

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		Rip Van Winkle
Washington Irving



		
At the foot of the Catskill Mountains in Hudson, there was a little Dutch village. The village was full of small houses. A simple, good-natured man, Rip Van Winkle, lived in this village.
Rip Van Winkle was a member of the Van Winkles, an old family from the village. He was a kind neighbour and an obedient husband. He tried to help all the villagers. He listened to their problems. The children of the village liked him, too. They shouted with joy when they saw him. He played games with them. He taught them to fly kites and shoot marbles. He also told them stories about witches, ghosts and Indians. The children liked his stories.
Rip did not like to earn money. He did not like that kind of jobs. He liked to sit on a wet rock and fish all day. He also liked to walk through the woods and hunt squirrels and wild pigeons. He liked to help his neighbours with their jobs, such as planting corn and building stone fences. The women of the village also gave him small jobs.
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In short, he liked to do other people’s jobs, but not his own. It was too difficult for him to take care of his family and keep his farm in order.
His children were wild and ragged. His son wore his old clothes and shoes.
However, Rip Van Winkle was a happy man. He did not care about anything. He could eat white bread or brown bread, whatever he could find. He just did not like to work and earn money.
“You are lazy and careless,” his wife often said to him.
Rip never said anything at those times. He just shook his head and rolled his eyes. This made his wife angry.
Rip had a dog called Wolf. His wife thought that the dog was as lazy as Rip. When Rip’s wife got angry with Rip, he always left the house, and the dog followed him. They walked together in the woods for hours. When they came back home, he always went to sleep in front of the fire.
Rip Van Winkle’s marriage got worse over time. When he left home, he started to spend time at the village inn with philosophers and important people of the village. They sat in the shade for a long time, read newspapers, and watched the passing travellers. They also listened to Derrick Van Bummel, the schoolmaster, and talked about the events in the village.
The owner of the inn, Nicholas Vedder, always controlled everything. He sat at the door of the inn from morning till night. He sometimes left there to sit in the shade under a big tree. He rarely talked to people. Rip’s wife sometimes came to the inn to look for Rip.
“You make this man lazy,” she often said to Nicholas Vedder.
Poor Rip was hopeless. He took Wolf and went to the woods more often. He wanted to escape from his wife and the work on the farm. He sometimes sat under a tree and talked to Wolf.
“Poor Wolf!” he said. “That lady gives you a hard time; but never mind, my friend. You will always be with me as long as I live.”
Wolf looked at his master’s face. He seemed to feel it with all his heart.
On a beautiful autumn day, Rip went to one of the highest points of the Catskill Mountains. He wanted to do his favourite sport. His favourite sport was squirrel-shooting. He was tired in the afternoon. He sat under a tree and looked over his village. In the distance, he saw the great Hudson. There was a reflection of purple clouds on it. It looked beautiful.
He looked down into the deep valley on the other side. It looked scary and dark. So, he turned and watched the beautiful view of Hudson for some time.
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The afternoon passed. It would be very dark when he reached the village. He did not want to see his wife and listen to her.
When he got up and got ready to go down, he heard a voice:
“Rip Van Winkle! Rip Van Winkle!”
He looked around, but there was no one. He only saw a crow. He began to walk again, but he heard the same voice:
“Rip Van Winkle! Rip Van Winkle!”
Wolf started to bark. He was frightened. Rip looked around again, and this time he saw a strange figure. He was surprised to see someone there. He thought it was one of his neighbours.
“He is carrying something,” Rip said to himself. “Perhaps he needs help.”
He ran to help the man. When he got closer, he got more surprised. The figure was a short, square-built old man. He had bushy hair and a beard. His dresses were old. He carried a barrel on
his shoulder.
“Come and help me,” he said to Rip Van Winkle.
Rip was a bit frightened, but he decided to help the old man. He always helped his neighbours. They climbed up the mountain together.
As they went up, Rip heard sounds like thunder. He paused for a moment, and then he moved on. Rip and his friend did not talk at all. It was difficult to carry the barrel up the mountain. At last, they came to a hollow. It looked like an amphitheatre. When they entered, they saw strange-looking people. They had strange clothes. Some of them had knives on their belts. One of them had a large head and small eyes. Another one had a big nose. They all had beards of different shapes
and colours.
There was another man. He looked like a commander. He was a strong old gentleman. He wore a large belt, a big hat, red socks, and high-heeled shoes. There were red roses on his shoes.
The men in the amphitheatre played ninepins. The men were quiet, but the sound of the balls was like thunder.
Rip and his friend went nearer, and the men stopped playing. They looked at Rip and his friend strangely. Rip’s friend put the barrel down.
“Come and drink it,” he said to the men.
The men drank the juice in the barrel quietly and went back to their game. Rip was not as scared as before. He also wanted to drink the juice in the barrel. He was thirsty, and he drank the juice quickly. He suddenly fell into a deep sleep.
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When he woke up, he found himself on a green hill. It was a bright and sunny morning. He rubbed his eyes and looked around. There were birds around, and there was an eagle in the sky.
“Surely, I did not sleep here all night,” he thought.
He remembered the strange man and the juice.
“Oh, that wicked man!” he said. “What am I going to say to my wife?”
He looked around for his gun, but he could not find it. Wolf was not there, either. He whistled after him and shouted his name. But Wolf did not come back.
He decided to visit the amphitheatre again. He wanted to ask about his gun and his dog. When he got up to walk, he felt pain.
“These mountain beds are not comfortable,” he thought.
He walked for some time and reached the amphitheatre. But it was not there anymore! There were huge rocks around it. Poor Rip did not know what to do. He again called and whistled after his dog. The echoes were the only answer.
The morning was almost over, and Rip was hungry. He wanted to have breakfast. He was sad to give up his gun and his dog. He was afraid to meet his wife. But he did not want to die of hunger. There was nothing to do. He started to walk home.
He met a number of people on his way to the village. He did not know any of them. Their dresses were different, too. They all looked at him with surprise. They actually looked at his beard. Rip realized that his beard was very long!
He now entered the village. A group of children ran to him and pointed at his grey beard. The dogs barked at him as he passed. The whole village was different to him. He never saw those houses before. There were strange names on the doors.
“Is this my village?” he thought.
Surely this was his village, but everything was different. Only the Catskill Mountains and Hudson did not change. They were there.
He found his house with some difficulty. It was quiet. He did not hear his wife’s voice. The house looked very old. There was a dog that looked like Wolf. Rip called him by name, but the dog growled and showed his teeth to him. It was not kind.
“My dear dog!” he thought. “What happened to him?”
He entered the house. It was normally a very tidy and clean house. It was empty. It looked abandoned. He called loudly for his wife and children. His voice echoed in the empty rooms. Then, there was silence all again.
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He left the house and went to the village inn. It was not there! A large, wooden building stood in its place. There was a sign on the door:
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		The Union Hotel, by Jonathan Doolittle



		
“Who is Jonathan Doolittle?” Rip thought.
He saw the picture of King George, but it was different, too. His red coat was blue now. He did not have his sword in his hand. There was a hat on his head. He looked at the writing under the picture: “General Washington.”
There were many people at the door, but Rip knew none of them. Their characters also changed. They were quiet people, but now they were loud. They seemed to be in a hurry.
He looked around for Nicholas Vedder or Van Bummel, but they were not there. There was a man talking about elections. Rip Van Winkle was so confused.
Everybody noticed Rip at last. There were children around him. The men also gathered around him. They looked at him from head to foot. They were curious about him.
“Which side did you vote for?” asked one of the men.
Rip looked at him in surprise. He did not understand anything.



	


		
			[image: ]
		

		
“Federal or Democrat?” asked another man.
Rip did not understand this question, either.
“Is he a spy?” asked an old man. “What’s he doing in the village?”
“Oh, gentlemen!” said Rip. “I’m a poor, quiet man. I’m from this village. I’m loyal to the King.”
The crowd started shouting: “A spy! A spy! Away with him!”
“Calm down!” shouted the old man to the people. Then, he turned to Rip. “I’m asking you again. What are you doing in our village? Why did you come?”
“I’m looking for my neighbours,” said Rip. “I do not want to harm anybody.”
“Well, who are they?” asked the old man. “Name them.”
Rip thought for a second.
“Where is Nicholas Vedder?” he asked.
There was a silence for a little while.
“Nicholas Vedder!” said the old man. “He died eighteen years ago.”
“Where is Brom Dutcher?” asked Rip.
“Oh, he went off to the army. He fought in a war. Some people say he died in the war. I’m not sure, but he never came back again.”
“Where is Van Brummel, the schoolmaster?”
“He went off to the wars, too. He was a great general. Now, he’s in congress.”
Every answer surprised Rip. He did not know about the wars, but he could not ask. He was sad to hear the news. He was now all alone in the world. Everything changed in his village.
“Does anybody know Rip Van Winkle?” he asked.
“Oh, Rip Van Winkle!” said one or two people. “Sure! That’s Rip Van Winkle over there! He’s leaning against the tree.”
Rip looked and saw himself. Poor Rip was more confused now. He did not know who he was.
“Who are you?” asked one of the men. “What’s your name?”
“God knows!” said Rip Van Winkle. “I’m not myself. That’s me over there. Now, I’m a different person. I was myself last night. I fell asleep on the mountain. Now, everything is different. I can’t tell what’s my name is, or who I am!”
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The people around him started to look at each other. They talked about Rip. At that moment, a young woman came to look at Rip. She had a child in her arms. The child looked frightened, and he began to cry.
“Hush, Rip,” said the woman to the child. “Hush, my dear. The old man won’t hurt you.”
Rip turned to the young woman.
“What’s your name?” he asked her.
“Judith Gardenier,” she answered.
“And your father’s name?”
“Ah, poor man. His name was Rip Van Winkle. He went away from home twenty years ago. His dog came home without him. Perhaps he shot himself, or the Indians kidnapped him. Nobody can tell. I was a little girl then.”
Rip had one more question to ask.
“Where’s your mother?” he asked.
“She died a short time ago,” said the young woman.
Rip Van Winkle was not sad at all. He caught his daughter and her child in his arms.
“I am your father!” he said. “Young Rip Van Winkle once, old Rip Van Winkle now. Does anybody know poor Rip Van Winkle?”
Everyone was amazed. An old woman came from among the crowd.
“Sure enough!” she shouted. “It is Rip Van Winkle! It is himself! Welcome home again, old neighbour. Why didn’t you come back in twenty years?”
Rip told his story to the crowd.
“Twenty years was like one night for me,” he said.
The neighbours looked at each other. They shook their heads. They decided to ask Peter Vanderdonk, an old historian. Vanderdonk was one of the oldest people in the village. He knew every family and everything about the village. They took Rip Van Winkle to him. Rip told him his story.
“I went to walk with my dog,” he said. “I saw a man and thought he needed help. He couldn’t carry the barrel. So, I helped him. We carried the barrel together. Then, we saw strange-looking people. The man gave him some juice. I also drank it, and I suddenly fell asleep. I don’t remember the rest.”
“I believe what you say is true,” Vanderdonk said. “There are strange creatures on Catskill Mountains. Did they play a game?”
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“Yes, they played ninepins,” answered Rip.
“I see,” said the old man. “My father also saw people playing ninepins in the mountains.
They lived in a place like an amphitheatre.”
“Yes,” cried Rip. He was happy that the old man believed him.
To make a long story short, the crowd believed Rip Van Winkle because they trusted Peter Vanderdonk. They broke up and returned to talk about elections.
Rip’s daughter took him home to live with her. She and her husband lived in a small house
with their child. They had a farm. Rip loved his grandson. He spent time playing with him. Rip Van Winkle started to work on the farm, and he was not lazy anymore.
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    var panels = document.querySelectorAll('.pt-panel:not(.pt-extra)');
    if (!panels.length || document.querySelector('.pt-hit')) return;
    css();
    for (var i = 0; i < panels.length; i++) setup(panels[i].parentNode, panels[i]);
  }
  if (document.readyState === 'loading') document.addEventListener('DOMContentLoaded', run); else run();
})();
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