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scape painter, who had travelled on the continent, but following the bent of

his vagrant inclination, had sketched in nooks, and corners, and by-places.

His skltch book was accordingly crowded with cottages, and landscapes, and

obscure ruins; but he had neglected to paint St. Peter's, or the Coliseum; the

cascade of Terni,T or the bay of Naples; and had not a single glacier'or volcano

in his whole collection.

rBrg

Rip Van Winkler

[The following Tale was found among the papers of the late Diedrich Knick-

erbo"ker, an old gentlernan of New-York, wl.ro was very curious in the Dutch

history of the province, and the manners of the descendants from its primitive

settleis. His hLtorical researches, however, did not lay so much among books,

as among r.nen; for the fonner are lamentably scanty on his favourite 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 hap-

pJr,.d ,rpon a genuine Dutch family, snugly shut up in its_low-roofed.farm

i,o.,r", ,rr-,d., a spreading sycamore, he looked upon it as a little clasped vol-

ume of black-letter,2 and studied it with the zeal of a bookworm'

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

haie been various opinions as to the literary character ofhis work, and, to tell

the truth, it is rot a whit better than it should be. Its chief merit is its scruPu-

lous accuracy, which, indeed, was a ]ittle questioned, on its first aPpearance,

but has since been completely established;r and it is now adrnitted 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 labours. He,

however, wa-s 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 neighbours, and g-riEve 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,"a and it
begins to be suspected, thathe never intended to injure or offcnd. Buthowever

hii memory may be appreciated by critics, it is still held dear among many

folk, whose good opinion is well worth having; particularly certain biscuit bak-
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ers, who have gone so far as to imprint his likeness on their new year cakes,
a.d have thus given him a chance for immortality, almost 

"q,rrl 
to b"i.g

stamped on a Waterloo meclal, or a Queen Anne's farthing. tl

Rip Yan Winkle
fi. Posthumous Writing of Diedrich Knickerbocker

By Woden, Cod of Saxons,
From whence comesWensday, that isWodensday,
Truth is a thing that ever I wiII keep
Unto thylke day in which I creep into
MY sePulchre- 

-1)artwright6

whoever has made a voyage up the Hudson, must remembcr the Kaatskill
moutains. They are a dismembered branch of the great Appalachian family,
and- are seen away to the west of the river, swelling up to a ioble height, and
lording it over the surrounding country. Every change ofseason, eue./cha,g.
of weather, indeed, every hour of the day, produces some change in il,e mrg_
ical hues and shapes ofthese mountains, and they are regardecr by ail the good
wives, far and near, as perfect barometers. when the weather ii fair anJset-
tled, they are clothed in blue a.d purple, and print their bold outlines on the
c_lear evening sky; but so,re times, when the rest of the landscape is cloudless,
they will gather a hood of gray vapours about their summits, *hi"h, i,, the last
rays of the setting sun, will glow and light up like a crown of glory.

At the foot of these fairy rnountains, 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 rnelt away into the fresh gieen of the
nearer landscape. It is a little village of great antiquity, having been founded
by sorne of the Dutch colonists, in the early times of the p.ouir.., just about
the beginning of the government of the good Peter Stuyvesant,T (may he rest
in peace!) and there were some of the houses of the original settrers itanding
within a few years, with latticc windows, gable fronts surmounted with weath-
ercocks, and built of small yellow bricks brought from Holland.

In that same village, and in one of these very houses, (which, to tell the
precise truth, was sadly time worn and weathcr 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 oI the
van winkles who figured so gallantly in the chivalrous days of peter Stuyves-
ant, ancl accompanied him to the siege of Fort christina. He inherited, irow-
ever, but little ofthe martial character ofhis ancestors. I have observed that he
was a simple good natured man; he was moreover a kind neighbour, and an
obedient, henpecked husband. Indeed, to the latter circumstance rnight be
owing that meekness of spirit which gained him such universar popurarity; for
those men are most apt to be obsequious and conciliating abioad, who are

5lrving'sironycutsindifferentdirectio_ns:Waterloo aplaybvtheEnglistrwriterWilliamCartwright(l6ll
medals wcre minted liberally. after the defeat ofNapo- +i1, it . speakeiis a pcdant .amed Moth.:.woden,,,
lcor in 181 5, whilc farthings (tiny coins) from the reign Norse eod of war.
rrf Qrreer Anne of England (1702-1+r *ere ".- 7. petJr Stuvvesant (1592-1672), last governor ofthe
rrrorrly, tlrcugh wronglv, considered rare, one story say- Dutch province ofNew Netherlmds, in-1655 (as men-
irrg tmly three were minted. tioned bclow) defeated Swedish colonists at Fort Chris-(r. lrrthisclrrotatirrrr frotr'l'he ()ilinary, ].1.1050 5,1, tilr, ncarwhrtisnowwiJrnilglol, [)clawrre.

7. St. Peter's, in Rome, is the world's largest church,
built largely according to plans of Bramante; the Coli-
seum, in Rome, in part still standing, was built by Ves-

pasian and Titus around e.o. 80; the cascade ofTerni,
famous waterfall in the Apennines, was created wheu

a Roman consul altered the course of a river in the
third century a.c.
I. Rip Van WinAle was the last of the sketches printed

in the May l8l9 first installmcnl of The Sketch Book
(New York: C. S. Van Winkle), the source of the pres-

ent text.
2. 'lypcfircc it: crrly prittlc<J lnoks, rescmbling mecli-

cr,;rl scripl; srrclt lxrrks, lxlrtttsc oI llttir v;tltt wcrc

often equipped with clasps so they could be shut tightly

and even locked.
3. lruing knew that most of his 6rst readers would

remember with delight the wildly inaccurate Knicker-

bocker liistory. He is also echoing Ccwantes'humor-
ous assurance ofaccuracy at the outset of DonQuixote.
4. Shakespeare's Hamlet, l.l.23l-12. 'lio this quota-

tion Iwing appended the following footnote: "Vide [see]

the excellert discourse ofG. C. Verplanck, Esq. before

the New-York Historical Society." [f lrving's fricrxl

Gulian C. Verplanck ever made such an address, it was

in fun.
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under the discipline of shrews at home. 'fheir tempers, doubtless, are rendered
pliant and malleable in the fiery furnace of domestic tribulation, and a curtain
lecture8 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 favourite among all the good wives of the
village, who, as usual with the amiable sex, took his part in all family squab-
bles, and never failed, whenever they talked those matters over in their evening
gossippings, 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 Iong stories <lf 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 r.rot a dog would bark at him throughout the neighbourhood.

The great error in Rip's composition was an insuperable aversion to all kinds
of profitable labour. It could not be for 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 even refuse to assist a

neighbour in the roughest toil, and was a foremost man at all country frolicks
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 atter-rd to any body's business but his own; but as to doing family duty, and
keeping his farm in order, it was impossible.

In fact, he declared it was 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 any where 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 there was little n-rore left than a mere patch of Indian corn
and potatoes, yet it was the worst conditioned farm in the neighbourhood.

His children, too, were as ragged and wild as if they belonged to nobody.
His son Rip, an urchin begotten in his own likeress, 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 galligas-
kins,e 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, which
ever can be got with least thought or trouble, and would rather starvc orr u

penny than work for a pound. If Ieft to hirnsclf, hc worrkl havc wlristlc<l lifc
ll.'l'irxltrltlivcrtxl byrrwi[crrlcrllrccrrrlrrirrs;rrorrrrl () l,rxrv.rirLlrrrr,rlr.s
llx irrrr lxrslt r lxrl lr;rrr. lrcrr tlr;nrrr Ir llrr. rrililrt
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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 thirrg
he said or did was sure to produce a torrent ofhousehold 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 henpecked husband.

Rip's sole domestic adherent was his dog Wolf, who was as much henpecked
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 so
often going astray. Tme it is, in all points of spirit befitting an honourable dog,
he was as courageous an animal as ever scoured the woods-but what courage
can withstand the ever-during and all-besetting terrors of a woman's tongue?
The moment Wolf- entered the house, his crest fell, his tail drooped to the
ground, or curled between his legs, he sneaked about with a gallows air, cast-
ing many a sidelong glance at Dame Van Winkle, and at the least flourish of
a broomstick or ladle, would fly 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
edge tool that grows keener by 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, that
held its sessions on a bench bef<rre a small inn, designated by a rubicund
portrait of his majesty George the Thircl. Here they used to sit in the shade, of
a long lazy summer's day, talk listlessly over village gossip, or tell 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 traveller. How sol-
emnly they would listen to the conter-rts, as drawled out by Derrick Van Bum-
mel, the schoolmaster, a dapper learned little man, who was not to be daunted
by the most gigantic word in the dictionary; and how sagely they would delib-
erate upon public events some months after they had taken place.

T'he opinions of this juntor were completely controlled by Nicholas Vedder,
a patriarch of the village, and landlorcl 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 shadc ofa large tree; so that the neighbours 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 srnoke his pipe vehemently, and send forth short, frequent,
ancl angry puffs; but when pleased, he would inhale the smoke slowly and
tr:rnqrrilly, and emit it in light and placid clouds, and sometimes taking the
pipc frortr his nouth, and letting the fragrant vapolrr curl about his nose,
worrkl gravcly rrod lris hcad in token of perfect approbation.
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From cven this strong hold the unlucky Rip was at length routed by his

termagant wife, who would suddenly break in upon the tranquillity of the
assemblage, call the members all to nought, 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 labour of the farm ar-rd the clamour of his wife, was to take

gun ir-r 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 wallet2 with Wolf,
with whom he sympathised as a fellow sufferer in persecution. "Poor Wolf,"
he would say, "thy mistress leads thee a dogs' life of it; but never mind, my
lad, while 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 rcciprocated the sentiment with all his heart.

In a lor-rg 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 favourite sport of squirrel shooting, and the still solitudes had echoed and
re-echoed 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 ofa 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 siler-rt but maies-

tic course, 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 hc looked down into a deep mountain glen, wild, lonely,
and shagged, the bottom filled with fragments from tl-re impending cliffs, and

scarcely lighted by the reflected rays of the sctting sun. F or some time Rip lay

n-rusing on this sccnc, 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 heavecl 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,

"R.ip Van Winkle I Rip Van Winkle!" He looked around, 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 Win-
kle!"--at the same tirne 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 san-re direc-
tion, 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 sec

any human being in this lonely and unfrequented place, but supposing it to
be some one of the neighbourhood in need of his assistance, he hastened down
to yicld it.

On nearer approach, he was still morc surprised at the singularity of thc
stranger's appearance. He was a shori square built old fellow, with thick bttshv

2 Krrapsack.
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hair, and a grizzled beard. His dress was of the antique Dutch fashion-a crothjerkinl strapped round the waist-seu..rt pri, of Lreeches, ll;;;;;, ln. of
a_mple volume, decorated with rows of buttons down the,iJ;r,-;;;;;.i., ,tthe knees. He bore on his shourder a stout keg, that r*,*J r"lr .ir"*]r*, ,ramade signs for Rip to approach and assist hiilr with trr" i*a.'rr,"ull".rth".
shv and distrustfur of this new acquaintance, Rip "o-pilJ *iir,-f,ir'"rrrralacrity' and murrrally rerieving each other. they crambered ,p, ,rrro* gutty,apparently lht'dry bed of a nrountain torrent. As they rr".rd;i. R;;';;;;i ""*and then,lreard long rolling peals. like distant thunder. t1;;#;';o',rrr"
out of-a deep ravine, or rather cleft between lofty rocks, to*rrJ.,,tuJ tf,.l,rugged path conducted. He paused for an instani rr"t *pp"""g ili"'u" tr,"muttcring o[one of those rransient thundcr showers which orteniak.plr"" inmountain heights, hc proceeded. passing through ttr. ,*i,r", ttr"r."""* a,hollow, like a small amphirheaire, rurrlrnd.J'br ;;;;ilirl*",0,"*,over the brinks of which impending trees shot tf,.i. Urrr.f,.r,1liirl'r",i 

"rf,caught glimpses of the az.re sky,. and the bright evening cloud. During thewhole time, Rip and his companion had rabo--ure; ;; fiii.rl",7"r'ii,t*r.
*::.1:l:: li_.X:ll"d 

greatly what coutd be the object 
"f ";;.-y-rrs;'k"g or,quor up tltrs wrld mountain, yet there was somethi,g strange ,nd L,"or,pr"_

hensible about the ,"k:?y,., that inspired awe, and . r"lt",iir*,fffrl,ty.'
^ 

on.entering the amphitheatre, newobjects oiwonder presented the-selves.
C)n a level spot in the centre was-a company o[odd.-looking p.rr""rg., pjrrirgat nine-pins. They were dressed in a quaint, outlandish?ish;,:;;;;rr.
short doublets,4 others jerkins, with lo;g k,,iu., l. their belts, ,rJ ,,ort f,raenormous breeches, of similar styre with lhat of the guide's. lr.Li.'rrrr*"r, a"",were peculiar: one had a large head, broad fr"", i,d ,,,rlt figgiril:;r; tl,"face of another seeme. to-consist cntirely of nose, and was ;ffi";#J;y ,white sugarloaf hat' set offwith a rittre red cockstair. They aI had beards, ofvarious shapes and colours. There was one who seemed to Le the 

"o,,,..rrrrd.r.,H. y^, a stout old gentleman, with a weather_beaten countenance; he wore alaced doublet, broad belt.and hanger,5 high c.o.ned hrt r;J-i;;i;"., _astockings, and high heeled shoes, with"roses in"them. The whore *-"p-r#"a.aRip of the figures in an old Fremish painting, in the parlour 
"rb"rl-iJir.Schaick, the-village parson, and which hniir".n brought ou".-r.o,,-rt"oilr,,a

at the time of the settlement.
what seemed particularly odd to Rip, was, that though these folks wereevidently amrrsing themseives, yet they niai,,tained th" gr;;rt i;"r,"rf* *"ramysterious silence, and were, withal, the niost -.lr""ioly fr.*y-;i;i;;"."he had ever witnessed" Nothing interrupted the stiilness 

"rin" ,".r.,'ffitr,.noise.of the balls, which, wheniver they were rolled, echoed ,1";;; ih;;;rn_
tains like rumbling peals of thunder.

, As fip and- his companion approached them, they suddenly clesisted fromtheir play, and stared at him with such fixed statuelikl g rr,, ^ia;;;;r"g.,uncouth, lack lustre corrntenances, that his h"rrt turr,SJ *;,h_ ;;;,1"1'fr,,
knees smote together. His companio, ,,or" 

"-pii.d the contents oi tr,. r"girrto large flagons, and made signs to him to wait upon tf," 
"o,rprry. U"

1 lrckct fttcd tightly at the waist.

I ,y;li,*illliilli:11,J?,:,11':""0 
ro upper thighs, 

5 Shcrt,owed swod
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obeyed with fear and trembling; they quaffed the liquor in profound silence'

and then returned to their game'

By degrees, Rip's awe ,n"d 
"pp"htt'sion 

subsided' He even ventured' when

"" .r;;;;;J'";;; t.'i*, to iaste the beverage, which he found had much

"irf,'.-g.ro", 
of excellent Hollands.T He was naturally a thirsty soul, and was

soon tempted to repeat the draught. one taste provoked another, and he re-

it.rrt Jt it visits to the flagon so often, that at length his senses were. ovet-

fo*.r.d, his eyes s*a* i.,"hi, head, his head gradually declined' and he fell

intoadeepsleeP. , r t rr'^-'O" 
,*if.-g,'he found himself on the green knoll from whence he had first

r"*-it. "fa?r, of the glen. He rubbe-d his eyes-it was.a bright sunny

;il;. ihe blrds *.r. lioppi'g and twittering among the bushes' and.the

;;;ffi; ;il;"1;; rloft, 
"rd 

ir."rstins. the pure mountain breeze. "Surely, "

itSrgfl, Rip, ,,I h"ave not slept here all night."He recalled the occurrences

#;r? h; i;il asleep. The strat'ge man with the keg of liquor-the.mountain

ravine-the wild reireat r*orrg Ih" rocks-the wo-begone party at.nine-pins-

ilii;g";_"ot r .t., flagont Ihat wicked flagon!" thought Rip-"what excuse

shall I make to Dame Van Winkle?"'rl"r""r."aroundforhisgun,butinplaceofthecleanwell.oiledfowling.

pi"*,-ft.-f""r-rd ,., old fireiock lying by him,-the barrel encrusted with rust'

if,. f..f. f.fii"g off, and the stock worfu-taten. He now suspected that the grave

;;G;t of the"mountain had put a trick upon him' and having dosed him with

ii,i""r, frra robbed t lm oi f,t gun' Wolf, too, iad disappear-ed' but he. might

irlr. tirry"a away after a ,q"i"""Io' partridge' He whistled after him' shouted

f,ir' ,rrr., but ali in ,air,; ihe echo"s t"p"ited his whistle and shout' but no

dog was to be seen.

He determined to revisit the scene of the last evening's-gambol, and jf he

*ei*ith any of the party, to demand his dog and gun' As he arose to walk he

found himself stiff in tr," ;oi"tr, and wa.,ti.rg in his usual activity. "These

mountain beds do .,ot 
^g*. 

with me," thoughl Rip, "and if this frolick should

i;;;G *itt, , nt of tfre rheumatism, I shall have a blessed time with Dame

Vi, Wl.f.f.." With some difficulty he got down into the glen: he found the

nJl, u, which he and his companion had ascended the preceding evening'

fili" litr';;"irrr..rl a mountain stream was now foaming down it' leaping

f-*r""f.a"rock,andfillingthegienwithbabblingmurmurs.'He'trowever'
*ra. ,r,l* to scramble up itlsidei working his toilsome way through thickets

;ili;;,-rrrrrfras, and *it.h hrrl., and soiretimes tripped up or entangled by

;#;tii grrp. "i"", 
that trryisted their coils and tendrils from tree to tree, and

spread a kind of netrvork in his path'* 
ni f""gaf, he reached to wheie the ravine had opened through the cliffs, to

tfr"-r*pf,ltf..rtre; but no traces of such opening remained' The rocks pre-

,..,t.drhighimpenetrablewall,overwhich.thetorrentcametumblingina
tf,".i 

"f 
f.if,.ry hou-, ,.,d fell into a broad deep basin' black from the shad-

"*, 
.f the surroundi.,glor.rt. Here, then, pooi Rlp was brought to a stand'

if. ,gri, 
""ff"d 

and whistled after his dog; he was only answered by the cawing

of a frock of idle crows, sporting high in air about a dry tree that overhung a

rr"", p*+fce; and *ho, ,..,,'". in'their elevation' seemed to look down and

7. Kind ofgin.
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scoff at the poor man's perplexities. What was to be done? the morning was
passing away, and Rip felt famished for 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 that 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 fash-
ion from that to which he was accustomed. They all stared at him with equal
marks of surprise, and whenever they cast eyes upon hirn, invariably stroked
their chins. The constant recurrence of this gesture, induced Rip, involuntar-
ily, 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 ofwhich he recognized for his old acquaintances, barked at him as he
passed. The very village seemed 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
began to misgive him, that both he and the world around him were bewitched.
Surely this was his native village, which he had left but the day before. There
stood the Kaatskill m6unf2in5-fhere 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 he found the 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 skulking 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 fears-he called loudly for his
wife and children-the lonely chambers rung for a moment with his voice,
and then all again was silence.

He now hurried forth, and hastened to his old resort, the little village inn-
but it too was gone. A large ricketty 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 top
that fooked like a red night cap,8 and from itwas flutteringaflag, on which
was a singular assemblage of stars and stripes-all this was strange and incom-
prehensible. He recognised on the sign, however, the ruby face of King George,

ti. I,inrp, close-fitting cap adoptcd durirrg the French Revolution as a symbol of liberty; the pole is a "liberg
1xrlc".--i.c., a trll flrgstrrff lol4rrl hy r libcrty cap.
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There was a wooden tombstone in the church yard that used to tell all about
him, but that's rotted 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 battle of Stoney-Point-others say he was drowned in a squall, at
the foot of Antony's Nose. I 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-stoney-Point;-he had no courage
to ask after ary 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 surel that's Rip
Van Winkle yonder, leaning agailst the tree."

Rip looked, and beheld a precise counterpart of himself, as he went up the
mountain: apparently aslazy, and certainly as ragged. The poor fellow was
now completely confounded. IIe doubted Lris 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-l'rr some-
body else-that's me yonder-no-that's somebody else, got into my 5hss5-
I was myself Iast 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 bystanders 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 self-important man in the cocked hat retired with
some precipitation. At this critical moment a fiesh likely woman pressed through
the throng to get a peep at the graybearded 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 wont hurt you." The name of the child,
the air of the mother, the tone of her voice, all awakened a train of recollec-
tions in his mind.

"What is your name, my good woman?" asked he.
"]udith Gardenier. "
"And your father's name?"
"Ah, poor man, his name was Rip Van Winkle; 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?"

I sl{)rcy l)oirt": on rhc u,cst bank of the fludson wavne (1745 96) during the R.evolution; "Antoly's
rrrrrllr ol Wcsl l)oirrl, r rrplrrrrrl bv Ocrrcral Anthony Nose": mountain near West point.

under which he had smoked so many a peaceful pipe, but even this was srn-

grfrriy r""r"r"orphosecl. The red.nri *,, changed for one of blue and buff'o

i r*ord was st,.rci in the hand instead of a sceptre, the head was decorated with

a cocked hat, and underneath was painted in large characters, GsNsR,{I-

WesurNcron.
There was, as usual, a crorvd of folk about thc door, but none that Rip

recollected. 'ih" ,"ry character of the people seemed cl-ranged. There_was a

busy, bustling, disputatious tone about it, instead of the accustomed phlegm

,.,i aro*ry tr"rrq.rittitv. 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 Burnrnel, the schoolmaster, .doling
forth the contents of an ancicnt newspaper. In place of ihese, a lean bilious

tnoli"g fellow, with his pockcts full olhandbills, was haranguing vehemently

about iights of citizens-elsq1i61-m6mbers of congress-lib-erty-Bunker's

hill-heloes of seventy-six-and other words, that were a perfect Babylonish

jargonr to the bewildered Van Winkle.' th. ,pp.rrance of Rip, wit6 his longgrizzled_beard, his rusty fowling piece,

his unc#th dress, an6 ili. ,rrry of wome. and childrer that had gathered at

hi, h""lr, soon attracted the attention of the tavern politicians. They.crowded

arouncl him, eyeing him from head to foot, with great curiosity.. The orator

f.,rtl".l ,p io hi,,,,"^nd clrawing him partly aside, inquired "which side he

uotedZ" tiip starecl in vacant stupidity. Another short but busy little fellow

pulled hirnby the arm, ancl raising on tiptoe, inquired in his ear, "whetl-rer he

was Federal or Democrat."2 Rip r,vas equally at a loss to comprehend the ques-

tion; when a kr-rowing, self-important old gentleman, in a sharp cocked hat,

".ri. ht *ay througli the crowd, putting them b the right and left with his

elbows as he'passed, and planting himself before van winkle, with one arm

akiflrbo, the oiher resting on his cane, his keen eyes and sharp hat penetrating'

", 
it *er", into his ,".y"rorl, demanded, in an austere tone, "what brouglrt

him to the election wiih a gu. on his shoulder, and a mob at his heels, and

whether he meant to breed a riot in the village?" "Alas! gentlemen," cried Rip,

solrewhat dismayed, "I am a poor quiet Inan, a nativc of the place, and a loyal

subject of tl-re King, God bless him!"
A"r. , general s1rout burst from the bystanders-"A tory! a tory! a spy! a

refugee! histle himl away with himl" It was_with great difficulty that the self-

i*p"rtr"t man in the coiked hat restored order; and l-raving assumed a tenfold

austerity of brow, demanded again of the unknown culprit, what he came

th"r" f.r, and whom he *as se"king. The poor man humbly assured them that

he meant no harm; but merely came there in search of some of his neighbours,

who used to keep about the tavern.
"Well-who are theY?-name ihem."
Rip bethought himself a moment, and inquired, "where's Nicholas ved-

der?"
There was a silence for a little while, when an old man replied, in a thiil

piping voice, 
.,Nicholas vedder? why he is dead and gone these eightecn ycars!

9. Colors of the Revolutionary uniforrr. lwing's iokc Babylon

irthri tfr.newproprictor,U.,.crirrL"",issiparui- 2. ioliticalpartiesulrirhdevclopcJin(1"'rH,W'rslr
morriousLharh.*iilonlytr,,cl'upri,e.ign.r'.treplacc irrqluns.rrl.rrrrrritlr'rli"r,r' \l'r.rrrlcrllrrrrill"rrl''r'lr'rl
ii*iifrltr,,.ir"rt*itof'Washingion. thr Fcdcr.rlrsls,r'r,l llrt,trlrs lcflirsorr llrc l)r'rrrrrtrrlr

I (lf (irrcsis ll.l (), lillxl lxirrg trrrhrscrl willr

If
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Oh, she too had died but a strort tirne since; she broke a blood vessel in a fit
of passion at a New-ltngland pedlar.

There was a drop of comfort, at least, in this irtelligence. The honest man
could contain himself no longer.-He caught his daughter and her child in
his arrns.-"1 am your fatherl" cried he-"Young Rip Van Winkle or-rce-old
Rip Van Winkle now!-Does nobody know poor Rip Van Winklel"

All stood amazed, until an old woman, tottering out from amorg 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 neighbour-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 neighbours stared when they heard it; some were seen to wink
at cach other, and put their tongues in their cheeks; and thc self-important
man in the cocked hat, who, when the alarm was over, had returned to the
field, screwed down thc corrers 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 roacl. He was a descendant of the his-
torian of that name,a 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 neighbourhood. He recollected Rip at
once, and corroborated his story in the n-rost satisfactory manner. Ftre assured

the company that it was a fact, handed down from his ancestor the historian,
that the Kaatskill mountains had always been haunted by strar-rge beings. That
it was alfirmed tlrat the great Hendrick Hudsorr.s the first discoverer o[the river
and country, kept a kind ofvigil there every twenty years, with his crew ofthe
Half-moon, being perrnitted in this way to revisit the scenes of his enterprize,
and keep a guardian eye upon the river, and the great city called by his name.
That his father had once seen tl-rem in their old Dutch dresses playing at nine
pins in a hollow of the mountain; and that he himself had heard, one summer
afternoon, the sound oftheir balls, like long peals ofthunder.

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 rnany 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 favour.

Having nothing to do at home, and being arrived at that happy age when a

rnan can do nothing with impunity, he took his place once more on the bench,
at the inn door, and was reverenced as one ofthe patriarchs ofthe village, and
a chronicle of the old time s "before the war. " It was some time before he could
get into the regular track of gossip, or could be made to cornprehend the strangc

-1. AclriacnVandcrf)onck(1620 55?) wrotcahistory scrviccof tltcl)ttklr; iarr',rl <ilr"isirorrit,forllrctorrrr
ofNcwNethcrlancls(Anrstcr<lanr, l(r55). rrtrtrul [,r lrrrrr,,rr llr, r.rrl l,.,rrl ol llr,llrrlrorr l{rrr.r
5 l lcrrry l lrrlrorr (rl l6l l ), 1'lrrllislr rrirvilrrlor irt llr, w;rs llorrrr.lrrrrli l,rrl rr,rl .r lrr lrclrrlrs
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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 subiect 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 lha!
was-petticoat government. Happily, that was at ari 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, lre shook his head, shrtrgged his shorrlders, and cast up
his eyes; which might pass either for an expression of resignation to his fate, or
yoy 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 tirne 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, wornan, or child in the
neighbourhood, 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 thunder storm of a sumrncr afternoon, about the Kaatskill, but they say

Hendrick Hudson and his crew are at their game of ninc pins; and it is a

common wish of all henpecked husbands in the neiglrbourhood, when life
hangs heavy on their hands, that they might have a quieting draught out of
Rip Van Winkle's flagorr.

NOTE

The foregoing tale, one would suspect, had been suggested to Mr. Knick-
erbocker by a little German superstition about Charles V. and thc Kypphauser
mountain;6 the subjoined notc, however, which he hacl appended to the tale,
shows that it is an absolute fact, narrated with his usual fidelity:

"The story of Rip Van Winkle may seem incredible to rnany, but neverthe-
less I give it my full belief, for I know the vicinity of our old Dutch settlements
to have been very subjectto marvellous cvents and appearances. Indeed, I have
heard many stranger stories than this, in the villages along the Hudson; all of
which were too well authenticated to admit of a doubt. I have even talked with
Rip Var-r Winkle myself, who, when last I saw him, was a very venerable old
man, and so perfectly ratior-ral and consistent on cvery other point, that I think
no conscientious person could rcfusc to take this into the bargain; nay, I have
scen a certificate on the subject taken before a country justice, and signed with
a cross, in the justice's own hand writing. The story, therefore, is beyond the
possibility of doubt. D.K."

r8r9

(r. Lrtcr Irving changed "Charles V." (Holy Rornan herring, a disarming way ofsuggesting irrdebtedness to
l,irrrlxrrrr J5l9 56)to"ThcEmperorFrederickder aGermansourcewhileconccalingthcrnostspecific
lknhlurt" (i.c., licrltrick llirrbarossr; Iloly Iloman sourcc, thc story of"Peter Klaus" in the folktalcs of
l.rrrlx ror I |5l ()ll) l l{,,llrl,,rl":rrrrl 'l}rrbarossrr" both .f . C. C. N. Otmar.
rrr,,rrr "r,rllx,rr,l t lrr , rllrr r l.rrrrr llr rrllrrsion is :r rtrl 
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