and then, too, the long-drawn crowing of a cock,
accidentally awakened, would sound far, far off, from some farmhouse away among the
hills—but it was like a dreaming sound in his ear. No signs of life occurred near him, but
occasionally the melancholy chirp of a cricket, or perhaps the guttural twang of a bull-frog
from a neighboring marsh, as if sleeping uncomfortably and turning suddenly in his bed.
All the stories of ghosts and goblins that he had heard in the afternoon now came
crowding upon his recollection. The night grew darker and darker; the stars seemed to sink
deeper in the sky, and driving clouds occasionally hid them from his sight. He had never felt
so lonely and dismal. He was, moreover, approaching the very place where many of the
scenes of the ghost stories had been laid. In the center of the road stood an enormous
tulip-tree, which towered like a giant above all the other trees of the neighborhood, and
formed a kind of landmark. Its limbs were gnarled and fantastic, large enough to form trunks
for ordinary trees, twisting down almost to the earth, and rising again into the air. It was
connected with the tragical story of the unfortunate Andre, who had been taken prisoner hard
by; and was universally known by the name of Major Andre’s tree. The common people
regarded it with a mixture of respect and superstition, partly out of sympathy for the fate of
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its ill-starred namesake, and part from the tales of strange sights, and doleful lamentations,
told concerning it.
As Ichabod approached this fearful tree, he began to whistle; he thought his whistle was
answered; it was but a blast sweeping sharply through the dry branches. As he approached a
little nearer, he thought he saw something white, hanging in the midst of the tree: he paused,
and ceased whistling but, on looking more narrowly, perceived that it was a place where the
tree had been scathed by lightning, and the white wood laid bare. Suddenly he heard a
groan—his teeth chattered, and his knees smote against the saddle: it was but the rubbing of
one huge bough upon another, as they were swayed about by the breeze. He passed the tree
in safety, but new perils lay before him.
About two hundred yards from the tree, a small brook crossed the road, and ran into a
marshy and thickly-wooded glen, known by the name of Wiley’s Swamp. A few rough logs,
laid side by side, served for a bridge over this stream. On that side of the road where the
brook entered the wood, a group of oaks and chestnuts, matted thick with wild grape-vines,
threw a cavernous gloom over it. To pass this bridge was the severest trial. It was at this
identical spot that the unfortunate Andre was captured, and under the covert of those
chestnuts and vines were the sturdy yeomen concealed who surprised him. This has ever
since been considered a haunted stream, and fearful are the feelings of the school-boy who
has to pass it alone after dark.
As he approached the stream, his heart began to thump. He summoned up, however, all
his resolution, gave his horse half a score of kicks in the ribs, and attempted to dash briskly
across the bridge; but instead of starting forward, the perverse old animal made a lateral
movement, and ran broadside against the fence. Ichabod, whose fears increased with the
delay, jerked the reins on the other side, and kicked lustily with the contrary foot: it was all
in vain; his steed started, it is true, but it was only to plunge to the opposite side of the road
into a thicket of brambles and alder-bushes. The schoolmaster now bestowed both whip and
heel upon the starveling ribs of old Gunpowder, who dashed forward, snuffling and snorting,
but came to a stand just by the bridge, with a suddenness that had nearly sent his rider
sprawling over his head. Just at this moment a plashy tramp by the side of the bridge caught
the sensitive ear of Ichabod. In the dark shadow of the grove, on the margin of the brook, he
beheld something huge, misshapen and towering. It stirred not, but seemed gathered up in
the gloom, like some gigantic monster ready to spring upon the traveler.
The hair of the affrighted pedagogue rose upon his head with terror. What was to be
done? To turn and fly was now too late; and besides, what chance was there of escaping
ghost or goblin, if such it was, which could ride upon the wings of the wind? Summoning up,
therefore, a show of courage, he demanded in stammering accents, “ Who are you?” He
received no reply. He repeated his demand in a still more agitated voice. Still there was no
answer. Once more he cudgeled the sides of the inflexible Gunpowder, and, shutting his
eyes, broke forth with involuntary fervor into a psalm tune. Just then the shadowy object of
alarm put itself in motion, and with a scramble and a bound stood at once in the middle of the
road. Though the night was dark and dismal, yet the form of the unknown might now in some
degree be ascertained. He appeared to be a horseman of large dimensions, and mounted on a
black horse of powerful frame. He made no offer of molestation or sociability, but kept aloof
on one side of the road, jogging along on the blind side of old Gunpowder, who had now got
over his fright and waywardness.
Ichabod, who had no relish for this strange midnight companion, and bethought himself
of the adventure of Brom Bones with the Galloping Hussein, now quickened his steed in
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hopes of leaving him behind. The stranger, however, quickened his horse to an equal pace.
Ichabod pulled up, and fell into a walk, thinking to lag behind,—the other did the same. His
heart began to sink within him; he endeavored to resume his psalm tune, but his parched
tongue clove to the roof of his mouth, and he could not utter a stave. There was something in
the moody and dogged silence of this pertinacious companion that was mysterious and
appalling. It was soon fearfully accounted for. On mounting a rising ground, which brought
the figure of his fellow-traveler in relief against the sky, gigantic in height, and muffled in a
cloak, Ichabod was horror-struck on perceiving that he was headless! But his horror was still
more increased on observing that the head, which should have rested on his shoulders, was
carried before him on the pommel of his saddle! His terror rose to desperation; he rained a
shower of kicks and blows upon Gunpowder, hoping by a sudden movement to give his
companion the slip; but the specter started full jump with him. Away, then, they dashed
through thick and thin; stones flying and sparks flashing at every bound. Ichabod’s flimsy
garments fluttered in the air, as he stretched his long lank body away over his horse’s head,
in the eagerness of his flight.
They had now reached the road which turns off to Sleepy Hollow; but Gunpowder, who
seemed possessed with a demon, instead of keeping up it, made an opposite turn, and
plunged headlong down hill to the left. This road leads through a sandy hollow shaded by
trees for about a quarter of a mile, where it crosses the bridge famous in goblin story; and just
beyond swells the green knoll on which stands the whitewashed church.
As yet the panic of the steed had given his unskillful rider an apparent advantage in the
chase, but just as he had got half way through the hollow, the girths of the saddle gave way,
and he felt it slipping from under him. He seized it by the pommel, and endeavored to hold it
firm, but in vain; and had just time to save himself by clasping old Gunpowder round the
neck, when the saddle fell to the earth, and he heard it trampled under foot by his pursuer.
For a moment the terror of Hans Van Ripper’s wrath passed across his mind,—for it was his
Sunday saddle; but this was no time for petty fears; the goblin was hard on his haunches; and
(unskillful rider that he was!) he had much ado to maintain his seat; sometimes slipping on
one side, sometimes on another, and sometimes jolted on the high ridge of his horse’s
backbone, with a violence that he verily feared would cleave him asunder.
An opening, in the trees now cheered him with the hopes that the church bridge was at
hand. The wavering reflection of a silver star in the bosom of the brook told him that he was
not mistaken. He saw the walls of the church dimly glaring under the trees beyond. He
recollected the place where Brom Bones’ ghostly competitor had disappeared. “If I can but
reach that bridge,” thought Ichabod, “ I am safe.” Just then he heard the black steed panting
and blowing close behind him; he even fancied that he felt his hot breath. Another
convulsive kick in the ribs, and old Gunpowder sprang upon the bridge; he thundered over
the resounding planks; he gained the opposite side; and now Ichabod cast a look behind to
see if his pursuer should vanish, according to rule, in a flash of fire and brimstone. Just then
he saw the goblin rising in his stirrups, and in the very act of hurling his head at him. Ichabod
endeavored to dodge the horrible missile, but too late. It encountered his cranium with a
tremendous crash,—he was tumbled headlong into the dust, and Gunpowder, the black steed,
and the goblin rider, passed by like a whirlwind.
The next morning the old horse was found without his saddle, and with the bridle under
his feet, soberly cropping the grass at his master’s gate. Ichabod did not make his appearance
at breakfast; dinner-hour came, but no Ichabod. The boys assembled at the schoolhouse, and
strolled idly about the banks of the brook; but no schoolmaster. Hans Van Ripper now began
to feel some uneasiness about the fate of poor Ichabod, and his saddle. An inquiry was set on
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foot, and after diligent investigation they came upon his traces. In one part of the road
leading to the church was found the saddle trampled in the dirt; the tracks of horses’ hoofs
deeply dented in the road, and evidently at furious speed, were traced to the bridge, beyond
which, 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 beside it a shattered pumpkin.
The brook was searched, but the body of the schoolmaster was not to be discovered. Hans
Van Ripper as executor of his estate, examined the bundle which contained all his worldly
effects. They consisted of two shirts and a half; two stocks for the neck; a pair or two of
worsted stockings; an old pair of corduroy small- clothes; a rusty razor; a book of psalm
tunes full of dog’s-ears; and a broken pitch-pipe. As to the books and furniture of the
schoolhouse, they belonged to the community, excepting Cotton Mather’s History of
Witchcraft, a New England Almanac, and book of dreams and fortune-telling; in which last
was a sheet of foolscap much scribbled and blotted in several fruitless attempts to make a
copy of verses in honor of the heiress of Van Tassel. These magic books and the poetic
scrawl were forthwith consigned to the flames by Hans Van Ripper; who, from that time
forward, determined to send his children no more to school; observing that he never knew
any good come of this same reading and writing. Whatever money the schoolmaster
possessed, and he had received his quarter’s pay but a day or two before, he must have had
about his person at the time of his disappearance.
The mysterious event caused much speculation at the church on the following Sunday.
Knots of gazers and gossips were collected in the churchyard, at the bridge, and at the spot
where the hat and pumpkin had been found. The stories of Brouwer, of Bones, and a whole
budget of others were called to mind; and when they had diligently considered them all, and
compared them with the symptoms of the present case, they shook their heads, and came to
the conclusion chat Ichabod had been carried off by the Galloping Hussein. As he was a
bachelor, and in nobody’s debt, nobody troubled his head any more about him; the school
was removed to a different quarter of the Hollow, and another pedagogue reigned in his
stead.
It is true, an old farmer, who had been down to New York on a visit several years after,
and from whom this account of the ghostly adventure was received, brought home the
intelligence that Ichabod Crane was still alive; that he had left the neighborhood partly
through fear of the goblin and Hans Van Ripper, and partly in mortification at having been
suddenly dismissed by the heiress; that he had changed his quarters to a distant part of the
country; had kept school and studied law at the same time; had been admitted to the bar;
turned politician; electioneered; written for the newspapers; and finally had been made a
justice of the ten pound court. Brom Bones, too, who, shortly after his rival’s disappearance
conducted the blooming Katrina in triumph to the altar, was observed to look exceedingly
knowing whenever the story of Ichabod was related, and always burst into a hearty laugh at
the mention of the pumpkin; which led some to suspect that he knew more about the matter
than he chose to tell.
The old country wives, however, who are the best judges of these matters, maintain to
this day that Ichabod was spirited away by supernatural means; and it is a favorite story often
told about the neighborhood round the winter evening fire. The bridge became more than
ever an object of superstitious 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 mill-pond. The schoolhouse
being deserted soon fell to decay, and was reported to be haunted by the ghost of the
unfortunate pedagogue and the plough-boy, loitering homeward of a still summer evening,
has often fancied his voice at a distance, chanting a melancholy psalm tune among the
tranquil solitudes of Sleepy Hollow.

