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Merely the wind howling among the trees. ..
(The sound of snorting, hoofbeats. Lightning.)
(The HEADLESS HORSEMAN appears again. He
raises his blade!)
(ICHABOD screams. )
(Darkness.)
(The sound of ICHABOD s scream is joined by an
organ.)
{ICHABOD cowers on the floor of the Old Dutch
Church. )

(The VBLLAGERS gather for the sermon, including
KATRINA, BROM, and BALTUS.)

(Their voices forin a choir.)

VILLAGERS. Aaaaaaa — men.

(PARSON VAN HOUTEN ({urns to address them.)

PARSON VAN HOUTEN. Friends, today I was reminded how

in the early hours of daylight there is a single shining
star that beamns when all others have muted themselves
in deference to the glorious emergent rays of the sun.
This star has been called Venus by some astronomers,
but before receiving this pagan pseudonym the proper
ancient name for this star was Lucifer. Yes, Lucifer!
Bringer of light, heralding the arrival of the dawn.
Once best beloved by God, this bright star deigned
to shine before the sun, a pretender to the throne of
heaven! Known by many names, but chief among them
being the devil himself, whose sin was pride, and for
which he was cast out of heaven by God. That’s right.
Pride! And this selfsame sin has been the undoing of
many a Christian who forgets his humility and piety to
God.

d

To succumb to the sin of pride is to allow the devil to
make all manner of mischief in your life. And as the
devil himself was cast out, so too will a prideful man
be cast out, by his friends, his family, and his fellows,

e
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for the sin of pride is an insidious poison that no God-
fearing Christian can abide. Indeed some people here
may think themselves entitled to all the pleasures that
the world can offer, and consider themselves superior
in mind and body to all others. Such pridefulness will
be their undoing, for without proper contrition they
are nothing but playthings for the devil, or the devilish
spirit in men, and will soon find themselves cast out
from their company. New-please-join-me-in-singing
“Deathr-Breadfut-or-Belighttul.”

Z,%/“@

(The VILLAGERS stand and sing. ICHABODs
voice rises above the rest. Loud, triumphant,

annoying.)

ALL. (Singing.)

DEATH! 'TIS A MELANCHOLY DAY,

TO THOSE THAT HAVE NO GOD;

WHEN THE POOR SOUL IS FORCED AWAY,
TO SEEK HIS LAST ABODE.

(BROM looks at ICHABOD and leaves the church.)

IN VAIN TO HEAVEN HE LIFTS HIS EYES;

FOR GUILT, A HEAVY CHAIN,

STILL DRAGS HIM DOWNWARD FROM THE SKIES,
TO DARKNESS, FIRE AND PAIN!

(ICHABOD holds the final note for far too long.)
(The service ends. The VILLAGERS mingle.)

PARSON VAN HOUTEN. Mynheer Crane.
ICHABOD. Oh, yes, hello Parson. A very compelling service.
PARSON VAN HOUTEN. Sounds like it moved the passions of

your heart.

ICHABOD. Oh, yes.
PARSON VAN HOUTEN. Sharing the word of God with those

more than a half-mile off.

ICHABOD. Oh, ha ha, yes.
PARSON VAN HOUTEN. Pride, Mynheer Crane. Pride.

(PARSON VAN HOUTEN exits.)
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forth his own sabre he bore down upon me, preparing
to lop my head from my shoulders.

HESSIAN. Kompanie Koehler! Vorwarts!
OLD MAN 1. When only a few hoofbeats away, my life was
spared by an errant cannonball.
(Boom!)
And the Hessian’s head was forcibly removed.
(The HESSIAN s body falls.)

At the close of the battle his body was brought to our
Old Dutch churchyard, as it was thought the most
fiting home for a German soldier of the first order, and
there he was interred far from his native soil.

OLD MAN 2. They say he still ties his horse there on dark
autumn nights.

OLD MAN 1. What’s left of him anyway.

(They laugh. The party resumes.)

OLD MAN 3. Tell him of Van Lancker!

OLD MAN 1. Ah, he doesn’t care about that.

ICHABOD. About what?

OLD MAN 3. Stories of ghosts and hauntings.

ICHABOD. Tell me!

S%GUA 3( (The other VILLAGERS enaci the tale.)

OLD MaN4, Some years ago, there was a young fellow called
Otto Van Lancker. A clever, helpful lad — always pitching
in when there was work to be done. One night, after
a long day’s chores, he was walking alone on the path
near Wiley's Swamp when he heard a strange whisper
through the trees. The crying of a voice in the throes
of deep despair. A.soft-piteous-ery-like-one-long-lest,

Y e-When-Van-Lancker-heard-this;-he
fe}t%ts hmﬂbfe&kwmgeemg that there was no one
on the long empty road but he, he called out -

VANEANCKER-Halloo!
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OLD MAN4, - into the swamp. Silence. Then, a moment
later he saw a flicker of light, far out into the darkness.
The briefest spark, and then it was gone. Perhaps the
lantern of someone lost in the muck, and-altheugh
stepped-off-theroad-and-into.the-grover-Within-a-few
stepsyhis-boets-were-caked-with-rmud;-and-each-footfall-
became-thick-and-heavy: Again he heard that voice —
“Hitfmrir-meinr-Herr™- and that same faint flicker of
light. So he summoned his courage, and plunged into
the very heart of the swamp. Deep into the muck he
went, eels and slugs doubtless circling his ankles with
every step. But however far he walked, the flicker of
light remained just at the edge of his gaze. Nowbehind:
&%@Mhm&hmg}%awpam@ﬁgpwm&wﬂw
and-disappear-only-to-reappearsontedistance-off: And
still young Van Lancker would step through the mire,
telling himself...

'Fheﬁwﬁ&«h&s»ehes{ Before loncr the road was emlrely
lost, and all sense of direction escaped him, yet on he
went, guided only by that ghostly light, each.exhausted.
step-driving-him-deeper-inte-the-swamp. Until, in the
thick of the darkness, the phantom light whisked out,
and a hideous laughter filled the darkness, echoing in
the night. And Van Lancker found himself alone and
lost, in the darkness and the mud and the silence.
They say the witching light was the head of the deadly
Hessian, crying to go home, forever calling to his
insensate body. Or-the-sout-of-a-tongdead-witch; that
departed et shape Before the-gallows-could-send-it-to
hett-But-att-we-know-for-sure-is that this was the last
anyone heard of poor Van Lancker.

I ale

(VAN LANCKER disappears. Silence.)
ICHABOD. Really?
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OLD MAN 2. As true as I stand before you.
(The party resumes.)
OLD MAN 3. Then how do you know the story?

OLD MAN 2. What?

OLD MAN 3. If he was never heard from again, how do you
know the story?

OLD MAN 2. Bah. You think you can do better?

OLD MAN 3. Mynheer Crane, have you heard of Old
Brouwer?

ICHABOD. No.

OLD MAN 3. Hey! He hasn’t heard of Old Brouwer!

VILLAGERS. Old Brouwer!

(The other VILLAGERS enact the tale.)

OLD MaN 3. Well, Old Brouwer was a most heretical
disbeliever in ghosts, refuting all belief in both God
and the devil. Never had he heard a story of the
supernatural, but he would say:

OLD BROUWER. I will not believe without proof
incontrovertible!

OLD MAN%, As such he was known to stride with a most
unnatural confidence down even the darkest path.
Well, he was on his way to Tarrytown when near unto
midnight Old Brouwer passed the Old Dutch Burying
Ground, where-the dead reside-till-Judgment-Day.
Very-rrear-tiitsspet-is-a-wide-woody-dell-within-whieh

rives-g-stow-muddy brook—Oves-the-deep;-black-part
ofthat-stream there stands a stout wooden bridge,
thickly wrapped in everlasting gloom from the shade
of overhanging trees. As Old Brouwer approached
this bridge he saw within the dark looming shape of
a rider and his horse. Now, you must understand that
Old Brouwer could not see the rider so very well, all
shrouded in darkness as he was. And if he saw the
glinting red eye of his infernal horse, Old Brouwer was
quick to dismiss it as the reflective trick of some distant
lantern.
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OLD MAN3. Within moments the rider extended his hand

to offer the man a place in the saddle behind him — an
offer that Brouwer, as a mark of courtesy, felt obliged
to accept. Well, no sooner was Old Brouwer astride the
horse than he realized the rider before him had a most
alarming deformity — the notable lack of a head!-Some
might-say-thats-when-Old-Brouwer.found-Ged~But
not-a-seeend-passed-before-the-headless-riderspurred
his horse-to-a-vielent-start-and.down-the-path-they
raced. A breakneck speed they rode, over fallen logs
and rocks they leapt, the rider driving his horse ever
faster, while Brouwer held on for his very life, fearful
to be dashed to death under the fearsome hooves of
the midnight charger, all the while dreading whatever
loathesome destination awaited the frightened heretic.
TheygaHoped-hard over bushrand-brakeunti-they
approaehed-the-frerdishMajor Arrdre’s-Tree-at-which
the-heorseman-suddenly-turned-into-a-skeleton.
T , LSS HORSENMAN—
SKEEETON. )

Fhen He threw old Brouwer in Wiley's Swamp, and
sprang away over the treetops with a clap of thunder!

end

s B

(Thunder! All cheer and laugh! The partEy
resumes. )

ICHABOD. Oh.

(BROM approaches ICHABOD. )

BROM. Don’t tell me you're scared.
ICHABOD. What? No. I...no.

BROM. Quivering like a sheet.

KATRINA. Brom, please.

BROM. I'm done. I know what I have to do.

(BROM parts the VILLAGERS and exits.)
(The party dies down.)
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KATRINA. (Cont.) The people of our valley abound with so
many strange stories. It's hard to know what to believe.

ICHABOD. There are other such stories?

KATRINA. When you have been here a bit longer, you will
know. To speak of such things is to court their influence
in your life.

ICHABOD. But surely there must be a story or two you
could tell me? If I do not hear them from you, how
shall I learn them?

KATRINA. You shall discover them quite on your own, I'm
sure.

ICHABOD. I suppose. Well, there was something else [ had
wished to ask —

(ICHABOD (akes her hand and kneels.)
(KATRINA suddenly steps away, distracted.)
KATRINA. The Woman in White!

Qs X ICHABOD. Namely — what?

KATRINA. A young girl once lived very near this spot. Clever,
brave, and beautiful, she was courted by many men but
vowed to stay pure until she found one who would be
her equal. But fate would not have it so. In the dark
days of the Old War she fled into a blinding snowstorm
to escape the dreadful attentions of an amorous Tory
raider. In her quest for safety, she sought shelter in
the ravine behind Raven Rock. The snow drifted in
upon her and she went to sleep never to waken again.
Ever since, her soul is said to walk along the rocks that
overlook the village, in the form of a woman of palest
white.

(A shrouded phantom passes just out of sight.)

I can often hear her when a storm is rising, crying i
across the valley like the screaming of the wind. Q’){\d

————————"4

(Sound of a scream in the wind. The woman is
gone. Beat.)
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(A long-vacant room. Leaves litter the floor. A lable
brims over with handwritten papers. There is a
portrait of ICHABOD CRANE on the wall — looking
haughty. )

(Rattling keys. A door creaks open. Light spills in.)

(GEOFFREY CRAYON enters, a New York
gentleman of 1817 — modern in every way. He
looks around the room, and makes his way to the
table.)

SW% (He discovers a page.)

GEOFFREY. (Reading.) “If 1 can but reach that bridge,”
thought ichabod, “I am safe.”

(He puts it down. He picks wp another)

SOl A SRS IR

(The portrait of ICHABOD smiles. Did he just see
that?)

(GEOFFREY digs through the pages until he finds
what he believes to be the beginning. He starts
reading. The words are strange at first, but with
growing familierity.)
In the bosom of one of those spacious coves which
indent the eastern shore of the Hudson, at-that-broad
Butchrnavigators-the-Tappan.Zee, there lies a small
market-town, which is generally and properly known by
the name of Tarrytown. Not far from this village, there
is a little valley among high hills, which is one of the
quietest places in the whole world. A-smatt-brook-glides
through-it;with-just-raurmur-enough-to-lull-one-te-a
starmber.

(He flips pages.)
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From the listless repose of the place, and the peculiar
character of its inhabitants, whe-aredescendants-from

the-origimat-Dutchrsettless, this sequestered glen has
long been known by the name of SLEEPY HOLLOW.

(VILLAGERS e¢merge. They gather up logs and
branches.)

A drowsy, dreamy influence seems to hang over the
land. Some say that the place was bewitched by-a-high
Getmarnr-doctor;-others-that-an-old-lndian-chief-held
his-pew-wows.there before the country-was-diseevered
by-Master-Hendriek-Fludson.Gertain-it-is,- the-place
still-continues-underthe sway of some witching power,
that-holds-aspett-overthe-minds-of the-good-people,
causing-thenrto-watk-t-a-continual-reverie. The whole
neighborhood abounds with local tales, haunted spots,
and twilight superstitions; stars-shoet-and-meteors-glare
ofterrer-across thre-valtey-than-in-any-other-part-of-the
country. The dominant spirit that haunts this enchanted
region is the appariton of a figure on horseback -

(The VILLAGERS use the branches and logs to
enact the HEADLESS HORSEMAN riding through
the woods.)

— without a head.
(ICHABOD s porirait becomes terrified!)

It is said by some to be the ghost of a Hessian trooper,
whose head had been carried away by a cannonball, in
some nameless battle during the Revolutionary War;
having been buried in the churchyard, he rides forth to
the scene of battle in nightly quest of his head; and-that
rushing speed with-which-he-sometimes-passes-along
the-Holow, like-a midnight-blast;-is-owing-to-his-hurry
to-get-baek-to-the-churchyard-before-daybreale-Arnd
“The specter is known, at all the country firesides, by the
name of THE HEADLESS HORSEMAN OF SLEEPY
HOLLOW!

oncl

(The rush of hooves. )
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(ICHABOD approaches KATRINA. )

o T

ICHABOD. Katrina, may I have a word?
KATRINA. Yes.
ICHABOD. Will you walk with me?
KATRINA. Yes.

(Everyone else recedes into the distance.) -
You are quite a singer, Mynheer Crane.
ICHABOD. Thank you. With a bit of traiiing you yourself
will sound as good.
KATRINA. Ah. Lovely.
ICHABOD. Pleasant day, |

KATRINA. The fros
ice. !

ICHABOD.

ave come. Socon all will be winter and

ink I saw a litde snow on my walk last night.
But you survived.

(Beat.)

(KATRINA and ICHABOD saunier together.) e

ICHABOD. Say, Katrina, ever since our lesson, I have a
question I've been meaning to ask.

KATRINA. Oh. What'’s that?
ICHABOD. Uh, right. Well, I wonder: What...uh...well, that
is to say...
(Beat.)
What can you tell me about this Headless Horseman?
KATRINA. The Headless Horseman?
ICHABOD. Do you believe it?
KATRINA. Do I believe it?

i

ICHABOD. Do you?
KATRINA. Do I?
ICHABOD. The Horseman?
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KATRINA. (Cont.) The people of our valley abound with so
many strange stories. It’s hard to know what to believe.

ICHABOD. There are other such stories?

KATRINA. When you have been here a bit longer, you will
know. To speak of such things is to court their influence
in your life.

ICHABOD. But surely there must be a story or two you
could tell me? If I do not hear them from you, how
shall I learn them?

KATRINA. You shall discover them quite on your own, I'm
sure.

ICHABOD. I suppose. Well, there was something else I had
wished to ask —

(ICHABOD takes her hand and kneels.)
(RATRINA suddenly steps away, distracted.)

KATRINA. The Woman in White!
ICHABOD. Namely — what?

KATRINA. A young girl once lived very near this spot. Clever,
brave, and beautiful, she was courted by many men but
vowed to stay pure until she found one who would be
her equal. But fate would not have it so. In the dark
days of the Old War she fled into a blinding snowstorm
to escape the dreadful attentions of an amorous Tory
raider. In her quest for safety, she sought shelter in
the ravine behind Raven Rock. The snow drifted in
upon her and she went to sleep never to waken again.
Ever since, her soul is said to walk along the rocks that
overlook the village, in the form of a woman of palest
white.

(A shrouded phantom passes just out of sight.)

I can often hear her when a storm is rising, crying
across the valley like the screaming of the wind.

(Sound of a scream in the wind. The woman is
gone. Beat.)
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ICHABOD. Uh. Yes. Say, Katrina, I wonder if perhaps you
would ever consider me as -

KATRINA. ] must return to my father. Goodbye, Ichabod.
(RATRINA exils. )

ICHABOD. Augh! Damn. Damn. Damn me! How am [ to
woo the girl if she will not remain still long enough for
me to ask her?

(BROM appears in the picture frame.)

BROM. But the wind had no answer for him. So the forlorn
schoolmaster returned to his schoolhouse. But when
he arrived he found the place in a terrible disarray.

(The STUDENTS run through, overturning the
schoolhouse. Then they're gone, leaving only the
mess behind.)

(ICHABOD looks at the schoolhouse in horror and
shock. )
ICHABOD. What the -

BROM. Every desk had been overturned, and its direction
reversed, such that everything which had been one way
was now another. And if this weren’t bad enough, the
entire place had such a foul odor of brimstone that he
could barely contain his stomach.

ICHABOD. Oough.
(BROM runs into the schoolhouse.)

BROM. Mynheer Crane!

ICHABOD. Mr. Van Brunt!

BROM. Mynheer Crane! What's the trouble?

ICHABOD. Someone has broken into the schoolhouse and
turned every thing topsy-turvy!

BROM. Ha ha ha.

ICHABOD. What’s so funny?

BROM. Nothing. A private joke. Topsy-turvy, you say?

ICHABOD. Yes. All the chairs, the desks, everything. Do you
know something of this?

ona
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(ICHABOD grabs a small cake.)
(KATRINA enters. BROM follows her.)
(ICHABOD eats his cake, oblivious.)

BROM. Katrina, please, listen to me.
KATRINA. Not until you ask. Why will you not ask?

BROM. Because, Katrina... I have very strong...feelings...
but...

KATRINA, Brom, you are hopeless. If you will not ask, what
am I to do? 1 cannot wait forever! Or shall I wither on
the vine while you decide what to do?

BROM. No.

KATRINA. I've a good mind to turn my attentions elsewhere.
How would you like that?

(KATRINA looks pointedly at ICHABOD. )

BROM. I wouldn't like it.

KATRINA. No you wouldn't, would you? Not that you'd get
any say in it. And even if you tried I'm sure my new
friend will be quick to defend my honor.

ICHABOD. (Eating, unaware.) What?

BROM. What new friend? Is there someone else?

ICHABOD. (Eating, unaware.) What? Mmm.

KATRINA. I don’t know. Maybe. Perhaps there is.

BROM. Who?

KATRINA. No one you'd know. Someone quite unlike any
of the other men of the valley.

(BROM finally gets it.)

ICHABOD. (Eating, unaware.) This is the best traditional
small cake ['ve ever had.

BROM. You aren’t serious.

KATRINA. What if I am?

BROM. Then I will do something very bad to him.

KATRINA. And hurt the one I love?

BROM. How can you do this to me?
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KATRINA. I'm sorry Brom, it’s not my fault. You brought it
on yourself. Mynheer Crane?

(ICHABOD turns, his mouth full of cake.)
I am ready for my singing lesson now.
(ICHABOD swallows the cake.)

ICHABOD. Mmm yes, Miss Van Tassel, nothing would give
me greater pleasure.

(BROM gasps. He turns to go, and stumbles.)
(Anger and embarrassment fill his face.)

(As he is about o leave, ICHABOD finally notices
him.)
Ah, Mr. Van Brunt.
BROM. WHAT?
ICHABOD. So good to see you!
BROM. Goodbye Katrina.
EATRINA. Goodbye Brom.

(BROM clutches his hat and leaves. Slam.)
BROM. DAREDEVIL! HYAH!

(Hoofbeats. )

(And with a whoosh of wind, BROM is gone. )

(KATRINA turns to ICHABOD. )

KATRINA. Well?

ICHABOD. Well, whar?

KATRINA. Are you going to teach me singing?
ICHABOD. Ah yes, well ~ it all starts with the voice.

(ICHABOD sings a single note. Nasal. Long.)

Go ahead.
(KATRINA sings a single note. Ouch.)

Very good, Miss Katrina. Now, I wonder if I might ask -
(ICHABOD takes her hand and bends to one knee.)

(Brut-BALTUS stands him back up-)
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ICHABOD. Thank you, yes. I certainly try.

BROM. So I hear. I thought I'd like to see you with my own
eyes. Determine what sort of mettle makes this man.

ICHABOD. Yes, well, here I am, in the flesh.
BROM. What there is of it.
(The COUNTRY GIRLS giggle.)
(BROM silences them with a gesture.)
(The COUNTRY GIRLS scatter.)

ICHABOD. Sorry, do I know you?
BROM. No. Abraham Van Brunt.

(BROM raises his hand. ICHABOD steps back.)
(A handshake. BROM has a very strong grip.)

ICHABOD. Ah. And what do you do, Mr. Van Brunt?

BROM. I've been known to do any number of things in my
time.

ICHABOD. So you're a renaissance man!
BROM. Is that what they call it?
ICHABOD. Yes.

BROM. Then I'm one of those.

ICHABOD. How reassuring to know there are some other
enlightened fellows in this little burg. I have begun to
feel quite like an island in this valley. The character of
the inhabitants is quite resistant to knowledge, and just
between you and me, too many of these country folk
are content to never let their minds wander beyond
the confines of their farms. My work is all the more
difficult for it.

BROM. What work?

ICHABOD. Shining the beacon of knowledge into the
darkest recesses of the mind. It is a perilous task,
of course, apt to be misconstrued by the ignorant as
pompous, high-minded rhetoric. I'm even told that
schoolmasters have sometimes been known to suffer
the most mischievous pranks by the bullies of their

|

1
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town who, for whatever reason, object to the pure
edification of the soul.

BROM. Imagine that.

ICHABOD. But I am determined not to let such waggish
behavior thwart me.

BROM. Do you plan to remain in Sleepy Hollow?

ICHABOD. Yes. Though my rustic patrons are apt to
consider the costs of schooling a grievous burden, by
hook and by crook, I shall make a name for myself
here. I've already been hired as a singing instructor
to supplement my daily bread, and am determined to
find yet more ways of rendering myself both useful and
agreeable to my miserly hosts who understand nothing
of the labor of headwork. I'm sure it’s only a matter
of time before I find some marnageable young woman
with a well-appointed farm and settle down properly.

BROM. Any prospects?
(They pause while KATRINA crosses upstage. )

ICHABOD. One, perhaps. But it’s far too soon to say. Are
you married, Mr. Van Brunt?

Fhey-prruse-while KATRENA-vrosses batk. )

FATRENA-Oh-1-f ethi IRV
~Ohtforgetsomething. [ p
(And-she’s-gone:)

BROM. Not yet, but maybe soon, God willing.

ICHABOD. Well, I wish us both the best of luck, though 1
very much doubt we’ll need it. The rest of these Sleepy
Hollow folk can scarcely compete with men of our
character.

BROM. As you say. I'm glad to have met you, Mynheer
Crane.

ICHABOD. You as well, Mr. Van Brunt.
BROM. And don’t worry about any of those meddlesome

country ruffians. I'll be more than happy to keep my
eye on you.

i i S
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ICHABOD. Uh. Yes. Say, Katrina, I wonder if perhaps you
would ever consider me as -

KATRINA. I must return to my father. Goodbye, Ichabod.
(RATRINA exils.)

ICHABOD. Augh! Damn. Damn. Damn me! How am [ to
woo the girl if she will not remain still long enough for
me to ask her?

(BROM appears in the picture frame.)

BROM. But the wind had no answer for him. So the forlom
schoolmaster returned to his schoolhouse. But when
he arrived he found the place in a terrible disarray.

(The STUDENTS run through, overturning the
schoolhouse. Then they’re gone, leaving only the
mess behind. )

(ICHABOD looks at the schoolhouse in horror and
shock.)

ICHABOD. What the —

BROM. Every desk had been overturned, and its direction
reversed, such that everything which had been one way
was now another. And if this weren’t bad enough, the
entire place had such a foul odor of brimstone that he
could barely contain his stomach.

ICHABOD. Oough.
(BROM runs into the schoolhouse.)

BROM. Mynheer Crane!

ICHABOD. Mr. Van Brunt!

BROM. Mynheer Crane! What's the trouble?

ICHABOD. Someone has broken into the schoolhouse and
turned every thing topsy-turvy!

BROM. Ha ha ha.

ICHABOD. What’s so funny?

BROM. Nothing. A private joke. Topsy-turvy, you say?

ICHABOD. Yes. All the chairs, the desks, everything. Do you
know something of this?

Qides
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BROM. Me? No. Unless — is that the smell of brimstone?
ICHABOD. Yes.

BROM. Oh, so it's happened again.

ICHABOD. Again?

BROM. They didn't tell you?

ICHABOD. Tell me what?

BROM. Nothing. Nothing. Just an old superstition.

| 1CHABOD. Tell me! f

BROM. Back when these lands were still rough and
unsettled, an old German doctor came to this valley.,fj
They say he was trained in the ancient school6f
Wittenberg and fled to the New World to }syﬁfpe a
terrible debt he owed. Well, in this very spgt’— no no
— THIS very spot — where our schoolhouse’now stands,
he built himself a home and took yp’all manner of
strange practices. Powerful, unfagk 'omable practices,
beyond anything you or I camprehend. I'm told
he convened with bizarre credtures and familiars in this
glen, until one day his creditor appeared, dressed head
to toe in the darkest’black. The next day his home
was abandoned, 3 «d neither the doctor nor his visitor
could be fountl. But every now and again, peculiar

FABOD. No.
BROM. You should be grateful to have been treated so
lightly.
ICHABOD. Has it been worse?
BROM. Much, much worse.
(Beat.)

But I'm sure an educated fellow like you has nothing to
fear from such country superstitions.

ICHABOD. No no no. I'm sure you're right. A prank,
nothing more.

BROM. Right. Just ask yourself:

paw—"
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(Deadly.)}
What'’s the worst that can happen?
(ICHABOD nods thoughtfully. )
IGHABOD. Then I shall remain.
(BROM frowns.)
And so, there’s something else I wish to ask you!

BROM. What?

ICHABOD. With all this talk of spirits, you should know that
I've recently encountered a being which causes more
perplexity to mortal man than ghosts, goblins, and the
whole race of witches put together. Namely, 2 woman.

BROM. A woman?
ICHABOD. Katrina Van Tassel.
BROM. Katrina Van Tasse]?!

ICHABOD. Yes. And so perplexing she is! Always most~"|
welcoming when we're in company, but as soon,: “we
have a moment’s solitude, she’s gone! She j léftiful

e than any in

and charming, and her farm is worth
the valley.
BROM. What do you know of a
ICHABOD. Enough thatweé could live there healthy and
fat for a few yeafS, until I sold it off, packed up Mrs.
Katrina Ceshe and headed west — to newer lands and

ICHABOD. Hknew-you-would.-Which.is e LOVG
It has come to my attention that you, sir, are something
of a bravado in this land. How do I win her over?

BROM. Are you sure you wish to woo her?

ICHABOD. Of course.

BROM. Well, Mynheer Crane, we rough unmannered
country men don’t know much about the genteel
Connecticut way of wooing.
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ICHABOD. No matter! Even one with all the uncouth
endearments of a bear might have better luck than 1.
How can you tell such a girl you love her and make her
believe it?

BROM. If I knew that, Mynheer Crane, you wouldn’t be
asking me now.

{(They nod together for a moment. Then —~.)

ICHABOD. Wait, what? o

T BROM. Have I told you hc:;ﬂ?gﬁrgaced the Hessian?

. ICHABOD. The Headless Horseman? ‘

BROM. Late last winter, in the dead of night, far into t;l'{”é
witching hour, I was riding past the scarred treg of
Major Andre, when there approached a nampieless
rider mounted on a black charger. The air gfew still
and quiet, with only the steady beat of ?Xs hooves
resounding swift behind me. And when I gidrned, [ saw
the headless spirit, bearing fast down thfe/’count_ry road.
Leaves and branches blew aside benf,zth his fearsome
mount, and in his hands was a fea;,wome scythe drawn
out. Swinging wide, to take my hgad back to his grave
with him. Well, I kicked my horse to haste and off we
rode. Into the darkness of thefight, the trees thrashing
my face, the glowing eyes %&his horse close behind me.

(Rhythmic hoofbeals. )

Ba-dum-ba-dum Ba-dym-ba-dum Ba-dum-ba-dum. We
rode, miles on miles/ through briar and bramble, road
and valley, the hegdless rider ever gaining closer. And
then, when he Avas mere inches from my horse, his
savage blade gne swing away from my neck, I crossed
the threshold of the bridge, and the wicked ghost was
gone. Undble to cross the flowing waters beneath our
hooves

ICHABQD. My God.

BROM. I am perhaps the only person to have been chased

y him and survived. Do you understand?
CHABOD. Yes.

'

e

Vi
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BROM. Don’t ask me about Katrina Van Tassel.

(Beat.)
The sun is setting. I would stay inside if I were you.

(BROM exits.)
(ICHABOD gasps with fear)
(STUDENTS enter and take their seats.)

STUDENT. In this way matters went on for some time,

without producing any material effect on the relative
situation of the contending powers. Ichabod failing
to catch Katrina's affection while Brom Bones sullenly
resorted to all manner of waggish behavior.

While Ichabod’s students, upon hearing of the
schoolhouse’s purported hauntings, were quick to turn
this to their own advantage. '

(ICHABOD remains stricken by his own thoughis.)
(The STUDENTS whisper to each other An idea
spreading. )

(The STUDENTS read. They make a soft, groaning
sound.)

ICHABOD. Did you hear that?
STUDENT 2. No.

(The STUDENTS keep working. Another sound, a
bit louder)

ICHABOD. Did you hear that?
STUDENT 3. No.

ICHABOD. Oh.

STUDENT 4. We just want to study.

(The STUDENTS keep working. Another sound,
mach louder.)

ICHABOD. Right. Did no one hear that?!

(STUDENT 5§ slowly rises and turns to face
ICHABOD.)

STUDENT 5. I heard it. I heard it, Ichabod Crane.



