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THE LEGEND OF SLEEPY HOLLOW 

A Full-length Play
 
For 9m., 7w. (includes 7 children)
 

CHARACTERS 

BALlUS VAN TASSEL.. a wealthy Dutch-American fanner 
DAME MARTA VAN TASSEL his wife 
KATRINA VAN TASSEL their teen-age daughter 
HANS VAN RIPPER. . . . . . . .. a Dutch-American fanner 
DAME lllLDA VAN RIPPER his wife 
GRANDMOTHER. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. her mother 
MARGARET the Van Ripper's elder daughter 
GRETCHEN the Van Ripper~s younger daughter 
PETER VEDDER. . . . . . . . . . . . . .. an elderly storekeeper 
BROM BONES a young man, suitor of Katrina 
NICHOLAS. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. a follower of Brom Bones 
CHRISTIAN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. a follower of BroID Bones 
DIEDRICH a schoolboy 
ROLF Diedrich~s younger brother 
BEATRICE a schoolgirl 
ICHABOD CRANE an itinerant schoolteacher 

THE PLACE: The village of Sleepy Hollow,
 
Hudson River Valley, upstate New York.
 

THE TIME: 17905. 
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PRODUCTION NOTES 

The Legend of Sleepy Hollow is written for 16 actors, 
although the cast can be enlarged by adding townsfolk and 
women~s chorus members. The roles of Diedrich and Rolf 
may be combined, if necessary. The children~s ages span 
from 6-16 but may be cast according to availability of per­
formers. 

We have included specific songs, dances and games, 
which may be substituted at the director's discretion. The 
play is strongly enhanced by live musical accompaniment 
(including an onstage fiddler) and especially by sound and 
lighting effects. 

The play is written for a unit set: very open to allow for 
cast movement and dances, yet moody and atmospheric, 
with furniture changes used to indicate location. In the ori­
ginal production, hobby horses were used for the horses, 
and the head was constructed over the ball used in the 
Zombie Floating Ball Trick (an apparatus readily available 
in magic stores). Other methods are certainly possible. 
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The Legend of Sleepy Hollow 

SCENE 1 

It is raorning in the early autumn in the center of the 
little Ifudson River J7alley village 0J~ Sleepy Hollolv. The 
surrounding woods and fields are alive ~vith their nor­
lnal sounds-birds; cicadas, cows, a barking dog, etc. 
Several spooky sounds creep in, including those of a 
rope chafing against a branch, choking gasps, distant 
mujJled voices, shrieks, mourning cries and a galloping 
horse. As lights slo"'rvly COlYle up, a group of children at 

play is heard, their voices distant and distorted, A single 
boy, ROLF, emerges, blindfolded, as the distortion o.fthe 
children's voices eases and the other sounds fade do-'tvn. 
Other children reveal themselves, teasing the first in a 
game of {lBlindlnan ~s Buff" BROlv/ BONES enters, 
glides to the blindfolded ROLF, and pokes and tickles 
him from just outside his reach. The boy doesn't know 
tvho it is. Then BROM svveeps hiln up and over his head, 
TWirling him around, then holding hiJn upside do'wn. 
ROLF squeals, frightened at first, but then delighted. 

ROLF. Let me down. Help, help! I know iCs you, Bron} 
Bones! Wheee! 
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8 THE LEGEND OF SLEEPY HOLLOW 

(Two of Brom's friends, lvlCHOLAS and CHRISTIAN, 
aka the ItSleepy Hollow Boys," enter, and join in the 
fun.) 

NICHOLAS. Brom~s over here, Christian! Hey, look, lees 
get 'em! 

CHRISTIAN. We~ve got you now, kids! 

(They chase the children.) 

BEATRICE. Oh, Brom-I saw you on Sunday with Ka­
trina Van Tassel ... 

DIEDRICH. All1ovey-dovey! Yech! 

ROLF. Kissy-kissy! (He makes kissing noises.) 

CIDLDREN (chanting). Brom loves Katrina! Brom loves 
Katrina! 

(NICHOLAS is sweet on MARGARET, the oldest of the 
Blindman's Buff players, and when he grabs her, he 
doesn't let go--and that's just fine with her. The others 
jump on BROM and collapse in a heap.) 

CHRISTIAN. Look out! Here comes old man Ripper! 

(HANS VAN RIPPER walks in briskly.) 

VAN RIPPER. Children! Children, up on your feet, now! 
And you, young Nicholas-release my daughter, you rascal! 

MARGARET. Papa! 

NICHOLAS. Sorry, Mynheer Van Ripper. 
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9 TIlE LEGEND OF SLEEPY HOLLOW 

(The children and CHRISTIAN disentangle themselves, 
leaving BROM still on the ground.) 

VAN RIPPER. Abraham Van Brunt, I should have known 
you'd be at the bottom of this! When will you ever-

BROM (good-naturedly, while lolling on the grass). Good 
morrow, Mynheer. Just keepin' the kids entertained till 
the new schoolmaster arrives. Heard he didn't show yes­
terday. 

VAN RIPPER. Children ain't supposed to be entertained. 
And I'm sure you got something more useful to do with 
your time. Let me attend to the new schoolmaster. 

BROM. Awww, we was jest funnin'. 
VAN RIPPER. Humph! Idle hands are the devirs work­

shop! 
BROM (teasingly). We could wait with you, keep you 

company. 
CHRISTIAN. Sure thing! 
NICHOLAS. We could stay with you! 
VAN RIPPER. Brom Bones, you run along, now. And take 

your gang with you. You got too big to be playin' chil­
dren's games. 

BROM (good-naturedly wrapping an arm around VAN 
RIPPER). Sure, Mynheer, an' we'll go now. 

VAN RIPPER (shrugging off his arm). I don~t need no riff­
raff hangin' off me, blockin' the sun. 

BROM. Mebbe we'd best check in on you later. 
VAN RIPPER. You best check in on your chores, young 

man. Be off, be off, now. 
BROM. Come on, boys, we've got business. 

(NICHOLAS lingers with MARGARET.) 
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10 THE LEGEND OF SLEEPY HOLLOW 

v~~ RIPPER. Margaret!
 

MARGARET (embarrassed). Oh, Papa!
 

BRO~1 (to NICHOLAS)~ Don~t you be entertainin~ them
 
idle hands, you rascal! (BROM winks at VAlV RIPPER, 
then takes his leave.) Children H. Mynheer. 

VAN RIPPER. Humph! 

(BROA! saunters off HJith NICHOL4S and CHRJST}Alv~ 

The children move on to a nev~} game. PETE'R T/"EDDER 
enters, setting up his country store [perhaps a stove and 
several benches] in a downstage corner. Jl:41vT RIPPER 
crosses to him.) 

PETER \'EDDER. Back again today, eh, Hans? 
'iAN RIPPER. That's right. He~s supposed to start this 

rnorning~ so he"d better come~ 

PETER v'tDDER. I see you~ve got the young~uns ready. 
Wauld you like a mug of hot cider? 

VAN RIPPER. Thank ye, Peter. Children! Let Ine lmow if 
you see pjm coming down the road! (v/LV RIPPER goes 
into the store.) Nip in the air, today. lrus'l1 walID my 
bones. 

(The three VAN TASSELS enter. The parents go into the 
store, rvhile KA TRiNA is surrounded outside by the chil­
dren.) 

VAN RIPPE·R. Hall.o, Van 'Tassel, Dame, Miss Katrina. 

PETER VEDDER. Hallo, 'ian Tassels 6 .. 

VAN TASSEL. Halla, hallo! I-Iappy day! Wllat's all this 
running around? 
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11 THE LEGEND OF SLEEPY HOLLOW 

DAME VAN TASSEL. I thought this was the first day of 
school. 

PETER VEDDER. Come on in, and wann yourselves up 
with a mug of cider. 

VAN RIPPER. Schoolteacher ain't showed up yet. Wasted 
the whole day yesterday lookin~ out for 'im. 

PETER VEDDER (handing out mugs). Sit yourselves 
down, here you go. 

ClllLDREN (outside). Katrina! You missed him! You~re 

too late. He's been here and gone already! 

KATRINA. Who? The schoolmaster? 

CIDLDREN. No! Bram Bones! 

KATRINA. Oh, him. What makes you think I came to see 
him? 

GRETCHEN. You put a new ribbon in your hair. 

KATRINA. That don't mean nothin'. 

CHILDREN (chant). Katrina loves Brom! Katrina loves 
Brom! 

KATRINA. I do not. 

MARGARET. Hush, children. You mustn't tease your eld­
ers. 

KATRINA. You're just little kids. You shouldn't talk about 
things you know notron' about. 

GRETCHEN. Well, I know something Bram said about you. 

KATRINA. What did he say? 

GRETCHEN. I ain't supposed to talk about it. I'm just a 
little kid. (She whispers into BEATRICE, DIEDRICH 
and ROLF's ears.) 

\KATRINA. You're a little weasel! 
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12 THE LEGEND OF SLEEPY HOLLOW 

(KATRINA and MARGARET chase the three kids. DAME 
HILDA VAN RIPPER enters, carrying a lunch basket/or 
her children.) 

DA1vffi VAN RIPPER. Yoo-hoo! Margaret! Gretchen! Why 
aren~t you in school? 

(The two girls run to her.) 

MARGARET. Schoolteacher ain't here, Mama. 
GRETCHEN. He didn't come yet, Mama. 
DA1vffi VAN RIPPER. Still not arrived? Guess your papa'ts 

not too happy about that. I brought your lunch. Don't 
forget it next time. Good morning, Katrina. You cer­
tainly look pretty today. Brom must be nearby. 

DA1vffi VAN TASSEL (stepping outside). Why, Hilda! 
DA1vffi VAN RIPPER. Halla, Marta. Just bringing the chil­

dren's lunch. 
VAN TASSEL (settling himself on a bench). You wasn't 

waiting up all night for the schoolmaster, was you, Hans? 
VAN RIPPER. No, no, went home and came back this 

morning. Couldn't sleep, though ... (Under his breath, 
while rubbing his stomach.) Hilda's casserole, don't'cha 
know. She's a wonderful woman, but she ain~t no cook. 

(The men nod knowingly, as the two women come in­
side.) 

PETER VEDDER. Well, I was up last night, too. Brom 
Bones and his Sleepy Hollow Boys was out again, 
makin' such a ruckus I couldD~t sleep. 

DAME VAN TASSEL. They was down our way, too. 
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13 TIlE LEGEND OF SLEEPY HOLLOW 

VAN RIPPER. I just don'tt know what~s gonna become of 
that boy. 

DAME VAN RIPPER. Who, Brom? He'll be fine. All he 
needs is a finn hand. 

PETER VEDDER. Whippersnapper! 
VAN TASSEL. Let the boy be young for a bit ... Reminds 

me of myself a few years ago. I used to saddle up for a 
midnight dash, too. 

DAME VAN TASSEL (hand on his shoulder). And all you 
needed was a firm hand, dear. 

PETER VEDDER. What these boys need is a good war to 
straighten them up. Discipline, respect ... Why, back in 
"78-

VAN RIPPER. Yes, yes, Peter, we know all about HBack 
in '78.'" 

(GRANDMOTHER arrives, carrying the VAN RIPPER's 
baby, along with her cane and ear trumpet. She stops, 
looks around at the children playing on the green, and 
listens through her trumpet for any evidence of supervi­
sion. Then she uses the trumpet as a megaphone.) 

GRANDMOTIlER. WhaCs going on here? Why are all you 
children running around? Where's this new schoolmas­
ter? 

(The other adults join her outside the store.) 

DAME VAN RIPPER. Mother, Mother, we're all just wait­
ing for mm. 

GRANDMOTHER. Well, where is he? 
DAME VAN RIPPER. He hasn~t arrived yet. 
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14 THE LEGEND OF SLEEPY HOLLOW 

GRANDMOTHER. Didn~t get scared off already, did he? 

DAME VAN RIPPER. No, no, no. 

GRANDMOTHER. Like the last one ... 
DAME VAN RIPPER. No!
 
GRANDMOTHER. Good. I want to look at 'im, measure
 

~im up for our choinnaster. Here's your baby. (She hands 
the baby to DAME VAN RIPPER) 

PETER VEDDER. I thought maybe you came to see me, 
dearie. You know I treasure the sweetness of your voice, 
the warmth of your ... Ouch! 

(GRANDMOTHER jabs him with her cane. The SLEEPY 
HOLLOW BOYS run in.) 

SLEEPY HOLLOW BOYS. He's coming! He's coming! 

(They all peer up the road in anticipation.) 

TOWNSFOLK. Look at him! He's impressive. He's myste­
rious. Mighty tall, he is. He walks like a king! (Etc.) 

DAME VAN TASSEL. What's his name? 

DAME VAN RIPPER. Ichabod Crane. 

TOWNSFOLK (each passes the information on). Ichabod 
Crane ... Ichabod Crane. (Etc.) 

(A caped figure with a large-brimmed hat and a veil 
slowly, imposingly strides into their midst. He gazes 
about him and nods to each of the villagers in turn. They 
don't know how to respond-to nod, bow, cunsy, what? 
He walks up to KATRINA, reaches out to touch her, then 
suddenly yanks her hair. She yelps, he pulls the ribbon 
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15 THE LEGEND OF SLEEPY HOLLOW 

from her hair and throws off his hat with a laugh. It's 
BROM.) 

BROM. I fooled you, Trini-girl! 

KATRINA. BraID Bones! 

(He takes off running, 1t'ith KATRINA and the children 
in pursuit. NICHOLAS and CHRISTIAN run inteiference 
as the pack passes in and out of view. The adults make 
half-hearted aitempts to stop him. All are involved in the 
uproar: some are laughing, others yelling to him to be­
have, etc. High-spirited confy.sion.) 

DAME VAN TASSEL~ Good heavens!
 

GR.l\NDMOTHER. Looldt that teacher run!
 

VAN RIPPER. Blast you, BraID Bones, you git back here!
 

PETER VEDDER. Rapscallion!
 

GRANDMOTHER. Boy, he must be scared!
 

D~1E VAN RIPPER. No, Mother­

DAI\1E VAN TASSEl.~ Katrina! Don~t hike up your skirts!
 

GRANDMOTHER. I never! Chasin' off a teacher like that!
 

D ...<\.ME VAN RIPPER. Thaf's not the real teacher. It's
 
Brom Bones playing a trick, Mother! 

GR.At'TD?v10THER. \\-'hat? He ain't a real teacher? 

V~~ RIPPER. What are we going to do with that boy? 

VAN TASSEL. Got to admit, he had me going. 

(KAl'RJNA slips and falls. BROM dnngles the ribbon over 
her.) 

!BROM. Oh, Trini ... 
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16 THE LEGEND OF SLEEPY HOLLOW 

KATRINA (laughing and tugging on his shirt). I'll get you 
for this, Brom! 

DMvlli VAN TASSEL. Katrina! Pull down your skirts! 
GRANDMOTHER (chuckling under her breath). She sure 

likes showin' off them ankles. 
PETER VEDDER. You're a scamp, Brom Bones! A real 

loose fish! 

(A long arm snakes over BROM's shoulder and snatches 
away the ribbon. The villagers fall silent. The real ICH­
ABOD CRANE has arrived. He carries his meager pos­
sessions tied up in a cloth, on a stick, along with several 
books tied together with a strap. He sanctimoniously re­
turns the ribbon to KA TRlNA.) 

ICHABOD. Your ribbon, Mademoiselle? 
KATRINA. Dh, yes ... 

ICHABOD. Allow me to offer you my arm, fair woman. 
KATRINA. Golly! 
ICHABOD. It is my honor and privilege to rescue you 

from the infliction of this childish annoyance. (He gal­
lantly doffs his hat and helps her up.) 

KATRINA (uncertainly). Thank you, kind sir. 
VAN RIPPER. You'd be Master Ichabod Crane, I presume. 
ICHABOD. That I am, fliend. (He gently prods BROM.) 

Do please move aside, rude boy. 
BROM. B-Boy? 

ICHABOD (to VAN RIPPER). Tell me, Mynheer, have I 
reached the fair village of Sleepy Hollow? 

VAN RIPPER. Yes, you have. I am Hans Van Ripper, and 
it was me what sent the letter that summoned you. I ex­
pected you yesterday. 
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17 THE LEGEND OF SLEEPY HOLLOW 

ICllA..BOD~ It was a hard trip: three days coach from Con­
necticut, so I "tarriedH yesterday in your Tarrytown on 
the river. (He laughs at his own joke.) But now, as they 
say, God smiles on His new day, and I am arrived in 
Sleepy Hollow, ready to begin instruction! 

VAN RIPPER. Well, good, because the schoolhouse is 
waiting for you. Your contract began this morning. You 
come with me, now. 

(As ICHABOD and VAN RIPPER move toward the 
schoolhouse, the townsfolk withdraw in a swirl of sotto 
voce comment, removing the stove, while leaving the 
benches to be used in the schoolhouse.) 

TOWNSFOLK. He certainly is strange. 
Where did he come from? 
Connecticut. 
His feet are big as shovels! 
Huge ears, too. 
He~s got the nose of a weathercock. 
Or a snipe. (Etc.) 

KATRINA. He has wonderful manners. 
CHRISTIAN (snickering). He sure do curtsy nice. 
PETER VEDDER. He struts like a peacock. 
TOWNSFOLK. He~s skinny as a stick. 

He~ s a walking famine.
 
A scarecrow escaped from a cornfield.
 
He ~ s odd, for sure.
 

KATRINA. He moves elegant-like. 
NICHOLAS. He certainly do put on airs. 
DAME VAN RIPPER. He has proper manners. 
KATRINA. He makes a girl feel growed-up. 
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18 THE LEGE~T> OF SLEEPY HOLLOW 

(BROM glo'fvers.) 

MARGARET~ He~s a breath of fresh air. 

BROM. I feel an in wind. 

(The children have set up the benches and chairs that 
form the schoolhouse. 1'fhey begin to play "London 
.Bridge": Everyone sings the familiar tune [see i!ppendix 
J-4J, 'rvhile nvo children stand on benches and form an 
arch 'with their hands. The others pass underneath. At 
the end of each stanza the hands cf the archbridge fall 
and take somecJne as prisoner. The prisoner chooses 
i€sides, H i.e., he/she joins one of the bridge kids for the 
tug of ~V'ar coming up. Th.e children. curtail their boister­
OlJ.sness "V~henever V"AN RiPPER is in the room.) 

VAN RIPPER. Here \ve are~ Yau may hold your choir 
practices here in the schoolhouse as well, and you can 
sleep on the bench. 

IClit\BOD. You made mention in your letter that \ve'd dis­
cuss tny additional fee for directing the choir. 

VAl"f RIPPER. No extry fee is possible right no\v. Perhaps 
next year. 

ICHl\BOD. And there was to be a real bed ... (iVO reply.) 
\\'here shall I eat? 

GRETCHEN. Papa, he can sup with us tonight. 

VAl'\T RIPPER (a"wkwardly). My f~TJrily "viII be pleased to 
have you eat -with us this fortnight. 

MARGARET. I will show you the way, Master Crane. 
ICHABOD. I thank you kindly, Miss-
MARGARET. My name is Margaret, sir. This is my sister 

Gretchen. 
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