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Characters

(main characters in boldface)

Spirits of the River, the Valley,
and the Forest, the three storytellers who set the scene
Voices 1, 2, 3, voices who
relate the action of the story
Ichabod Crane, the schoolmaster of Sleepy Hollow
Jeremiah, one of Ichabod’s
students
Mr. Van Tassel
Katrina Van Tassel
Mrs. Van Tassel
Brom Bones
Man 1
Woman 1
partygoers
Woman 2
Man 2

}
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Prologue
Spirit of the River: Among the high
hills that line the eastern shore of
the Hudson there is a little valley. A
small brook glides through it, with
just murmur enough to lull one to
sleep. The occasional whistle of a
quail or tapping of a woodpecker
is almost the only sound that ever
breaks the peace. A drowsy,
dreamy influence seems to hang
over this lap of land that the locals
call Sleepy Hollow.
Spirit of the Valley: Some say the
place is bewitched. Indeed, a
witching power casts a spell over
the townspeople’s minds. They
hold all kinds of marvelous beliefs
and frequently see strange sights
and hear music and voices in the
air. Tales of haunted spots and
twilight superstitions run rampant

through the land. The dominant
spirit that haunts this enchanted
region is the appearance of a
headless horseman.
Spirit of the Forest: It is said to be
the ghost of a soldier whose head
was carried away by a cannonball
in some nameless battle during the
Revolutionary War. Having been
buried in the town churchyard, the
soldier rides forth in the night to
the scene of this battle in quest of
his long-lost head.
It is a story that is told by
country firesides, a nightmare that
keeps the children awake at all
hours. A tale told and heard so
many times that, in the dead of the
darkest nights, even the bravest of
men will shiver at the thought of
it—of the Headless Horseman of
Sleepy Hollow.

Washington Irving achieved fame writing as funny,

Scene 1
Voice 1: A schoolmaster from
Connecticut named Ichabod
Crane comes to Sleepy Hollow in
the fall. He is a tall man with
narrow shoulders and long arms
and legs. His hands dangle a mile
from his sleeves.
Voice 2: Ichabod has a small, flat
head, huge ears, and large, glassy
green eyes. His nose is long, like
a weathervane perched upon his
face to tell which way the wind is
blowing. This scarecrow of a man
looks as if he has never eaten a
thing in his life, when, in truth,
eating is his favorite pastime.
Voice 3: Though he is rather
scrawny and might seem awkward
to men, the ladies love Ichabod.
He is often a guest in their homes.
Whether invited or not, he is
always received well and with
much adoration. We now meet up
with Ichabod in his classroom.
Ichabod Crane: Class dismissed.
Jeremiah, may I have a word with
you?
Voice 1: The schoolchildren rush
out into the sunlight. Jeremiah
stays behind.
Jeremiah: Yes, schoolmaster?
Ichabod: I happened to be walking
by your house yesterday, and I
couldn’t help but notice a pungent
smell of hickory wafting through
the open window.
Jeremiah: Oh. I thought you were
going to tell me that I failed
Tuesday’s test.
Ichabod: No, Jeremiah. What was
the hickory?
Jeremiah: That was just Mother
preparing the bacon for the
morning. Why?
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Ichabod: You don’t say. … Listen,
Jeremiah. I’m going to stop by
your house in the morning and
walk you to school.
Jeremiah: That’s really not necessary, schoolmaster. But thank you
for offering.
Ichabod: I’ll be by around 7.
Jeremiah: I don’t leave for school
until 8. We eat breakfast at 7.
Ichabod: Very good. Run along
now. See you for breakfast.
Voice 2: Ichabod shoos Jeremiah
out of his schoolhouse. He then
collects his books, turns out the
lights, locks up, and leaves.

Scene 2
Spirit of the River: Another of
Ichabod’s guilty pleasures is to
listen to marvelous ghost tales
of haunted fields and haunted
brooks, of haunted bridges and
haunted houses, and especially
of the Headless Horseman.
By the winter, Ichabod has a
house of his own, but he still
makes it a habit to visit the
homes of various townsfolk for
dinner and to stay for the sharing
of scary tales. The pleasure in
such tales comes while snugly
cuddling in the corner of a room
that glows from the crackling
wood fire where, of course, no
spirit shows its face. The long
walk home, though—that is a
different story.
Spirit of the Valley: What fearful
shapes and shadows beset
Ichabod’s path amid the dim and
ghastly glare of a snowy night!
How often does he dread to look
over his shoulder, lest he behold
some angry spirit tramping close
behind him! And how often is he
thrown into complete dismay by

f i c t i o n a l h i s t o r i a n D i e d r i c h K n i c k e r b o c k e r.
a howling in the trees, thinking it
is the galloping soldier on one of
his nightly rides.
Spirit of the Forest: But of course,
they are merely phantoms of his
mind, and every night he arrives
home safely. The daylight always
puts an end to these evils, and
every new night brings fresh
terrors. Ichabod would pass a
pleasant life of such relief if his
path were not crossed by a being
that causes more confusion to
man than all ghosts and goblins
put together, and that is—a
woman.
Voice 3: By Christmastime,
Ichabod has been a guest in
almost every home in Sleepy
Hollow. One of the last houses
he visits is that of the Van
Tassel family.
Voice 1: When Ichabod enters the
Van Tassel house, he immediately realizes it is one of the best
in town, if not the best. It is a
spacious farmhouse with a highridged, low-sloping roof.
Mr. Van Tassel: Welcome, Mr.
Crane! We’ve been expecting
you! And, quite frankly, we’ve
heard a lot about you.
Ichabod: Well, I hope it wasn’t
too awful.
Voice 2: Mr. Van Tassel laughs a
hearty laugh. He is a robust man
who takes great pleasure in the
finer things in life.
Mr. Van Tassel: Come in, come in!
Dinner is almost ready!
Voice 3: Just as Ichabod is raising
his weathervane nose to take in
the delicious scents emanating
from the kitchen, he catches sight

vocab
EMANATING: coming from

of a blooming beauty, Katrina,
the Van Tassels’ rosy-cheeked
daughter. She is standing shyly in
her pure-white dress decorated
with the most beautiful flower
patterns.

Mrs. Van Tassel: No, I certainly
don’t mind, Mr. Crane. But might
I say that if you call your hearty
appetite “sampling,” I would hate
to see what you do when you
actually decide to feast!

Voice 1: Mr. Van Tassel notices
Ichabod staring and introduces
the two.

Voice 2: Ichabod laughs at the
woman’s joke in spite of himself.
While laughing, he realizes that
his hand has inadvertently made
its way toward another helping
of mashed potatoes. He slaps it
away, and everyone once again
enjoys a hearty laugh.

Mr. Van Tassel: This is my
daughter, Katrina. Katrina, meet
Mr. Crane, the town’s new
schoolmaster.
Voice 2: Ichabod makes a
grandiose gesture of bowing low
to Katrina. He takes her hand and
kisses it sweetly. Katrina giggles.

Though he is
rather scrawny
and might seem
awkward to
men, the ladies
love Ichabod.
Katrina Van Tassel: Pleasure,
Mr. Crane.
Voice 3: Mr. Van Tassel has seen
enough.
Mr. Van Tassel: All right, all right.
Let’s eat, shall we?
Voice 1: Throughout dinner,
Ichabod tries not to stare at
Katrina. Instead, he focuses on all
the great wealth within the house.
He begins to envision the property as his own. Before long,
Ichabod has made up his mind to
marry the girl and inherit the vast
Van Tassel land and all that
comes with it.
Ichabod: I hope you don’t mind
my saying, Mrs. Van Tassel, that
this was the most delicious pork
roast I have ever had the luxury
of sampling.

Katrina: Tell us about your school,
Mr. Crane. Are you well liked
within your classroom?
Ichabod: I wouldn’t really know
about that, my dear Katrina.
Voice 3: Mr. and Mrs. Van Tassel
shift in their seats and share a
nervous glance with each other.
Ichabod: I’ve always been a big
fan of the old saying “Spare the
rod, spoil the child.”
Katrina: You don’t mean that
you … lash them, do you?
Mrs. Van Tassel: I thought that
barbaric punishment had gone
out of style by now.
Ichabod: Out of style? Hardly. In
fact, it is generally approved of
throughout all the lands! You’d
be surprised what a little fear
and a good whipping can do to
a person.
Voice 1: At that moment, the front
door flies open. Out of the chilled
air and swirling snowflakes
emerges a man of incredible
stature. He stomps into the
house, removes his heavy overcoat, and hurls it across the
room, where it lands perfectly
on the brass coatrack.
Mrs. Van Tassel: Brom!
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The story was published in 1820 but is set about 1790.
Mr. Van Tassel: Brom!
Katrina: Ugh. Brom.
Ichabod: Brom?
Voice 2: Mr. Van Tassel stands
and rushes to greet the beast of
a man. They shake hands fiercely
and warmly.
Voice 3: Ichabod stands slowly,
cautiously. He looks the new
character up and down,
searching for an imperfection.
He finds none.

Brom: Very well, then! I see how
it is … for now.
Voice 3: Brom turns dramatically,
throws open the door, and steps
out into the freezing cold.
Mr. Van Tassel: Brom! Don’t go!
Mrs. Van Tassel: Brom! Your coat!

Voice 1: Brom Van Brunt, or
Brom Bones as everyone calls
him, is a burly, broad-shouldered,
double-jointed model of massive
strength. He exudes an air of
fun and arrogance.

Brom: Madam, I do not need
my coat.

Voice 2: Brom Bones has more
mischief than ill will in his
nature. With all his roughness,
there is a strong dash of waggish
good humor about Brom.

Voice 2: Again, the door flies
open, and Brom returns. He
walks up to Mrs. Van Tassel and
takes his coat from her.

Brom Bones: Who’s the scarecrow?
Voice 3: Ichabod walks forward
and extends his hand. Brom
crushes Ichabod’s tiny bones
with his grip. Ichabod represses
a grunt. Brom releases him.
Mr. Van Tassel: This is Ichabod
Crane, Brom. He is the town’s
new schoolmaster.
Brom: Schoolmaster, eh? So
I assume you are a man of
powerful intellect, then?
Voice 1: Before Ichabod can
answer, Katrina does something
that surprises everyone. She
jumps up from the table and runs
to Ichabod’s side. She takes
Ichabod by the arm, and the
schoolmaster nearly faints.
Katrina: He is the smartest man
in Sleepy Hollow!
Brom: Is that so?
8
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Voice 1: And with that, he slams
the door shut. The Van Tassels
all look at one another. Mrs. Van
Tassel is holding Brom’s coat.

Brom: It is really quite cold out.
Voice 3: He starts to leave again.
Ichabod: It was nice to meet you,
Mr. Bones.
Brom: Yes. We are met. I am fully
aware of you now … Mr. Crane.
Voice 1: He leaves one last time,
and the door again slams shut,
leaving an awkward air hanging
in the room.
Ichabod: So … what’s for dessert?

Scene 3
Spirit of the River: Brom Bones
quite fancies the fair Katrina. He
had been properly courting her
before Ichabod came to town.
And though his flirtings have
always been something like the
gentle caresses and endearments of a bear, it has often
been whispered that she does

not altogether discourage his
hopes.
In light of Ichabod’s advances,
a deadly feud gradually rises
between Brom and the schoolmaster.

Voice 3: Ichabod ties his horse,
Gunpowder, an old and broken-down
filly, to a post in front of the house.
Loud music and laughter drift out to
him through unseen cracks in the
paneling.

Spirit of the Valley: Brom would
be content to settle the matter
in open combat, but Ichabod
never gives him the chance.
Instead, Brom begins a long
chain of practical jokes at the
schoolmaster’s expense.
Ichabod often goes to his
schoolhouse in the mornings
only to find everything turned
topsy-turvy. And being the
superstitious fellow that he is,
Ichabod believes that all the
witches in the county hold their
meetings there, wrecking the
place in the night. But what is
still more annoying is that Brom
takes all opportunities to
ridicule Ichabod in the presence
of Katrina.

Voice 1: As Ichabod enters the house,
Mr. Van Tassel comes rushing toward
him. The host is brief but expressive.
He shakes Ichabod’s hand and slaps
him on the shoulder before running
off to attend to the rest of the guests.

Spirit of the Forest: Matters go on
this way for some time without
producing any significant effect.
Spring and summer come and go,
just like that, and it is suddenly
autumn again. As Ichabod is once
again recovering from one of his
archrival’s childish pranks, a
messenger comes to his house to
deliver an invitation to a party at
the Van Tassels’ house.
Voice 2: Ichabod arrives at the
Van Tassels’ house as the sun
sets. The horizon is a fine golden
tint, changing gradually into a
pure apple green and from that
into the deep blue of midheaven.

vocab
EXUDES: oozes forth; emits
ADVERSARY: opponent or enemy

Mr. Van Tassel: Make yourself at
home, Mr. Crane!
Voice 2: Ichabod catches Katrina’s
eye from across the room.
Ichabod: (to himself) Humph, if only
it were that easy.
Voice 3: Ichabod makes his way
through the crowd to where Katrina
is standing. He has to speak up over
the merriment.
Ichabod: You look magnificent this
evening, Katrina.
Katrina: Why, thank you, Mr. Crane.
You look rather handsome yourself.
Voice 1: The compliment is lost on
Ichabod. He still shudders at the fact
that she does not call him by his first
name.
Katrina: Look at Father! He really is
at his finest when he is entertaining!
Voice 2: Ichabod watches Mr. Van
Tassel as he dances a little jig to the
delight of the crowd.
Ichabod: He is a character, that is
certain.
Katrina: Oh, do cheer up, Mr. Crane!
After all, it is a party! Come, have
some food!
Voice 3: Katrina holds a small honey
cake in one hand and a slightly larger
ginger cake in the other.
Ichabod: No, thank you. I’m not very
hungry.
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Born during the American Revolution, Irving was
Voice 1: The music and all
conversation stop. The revelers
stare at the schoolmaster; their
mouths hang open in disbelief.

Brom: I have heard him patrolling
the country several times of late.
He’s been tethering his horse
nightly among the graves in the
churchyard.

Voice 2: Ichabod reluctantly takes
the ginger cake from Katrina and
pops it into his mouth. The party
resumes.

Katrina: Why in the churchyard?

Katrina: What is it?

Brom: Because that is where he
was buried, of course. I had a
run-in with the headless soldier
just the other night.

Ichabod: I … well … it’s just
that … you’re a very difficult
woman to get to know.

Voice 3: The guests all lean
forward. Ichabod sits up in his
chair and listens intently.

Katrina: You can blame my
mother for that.

Brom: I was out riding late at
night when I was overtaken by
the midnight trooper. I challenged
the demon to a race, and I rode
my faithful horse faster than she’s
ever run. I beat the devil to the
covered bridge by the old church.

Ichabod: Katrina … I …

Ichabod: All I mean is … I’ve
been coming to see you for many
months now, and … well, I really
have no gauge on how you feel
about me.

Ichabod: What happened?

Katrina: Oh, don’t be silly,
Ichabod! I think you’re sweet!

Brom: The soldier vanished in a
flash of fire.

Voice 3: She kisses him on the
cheek and then runs away into
the comfortable fold of the party.
Voice 1: Ichabod is stunned at
finally hearing his name upon her
lips. And yet, in the same breath,
he wonders at the meaning of the
dream-killer word sweet.
Brom: Aw. That was … sweet.
Voice 2: Ichabod jumps in
surprise at hearing the voice of
Brom Bones directly behind him.
He turns and faces his enemy.
Ichabod: Good evening, Brom. I
trust everything is well with you?
Brom: You know what your
problem is, Crane? You’ve got no
spine. I would break you in half,
but you’d probably just bend right
back.
Ichabod: Well then … that sounds
like more of a problem for you
than for me, Bones.
10
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Voice 1: The bodies in the room
exhale with a collective sigh
of relief.

Voice 3: Ichabod goes to join a
dance. He chuckles at his wit.
Voice 1: As the night goes on,
there is much dancing, laughing,
eating, and drinking. When the
guests have stuffed themselves to
the point that they can’t dance
anymore, many of them venture
home. The few guests who
remain are invited to sit by the
fire for a round of ghost stories.
Man 1: I remember when the
great funeral train brought
mourning wailings over the land.
Woman 1: The great tree where
the unfortunate Major Andre was
hanged …

Woman 2: … the woman in white
who haunts the dark glen at
Raven Rock …
Man 2: I hear her shriek on winter
nights before a storm. …
Man 1: She perished there—there
in the snow. …
Woman 2: … the Headless …
Man 2: … Horseman …
Woman 1: … the Headless
Horseman …
Voice 2: With each tale that is
told, Ichabod quivers just a little
more in his shoes. But the tale of
the Headless Horseman chills
him to the bone.

Brom: Keep this in mind, friends,
and be warned: If ever you have
the misfortune of meeting the
Headless Horseman, maybe on
a deadly dark night such as this,
just make for the bridge by the
church. There, you will be safe.
Mrs. Van Tassel: Well, on that note,
thank you all for coming. Get
home safely, everyone!
Ichabod: Oh, um, is it time to go
already? What if we had another
dance? Or a sing-along? Or, or …
Voice 2: Ichabod is swept away
with the crowd as all the partygoers head for the door.

vocab
INTENTLY: with eager attention

Brom: What’s the matter, Crane?
Afraid of losing your head?
Voice 3: The Van Tassels say
good-bye to their guests, and
they all make their separate ways
home. Katrina smiles at Ichabod
and then walks into the house.
The schoolmaster stands alone.

Scene 4
Spirit of the River: As Ichabod
makes his way home, all the
stories of ghosts and goblins run
through his imagination. The night
grows darker and darker. The
stars seem to sink deeper in the
sky. Ichabod has never felt so
lonely and dismal.

His teeth
chatter, and
his knees
smite against
his saddle.
Spirit of the Valley: In the center
of the road stands an enormous
tulip tree, which towers like a
giant above all the other trees.
Its limbs are gnarled and
fantastic, large enough to form
trunks for ordinary trees.
As he approaches this fearful
tree, Ichabod begins to whistle.
Suddenly, he hears a groan. His
teeth chatter, and his knees smite
against his saddle. He passes the
tree safely, but new perils lay
before him.
Spirit of the Forest: As he nears a
stream, Ichabod’s heart begins to
thump. Even his beaten-down
horse, Gunpowder, is shaking
with fright. In the dark shadow of

the grove on the margin of the
brook, Ichabod beholds something huge, misshapen, black, and
towering. It seems like some
gigantic monster ready to spring
upon the traveler.
Ichabod: Wh-Who are you?
Voice 1: Gunpowder breaks free
from his frightened trance and
speeds off in the opposite
direction of the demon. Ichabod
looks back and sees what he
thinks is a figure on a horse
pursuing him.
Ichabod: Faster, Gunpowder!
Voice 2: Ichabod dares another
look back. The figure on horseback is gaining on him. He
appears to be a horseman of
large dimensions and mounted
on a powerful black horse.
Voice 3: Ichabod stares back in
disbelief as Gunpowder races
over the land. The figure is
gigantic in height and draped in a
cloak. Ichabod is horror-stricken
to perceive that the rider is headless. And if that weren’t terrifying
enough, the head that should be
resting on his shoulders is being
carried forth in his hand.
Ichabod: Full speed, Gunpowder!
Our necks depend on it!
Voice 1: The chase goes on, and
Ichabod rides for his life. He
comes to an opening in the trees.
Ichabod: The bridge by the
church, Gunpowder! It is just up
ahead! If we can just reach the
bridge, we’ll be safe!
Voice 2: But the horseman’s
black steed is panting and
blowing close behind the schoolmaster. Ichabod even fancies that
he can feel the horse’s hot breath
on his neck.
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lsi: lit scene investigation setting

Ichabod: What do you want
from me?
Voice 1: The goblin rises up in his
stirrups and hurls his head at the
schoolmaster.
Voice 2: Ichabod tries to dodge
the horrible missile but too late.
It smashes into his cranium with
a tremendous crash. He tumbles
headlong into the dust, and
Gunpowder, the monstrous black
steed, and the goblin rider pass
by like a whirlwind.

Epilogue
Spirit of the River: The next
morning, old Gunpowder is found
without his saddle, sadly eating
grass at his master’s gate.
Ichabod does not make his
appearance at breakfast. Dinner
hour comes, but no Ichabod. The
children assemble at the schoolhouse—but no schoolmaster. A
search is set on foot. A thorough
investigation turns up only his
trampled saddle in the dirt,
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the tracks of horses’ hooves
deeply dented in the road, the hat
of the unfortunate Ichabod, and
close beside it, a shattered
pumpkin.
Spirit of the Valley: The body of
Ichabod Crane is never discovered. The mysterious event
causes the legend of the galloping
headless soldier to grow in the
little town of Sleepy Hollow.
Shortly after his rival’s
disappearance, Brom Bones
marries the fair Katrina Van
Tassel. Whenever Ichabod’s
name is raised in Brom’s presence, he bursts into a hearty
laugh … especially when the
storyteller comes to the part
about the pumpkin.
Spirit of the Forest: The old
country wives, however, who
are the best judges of these
matters, maintain to this day that
Ichabod was spirited away by
supernatural means.
The schoolhouse, being
deserted, soon falls into decay
and is said to be haunted by the
ghost of the unfortunate schoolteacher. Indeed, on a still summer
evening, many a farmer hears his
voice in the distance, chanting a
melancholy tune among the
tranquil solitudes of
Sleepy Hollow.

WHAT TO LOOK FOR:

about the
author
Washington Irving
was one of the
first American
writers to be
recognized in
Europe and the
United States.
He was born in New York City in
1783 during the final weeks of
the American Revolution. His
best-known stories are “The
Legend of Sleepy Hollow” and
“Rip Van Winkle,” both of which
he published in a collection
called The Sketch-Book of
Geoffrey Crayon, Gent. (1820).
In his later years, the writer
designed and built a house by
the Hudson River that he lovingly called Sunnyside. Today, the
house is open to the public, in
the town of Irvington, N.Y.

write about it
Many readers believe that
the Headless Horseman is
really Brom Bones in disguise. But there is no
answer for the mystery at
the end of the story: What
happened to Ichabod Crane?
Brainstorm a solution to
the mystery, and imagine
what could have happened
to Crane. Keep in mind what
you know about his personality, his habits, and the
community of Sleepy
Hollow.

• Visual clues to the lay of the land
• Names of plants and animals
• Loaded words—words that influence
Washington Irving’s stories are intimately connected to the
the reader’s perception
landscape of New York state’s Hudson River valley. Irving uses
•
Personification—the ascribing of
literary “tricks” to establish a specific sense of place.
human characteristics or behaviors
Like a sleight-of-hand magician, he guides the mind’s eye over
to
nonhuman things
the natural terrain while conjuring a psychological
backdrop. He creates a setting so alive that it almost seems
to be a secret character hiding in plain sight. In this
excerpt from “The Legend of Sleepy Hollow,” we join Ichabod
Crane after he has left the Van Tassels’ party and is making his
way along the dirt road through the woods. It is here that he
will soon meet his mysterious fate.

The Secret Character

HULTON ARCHIVE/GETTY IMAGES

Voice 3: Ichabod and Gunpowder
make it to the bridge. The old
horse thunders over the
resounding planks, and they
reach the other side. Ichabod
turns in his saddle to see whether
the ghost of the soldier vanishes
in a flash of fire and brimstone.

In the centre of the road stood an enormous tulip-tree, Not just a

generic treea tulip tree.
Look it up to
THE EVERETT COLLECTION
limbs were gnarled, and fantastic, large enough to form see what one
trunks for ordinary trees, twisting down almost to the looks like.
earth, and rising again into the air. …
As Ichabod approached this fearful tree, he began
to whistle: he thought his whistle was answered—it was
Suspense
but a blast sweeping sharply through the dry branches. builds, yet
nothing
As he approached a little nearer, he thought he saw
happens.
something white, hanging in the midst of the tree—he
It’s only
paused and ceased whistling; but on looking more
a breeze.
narrowly, perceived that it was a place where the tree
had been scathed by lightning, and the white wood laid
bare. Suddenly he heard a groan—his teeth chattered
Now you be the literary scene investiand his knees smote against the saddle: it was but the
gator. Read the folktale “Marie Jolie”
rubbing of one huge bough upon another, as they were
on page 18 and look for clues to the
swayed about by the breeze. He passed the tree in safety,
setting.
Photocopy one page of the
but new perils lay before him.
story. Highlight some examples of
About two hundred yards from the tree a small brook
the four literary tricks listed above,
crossed the road, and ran into a marshy and thicklyand write explanatory commentary in
wooded glen, known by the name of Wiley’s swamp. A few
the margins.
rough logs, laid side by side, served for a bridge over this
stream. On that side of the road where the brook entered
Go on,
the wood, a group of oaks and chestnuts, matted thick Ichab
od, if
with wild grapevines, threw a cavernous gloom over it. you dare!

Personifi- which towered like a giant above all the other trees of
cation
the neighborhood, and formed a kind of landmark. Its

The
ordinary
sights
and
sounds
of nature
take on an
ominous
sense
of doom.

Irving
takes you
Step-bystep as
if you
are walking
through
the woods.

Your Turn
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