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This book is a Side Reader to be read with anv
series. It is written in Simple but idiomatic language
suitable for reading during the thivd vear of learn-
mg English or thereafter.

Words outside the 990 WORDP LEVEL are starred
(*), and illustrated or. explained in the text.
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RIPF VAN WINKLE

1. The Kaatskill Mountains

Whoever has travelled up the Hudson River will
remcrber the Kaatskill Mountains. They are a
part of the great Appalachian mountains and are
seen to the west of the river. Every change. of
sky, indeed every hour of the . day, causes some
change in the wonderful colors of these mountains.
All the good wives, far and near, think they can
tell from them if the day will be-wet or'dry. When
the day is fair, they are clothed in blue and purple,
and stand out clearly in the evening sky; but
sométimes when the rest of the country. Is cloudless,
gray clouds may. be seen about their tops, which
m’ the hight of the setting sun will shine like fires
of gold.

“.At the foot of these beautiful mountains the
traveller imay see light smoke coming up .from a
village. .The *cottages of this village' show among
the-trées just where the fields end and the mountain-
side: bégins. It .is.a little village, but very. old,
having been first: peopled by the Dutch who came
over i thc carly days from Holland.

2,, Rw an Winkle "

In that samhe village there. lmcd{many years agg
a. simple; good ratured man of the name.of-Rip
Van Winkle.- He: was net only geod patured -but
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also.a kind man, and an obedient husband to a
wife, with a bad nature.

Certamly he was greatly liked by all the good
wives of the village. They, as usual, took the
man’s side in wll family troubles, and whenever
they talked these matters over in the evenings,
they alwasys found kind words for Rip Van Winle.

e children of the village, too, would cry out
w1th jov whenever he came near. He helped them
at their games,-made their play-
things, taught them to fly ™kites
and play with *marbles, and told
them long stories. Whenever he
_ went abeut the village, he was

) - followed by these children, pulling
"on his coat, climbing on his back
p}aiymg and laughmg with him. The dogs in the
village were also friendly toward him.

- Rip. Van Winkle would not do any kind of work
that brought in money. He would sit all day and
fishi, even if he never caught a fish,- He would
carry a gun for hours at a time, making his way
through woods and through water, up and. down
hill, to get a few birds. He would never refuse
to help a friend evem in the hardest work, and
was the hrst man o work whepever a stone wall
was to be built." The ‘women of the village used
him te do work about the house which their hus-
bands would not do for themy. ' To tell the truth,
Rip was rgady to do anybody’s business but his own.

+
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In fact, he told everybody that it was of no use

to work on his farm as it was the worst little piece
of ground in the whole country. Everything about
it went wrong. His walls were always falling down,
his cow would get into his cornfields, rain always
began to fall whenever he had any work to do
outside, As the years passed, what had once been
a good farm, when his father owned it, became
the worst-kept farm in the whole village.
" His children, too, were as wild ard badly kept
as the farmi. He had a son who dressed in his
father’s old clothes, and who seemed to be follow-
mg hls Tather m all his lazy ways.

. Dame Van Winkle

Rip Van Winkle was just onc of thase good
natured ‘people who are willing to do anvthing
rather;than work. If left alone, he would have
been pétfectly happy doing nothing, but his wife
never.deft him alone, but kept ‘teling him how
lazy he was, and- that the whole family was with-
QUL MOney - because of his laziness.

Mormng, noon, and night, she was. always talk-
mg in this way. . Rip had only. one way of answer-
ing such talk.” “He wou}d look unhappily from side
io “dide, ‘but: shy nmhmg ' This; however, aiwa}s
made his‘wife 'more angry, so’that there was then
only ‘one thing for- him to do% and that ‘was to go
out:ef théhouse,w @

-+ Rip’s only family friend was hm’ dog, Wolf, whe
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was in trouble as often as his master, for Rip Van
Winkle’s wife looked upon ‘them as friends, and
thought sometimes that this dog was the cause of

. much of her worry and unhappiness.
"\\ Whenever Wolf entered the house

ne would put his head down, and

. with his *tail between his legs would

walk about, ready at any time to

run out of the house if Dame Van
Winkle should come after him with a *stick.

Matfers became worse as time passed on. A
bad-natured wife never becomes kinder as the years
pass, and Rip was hardly ever at home. He used
to go to the village *inn, over whose door there
hung a picture of the English king, George III.
There he would sit all day long, talking with the
people of the village, and telling stories which ncver
scemed. to come to an end. Whenever a passing
traveller left an old newspaper at the inn, Rip and,
his friends used to listen to the village schoolmaster
reading the news, and then for days afterward each

man would give his ideas of how the government
should rule the country.

4. The Village Inn

The leader m all their talks was Nicholas Vedder,
one of the oldest men in the village, and the owner
of the inn. Nicholas would take his seat at the
door of his inn, and quietly sit there from morning
to night uader a large tree, just moving enough to
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keep out of the sun. The village prople could tcll
what time it was by his movements almost as well
as if they had looked at a clock.

It is true that old Nicholas Vedder did not. often
speak, but he smokced his *pipe all the time. His
friends, however, understood him and knew what
his thoughts were. by the way he smoked this pipe.
Whenever anything was told or read which did not
please him, he would be seen to smoke quickly and
angrily. When anything tlcased him, he wmioked
very slowly, and blow the smoke out in light clouds.

But ¢ven from this peadeful place Rip was driven
by his wife. She would suddenly come ‘into the
middle of this company, and say that they were
all helping Rip to be lazy and good-for-riething.

Poor Rip at iast did not know what to do or
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where to go. He found that the only way that he
could escape from the words of his wife and the
work of his farm was to take his gun and go into
the woods. There he would sometimes sit down
at the foot of a tree, and, giving part of his dinner
to his dog Wolf, say: ‘Poor Wolf, my wife and
her stick ‘miake your life hard, but don't worry!
While I live, you will always have a friend.” Wolf
would then look up inte his master’s face, and if
dogs can feel sad, I truly believe that he was sorry
for Rip Van Winkle.

5. Rip Van Winkle gocs io the
Mountains

One hne autumn day when Rip had been driven
out of the village by his wife, he walked to one
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of the highest parts of the Kaatskil Mountains.
He was very tired when he arrived there late in
the afterncon, and threw himself down on the
ground. Through the trees he could see around
the country for miles and miles. He saw the great
Hudson River far, far below him. On the other
side he looked down into a deep and wild moun-
tain *valley, the bottom of which was filled with
pieces of rocks which had fallen from above. Into
this dark valley the light of the setting sun did
not shine. FYor some time Rip lay looking at this
valley as evening slowly came on. Soon he saw
that it would be dark long before he could reach
the village, and when he thought of what his wife
would say to him for being late, he began to be
afraid.

As he was about to go down, he heard a voice
from a long way off calling ‘ Rip Van Winkle! Rip
Van Winkic!” He looked around but could sce
nothing except a big black bird flying alone across
the mountain. As he wrned again to go on his
way, he heard the same voice calling through the
quiet evening air, ‘Rip Van Winkle! Rip Van
Winkle!” At the same time Wolf, his dog, ran
to his side, and began to look down toward the
deep, dark valley. Rip now began to feel ter-
ribly afraid. As he looked down, he saw a strange
man climbing up the rocks, carrying something
heavy on his back. Rip was surprised to see
anyone in this wild place, but supposing him to
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be some person who was lost and needed help,
he went down at once to help
him.

On coming nearer he was still
more surprised at the siranger’s
dress and looks. He was a short
old man, with a long “beard and
a rourkl funny face. His clothes
were of the kind worn by the Durch long vears
ago, He carried on his back &
strong *barrel which seemcd Tudl
of something to drink. and he made
signs showing that he wanted Kip
10 come nearer and help him o
carry this,

Although rather alrwd of the
man, Rip went ar once, and ecach belping the
other, -they ‘climbed up the mountainside over the
dry rocks of what had heen a mownain river,
’\% thcy ‘ckmbed” Rip now anel then hcard” long

- - and  heavy  rolling  sounds, like
fthuhder,' that St*t*mtxl 10« one
"ot of the high rucks 16 which
et 1ovigh road was tuling them,
CRip “oaied, and then, thinking it
ww:; only a far-away mountain
storm,’ e went on, Pawng through the opening
in tht: rocks, they came to a small r‘iarﬁ over
whxch ‘the trees on the sidés of 1hé mouriain made

I thunder““ Sound made in clouds during a storm,
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a cover. Through the trees far above them they
could sec the sky and the bright evening clouds.
Duaring the whole time Rip and his strange friend
had walked on silently. Though Rip wondered why
thev should carry this barrcl up the mountain-side,
vet there was something strange about the unknown
man that made it impossible for Rip to ask him
guestions.

6. The Strange Little Men playing
Nine-pins
On entering this covered place Rip saw a com-
rany of strange-looking fellows playing *nine-pins.
They weare dressed in the same strange clothes as
the man who was walking with Rip. Their faces,




too, were strange. One had a large beard, a long
face, and small eyes; the face of another seemed
to be almost all nose, and on top of his head he
had a tall white hat. They all had beards of
diffcrent kinds and colors. There was one who
secemed to be to the jeader. He was a heavily
built old man, with a face which showed that
he cared litdle for wind or rain. His clothes
were much finer than those of the others. They
made Rip think of an old Dutch picture hanging
in the best room of the village schoolmaster, which
had been brought over from Holland many years
before.

What seemed still more amusing to Rip was
that though these people were amusing themselves,
yet their faces were serious. They never spoke
and were the saddest-logking party of people that
he had ever seen. Nothing was heard but the
deep rolling sound of the heavy balls, which when-
ever they were rolled .made a sound like that of
far-away. thunder.

As Rip and the little man came near, the others
suddenly stopped their play, and looked at Rip
with such fixed and strange eyes that he was very
frightened, - The little man now filled large cups
from the drink in -the barrel, and pointing from
the-cups to the peoplc, made Rip understand that
he was expected 'to take one to cach man, He
obe)ied with fear. They drank from the cups,
without a sound, and then returned 1o their game.
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In a little time Rip began to be less afraid. He
even drank a little himself. He found the drink to
he much better than he had ever had before. He
was a great drinker and soon took another cup,
and after that returned so ofien to fill his cup
that, at last, he fell asleep.

7. Rip Van Winkle wakes uy

On waking he found himself on the side of the
mountain where he had first seen the old man of
the valley. He¢ *rubbed his cyes
in surprise for 1t was a bright,
sunny morning, The birds were
singing 1 the trees. °Surcly,
thought Rip, ‘I have not slept
here all night.” Then he remem-
bered all that had happened
before he fell aslecp—-the strange man with the
barrcl, the wild place beiween the rocks, the sad
party of men playing nine-pins, the strange drink.
“Oh, that drink !’ thought Rip. ‘What shall 1
say 10 my wife?’

He looked round for his gun, but in place of
the clean. wellkept gun, he found an old gun
lying by him, the wood of which had fallen in
picces long ago. e now thought that the people
he had met the night before had put something
nto the drink, and that this had made him sleep.
Then, perhaps, they had taken his gun away,
putting this old one in its place. Wolf, too, had
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gone, but he might have run off after some bird
or wild animal. He called Wolf’s namec many
times, but no dog was to be seen.

He decided to go back to the place where he
had scen the men the evening before, and it he
met any of them, to ask for his gun and his dog.
As he rose to walk, he found he could hardly
"move his legs. © These mountain rocks do not
make a good bed’ thought Rip. ‘If I'm sick
after this, what a time [ shall have with my
wife!” With some trouble he got duown into the
valley and found the road by which he and the
strange little man had gone the night before, but
to his surprise a mountain river was Low running
down over the rocks. He was able to get across
it.and to make his way through the trees and
long grass on the other side.

At last he reached the place where there should
have beeri an opening to the little valley where
the men had béen playing ninc-pins, but no such
opening could he find. The rocks made a high
wall, over which the water came down in a
beautiful waterfall. Here, them, poor Rip had
e stop. He cafled and called for his dog, but
he was answered only by thé cries of the wild
birds as they flew in irc leq high above his
head.

‘What was. to be - done? The morning  was
passing away, and Rip felt badly in need of food.
He was very sorry to lose his dog and gun, and
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