
AN IN DEPTH LOOK AT THE LEGEND OF THE SLEEPY HOLLOW

'The Legend of Sleepy Hollow,' by Washington Irving Ichabod Crane was a good name for him, because he looked like a
tall bird, a crane.

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 spectre started full jump with him. It is said by some to be
the ghost of a Hessian 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 the wings of the wind. He saw the walls of the church dimly glaring under the trees beyond.
Moving on. 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. His head was shot off. He had big ears, large glassy
green eyes and a long nose. 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. 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. Was her encouragement of the poor pedagogue all a mere sham to secure her
conquest of his rival? 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.
Everyone running for elected office this year is in cahoots with ISIS! Forget about politics. Just then he saw
the goblin rising in his stirrups, and in the very act of hurling his head at him. The music stopped, and the
young people sat together to tell stories about the revolutionary war. There are many stories told about the
quiet valley. 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. It
leaves me with comforting visions of turning leaves, sharpening weather, roaring fires, hot drinks, and warm
pies. 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. He dressed in his best clothes.


