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RIP VAN WINKLE!
CHAPTER 1

Whoever has travelled up the Hudson2
must remember the Kaatskill Mountains,? They
lie to the west of the river and rise high over
the surrounding country. The colour of these
mountains changes with every change in the
weather, and all the people, far and near, say
that they are perfect barometers.

At the foot of these mountains there is a
village which was founded by some Dutch
colonists* long, long ago.. They built their
houses of small yellow bricks which had been
brought from Holland. In that same village
there lived many years ago, while the country
was still a province of Great DBritain® a
good-natured man of the name of Rip Van
Winkle. He was a good neighbour and always
ready to help anyone who was in trouble.

1. Rip Van Winkle ['rip ven 'winkl] — A 4%.

2. the Hudson [hadsn] — A8 %M (the Hudson
River), {1F3EEAIM-

3. the Kaatskill Mountains [‘ka:tskil] — -RIEHE/K
(i Bk, JEAESE M B 2T L) BRAT— K7 k.

4. Dutch colonists — 2R #E, F-EiHHEWE]
2 FHE A B B B H-

8. a province of Great Britain — K AFIFEA—M-
EEF 1776 FREHMILZ RIS FHTEE .



Among the village children, too, he was a
great favourite: he took part in their games,
made playthings for them, and told them long
stories of ghosts and Indians. So most of the
neighbours were sorry for Rip when his wife
scolded him. And it must be said,! she scolded
him very often.

Rip was a good-natured man and had a
kind heart, but he had one great weakness —
he did not like to work. He tried to avoid
useful work whenever and wherever he could.
His children were in rags and his house was
badly in need of repairs.? He went hunting
and fishing instead of working on his farm
where everything was out of order.8 His fences
fell to pieces, his cow ate up his own cab-
bages, weeds grew quicker in his field than
anywhere else; and just when he got ready to
do some out-door work,t it usually began to
rain. In a word, his farm was the worst in
the neighbourhood.

Rip Van Winkle was one of those happy
people who do not take life too seriously® and
always look on the bright side of things.® It

1, it must be sald — PAZEIEH.
2. in need of repairs — EFE .
V!{. out of order — ﬁL—b‘/\%.
4. out-door work — EN T (JBESNTHYEIL)-
5. do not take life too seriously — ¥JA:7EA AZRIE.
6. always look on the bright side of things — if

B RS,
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was all the same to him! whether he ate white
bread or brown, so long as he could get it
without much work or trouble. He would have
been at peace with the whole world if only
his wife had left him alone. But morning and
night she scolded him for everything he said
and everything he did, and very few days
passed without a family quarrel. Rip was
helpless. He had only one answer: he shook
his head, ldoked at the ceiling, but said
nothing.

Rip had one faithful friend, however, and
that was his old dog, Wolf.2 Wolf was the
best hunter in the village and helped his mas-
ter to catch hares and partridges. But in the
presence of his mistress, Rip’s wife, Wolf lost
all his courage and ran out of the house with
his tail between his legs.3

As time went on, Rip Van Winkle’s life
at home became unbearable. His wife’s temper
did net improve with age:* a sharp tongue is
the only edged tool that grows sharper with
constant use.® She went on scolding® her lazy

\-/1. It was all the same to him ... — IR IE

B i—Fr-

2. Wolf [wulf] — ¥y % =F.

3. with his tail between his legs — Y& [1.

4. His wife’s temper did not improve with age.
- fERAESFARFR S KA.

5. with constant use — [fi & &7 {i .

6. She went on scolding ... — ffl: & &5 85 U] 7) Hs EB...

7



husband, so that he was obliged to spend
most of his time at the village inn. Here some
old men always sat, smoking their pipes and
discussing politics. But, after a time, he could
not be safe even there. The angry woman
broke in upon the peaceful meeting and
scolded not only her own husband but also
his companions.

Poor Rip was in despair. Where could he
go now? His only way of escape was to take
his gun, and call his dog, and go off to the
woods. Here he sometimes sat down at the
foot ot a tree and shared his lunch with Wolf,
saying: “It’s a dog’s lite,! my boy; but never
mind,2 while T live, you shall always have a
friend.” Hearing these words ot sympathy,
Wolf always wagged his tail and looked in his
master’s face as if to say: “I quite believe
you.”

CHAPTER 11

One fine autumn day Rip and his dog
went out hunting to one of the highest parts
of the Kaatskill Mountains. Again and again
Rip’s shots echoed and re-echoed in the still-
ness.’ Finally they came to a place high up

1. It’s a dog’s life — XHijH 2 —MAETE.
2. never mind — REHE; WEHEXR.
3. Again and again Rip’s shots echoed and re-

echocd in the stillness. — Rip [Y#6TE7EBENR 5 #h
[E] M.
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in the mountains where Rip had never been
before. The day was warm, so Rip lay down
under an oak-tree to rest. Through an opening
among the trees he could overlook all the
lower country for many miles. And there, far
below him, was the great Hudson River,
silently flowing towards the ocean.

On the other side there was a deep valley,
the bottom of which was covered with rocks
lighted by the rays of the setting sun. For
some time Rip sat there, looking at the trees,
and the rocks, and the sky. Soon the moun-
tains began to throw their long shadows over
the valleys, he saw that -it would be dark long
before he could reach the village. He sighed
as he thought of his wife and her constant
scolding.

Having decided at last that it was time
to go home, he got up slowly. But when he
was _about to start homeward,2 he suddenly
heard someone calling him: “Rip Van Winkle!
Rip Van Winkle!” He looked round, but could
see’ nobody — only a crow was flying over the
mountain. He decided that his 1magmat10n
had deceived him and turned once more to go
down the mountain side. But just then he
heard the same cry: “Rip Van Winkle! Rip

1. setting sun — ¥ H.
2. was about to start homeward — FEzZhE[A5K.
was about to, H[I¥§. homeward RZH(Z.



Van Winkle!” At the same time Wolf gave a
low growl! and came closer to his master’s
side. The dog was looking down into the deep
valley. Rip looked in the same direction and
saw a strange figure | slowly climbing up the
rocks. It was a little old man bending under
the weight. of a barrel. Rip was surprised to
see a man in this lonely place; but, thinking
that it must be some neighbour who needed
his help, he went down.

As Rip approached he was still more
surprised at the appearance of the little man.
-The stranger was short, with thick bushy hair
and a long grey beard. He wore short trousers,
which were very wide, in the old Dutch
fashion, with rows of buttons down the sides.2
He made signs for Rip to approach3 and help
him with the load. At first Rip did not know
what to do, but then, as he was always ready
to help people, he went to the little old man
and took the barrel from him. It was very
heavy, evidently full of liquor.# The stranger
made a sign for Rip to follow him. Carrying
the barrel by turns, they went for some time

1. a low growl — —E{EyTATNLU}.
2. with rows of buttons down the sides — i’

TR R B AR .
3. He made signs for Rip to approach. — {{i3}f

Rip MF5UibiT . |
4. full of liquor — X&E7 1 1H.
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along the dry bed of a mountain stream. As
they climbed up and up,! Rip heard a long
rolling sound, and thought to himself that it
was .thunder. They went on .in silence until
at last they came to a hollow surrounded by
high rocks.

There Rip saw a group of about twenty
strange-looking old men. They were playing a
game of ninepins,?2 and the balls, when they
were rolled, éound_ed like thunder. They were
all dressed in the old Dutch fashion, like Rip’s
guide, and had big silver buckles on their
shoes and long knives in their belts. Though
they were evidently amusing themselves, the
expression on their faces was very serious,
and not a word was spoken. Rip had never
seen such a melancholy group of people in
his life.3 |

As Rip and his guide came nearer, the
players suddenly stopped their game and
stared at the newcomers. They looked at Rip
with such strange, expressionless eyes that
his heart missed a beatt and his knees began

1. up and up — KUK E.

2. They were playing a game of ninepins. — #fi{fj
IEENERR. JEREZE—FERR. B TuRARE, FARE
Z» FIBEIAREZ ZRIRE).

' 3. Rip had never seen such a melancholy group
of people in his life. — Rip M E R XL —lkFEHE
RERMIA. .

4. his heart missed a beat — i OM\FE—KEIE
Bk 5.

11



to shake. Then the little old man who had
been Rip’s guide poured the liquor from the
barrel into several big mugs and made a sign
for Rip to pass, these round to the players.
Though he was trembling with fear, Rip
obeyed and handed a mugful of liquor! to
each one of the old men. They drank in silence
and then returned to their game. Nothing
interrupted the stillness of the scene except
the noise of the rolling balls which sounded
like thunder. '

Little by little2 Rip’s fear began to leave
him and, when nobody was looking, he took
a mug and drank some liquor. It tasted good
to Rip,® who was very thirsty; so he drank
a little more. And he went on drinking until
he had emptied several mugs. Soon after that
he felt that his eyes were growing heavy.¢ He
tried to keep awake, but his head sank lower.
and lower and he fell into a deep sleep.

CHAPTER III

When he awoke, Rip found himself on the
green grass under the oak-tree from where he
had first seen the old man. He rubbed his

\/1. a mugful of liquor — —kR7E.
2. little by little — ik Jiif #f.

3. It tasted good to Rip. — Rip Z=#E¥Knk B,
4, his eyes were growing heavy VAR Z 2R E T,
fth T THEREEK T .
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eyes — it was a bright sunny morning. The
birds were singing in the trees and bushes, an
eagle was circling high in the sky.1

“Surely,” thought Rip, “I have not slept
here all night.” He recalled everything that
had happened before he fell asleep — the
mysterious old man with the barrel, the hollow
in the mountains, the melancholy group of
players, the mugs of liquor. “Oh, that mug
of liquor!” he thought sorrowfully. “That’s
what made me go to sleep.2 What will my
wife saw when I get home?”

He looked round for his gun, but could
not find it. Instead of his clean, well-oiled
guns he found an old rusty thing on the grass
beside him. .-

“Surely someone has played a trick on
me,* he said to himself, suspecting those
mysterious old men whom he had seen in-the
hollow. Then he whistled for his dog and
shouted his name, but all in vain;® the echo

1. an eagle was circling high in the sky — —[13
RIS,

2. That’s what made me g0 to sleep — gbEIF
7RIy (F571M) BEIRIES T .

3. well-oiled gun — ¥R TR,

4. Surely someone has played a trick on me. —
—ERBABRBFTLE.

5. but all in vain — {ﬂﬁﬁﬂ&ﬁm in vain, #E2R;

A
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tepeated his whistle and shout, but Wolf did
not appear.

Rip determined to revisit the hollow where
the little old man had led him the night
before. He rose to his feet with great difficulty,
for his back ached and his feet were stiff.l

“Sleeping out of doors at this time of the
year 1s not good for my health,” he thought
as he began to climb down into the deep
valley. He reached the bottom at last and
found a mountain  stream flowing over the
rocks. There had been no stream there the
night before: that was strange. He stopped
and whistled for the dog once more, but only
frightened by all this. He had lost his dog
and his gun, and he was afraid to meet his
wife. But he could not remain in the moun-
tains and starve. He shook his head sorrow-
fully, and, with the rusty old gun on his
shoulder, he turned his steps homeward.2

CHAPTER IV

As Rip approached the village, he met
some people whom he did not know. “Strange,”
he %aid to himself, “I do not recognize any of
those people and I thought I knew everybody

1. He r®se to his feet ... were stiff, — {BEBTIEL

BOZh Y uhEEe, ROAMATE _EERES, PR E.
2. he turned his steps homeward — fth§ 5 & [ 5 K.
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