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THE LEGEND OF SLEEPY HOLLOW

Found Among the Papers
of the Late Diedrich Knickerbocker

A pleasing land of drowsy head it was,
Of dreams that wave
before the half-shut eye;
And of cheerful castles in the clouds
that pass,
Forever flushing round a summer sky.

I Castle of Indolence

n the bosom of one of those spacious coves which
indent the eastern shore of the Hudson, at that broad
expansion of the river denominated by the ancient Dutch
navigators the Tappan Zee, and where they always prudently
shortened sail and implored the protection of St. Nicholas
when they crossed, there lies a small market town or rural
port, which by some is called Greensburgh, but which is
more generally and properly known by the name of Tarry
Town. This name was given, we are told, in former days,
by the good housewives of the adjacent country, from the
inveterate propensity of their husbands to linger about
the village tavern on market days. Be that as it may, I do
not vouch for the fact, but merely advert to it, for the sake
of being precise and authentic. Not far from this village,
perhaps about two miles, there is a little valley or rather
lap of land among high hills, which is one of the quietest
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places in the whole world. A small brook glides through
it, with just murmur enough to lull one to repose; and the
occasional whistle of a quail or tapping of a woodpecker is
almost the only sound that ever breaks in upon the uniform
tranquillity.

[ recollect that, when a stripling, my first exploit in
squirrel-shooting was in a grove of tall walnut trees that
shades one side of the valley. I had wandered into it at
noontime, when all nature is peculiarly quiet, and was
startled by the roar of my own gun, as it broke the Sabbath
stillness around and was prolonged and reverberated by
the angry echoes. If ever I should wish for a retreat whither
I might steal from the world and its distractions, and dream
quietly away the remnant of a troubled life, [ know of none
more promising than this little valley.

From the listless repose of the place, and the peculiar
character of its inhabitants, who are descendants from the
original Dutch settlers, this sequestered glen has long been
known by the name of SLEEPY HOLLOW, and its rustic lads
are called the Sleepy Hollow Boys throughout all the
neighboring country. A drowsy, dreamy influence seems
to hang over the land, and to pervade the very atmosphere.
Some say that the place was bewitched by a High German
doctor, during the early days of the settlement; others, that
an old Indian chief, the prophet or wizard of his tribe, held
his powwows there before the country was discovered
by Master Hendrick Hudson. Certain it is, the place still
continues under the sway of some witching power, that
holds a spell over the minds of the good people, causing
them to walk in a continual reverie. They are given to all
kinds of marvellous beliefs, are subject to trances and
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THE GRAND PRIOR OF MINORCA
A Veritable Ghost Story

“Keep my wits, heaven!
They say spirits appear
To melancholy minds,
and the graves open!”

Fletcher

About the middle of the last century, while the
Knights of Saint John of Jerusalem still maintained something
of their ancient state and sway in the Island of Malta,
a tragical event took place there, which is the groundwork
of the following narrative.

It may be as well to premise, that at the time we are
treating of, the order of Saint John of Jerusalem, grown
excessively wealthy, had degenerated from its originally
devout and warlike character. Instead of being a hardy body
of “monk-knights,” sworn soldiers of the cross, fighting the
Paynim in the Holy Land, or scouring the Mediterranean,
and scourging the Barbary coasts with their galleys, or
feeding the poor, and attending upon the sick at their
hospitals, they led a life of luxury and libertinism, and were
to be found in the most voluptuous courts of Europe. The
order, in fact, had become a mode of providing for the
needy branches of the Catholic aristocracy of Europe.
“A commandery,” we are told, was a splendid provision for
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a younger brother; and men of rank, however dissolute,
provided they belonged to the highest aristocracy, became
Knights of Malta, just as they did bishops, or colonels of
regiments, or court chamberlains. After a brief Residence
at Malta, the knights passed the rest of their time in their
own countries, or only made a visit now and then to the
island. While there, having but little military duty to
perform, they beguiled their idleness by paying attentions
to the fair.

There was one circle of society, however, into which
they could not obtain currency. This was composed of a few
families of the old Maltese nobility, natives of the island.
These families, not being permitted to enroll any of their
members in the order, affected to hold no intercourse with
its chevaliers; admitting none into their exclusive coteries
but the Grand Master, whom they acknowledged as their
sovereign, and the members of the chapter which composed
his council.

To indemnify themselves for this exclusion, the chevaliers
carried their gallantries into the next class of society,
composed of those who held civil, administrative, and
judicial situations. The ladies of this class were called
honorate, or honorables, to distinguish them from the
inferior orders; and among them were many of superior
grace, beauty, and fascination.

Even in this more hospitable class, the chevaliers were
not all equally favored. Those of Germany had the decided
preference, owing to their fair and fresh complexions, and
the kindliness of their manners: next to these came the
Spanish cavaliers, on account of their profound and courteous
devotion, and most discreet secrecy. Singular as it may
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THE BOLD DRAGOON
Or, The Adventure of My Grandfather

M y grandfather was a bold dragoon, for it's
a profession, d’ye see, that has run in the family. All my
forefathers have been dragoons and died upon the field of
honor except myself, and [ hope my posterity may be able
to say the same; however, [ don’t mean to be vainglorious.
Well, my grandfather, as I said, was a bold dragoon, and
had served in the Low Countries. In fact, he was one of that
very army, which, according to my uncle Toby, “swore so
terribly in Flanders.” He could swear a good stick himself;
and, moreover, was the very man that introduced the
doctrine Corporal Trim mentions, of radical heat and
radical moisture; or, in other words, the mode of keeping
out the damps of ditch water by burnt brandy. Be that as
it may, it’s nothing to the purport of my story. I only tell it
to show you that my grandfather was a man not easily to
be humbugged. He had seen service; or, according to his
own phrase, “he had seen the devil”—and that’s saying
everything.

Well, gentlemen, my grandfather was on his way to
England, for which he intended to embark at Ostend;—bad
luck to the place for one where I was kept by storms and
head winds for three long days, and the devil of a jolly
companion or pretty face to comfort me. Well, as I was
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