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|COXTINUED. ]

As Iehabod 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 be!:eld 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 cars peep-
ing from their leafy coverts, and holding
out the pro:nise of cakes and hasty pud-
ding: and the yellow pumpkins Iying be-
neath thery, turning up their fair round
bellies to the sun, and giving ample pros-
pects ot the most luxurious of pies; and

_ anonm he passed the fragrant buckwheat
ficlds, breathing the odor of the bee hive,
and 25 he beheld them, soft anticipa-
ti ole over his mind of dainty sia
jacks, well buttered and garnished wit
honey or treacle by the delicate little

dimpled hand of Katrina Van Tassel.
Thes feeding his mind with many
sweet thoughts and ‘‘sugared supposi-

ticns,” 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 into the west. The wide
bosom of the Tappaan Zee lay motionless
and glassy, exce) that herc and there

a gentle undulation waved and prolonged

tho blue shadow 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 agfle
green, and from that into the deep blue
of the mid heaven. A slanting ray lin-
gered on the woody crests of the preci-
pices that overhung some parts of the

river, giving
ikt oy By
ce,
ing slowly down withithe ﬁtide, her sapg
M‘ X © mast; an
-as ﬁm& sky gleamed alon

ed as if the vesse
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magnificent pewter

withered little dames, in eloso crimped |

depth to the dark |

| partner in the dance and smiling gra-
ciously in reply to all his amorous
oglings; while Brom Jones, sorely cmit-
ten 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 1or-
mer times, and drawling out long stories
about the war.

This neighborhood at the time ¢f which
I am speaking, was ono of those highly
favored places abound with chronicle
and great men. The British and Ameri- |
can line had run near it during the war;
it had, therefore, been the scene of
marauding, and infested with re 3
cowboys and all kindsof border chi
Just sufticient time had elapse
each story teller to dress up his
a little becoming fiction, and, in tho in-
distinctness of his recollection. to mwko |
himself the hero of every exploit.

There was the story of Doffue Mariling,
a large blue bearded Dutchman, who had
nearly taken a British frigate with anold
iron nine pounder froma mud breastwork,
only that his gun burst at the sixth dis-
charge. And there was an old/gentleman
who shall ko aameless, being too rich a
myuheer to be lightly mentioned, whe, in

the battle of White Plains, being an excel-
Jent master of defense, parried a musket |
ball with a small sword, insomuch that |
he 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 wero 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 shel—l;
mﬂeldong ‘slettlefd regreats, but are |
under foot by the smmg i
throng that forms the pog:lmation of most |
of our country places. ides, thero is
no encouragement for ghosts in most of
our vi s, for they have scarcely had |
time to finish their first nap and turn
themselves in their graves, before their |
surviving friends have ftraveled away |
from the nei 10 so that when |
they turn at to walk their |
rounds, they have no acguaintance left |
to call upon. is the reason
why we so
in our long'
ﬁe%hemmedin the |
i te however, of the |
prevalence of nmt\mﬂ stories in
these parts, was dom owing to the |
vicinity of Sleepy Hollow. There was a |

| contagion in the very air that blew from |
thatlaun&ed on; it breathed forth |
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Brom Bones, however, was the hero
of the scene, having come to the gather-
ing, having come to the ing on his
favorite steed Daredevil, a creature, like
himself, full of metal and mischief, and
which no one but himself could :
He was, in fact, noted for preferring vic-
ious 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 T pause to dwell upon the
world of charms that burst u;
raptured 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
white; but the charms
ine Dutch

of a genu-

time of autumn. Snil':ltheped
e of a b ch heaped u;
of of andnlmog

c doughty do ut, the tender oly-
kock and Ke us‘n:li.ndcrumhlm,g crny..l-
ler; 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 kin
es; besides slices of anxi nngked
£, an;(ll mloreoverddelectable dighas of
preserved plums and peaches and pears
and quinces, not to mention broiled shad
and roasted chickens; together with
{x)wlls, dof milk ledand cream, all x;:inglet}
higgledy-piggledy, pre much as
hawve enumegnted t 1emtfywith the moth-
erly teapot sending up its 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 thankfui creature,
whose heart dilated in proportion as his
skin wasfilled with good cheer, and whose
spirits rose with eaf , assome men’s do
with drink. He could not help, too, roll-
ing 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 school
house; 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 witha face dilated with
content and good humor, round and

jolly as the harvest moon. His hospitable |

attentions were brief, but expressive,

being confined to ashake of the hand, a |

slap on the shoulder, a loud laugh, and a
pressing invitation to “fall to, and help
themsefves."

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 in-
strument was as old and baitered as
himself. The greater part of the time
he scraped away 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 danc-
ing as much as upon his vocal powers.
Not a limb, not a fiber about him was

/ - i P d
Ichabod prided himself upon his dancing.
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 fi uringmtiefore 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 J)yramid
of shining black faces at every door and
window, gazing with delight at the
scene, rolling their white eyeballs and
showing grinning rows of ivory from
ear to car. How could the flogger of
urchins be otherwise imated and
joyous? the lady of his heart was his

cush- |
ing on

n the en- |

of red and |

an and fancies in- |

oan oo o
ollow were nt at |

| Van ’;a_mal’s. nmr,emsnal, were doling |

out their wild and wonderful legends. |
Many dismal tales were told about fu- |
neral trains, u.l:d i ctx;es and |
wﬂhnﬁzhwd seen about the great |
tree where the unfortunate Maj. Andre |
wasta.ken,andwhichstoodinthanaﬁg;
borhood. . Some mention was made |
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 spec-
ter of Sleepy Hollow, the headless horse-
man, who had been heard several times |
of late, g the country; and, it is
said, tethered his horse nightly among
the graves in the churchyard.

The sequestered situation of thischurch |
seems always to have made it a favorite
haunt of troubled spirits. It stands on |
a knoll, surrounded by locust trees and |
lof elms, from among which its de-
cent, 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 ¥ee may |
be cau'lght latkthe bluilus hills o Hud- |
son. To look upon this grass grown
yard, where the ss.?lbeams seem to alees
§o quirtly, one wonld think that there |
least ( he dend miglll)t Test in peace. On {
one :do of the church extends a wide |
| woody dell, along which rayes a large
| brook among broken rocksand trunks of
| fallen trees. Over a deep black of |
the strcam, 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 day time; but occasioned a fi ul |

darkness at night. Such was one of the

favorite haunts of the headless horse- |
man, and the place where he was most |
frequently encountered. The tale was |
told of old Brouwer, a most heretical dis- |
believer in ghosts, how he met the horse- |
man

Sleepy Hollow, and was obliged to get |

up behind him; how they gall over
bush and brake, over hill and swamp, |

! until they reached the bridge, when the
horseman suddenly turned into a skel- |
eton, threw old Brouwer into tho brook,
and sprang away over the tree tops with
aclap of thunder.

This story was immediately matched |
by a thrice marvelous adventure of |
Brom Bones, who made light of the gﬁ.l‘;
loping Hessian as an arrant jockey.
a.&rmed that on returning one night‘
from tho neighboring vill of Sing |

| Sing he had been overtaken by this mid-
night trooper; that he offered to race
with him for a bowl of punch, and
should have won it too, for Daredevil
beat the goblin horse all hollow, but just |
as they came to the church bridge the
greessmn' bolted and vanished in a flash of |

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 2
ﬁleam from the glare of a pipe, sunk

S in the mind of Ichabod. He re- |
gj them in kind with large extracts
om
| Mather,

his invaluable author, Cotton
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 Sleep{ Hollow.

The revel now y broke up.
The old farmers gathered together their
families in their wagons, and were heard |
for some time rattling alonﬁhe hollow
roads, and over the distant hills, Some
| of the damsels mounted on J)ilhqus_ be-
| hind their favorite swains, and their light
| hearted laughter, mingling with tho clat-
| terof hoofs, echoed along the silent wood-

lands, sounding fainter and fainter, until
| they gradually died away—and the late |
gcene of noise and frolic was all silent
and deserted. Ichabod only lingered be- |
hind, according to the custom of country !
lovers, to have o tete-a-tete with thebeir- |
ess; fully convinced that he was now on
the high road tosuccess. ‘What gassed at
this interview I will not pretend to say,
| forin fact I do not Lknow. Something, |
however, I fear me, must haye gone
wrong, for he certainly sallied forth,
after no vefy great interval, with an air
quite desolate and chapfallen—Oh, these |
women! thecz women! Could that gitl |
have been playing off any of her coguet- |
tish tricks*—Was her encouragement
of the poor pedagogue £ll a mere sham
to secure 2 conguest of his rival>—Heaven
only knows, not I!'—let it suffice to say,
Tchabed stole forth with the air of one
who had been sacking a henroost, rather
than o fair lady’s heart. Without look-
ing to the right or left to notice the
scene of rural wealth, on which he bad |
so often gloated, he went straight to the
stable, anc h several hearty cuffs and
kicks, row#ed his steed most uncourt-
eously from the comfortable quarters in |
which lie was soundly sleeping, dream-
ing of mountains of corn and oats, and
whole valleys of timothy and clover.

It was the very witching time of night
that Ichabed, heavy hearted and crest-
fallen, pursuced his travel homewards,
along the sides of the lofty hills which rise
above Tairy Town, and which he had
traversed so cheerily in the afternoonm. |
The hour was as dismal as himself, Far
below him the Tappaan Zee spread its
dusky and indistinct wasto of .waters, |
with here and there the tall masb of a
sloop, riding quietly at anchor under the
land. In the dead hush of midnight, he
could even hear the barking of the watch-
dog from the opposite shore of. the Hud- !
gon; but it wasso vague and faint as/
only to give an idea of his distance from |

perhaps
seldom | f ghosts except |
%h communi- | S

returning from his foray into | PS&

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 farm house
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 ewicket, or
rhaps the guttural twang of a bullfrog
rom a neighboring marsh, as if ﬁl::fxmg
}lecobﬁdfortably, and turning sud y in

1S .

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 scemed 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 scenesof 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
gmu-led and fantastic, large enough to

orm 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
tho name of Maj. Andre’s tree. The
common people regarded it with a mix-
ture of respect and superstition, partly
out of sympathy for the fate of its ill
starred namesake and partly from the
tales of strange sights and _doleful lamen-
tations 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 hethought hesaw something white
hanging in the midst of the tree; he paused
and ceased whistling, but on looking
more narrowly, perceived that it wasa

lace 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 Fassed
the tree in safety, but new perils lay be-
fore 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 un- |
fortunate 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 a schoolboy who has |
to pass it alone after dark.

As he approached the stream his heart
began to thump; he summoned up, how-

| ever, all his resolution, gave his horse |

half a score of kicks in the ribs and at-
tempted to dash briskly across the bridge;
but instead of starting forward, the per-
verse old animal made a lateral move-
ment 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 tho starveling

| ribs of old Gunpowder, who dashed for-

ward, snuffling and snorting, but came
to a stand just by the bridge, with a sud-
denness that had nearly sent his rider
sprawling over his head. Just at this
moment a plashy tramp by the side of |
the bridge caught tho sensitive ear of
Ichabod. In the dark shadow of the
grove, on the margin of the brook, he be- |
held something huge, mi pen, black |
and towering. It s not; but seemed |
gathered up in the gloom, like some |
igantic monster ready to spring upon

e hai 6f tho affrighted peda

e o o e

roso upon his head with terror. %‘)’ﬂc
was to bo 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 wupon the wm;%s of |
the wind? Summoning up, therefore, a
show of courage, he demanded in stam- |
mering accents, ‘“Who are you?” Here-
ceived no reply. He repeated his de-
mand in o still more agitated voice. Still |
thero was no answer. Once moro he
cudgeled the sides of the inflexible Gun-
powder, and, shutting his eyes, broke |
orth with involuniary forvor into a
2lm tune. Just then'the shadowy ob-
ject of alarm put itself in motion, and
With o scramblo and o 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 insome |
degree be 2scerteined. He appeared to |
be o horsemsan of largo dimensions, and
mounted on a black horse of powerful
{frome. He made no offer of mollesmtion [
o socisbility, but kept aloof on one side |
of the road, jogging along on the blind |
sido of old Gunpowder, who had now |
got over his fright and waywardness.

Ichabod, who had no velish for this
strange midnight companion, and be- |
thought himself of the adventure of
Brom Bones with the galloping Hessian, |
now quickened his stesd, in hopes of
leaving him behird. The stranger, how-
ever, quickened his horse to an equal |
pace. Ichabod pulled up, and fell into a |

| walk, thinking fo lag behind—tho other |

did the same. His heart began to sink |
within him; he endeavored to resume his |
salm {une, but his parched tongue clove

| {0 the roof his mouth, and he could not

vtter a stave. There was something in
the moody and dogged silence of this
ertinacious companion that was mys- |
terious and appalling. It was soon fear-
fully accounted for. On mounting a |
rising ground, which brought the figure |
of his fellow traveler in relief against the |
sky, gigantic in height and muilled in a |
cloak, Ichabod was horror struck, on |
perceiving that he was headless! but his
horror was still more increased on ob-
serving that the head, which should have |
rested on his shoulders, was carried be- |
fore him on the pommel of his saddle! |
His terror rose to desperation; he rained |
a shower of kicks and blows upon Gun- |
powder, hoping, by a sudden movemnent, |
to give his companion the slip—but the |
specter started full jumg“with him. |
Away, then, they dashed through thick
and thin, stones flying and sparks flash- |
ing at every bound. Ichabod’s flimsy
garments fluttered in tho' air, as he
stretched his long, lank:body away over

hisllllorse’s head, in the eagéiness of his
ight.

hey had now reached the road which
turns off to Sleepy Hollow; but Gunpow- |
der, who seemed possessed with a demon, |
instead of keeping it up, made |
an _ opposite m L and Tglunged
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 ic of the steed had given
his unskillful rider an apparent advant- |
age in the chase; but just as he had got i
half way through the hollow_ the girths
of the saddle gave way, and he felt it
slipt]%mg 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 Gunpow-
der round the neck when the saddle fell
to the earth, and he heard it trampled
under foot by his pursuer. For a mo-|
ment the terror of Hans Van Ripper’s
wrath passed across his mind—for 1t 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
hack bone with a violence that he verily
feared would:cleave him asunder.

An opening in tho trees now cheered
him with the?xopes 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 glar-

| horses’ hoofs d

| found the hat of the unfortunate

| budget of others, were called to

flash- | solitudes of Sleepy Hollow. i

ing under the trees beyond. He récol-
lel(]'ted the place thrc BMneIsf’
ostly competitor had disa £
% can but reach that brid,ge,” thought
Ichabod, “I am safe.” Just then he
heard the black steed panting and blow- |
ing close behind him; he even fancied |
that he felt his hot breath. T COD-
vulsive kick in the ribs, and old Gun-
Sowder sprang upon the bridge; he thun-
ered over the resounding planks, he
ined the opposite side, and now Icha-
cast a lock behind to see if the pur-
suer should vanish, according to rule,
in a flash of fire and brimstone. Just
then he saw the goblin rising in his stir-
rups, and in the very act of hurling his
head at him. Ichabod endeavored to
dodge the horrible missile, but _too late.
In encountered his cranium with a tre-
mendous crash—he was tumbled head- |
long into the dust, and Gunpowder, the |
black steed and the goblin rider passed
by like a whirlwind. |

@

Ichabod endeavored to dodge the horrible |
missile.

The next morning the old horse was |
found without his saddle, and with the |
bridle under his feet, soberly cro) pbx.gg
the grass at his master’s gate. Icl?a |
did not make his appearance at breakfast |
—dinner hour came, but no Ichabod. The
boys assembled at the school house, and |
strolled idly about the banks of the |
brook; but no schoolmaster. Hans Van
Ripper now began to feel spme uneasi- |
ness about the fate of poor Ichabod, and |
his saddle. An inquiry was set on foot, |
and after diligent investigation they |
came upon his fraces. In one partof the |
road leading to the church was found the |
saddle tramyled in the dirt; the tracks of |
y dented in the road, |
and evidently at furious s{i)eed, were |
traced to the blr‘igge, beyond which, on |
tho bank of a b of the brook, !
where the water ran deep and black, was |

fcha- |
bod, and close beside it a shattered |
pumpkin. {

The brook was searched, but the body: |
of the schoolmaster was not to be dis- |
covered. Hans Van Ripper, as executor |
of his estate, examined the bundle which |
contained all his worldly effects. |
consisted of two shirts and a
stocks for the neck, nl i
worsted stockings, an old pair |
roy small clothes, a rusty razor,
of psalm tunes full of
and a broken pitch pipe. As
books and furniture of the school
they belonged to the community, ex
ing Cotton Mather’s ‘“History
craft,” a New England Almanac,
book of dreams and fortune telling,
which last was a sheet of f much
seribbled and blotted by several
attempts to make a copy of
honor of the heiress Van.. Tassel,
These ic books and the poetic scrawl
were forthwith consigned to the

from that
io sénd

to

o

by Hans Van Ripper, who,

timo forward, determined

children no more to school OW
that he never knew any good come
this same redding and writing, | 'What-
ever money the schoolmasfer

and he received his qu apnybn*
a day or two before, ho must bave had
about his person at the time of his dis-

£
were collected in the
bridge, and at thé spot where the hat
and pum%kin had been found. The
stories of Brouwer, of Bones, and a w)

muth
the follow-
; af

and when they had diligenfly. co

them all, and compared them with the
Sﬁmiwms of the present case, they
shoolk their heads and camse to the can-
clusion that Ichabod had beencarried off
by the galloping Hessian. As he wasa
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 ped-
agogue reigned in his stead.

Tt is true, an old farmer who had been
down to New York on a visit se
years after, and from whom this account
of the ghostly adventure was received,
brought home the intelligence that Icha-
bod o 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 %iarters 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 news-
papers; and, finally, had been made a
ustice of the ten pound court. Brom

nes, too, who shortly after his n'vz.zl’s
disappearance, conducted the blooming
Katrina in triumph to the altar, was ob-
served to look exoeedinglgodknowing
whenever the story of Icha was re-
lated, and always burst into a hearty
laugh at the mention of the pumgnkin; |
which led some to suspect that he knew
mtl)lre about the matter than he chose to
tell.

The old country wives, however, who
are the best ;iud es 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 even-
ing 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 asto a}l)-:
proach the church by the border of the
mill pond. The school house being de- |
serted soon fell to decay, and was re- |
ported to be haunted by the ghost of the
unfortunate pedagogue, and the plow |
boy, loitering homeward of a still sum- |
mer evening evening, has often fancied |
his voice at a distance, chanting a mel- ‘
ancholy psalm tune among the tranquil |

POSTSCRIPT. |
THE HANDWRITING OF MR. |
ENICKERBOCKER.

The preceding tale is given, almost in
the precise words in which I heard it re- |
lated at a corporation meeting of the |
ancient city of the Manhattoes (New |
York), at which were present many of |
its sagest and most illustrious burghers. |
The narrator was a pleasant, shabby, |
gentlemanly old fellow in pepper and salt |
clothes, with a sadly humorous face; and
one whom 1 strongly suspected of being
poor—he made such cfforts to be enter- |
taining. When his story was concluded
there was much laughter and approba-
tion, particularly from two or three dep- |
uty aldermen, who had been asleep the
greater part of the time. There was, how-
ever, one tall, dry looking old gentleman, |
with beetling eyebrows, who maintained
a grave and rather severc face through-
out; now and then folding his arms, in-
clining his head, and looking down upon |
the floor, as if turning a doubt over in |
his mind. He was one of your wary |
men, who never laugh but upon g
grounds—when they have reason and
the law on their side. When the mirth |
of the rest of the company had subsided, |
and silence was restored, he leaned one |
arm on the elbow of his chair, and stick-
ing the other a-kimbo, demanded, witha
slight but exceedingly sage motion of the |
head, and contraction of the brow, what
was the moral of the story, and what it |
went to prove.

The etory teller, who was just putting |
a glass of wine to his lips, as a refresh-
ment after his toils, paused for a mo- |
ment, looked at his inquirer with an air
of infinite deference, and lowering the |
glass slowly to the table, observed that |
tho story was intended most logically to |
prove:

FOUND IN

| no place fur er

| among so many clevah

hn;nlm tgere is no situation in lifo but
its advantages and pleasures—
vided we will but take 1:1 joke uspf’?c:
find it:

*“That, therefore, he that runs races
with goblin troopers is likely to have
rough riding of it:

“E for a country schoolmaster to
be refused the hand of a Dutch heiress is
a certain step to high preferment in the
state.”

The cautious old gentleman knit his
brows tenfold closer after this explana-
tion, being sorely puzzled by the ratioci-
nation of the syllogism; while, me-
thought, the one in pepper and salt eyed |
him with something of a triumphant
leer. At length he observed that all this
was very well, but still ho thought the
story a little on the extravagant—there |
were one or two points on which he had
his doubts:

““Faith, sir,” replied the story teller, ‘‘as

| tothat matter, I don’t believe one-half of

it myself.”

The Reazson Why.

Hastings Hall, '91—Do you know why
Harvard's ﬁet!ing to be such a great in- |
stitution of learning?

Jack Go Easy, '89—No; why?

H. H.—'Cause every freshman brings
in some knowledge, and no senior ever !
takes any out; it‘s%ound to grow.—Har- !
vard Lampoon. i

Similar but Different.

| two black eyes, which snaj

‘ thought from his utterances that he had |
| a voice like Alexander the Great and |
| could easily address a mile track without

&

| ist, talking easily with a man like me

He—I always seem to call when Miss |
Snyder is out.
Perhaps you are mistaken about |
that. It might be she is never in when
you call.—Life.

“Uneouraged.”

An old negro, with his wife, eighteen
dogs and a wagon load of children, was |
met in the by a white man.

«Hello, old man, which way?’
sa;I,.,ookin‘ fur er good place ter settle,

“Where have you been living?”

“Down yere in Florida, but de times
dun vg%: too hard down dar now.”

“Why, Ishould think that the times |

| were improving, as the yellow fever is

about over.”

“Dat’s jes de reason, sah, de times got
hard. Long ez de fever wuz dar an’
folks sont in hams an’ bread an’sich,
times wuz an' it wuz wuth while |
ter live dar, but now dat de fever is over |
an’ er pussom haster hustle, w'y it ain’t”

po’ man.™

““Where do you expect to go?”

«Wall, sah, I's lookin’ out fur a place
whar de high water's er ragin’, but I's |
mighty feerd I kain’t find it dis time o’

«How will high water help you?”

The negro gave the white man a look
of pitying contempt. ‘‘Look yere, man,
wharfo' you ax sich foolish questions? |
Doan you know dat when de high water |
rages de guberment sends 'vision and
meat ter de folks? I’clar ter goodness,
B goes erroun dis country er good deal
an' sees mo' ignunce ’mung de white
folks ever’ year. It do’pear ter me like |
it wuz time da wuz I’srain’ suthin’, but |
doan. Da jes keep on inl:hr own narrer
an’ ignunt way. I's ty uncouraged
wid ’gs:n.”—Arknnm m%aveler.

High Hats in the Play House.

\

' the eternal
| that Joel

{ then let others follow in rapid succession.

| Harris has a kindly eye that
| estly at things whic]

! for the funeral.—The Epoch.

3 b{
| pain of cutting teeth?

| the gums, reduces inflammation,

Three Great Men.

We had the honor of meeting Mr.
Grady and Joel Chandler Harris, who
lighted up our boudoir at the Kimball !
house for an hour or so. Harris in The
Counstitution says that I am a homely
man. Ho says that the pictures of my-
self as compiled by ;\IcDou%ﬁxll are good,
but softencd very much by the tender
feelings and kind heart of the artist.

Mr. Harris does not allow his_portrait |
to be published. That shows that heis |
not utterly lost to all those finer feel- |
ings which go to make men lay over, as
it were, the brute creation. Mr, Harris |
is a plain man, but He has a |
massive head, which he uses in think- |
ing. Enemies have said that his hair |
wasred. Itisnot. His mustache hasa |
bright, ruddy glow on it, but his hair is ;
not red. That is, it is not so very red.

Joel Chandler Harris is a modest man,
but he is a great man, and I rise superior
to all petty prejudice to so state. His
causeless at on my personal appear-
ance can never make me so far forget
inciples of justice as to say

dler is not the author of |
one of the best pieces of work in the
modern categg;y of literature. I care
not that he said of me that I am as
g]ain as a swollen basswood god from

‘arther India. Let those who havebeen |
blest, like Mr. Harris, with the fatal gift
of beauty, hurl the first stone at me, and

ooks earn-
g he desires to ob-
serve. In this it is assisted by the other |
eye, which resembles it in many re- |

spects.

Mr. Grady, I had supposed, was a very
large man, about the size of Geliath of
Gath, but he is not. He is rather below
the medium height, with a round, jolly |
face of the Father McGlynn style and
and scintil-
late, as he talks, to a remarkable degree.
1 was also wrong about his voice. 1

It matters not. I will

getting red in the face, but his voice is
rather high, though clear and penetrat- ]‘
ing. Heis a wonderful conversational-
and without the slightest embarrass- |
ment.—Bill Nye in New York World.

Propitious Weather.
Mrs. Hobson (just bereaved—Must you |

| go, Mrs. Hendricks? |

Mrs. Hendricks—Yes, it is gettmg

| late. - Let me assure you again of my |

heartfelt sympathy in the sudden and |
unexpected death of Mr. Hobson. G ‘
by. Ihope you will have a pleasant day |

|

His Choice. i

Proud Father (showing off his boy be- |
fore company)—My son, which would |

| you rather be, Shakspeake or Edison?

Little Son (after meditation)—I'd rather

be n.
“Yes. Whyt" |
«“'Cause he ain’t dead.”—New York |
Weeklv.

e
ADVICE TO MOTHERS.

Are you disturbed at ni&ht_nud broken_of your |
re: a sick child suffering and erying with
i If so, send at once and get
a bottle of Mes. WiNsLOW'S SoorH:NG SYRUP FOR
Carprex TRETHING. Its value is incalculable.

Tt will relieve the poor little sufferer imum iately. |
Depend upon it, mothers, thereis nomistake about
it. It cures d. rhoea, regulates

the stomach and boweles, cures wind coinp. softens |
and gives tone

and energy to the whole system. Mgs. WINSLOW'S
S0OTHING SYRUP FOR CHILDREN TERTHING 18 pleas-

| ant to the taste, and is the preseription of one of

the oldest and best female nnrses and physicians |
in the United States, and is for sale by all|
druggists throughout the world. Price 25 cents a
bottle.

> ————

Billie (with an injured gir)—-\'pur
father kicked me last night. Evangeline, |
Oh, dear, 'm so sorry. 1 hope he didn't |
hurt you much; you see, he’sin the habit
of footing all the bills.

A Good Neighbor. |
“Late last fall 1 was laid up in bed |
three days with a very severe attack of |

| diarrheoa and vomiting. Nothing bene- |

| ited me until my neighbor, Mrs. Dun- |
| ning, recommended Dr. Fowler's Kxtract

of Wild Strawberry, and hrought me a
half bottle, which she had in her house.

| In three hours th.e vomiting was stopped,

;and I was able tosit up by mgmt‘her} FPor: Thivtoen

would not now think of using any other |
medicine.” Columbus Hopkins, Hamil- |
ton, Ont. 1

- S
When, in a crowded Chicago hotel, |
Dubbleby was put into a room with a |

THE KEY TO HEALTH.

Unlocks allthe elogged avenues of the
Kidneys

Bowels, and ILiver, -
ingoff gradually without iakaniog the

impurities and foul

humors of the secrruons; at the same
time Correcting _Acidil

ity of the

ON

STEAMERS.

Winter Arrange-

.UTWO TRIPS A WEEK

—FOR—

BOSTON

AND AFTER MONDAY, Dec. 17th, and
until further notice, Steamer CLEOPATRA

{ Morning at 8 o’
{ land and Bostoo.

| will leave Saint John every M
| at 8 o’clock (Local) for

'WDAY Morning
EASTPORT,

and thence

to BOSTON, direct; and the Steamer CUMBER-
LAND will leave St. Jobn every THURSDAY

elock (Local), for Eastport, Port-

Returning, the Steamer CUMBERLAND will

via Portland and

| leave Boston e\'erﬁ;l:ond;y morning for St. John,
tport; and the CLEOPATRA
will leave Boston every Thursday morning for St. |

John, Calling at Eastport only.

H W.CHISHOLM
Agent

THE NATIONAL,

22 Charlotte St.

| Choice P. E. ISLAND and BUCTOUCHE

OYSTERS served in all Styles and

shelled
CHOICE

to order.
LUNCHES

Served at all kours. Dinner from 12 till

20

clock.

CIGAR COUNTER, SHOOTING
GALLERY, BILLABD and
POOL TABLES.

Telephone Communication.

TRUSTEE'S NOTICE.

N

OTICE is .herebE
of the City of
this day made an ass
undersigned trustee,
ereditors, who may execu
in three months from this date. The Trust

given that Thomas E. Burke,
ortland, School Teacher, has
ignment of his estate to the
in trust for the benefit of his

te the Trust Deed with-
Deed

now lies at the office of Currey & Vincent, Chubb’s

Corner, St. John,
execution.

Barristers: for inspection and
No preferences

Dated November 14th, A. D.
JOHN

., 1888,
L. CARLETCN,
Trustee.

CURREY & VINCENT,
Solicitors.

A B. SMALLEY,

WATCHMAKER and JEWELLER

91 Prince

William st.,

Saint John, N. B:

EDWARDF.LAW,

Watchmaker and Jeweller.

years Watchmaker at the late |
SHEFFIELD HOTISE.

A full line of

at reason

! CLOCKS, WATCHES, and JEWELLRY,

able prices.

| howling Anarchist, he called the clerk ‘ No 3 Coburg Street (near Union).

up at midnight to inform him that he !

| was suffering from inflammatory room- |

;i

“Where are we to-night, dear boy?” |

«“Weally don’t know, old chap; I fa.ncy |
it’s an opera. I hear singing, I think.” |
~—Frank Leslie's Illustrated glewspaper. 1

At the Car Window.

It has been observed before, but it is |
always interesting to recall that thisis |
the way of women at the car window |
when they go to sec ono of their sex set |
forth on a railway journey:

“You're sure you've got everything?”

“Yes, I guess s0.” |

«“You'll write to me as soon as you get
there?’

“Yes, indeed.”

“And to me?”

“And me?”

“Yes, yes.”

“Mind that you do!”

“QOh, I will!”

“Qot your gossamer?”

“And the lunch box?”

“Oh—your bag of iruit; didn’t you
leave it in the station?”

“I do believe I did.” i

“Gotg'our ticket all right?” !

«Mind, now, that you write at once; |
we'll want to hear.” {

“Wish I was going.” |

I wishso too.”

“Ah, I wish you were.”

“QGive Mabel my love.”

«Tell Neal he owes me n letter.”

“Kiss the baby for me.” |

“And me.”

“You're sure you've got everythin,

“You're going to have a lovely day for |
the trip.” {

“QOh, the train’s going to start—the !
bell’s rin%ingl Good-by!”

“Good-by!”

“Good-by!”

«Be sure and—good by.”

“Tell Mabel to—good by!”

“Yes, I—good-by!”

“%Vrite if—good”—

“«Byl” ‘

“She's gone!”

Grand fluttering of handkerchiefs and |
frantic waving of hands as long as the
train is in sight.—Time.

» |

An Interesting Diner Out.

Young Mr. Casey (to coming hostess)— |
I—aw—am rahther timid about apgea.r- i
ing at dinner, my deah Mrs. Hobson,

})eogle I assuah
you that I shall scahcely know what to

say.

g&rs. Hobson—Don’t say anything, Mr.
Casey, and then youwll be all right.—
Harper's Bazar.

Must Have His Night's Rest.

Friend (to night watchman)—Don’t
you tind your work very hard, John?

Watchman—Hard? T should say so!
I'm going to give it up. Just as you f: all
asleep in a nice warm corner to
awakened suddenly by a dozen or more

| crying babies in the neighhorhood is too '
| big a strain on any man.--Harper's Ba-

zar.

Time for Fan.
Citizen (entering a store, to boy)—You

| have a jolly lot of employes here, my

son. They seem to be enjoying them-

se]ges h?(%féy' ball)— Yessi
0y ing a paper bal ©ssir.

De boss is atg home sick abed and de head

| clerk is gittin’ tight.—New York Sun.

Old Times.
Belle was asked where her little broth-

| ers, aged 4 and 2, were. She replied:

the doorstep talk-

“They are sitting on
A 8 »_Youth’s Com-

ing about old times.
vanion.

| snitor’s face she has certainly been guilty

| suffered all the tortures oflivercomplai%t

| take water. |
| No. 12 and 16 SIDNEY STREET.

{ matter ought to escape from the system

mate-ism.
e e
Constipation. t
is nearly always induced by neglecting |
to keep the bowels regular, and is also a |

NOTI

Saint Johm, N. B.

TICE.

frequent sequal to dyspepsia or indiges- '} The New Brunswick Coffin

and Casket Factory, 1567

and 169Brussels St.,

+ eeps a large stock of Coffins and Caskets
on hand to select from, also, I have

lately added Children’s Enameled
White Caskets finely finished.

| tion. Regulate the stomach and bowels |

by using Burdock Blood Bitters, which |
is certain to promptly relieve and niti- |
mately cure the worst cases of constipa-
tion.
R S A
Queen Victoria = has dismissed her |
corset-lacer, but Her Majesty will “stay |
there” a while longer. 1
A SRS L ‘
Tried and Proved. |

«] have used Dr. Fowler's Extract of
Wild Strawberry for summer complaint,
and have proved it, after a fair trial a
sure cure, both in my own case and
others of the family.” ~Lauratta Wing,
New Dundee, Waterloo Co., Ont.

el

When a girl slams the front door in 4 |

of contempt of court.
: e

A Terrible Ten Years.
Mrs. Thomas Acres, of Huntley, Unt.,

Four bottles of B. B.
entirely cured her, making her like a |
new woman again, after other medicines |
had failed to relieve her.

for ten years.

L

The Whiskey Trust has a big fight on
its hands, but it is not likely that it will ‘

PEDR

The weakness and debliity which re-
sult from illness may be speedily over-
come by the use of Ayer's Saravar-
illa. This is a safe, but powerful tonic,
assists digestion, regulates the liver and |
kidneys, and cleanses the blood of all |
germs of disease.

e e

Nature will wait a few months hefore

turning over its new leaves.
G v

A Plain Statement.

and worn ou |

All poisonous waste,

through the secretions of the bowels,
kidneys and skin. B. B. B. cleanses, |
opens and regulates these natural outlets
for the removal of disease.
- .-
Pugilism is not us spicy as in the days
of Mace.
e

A Severe Attack.

Miss Bella Elliot, of Pontypool, Ont., |
writes—“My brother and 1 were both |
taken ill with a severe attack of
diarrhoea, having tried other remedies, |
we tried Dr. Fowler's Extract of Wild |
Strawberry, which gave immediate re-
lief.

oo

The deadly parallel—the double-bar-
relled shotgun.

-

The best anodyne and expectorant for

the cure of colds and coughs and throat, New and Second hand Machinery

and bronchial troubles, is, undoubt-
er's Cherry Pectoral. Ask your |
for it, and, at the same time |

lung,
edly, Ay
druggist
! for Ayer’s Almanac,

Price List on application.

W. WA

SON.

P. 8.—Scle manutacturer of the

Double Washboard.

R&T

DEALERS IN
Crushed Corn and Oats,
Buckwheat Meal, Flour,
Oats, Feed, Corn Meal,

Oat Meal and General
Giroceries.

|
| We have been running extra time to
| supply the demand for this article.

W, W

. FINLEY,

S R. FOSTER & SON,

MANUFACTURERS OF

EXCut Nails & Cut Spikes, Tacks,

Brads,
FINISHING NAILS,

Shoe and Hungarian Nails, &, |

Office, Warehouse and Manufactory:

| GEORGES STREET, - -

ST. JOHN, N. B.

E LEONARD & SONS

Steam Engines and Boilers

WOODWORKING MACHINERY, TUR- :

SAW AND PLANING MILL |

for all

purpcses.

BINE WHEELS.
Dodge Wood Pulleys ete.

outfits

in

62 Water St.,

which is free to all. | GEORGE

farnished.

stock.
St. Jokn, N. B.

~ RAILROADS.

1888 WINTER ARRANGEMENT. 1889.

N and after MONDAY, November 26th,
the trains of th'is" Railway will ran daily
as f =

Trains will Leave St. John.

2ay Exparis. .
ACCOMMODATION
“XPRESS POR SUSSEX.
SxvrEss ror Havipax

Qugszc
A Sleeping Car runs daily on the 18.00 traim
.-"llull‘n‘ru‘.i o
n Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday, a Sleepi
Jar for Montreal will -u;-:hed to’ihe m 5
ress, and on Monday, Wed and Fri
eping Car will be attached at Monctoa.

Trains will Arrive at St.John:

= | Zxperss rrou HaLpax & Quesi

atonl Seanshy 3,

E<prESS FROM SUSSEX. .
ACCOMMODATIO!

D. POTTINGER.

Chief Superindendent.
Ra1Lway OPFICE,
| Moneton, N. B., November 20th, 1888.

| -
|

New Brmswick Ry ',

RRANGEMENT OF TRAINS:
Jan. Tth, . aves St. John [Inter-
| colonial Station—Eastern Standard Time.

in effect

8.40 a. m—Express for Bangor, Portlan i, Boston
and_points west;}or Fredericton, St. Andrews,
St. Steph ol datock,  Presque
Isle, Grand Falls and Edmundston. Pullman
Buffet Parlor Car for Bangor.

3.35 p.m—For Fredericton and intermediate points.

8.30 p.m—(Except Saturday night)—For Bangor,

ortland, Boston, and points west; Houlton,

‘Voodstock. St. Stepnen, Presque Isle, Pull-
man Sleeping Car for Bangor.

ARRIVALS AT ST. JOHN.

5.45 a.m—(Except Monday Morning)—From Ban-
gur, Portland, Boston and points west, St.
Steph Houl Woodstock, Presque Isle

and Edmundston.
10.00 2.m—From Fredericton and intermediate
points.
400 p.m—From
ints west, ricton. St. An
Stephen, Houlton, Woodstock, Pres:
and Grand Fal

Bangor, Portland, Boston and
Frefl‘:r' 0 .Sn drews, St.
que Isle

LEAVE CARLETON.

825 a.m—For Fairville, Bangor and points west,
Fredericton,St. Stephen.St. Andrews,Houlton
and Woodstoek and points west.

3.20 p.m—For Fairville, Fredericton. and juter-
mediate points.

ARRIVE AT CARLETON.

10.10 s.m—From Fairville, Fredericton &e.
4,10 p.m—From Fairville and points west.

H. D. McLEOD, < F. W.CRAM,
Supt. Southern Division. Gen, Manager

A. |. HEATH, Gena.Pass. and Ticket Agent.

Crand Soulem Ry,
ST. SIEPHE!—& ST. JOHN

EASTERN STANDARD TIME.
ON AND AFTER MONDAY, Dec. 31, Trains
as

5 7 Foll
5

will run daily

LEAVE ST. JOHN »: 7.24 a. m., and Carleton at
7.45 a. m., for St. George, St. Stephen, and in-
termediate §mms. arriving in St. George at
10.‘21]5. m.: St. Stephen at 12,25 p. m.

LEAVE St. Stephen at 8.15 a. m.; St. George at
10.22 a. m.; arriving in Carletea at 12.57 p. m.; &t
John at 1.12 p. m.

Fg'e|ght. up to 500 or 600 lbs.—not large in bulk
—will be received by Jamgs MovurLsox, 40 Water
8creet, up to 5 p. m.; all larger weights and bulky
freight must be delive at the Warehouse,
Carleton, before 6 p. m.
will be received and delivered at

Water Street, where a truckman will

el
Movisox's,
be in atrendance. L »
H. LAWRANCE STURDEE, Receiver
F. W. HOLT, Superindendent.
8t. John, N. B., Dec. 27, 1888,

W. M. CALDWELL, M. D,,
PHYSICIAN and SURGEON.

Office and Residence
LANCASTER ROAD,
Fairville.

G.T. WHITENECT,
157 Brussels Street.

HOUSE; SHIP, SIGN, AND
DECORATIVE PAINTER.

Paper Hanging, Gilding, Whitewashing,
Kalsomining, Glazing, Etc.
Telephene Communication with all the Leading
Touses.

McLEOD'S TONIC COUGH CURE.

MORE TESTIMONY.
Haxover St., St. Jorx, Oct. 20, 1888,
Mg. McLeob.

Your TONIC COUGH CURE has given
me great relief. The severe attacks of
COUGHING and ASTHMA, to which I
have long been subject, most invariably
suceumb to two or three doses of your
cure. 1 cheerfully recommend it to all
persons afflicted with severe coughs.

Yours truly,
MARY THOMPSON.

SOLD BY
S McDAIRMID,

Corner King and Gersgain Streets.

SAINT JOHN OYSTER HOUSE.
No. 5 KING SQUARE (North Side).
Christmnas Oysters, Valley Cider,
Lambs Tongues, Pigs Feet.
Delivered to any part of the city and
Portland free.

Telephone orders promptly filled.

| Fami'y trade solicited.
{ Satisfaction Guaranteed

CilAS. H. JACKSON.
'CHOICE PERFUMES
| Just received a full assortment

o
Atkinson's, Gosnell's Ect,
in small bottles.
—ALSO—
A complete stock of first quality of

. PERFUMES IN BULK.

| Lubins,

Prices low.

'WILLIAM B. McVEY
. CHEMIST,

H. EVANS, Representative. ‘. 185 Union St., St. John, N. B,




