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8.0 OBJECTIVES

The objectives of'this unit are to:

o Critically examine the short story ‘Rip Van Winkle’ by Washington Irving.

o Study the biographical sketch of the author and his significant literary works
that have marked the literary scene.

o Critically evaluate the characters in the story, the underlying themes.

8.1 INTRODUCTION

The story starts about five or six years before the American Revolution and ends
twenty years later. The action happens in a village in eastern New York, near the
Hudson River and the Catskill Mountains. The river was named after Englishman
Henry Hudson, who investigated it in 1609. The Catskill Mountains were named
after Kaaterskill, the Dutch word for a nearbystream, Wildcat Creek. The Catskills
contain numerous streams, lakes, waterfalls, and gorges.

‘Rip Van Winkle’ is a short story; one of America’sdearest, dependent on Ger-
man folk stories. It was first published in a collection of Irving’s works called The
Sketch Book (1819-1820).

8.2 WASHINGTON IRVING: LIFE AND WORK

‘Rip Van Winkle’ was written by Washington Irving (1783-1859), a legal advisor
who sought after a composing vocation after he found that providing legal counsel
didn’t intrigue him. When most Americans read British writers almost exclusively,
Irving demonstrated that American authors could compete with their British coun-
terparts. He was among the first American authors who increased a worldwide
reputation by composing short stories. Irving had a unique ability for making a
magical, fairy-tale quality in his stories —notably ‘Rip Van Winkle’ and ‘The Leg-

29



30

STUDY OF SHORT
STORY

end of Sleepy Hollow’and thus helped to shape the folklore of early America. His
rich composing style, full of gentle humour and vivid descriptions, keeps on charming
current readers. Almost certainly, his connection with stories will stay well known
for a very long time to come.

Washington Irving (April 3, 1783 —November 28, 1859) was an American short-
story author, writer, biographer, history specialist, and representative of the early
nineteenth century. He is famous for his short stories ‘Rip Van Winkle’ (1819) and
‘The Legend of Sleepy Hollow’ (1820), the both of which are included in his
assortment The Sketch Book of Geoffrey Crayon, Gent. His works incorporate
biographies of Oliver Goldsmith, Muhammad and George Washington, and fif-
teenth century Spain that manage subjects, for example, Alhambra, Christopher
Columbus and the Moors.

Irving was representative of Spain from 1842 to 1846. He made his scholarly
presentation in 1802 with a series of observational letters to the Morning Chronicle,
composed under pseudonym Jonathan Oldstyle. He moved to England for the
personal business in 1815 where he achieved popularity with the production of
The Sketch Book of Geoffrey Crayon, Gent., serialized from 1819—1820. He
continued publishing regularly throughout his life, and he completed a five-volume
life story of George Washington only eight months before his passing at age 76 in
Tarrytown, New York.

Irving was one of'the principle American scholars to receive paise in Europe, and
he guided other American creators, for instance, Nathaniel Hawthorne, Henry
Wadsworth Longfellow, Herman Melville and Edgar Allan Poe. He was more-
over respected by some British writers, including Lord Byron, Thomas Campbell,
Charles Dickens, Francis Jeffrey and Walter Scott. He advocated for composing
as a genuine profession and contended for more grounded laws to shield Ameri-
can scholars from copyright encroachment.

8.3 TEXT: ‘RIP VAN WINKLE’
By Woden, God of Saxons,

From whence comes Wensday, that is Wodensday,

Truth is a thing that ever [ will keep
Unto thylke day in which I creep into
My sepulchre—

CARTWRIGHT.

The following Tale was found among the papers of the late Diedrich Knickerbocker,
an old gentleman of New York, who was very curious in the Dutch History of the
province and the manners of the descendants from its primitive settlers. His his-
torical researches, however, did not lie so much among books as among men; for
the former are lamentably scanty on his favourite topics; whereas he found the old
burghers, and still more, their wives, rich in that legendary lore, so invaluable to
true history. Whenever, therefore, he happened upon a genuine Dutch family, snugly
shut up in its low-roofed farmhouse, under a spreading sycamore, he looked upon
it as a little clasped volume ofblack letter, and studied it with the zeal of a book-



WOorm.

The result of all these researches was a history ofthe province, during the reign o
the Dutch governors, which he published some years since. There have been
various opinions as to the literary character ofhis work, and, to tell the truth, it is
not a whit better than it should be. Its chiefmerit is its scrupulous accuracy, which
indeed was a little questioned on its first appearance, but has since been com-
pletely established; and it is now admitted into all historical collections, as a book
ofunquestionable authority.

The old gentleman died shortly after the publication of his work; and now that he
is dead and gone, it cannot do much harm to his memory to say that his time might
have been much better employed in weightier labours. He, however, was apt to
ride his hobby his own way; and though it did now and then kick up the dust a little
in the eyes of his neighbours, and grieve the spirit of some friends, for whom he felt
the truest deference and affection, yet his errors and follies are remembered “more
in sorrow than in anger,” and it begins to be suspected, that he never intended to
injure or offend. However, his memory may be appreciated by critics, it is still held
dear among many folks, whose good opinion is well worth having; particularly by
certain biscuit-bakers, who have gone so far as to imprint his likeness on their
new-year cakes, and have thus given hima chance for immortality, almost equal to
the being stamped on a Waterloo medal, or a Queen Anne’s farthing.

WHOEVER has made a voyage up the Hudson must remember the
Kaatskillmountains. They are a dismembered branch of the great Appala-
chian family, and are seen away to the west of the river, swelling up to a
noble height, and lording it over the surrounding country. Every change of
season, every change of weather, indeed, every hour of the day produces
some change in the magical hues and shapes of these mountains; and they
are regarded by all the good wives, far and near, as perfect barometers. When
the weather is fair and settled, they are clothed in blue and purple, and print
their bold outlines on the clear evening sky; but sometimes, when the rest of
the landscape is cloudless, they will gather a hood of grayvapors about their
summits, which, in the last rays of the setting sun, will glow and light up like
a crown of glory.

At the foot of these fairy mountains, the voyager may have descried the light
smoke curling up from a Village, whose shingle roofs gleam among the trees,
just where the blue tints of the upland melt away into the fresh green of the
nearer landscape. It is a little village of great antiquity, having been founded
by some of the Dutch colonists, in the early times of the province, just about
the beginning of the government of the good Peter Stuyvesant (may he rest
in peace!), and there were some of the houses of the original settlers stand-
ing within a few years, built of small yellow bricks, brought from Holland, having
latticed windows and gable fronts, surmounted with weathercocks.

In that same village, and in one of these very houses (which, to tell the precise
truth, was sadly time-worn and weather-beaten), there lived, many years since,
while the country was yet a province of Great Britain, a simple, good-natured
fellow, of the name of Rip Van Winkle. He was a descendant of the Van Winkles

‘RIP VAN WINKLE’BY
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who figured so gallantly in the chivalrous days of Peter Stuyvesant, and accompa-
nied him to the siege of Fort Christina. He inherited, however, but little of the
martial character of his ancestors. I have observed that he was a simple, good-
natured man; he was, moreover, a kind neighbour, and an obedient henpecked
husband. Indeed, to the latter circumstance might be owing that meekness of spirit
which gained him such universal popularity; for those men are apt to be obsequi-
ous and conciliating abroad, who are under the discipline of shrews at home. Their
tempers, doubtless, are rendered pliant and malleable in the fiery furnace of do-
mestic tribulation, and a curtain lecture is worth all the sermons in the world for
teaching the virtues of patience and long-suffering. A termagant wife may, there-
fore, in some respects, be considered a tolerable blessing, and if so, Rip Van
Winkle was thrice blessed.

Certain it is, that he was a great favourite among all the good wives of the village,
who, as usual with the amiable sex, took his part in all family squabbles, and never
failed, whenever they talked those matters over in their evening gossipings, to lay
all the blame on Dame Van Winkle. The children of'the village, too, would shout
with joy whenever he approached. He assisted at their sports, made their play-
things, taught them to fly kites and shoot marbles, and told them long stories of
ghosts, witches, and Indians. Whenever he went dodging about the village, he was
surrounded by a troop of them hanging on his skirts, clambering on his back, and
playing a thousand tricks on him with impunity; and not a dog would bark at him
throughout the neighbourhood.

The great error in Rip’s composition was an insuperable aversion to all kinds of
profitable labour. It could not be for want of assiduity or perseverance; for he
would sit on a wet rock, with arod as long and heavy as a Tartar’s lance, and fish
all day without a murmur, even though he should not be encouraged by a single
nibble. He would carry a fowling piece on his shoulder, for hours together, trudg-
ing through woods and swamps, and uphill and down dale, to shoot a few squir-
rels or wild pigeons. He would never refuse to assist a neighbour even in the
roughest toil, and was a foremost man in all country frolics for husking Indian corn,
or building stone fences; the women of'the village, too, used to employ him to run
their errands, and to do such little odd jobs as their less obliging husbands would
not do for them. Ina word, Rip was ready to attend to anybody’s business but his
own; but as to doing family duty, and keeping his farm in order, he found it impos-
sible.

In fact, he declared it was ofno use to work on his farm; it was the most pestilent
little piece of ground in the whole country; everything about it went wrong, in spite
of him. His fences were continually falling to pieces; his cow would either go
astray, or get among the cabbages; weeds were sure to grow quicker in his fields
than anywhere else; the rain always made a point of setting in just as he had some
out-door work to do; so that though his patrimonial estate had dwindled away
under his management, acre by acre, until there was little more left than a mere
patch of Indian corn and potatoes, yet it was the worst-conditioned farm in the
neighbourhood.

His children, too, were as ragged and wild as if they belonged to nobody. His son
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heels, equipped in a pair of his father’s cast-off galligaskins, which he had much
ado to hold up with one hand, as a fine lady does her train in bad weather.

Rip Van Winkle, however, was one of those happy mortals, of foolish, well-oiled
dispositions, who take the world easy, eat white bread or brown, whichever can
be got with least thought or trouble, and would rather starve on a penny than work
for apound. Ifleft to himself, he would have whistled life away, in perfect content-
ment; but his wife kept continually dinning in his ears about his idleness, his care-
lessness, and the ruin he was bringing on his family. Morning, noon, and night, her
tongue was incessantly going, and everything he said or did was sure to produce a
torrent of household eloquence. Rip had but one way of replying to all lectures of
the kind, and that, by frequent use, had grown into a habit. He shrugged his shoul-
ders, shook his head, cast up his eyes, but said nothing. This, however, always
provoked a fresh volley from his wife, so that he was fain to draw offhis forces,
and take to the outside of the house—the only side which, in truth, belongs to a
henpecked husband.

Rip’s sole domestic adherent was his dog Wolf, who was as much henpecked as
his master; for Dame Van Winkle regarded them as companions in idleness, and
even looked upon Wolf with an evil eye, as the cause of his master’s going so
often astray. True it is, in all points of spirit befitting in honourable dog, he was as
courageous an animal as ever scoured the woods—but what courage can with-
stand the evil-doing and all-besetting terrors ofa woman’s tongue? The moment
Wolf entered the house, his crest fell, his tail drooped to the ground, or curled
between his legs, he sneaked about with a gallows air, casting many a sidelong
glance at Dame Van Winkle, and at the least flourish of a broomstick or ladle, he
would fly to the door with yelping precipitation.

Times grew worse and worse with Rip Van Winkle as years of matrimony rolled
on; a tart temper never mellows with age, and a sharp tongue is the only edged
tool that grows keener with constant use. For a long while he used to console
himself, when driven from home, by frequenting a kind of perpetual club of the
sages, philosophers, and other idle personages of the village, which held its ses-
sions on a bench before a small inn, designated by a rubicund portrait ofhis Maj-
esty George the Third. Here they used to sit in the shade through a long, lazy
summer’s day, talking listlessly over village gossip, or telling endless, sleepy sto-
ries about nothing. But it would have been worth any statesman’s money to have
heard the profound discussions which sometimes took place, when by chance an
old newspaper fell into their hands from some passing traveller. How solemnly
they would listen to the contents, as drawled out by Derrick Van Bummel, the
school-master, a dapper learned little man, who was not to be daunted by the
most gigantic word in the dictionary; and how sagely they would deliberate upon
public events some months after they had taken place.

The opinions of this junto were completely controlled by Nicholas Vedder, a pa-
triarch of'the village, and landlord ofthe inn, at the door of which he took his seat
from morning till night, just moving sufficiently to avoid the sun, and keep in the
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shade ofa large tree; so that the neighbors could tell the hour by his movements as
accurately as by a sun-dial. It is true, he was rarely heard to speak, but smoked
his pipe incessantly. His adherents, however (for every great man has his adher-
ents), perfectly understood him, and knew how to gather his opinions. When
anything that was read or related displeased him, he was observed to smoke his
pipe vehemently, and to send forth, frequent, and angry puffs; but when pleased,
he would inhale the smoke slowly and tranquilly, and emit it in light and placid
clouds, and sometimes, taking the pipe from his mouth, and letting the fragrant
vapor curl about his nose, would gravely nod his head in token of perfect appro-
bation.

From even this stronghold the unlucky Rip was at length routed by his termagant
wife, who would suddenly break in upon the tranquillity of the assemblage, and
call the members all to nought; nor was that august personage, Nicholas Vedder
himself, sacred from the daring tongue of this terrible virago, who charged him
outright with encouraging her husband in habits ofidleness.

Poor Rip was at last reduced almost to despair; and his only alternative, to escape
from the labour of the farm and the clamour of his wife, was to take gun in hand,
and stroll away into the woods. Here he would sometimes seat himselfat the foot
ofatree, and share the contents of his wallet with Wolf, with whom he sympa-
thized as a fellow-sufferer in persecution. “Poor Wolf,” he would say, “thy mis-
tress leads thee a dog’s life of'it; but never mind, my lad, whilst I live thou shalt
never want a friend to stand by thee!” Wolf would wag his tail, look wistfully in his
master’s face, and if dogs can feel pity, I verily believe he reciprocated the senti-
ment with all his heart.

In a long ramble of the kind, on a fine autumnal day, Rip had unconsciously
scrambled to one of'the highest parts of the Kaatskillmountains. He was after his
favourite sport of squirrel shooting, and the still solitudes had echoed and re-
echoed with the reports of his gun. Panting and fatigued, he threw himself, late in
the afternoon, on a green knoll, covered with mountain herbage, which crowned
the brow ofa precipice. From an opening between the trees, he could overlook all
the lower country for many a mile of rich woodland. He saw at a distance the
lordly Hudson, far, far below him, moving on its silent but majestic course, with the
reflection ofa purple cloud, or the sail of a lagging bark, here and there sleeping on
its glassy bosom and at last losing itself in the blue highlands.

On the other side he looked down into a deep mountain glen, wild, lonely, and
shagged, the bottom filled with fragments from the impending cliffs, and scarcely
lighted by the reflected rays of the setting sun. For some time Rip lay musing on
this scene; evening was gradually advancing; the mountains began to throw their
long blue shadows over the valleys; he saw that it would be dark long before he
could reach the village; and he heaved a heavy sigh when he thought of encounter-
ing the terrors of Dame Van Winkle.

As he was about to descend, he heard a voice from a distance hallooing: “Rip Van
Winkle! Rip Van Winkle!” He looked around, but could see nothing but a crow
winging its solitary flight across the mountain. He thought his fancy must have
deceived him, and turned again to descend, when he heard the same cry ring
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side, looking fearfully down into the glen. Rip now felt a vague apprehension
stealing over him; he looked anxiously in the same direction, and perceived a
strange figure slowly toiling up the rocks, and bending under the weight of some-
thing he carried on his back. He was surprised to see any human being in this
lonely and unfrequented place, but supposing it to be some one of the neighbourhood
in need ofhis assistance, he hastened down to yield it.

On nearer approach, he was still more surprised at the singularity of the stranger’s
appearance. He was a short, square-built old fellow, with thick bushy hair, and a
grizzled beard. His dress was ofthe antique Dutch fashion—a cloth jerkin strapped
round the waist—several pairs of breeches, the outer one of ample volume, deco-
rated with rows of buttons down the sides, and bunch at the knees. He bore on his
shoulders a stout keg, that seemed full of liquor, and made signs for Rip to ap-
proach and assist him with the load. Though rather shy and distrustful of this new
acquaintance, Rip complied with his usual alacrity; and mutually relieving each
other, they clambered up a narrow gully, apparently the dry bed of a mountain
torrent. As they ascended, Rip every now and then heard long rolling peals, like
distant thunder, that seemed to issue out of a deep ravine, or rather cleft between
lofty rocks, toward which their rugged path conducted. He paused for an instant,
but supposing it to be the muttering of one of those transient thundershowers,
which often take place in the mountain heights, he proceeded. Passing through the
ravine, they came to a hollow, like a small amphitheatre, surrounded by perpen-
dicular precipices, over the brinks of which impending trees shot their branches,
so that you only caught glimpses ofthe azure sky, and the bright evening cloud.
During the whole time Rip and his companion had laboured on in silence; for
though the former marvelled greatly what could be the object of carrying a keg of
liquor up this wild mountain, yet there was something strange and incomprehen-
sible about the unknown, that inspired awe, and checked familiarity.

On entering the amphitheatre, new objects of wonder presented themselves. Ona
level spot in the centre was a company of odd-looking personages playing at
ninepins. They were dressed in quaint outlandish fashion; some wore short dou-
blets, others jerkins, with long knives in their belts, and most of them had enor-
mous breeches, of similar style with that of the guide’s. Their visages, too, were
peculiar; one had a large head, broad face, and small piggish eyes; the face of
another seemed to consist entirely of nose, and was surmounted by a white sugar-
loafhat, set off with a little red cock’s tail. They all had beards, of various shapes
and colours. There was one who seemed to be the commander. He was a stout
old gentleman, with a weather-beaten countenance; he wore a laced doublet,
broad belt and hanger, high-crowned hat and feather, red stockings, and high-
heeled shoes, with roses in them. The whole group reminded Rip ofthe figures in
an old Flemish painting, in the parlour of Dominie Van Schaick, the village parson,
and which had been brought over from Holland at the time of the settlement.

What seemed particularly odd to Rip was, that though these folks were evidently
amusing themselves, yet they maintained the gravest faces, the most mysterious
silence, and were, withal, the most melancholy party of pleasure he had ever
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witnessed. Nothing interrupted the stillness of the scene but the noise of the balls,
which, whenever they were rolled, echoed along the mountains like rumbling peals
ofthunder.

As Rip and his companion approached them, they suddenly desisted from their
play, and stared at him with such a fixed statue-like gaze, and such strange un-
couth, lack-lustre countenances, that his heart turned within him, and his knees
smote together. His companion now emptied the contents of the keg into large
flagons, and made signs to him to wait upon the company. He obeyed with fear
and trembling; they quaffed the liquor in profound silence, and then returned to
their game.

By degrees, Rip’s awe and apprehension subsided. He even ventured, when no
eye was fixed upon him, to taste the beverage, which he found had much of the
flavour of excellent Hollands. He was naturally a thirsty soul, and was soon tempted
to repeat the draught. One taste provoked another; and he reiterated his visits to
the flagon so often, that at length his senses were overpowered, his eyes swam in
his head, his head gradually declined, and he fell into a deep sleep.

On waking, he found himself on the green knoll whence he had first seen the old
man of the glen. He rubbed his eyes—it was a bright sunny morning. The birds
were hopping and twittering among the bushes, and the eagle was wheeling aloft,
and breasting the pure mountain breeze. “Surely,” thought Rip, “I have not slept
here all night.”” He recalled the occurrences before he fell asleep. The strange man
with the keg of liquor—the mountain ravine—the wild retreat among the rocks—
the woe-begone party at ninepins—the flagon—*“Oh! that flagon! that wicked
flagon!” thought Rip—*‘what excuse shall I make to Dame Van Winkle?”

He looked round for his gun, but in place ofthe clean well-oiled fowling piece, he
found an old firelock lying by him, the barrel encrusted with rust, the lock falling
off, and the stock worm-eaten. He now suspected that the grave roysterers ofthe
mountains had put a trick upon him, and, having dosed him with liquor, had robbed
him ofhis gun. Wolf; too, had disappeared, but he might have strayed away after
a squirrel or partridge. He whistled after him and shouted his name, but all in vain;
the echoes repeated his whistle and shout, but no dog was to be seen.

He determined to revisit the scene of the last evening’s gambol, and if he met with
any of the party, to demand his dog and gun. As he rose to walk, he found himself
stiff in the joints, and wanting in his usual activity. “These mountain beds do not
agree with me,” thought Rip, “and if'this frolic, should lay me up with a fit of the
rheumatism, I shall have a blessed time with Dame Van Winkle.” With some diffi-
culty, he got down into the glen: he found the gully up which he and his companion
had ascended the preceding evening; but to his astonishment, a mountain stream
was now foaming down it, leaping from rock to rock, and filling the glen with
babbling murmurs. He, however, made shift to scramble up its sides, working his
toilsome way through thickets of birch, sassafras, and witch-hazel; and sometimes
tripped up or entangled by the wild grape vines that twisted their coils and tendrils
from tree to tree, and spread a kind of network in his path.

At length he reached to where the ravine had opened through the cliffs to the
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foam, and fell into a broad deep basin, black from the shadows of the surrounding
forest. Here, then, poor Rip was brought to a stand. He again called and whistled
after his dog; he was only answered by the cawing ofa flock ofidle crows, sport-
ing high in the air about a dry tree that overhung a sunny precipice; and who,
secure in their elevation, seemed to look down and scoff at the poor man’s per-
plexities. What was to be done? The morning was passing away, and Rip felt
famished for want of his breakfast. He grieved to give up his dog and gun; he
dreaded to meet his wife; but it would not do to starve among the mountains. He
shook his head, shouldered the rusty firelock, and, with a heart full of trouble and
anxiety, turned his steps homeward.

As he approached the village, he met a number of people, but none whom he
knew, which somewhat surprised him, for he had thought himself acquainted
with everyone in the country round. Their dress, too, was of a different fash-
ion from that to which he was accustomed. They all stared at him with equal
marks of surprise, and whenever they cast eyes upon him, invariably stroked
their chins. The constant recurrence of this gesture, induced Rip, involun-
tarily, to do, the same, when, to his astonishment, he found his beard had
grown a foot long!

He had now entered the skirts of the village. A troop of strange children ran
at his heels, hooting after him, and pointing at his gray beard. The dogs, too,
not one of which he recognized for an old acquaintance, barked at him as he
passed. The very village was altered: it was larger and more populous. There
were rows of houses, which he had never seen before, and those which had been
his familiar haunts had disappeared. Strange names were over the doors—strange
faces at the windows—everything was strange. His mind now misgave him; he
began to doubt whether both he and the world around him were not bewitched.
Surely this was his native village, which he had left but a day before. There stood
the Kaatskill mountains—there ran the silver Hudson at a distance—there was
every hill and dale precisely as it had always been—Rip was sorely perplexed—
“That flagon last night,” thought he, “has addled my poor head sadly!”

It was with some difficulty that he found the way to his own house, which he
approached with silent awe, expecting every moment to hear the shrill voice
of Dame Van Winkle. He found the house gone to decay—the roof had fallen
in, the windows shattered, and the doors off the hinges. A half-starved dog,
that looked like Wolf, was skulking about it. Rip called him by name, but the
cur snarled, showed his teeth, and passed on. This was an unkind cut in-
deed.—“My very dog,” sighed poor Rip, “has forgotten me!”

He entered the house, which, to tell the truth, Dame Van Winkle had always
kept in neat order. It was empty, forlorn, and apparently abandoned. This
desolateness overcame all his connubial fears—he called loudly for his wife
and children—the lonely chambers rang for a moment with his voice, and
then all again was silence.

He now hurried forth, and hastened to his old resort, the village inn—but it
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too was gone. A large rickety wooden building stood in its place, with great gaping
windows, some of them broken, and mended with old hats and petticoats, and
over the door was painted, “The Union Hotel, by Jonathan Doolittle.” Instead of
the great tree that used to shelter the quiet little Dutch inn of yore, there now was
reared a tall naked pole, with something on the top that looked like a red nightcap,
and from it was fluttering a flag, on which was a singular assemblage of stars and
stripes—all this was strange and incomprehensible. He recognized on the sign,
however, the ruby face of King George, under which he had smoked so many a
peaceful pipe, but even this was singularly metamorphosed. The red coat was
changed for one of blue and buff, a sword was held in the hand instead of a
sceptre, the head was decorated with a cocked hat, and underneath was painted
in large characters, “GENERAL WASHINGTON.”

There was, as usual, a crowd of folk about the door, but none that Rip recol-
lected. The very character of the people seemed changed. There was a busy,
bustling, disputatious tone about it, instead of the accustomed phlegm and
drowsy tranquillity. He looked in vain for the sage Nicholas Vedder, with his
broad face, double chin, and fair long pipe, uttering clouds of tobacco-smoke,
instead of idle speeches; or Van Bummel, the schoolmaster, doling forth the
contents of an ancient newspaper. In place of these, a lean, bilious-looking
fellow, with his pockets full of handbills, was haranguing, vehemently about
rights of citizens-elections—members of Congress—Iliberty—Bunker’s hill—
heroes of seventy-six-and other words, which were a perfect Babylonish jargon
to the bewildered Van Winkle.

The appearance of Rip, with his long, grizzled beard, his rusty fowling-piece, his
uncouth dress, and the army of women and children at his heels, soon attracted
the attention of the tavern politicians. They crowded round him, eying him from
head to foot, with great curiosity. The orator bustled up to him, and, drawing him
partly aside, inquired, “on which side he voted?” Rip stared in vacant stupidity.
Another short but busy little fellow pulled him by the arm, and rising on tiptoe,
inquired in his ear, “whether he was Federal or Democrat.” Rip was equally at a
loss to comprehend the question; when a knowing, self-important old gentleman,
in a sharp cocked hat, made his way through the crowd, putting them to the right
and left with his elbows as he passed, and planting himself before Van Winkle,
with one arm akimbo, the other resting on his cane, his keen eyes and sharp hat
penetrating, as it were, into his very soul, demanded in an austere tone, “What
brought him to the election with a gun on his shoulder, and a mob at his heels; and
whether he meant to breed a riot in the village?”

“Alas! gentlemen,” cried Rip, somewhat dismayed, “I am a poor, quiet man, a
native of the place, and a loyal subject of the King, God bless him!”’

Here a general shout burst from the bystanders-“a tory! a tory! a spy! a refugee!
hustle him! away with him!” It was with great difficulty that the self-important man
in the cocked hat restored order; and having assumed a tenfold austerity of brow,
demanded again of the unknown culprit, what he came there for, and whom he
was seeking. The poor man humbly assured him that he meant no harm, but merely
came there in search of some of his neighbors, who used to keep about the tavern.



“Well—who are they?—name them.”
Rip bethought himselfa moment, and inquired, Where’s Nicholas Vedder?

There was a silence for a little while, when an old man replied, in a thin, piping
voice, “Nicholas Vedder? why, he is dead and gone these eighteen years! There
was a wooden tombstone in the churchyard that used to tell all about him, but
that’s rotten and gone too.”

“Where’s BromDutcher?”

“Oh, he went off to the army in the beginning of the war; some say he was killed at
the storming of Stony-Point—others say he was drowned in a squall at the foot of
Antony’s Nose. I don’t know—he never came back again.”

“Where’s Van Bummel, the schoolmaster?”
“He went off to the wars, too; was a great militia general, and is now in Congress.”

Rip’s heart died away, at hearing of these sad changes in his home and friends, and
finding himself thus alone in the world. Every answer puzzled him too, by treating
of'such enormous lapses of time, and of matters which he could not understand:
war—Congress-Stony-Point;—he had no courage to ask after any more friends,
but cried out in despair, “Does nobody here know Rip Van Winkle?”’

“Oh, Rip Van Winkle!” exclaimed two or three. “Oh, to be sure!that’s Rip Van
Winkle yonder, leaning against the tree.”

Rip looked, and beheld a precise counterpart of himself as he went up the moun-
tain; apparently as lazy, and certainly as ragged. The poor fellow was now com-
pletely confounded. He doubted his own identity, and whether he was himself or
another man. In the midst of his bewilderment, the man in the cocked hat de-
manded who he was, and what was his name?

“God knows!” exclaimed he at his wit’s end; “I’m not myself—I’m somebody
else—that’s me yonder-no—that’s somebody else, got into my shoes—I was
myself last night, but I fell asleep on the mountain, and they’ve changed my gun,
and everything’s changed, and I’'m changed, and I can’t tell what’s my name, or
who [ am!”

The by-standers began now to look at each other, nod, wink significantly, and tap
their fingers against their foreheads. There was a whisper, also, about securing the
gun, and keeping the old fellow from doing mischief; at the very suggestion of
which, the self-important man with the cocked hat retired with some precipitation.
At this critical moment a fresh, comely woman pressed through the throng to get a
peep at the gray-bearded man. She had a chubby child in her arms, which, fright-
ened at his looks, began to cry. “Hush, Rip,” cried she, “hush, you little fool; the
old man won’t hurt you.” The name of the child, the air of the mother, the tone of
her voice, all awakened a train of recollections in his mind.

“What is your name, my good woman?” asked he.
“Judith Cardenier.”
“And your father’s name?”

“Ah, poor man, Rip Van Winkle was his name, but it’s twenty years since he went
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away from home with his gun, and never has been heard of since,—his dog came
home without him; but whether he shot himself, or was carried away by the Indi-
ans, nobody can tell. I was then but a little girl.”

Rip had but one more question to ask; but he put it with a faltering voice:
“Where’s your mother?”

Oh, she too had died but a short time since; she broke a blood-vessel in a fit of
passion at a New-England pedler.

There was a drop of comfort, at least, in this intelligence. The honest man could
contain himselfno longer. He caught his daughter and her child in his arms. “I am
your father!” cried he-*““Young Rip Van Winkle once-old Rip Van Winkle now—
Does nobody know poor Rip Van Winkle!”

All stood amazed, until an old woman, tottering out from among the crowd, put
her hand to her brow, and peering under it in his face for a moment exclaimed,
“sure enough! it is Rip Van Winkle—it is himself. Welcome home again, old
neighbour. Why, where have you been these twenty long years?”

Rip’s story was soon told, for the whole twenty years had been to him but as one
night. The neighbors stared when they heard it; some were seen to wink at each
other, and put their tongues in their cheeks; and the self-important man in the
cocked hat, who, when the alarm was over, had returned to the field, screwed
down the corners of his mouth, and shook his head—upon which there was a
general shaking of the head throughout the assemblage.

It was determined, however, to take the opinion of old Peter Vanderdonk, who
was seen slowly advancing up the road. He was a descendant of'the historian of
that name, who wrote one of the earliest accounts of the province. Peter was the
most ancient inhabitant of the village, and well versed in all the wonderful events
and traditions of the neighbourhood. He recollected Rip at once, and corrobo-
rated his story in the most satisfactory manner. He assured the company that it
was a fact, handed down from his ancestor, the historian, that the Kaatskillmountains
had always been haunted by strange beings. That it was affirmed that the great
Hendrick Hudson, the first discoverer of the river and country, kept a kind of vigil
there every twenty years, with his crew of the Half-moon; being permitted in this
way to revisit the scenes ofhis enterprise, and keep a guardian eye upon the river
and the great city called by his name. That his father had once seen them in their
Old Dutch dresses playing at ninepins in the hollow of the mountain; and that he
himself had heard, one summer afternoon, the sound of their balls, like distant
peals of thunder.

To make a long story short, the company broke up, and returned to the more
important concerns of the election. Rip’s daughter took him home to live
with her; she had a snug, well-furnished house, and a stout cheery farmer for
a husband, whom Rip recollected for one of the urchins that used to climb
upon his back. As to Rip’s son and heir, who was the ditto of himself, seen
leaning against the tree, he was employed to work on the farm; but evinced
an hereditary disposition to attend to anything else but his business.

Rip now resumed his old walks and habits; he soon found many of his former
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favour.

Having nothing to do at home, and being arrived at that happy age when a man
can be idle with impunity, he took his place once more on the bench, at the inn
door, and was reverenced as one of the patriarchs ofthe village, and a chronicle of
the old times “before the war.” It was some time before he could get into the
regular track of gossip, or could be made to comprehend the strange events that
had taken place during his torpor. How that there had been a revolutionary war—
that the country had thrown off the yoke of old England—and that, instead of
being a subject to his Majesty George the Third, he was now a free citizen of the
United States. Rip, in fact, was no politician; the changes of states and empires
made but little impression on him; but there was one species of despotism under
which he had long groaned, and that was—petticoat government. Happily, that
was at an end; he had got his neck out of the yoke of matrimony, and could go in
and out whenever he pleased, without dreading the tyranny of Dame Van Winkle.
Whenever her name was mentioned, however, he shook his head, shrugged his
shoulders, and cast up his eyes; which might pass either for an expression of
resignation to his fate, or joy at his deliverance.

He used to tell his story to every stranger that arrived at Mr. Doolittle’s hotel. He
was observed, at first, to vary on some points every time he told it, which was,
doubtless, owing to his having so recently awaked. It at last settled down pre-
cisely to the tale I have related, and not a man, woman, or child in the neighbourhood,
but knew it by heart. Some always pretended to doubt the reality of it, and insisted
that Rip had been out of his head, and that this was one point on which he always
remained flighty. The Old Dutch inhabitants, however, almost universally gave it
full credit. Even to this day, they never hear a thunder-storm ofa summer after-
noon about the Kaatskill, but they say Hendrick Hudson and his crew are at their
game of ninepins; and it is a common wish of all henpecked husbands in the neigh-
borhood, when life hangs heavy on their hands, that they might have a quieting
draught out of Rip Van Winkle’s flagon.

8.4 PLOT

‘Rip Van Winkle’ is set in the years before and after the American Revolutionary

War in a town at the foot of New York’s Catskill Mountains where Rip Van
Winkle, a Dutch-American resident, lives. One autumn day, Rip Van Winkle me-
anders into the mountains with his dog Wolf'to get away from his wife’s annoying.
He hears his name called out and sees a man wearing outdated Dutch garments;
he is conveying a barrel up the mountain and needs support. Together, the men
and Wolf continue walking to hollow in which Rip finds the source of thunderous
noises: a gathering of ornately dressed, quiet, unshaven men who are playing nine-
pins.

Rip Van Winkle does not ask what their identity is or how they know his name.
Rather, he starts to drink a portion of their alcohol and soon falls asleep. At the
point when he awakens on the mountain, he finds shocking changes: his musket is
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rotting and rusty, his beard is a foot long, and his dog is mysteriously gone. He
comes back to his town, where he perceives nobody. He reached after an elec-
tion, and individuals ask how he casted a ballot. Never having cast a ballot in his
life, he proclaims himself a faithful subject of King George I11, unconscious that the
American Revolution has taken place, and about pushes himselfinto difficulty with
the townspeople until one older lady remembers him as the long-lost Rip Van
Winkle.

Ruler George’s representation on the inn’s sign has been supplanted with one of
George Washington. Van Winkle discovers that the vast majority ofhis compan-
ions were killed battling in the American Revolution. He is additionally upset to
discover another man called Rip Van Winkle; it is his child, grown up. Van Winkle
likewise finds that his wife died before some time ago yet is not disheartened by
the news. He discovers that the men whom he met in the mountains are supposed
to be the ghosts of Henry Hudson’s group from his boat, the Halve Maen. He
additionally understands that he has been away from the town for 20 years. His
grown daughter takes him in and he continues his typical inertness. His bizarre
story is seriously acknowledged by the Dutch pilgrims, especially by the kids who
state that, at whatever point thunder is heard, the men in the mountains must play
ninepins.

8.5 THEME

Change with Continuity and Preservation of Tradition

After Rip awakens from his long rest and comes back to the town, he does not
perceive the individuals he encounters.But, not only their faces are new as well as
their styles and the vibe of the town: It is bigger, with lines of houses he had never
observed. His own home is wrecked now with nobody living in it, and the motel
he frequented is an inn. His wife and old Vedder are dead. Others left the town
and never returned. Everything is unique, it appears; nothing is as it might have
been. There has even been a revolutionary war wherein America gained its inde-
pendence from England and turned into another nation. In any case, when Rip
looks beyond the town, he sees that the Hudson River and the Catskill Mountains
are actually equivalent as they were before his rest. He additionally starts to expe-
rience individuals who knew him some time in the past: first, the old lady, after that
the old man, Peter Vanderdonk, who testifies for reality of Rip’s odd story about
the ninepin bowlers he met in the mountains. At this point in the story, Irving’s main
theme begins to emerge: Although wrenching, radical changes are sometimes nec-
essary to move society forward, such changes must not eradicate old ways and
traditions entirely. Genuine, enduring change is an amalgam of the old and new.
New builds on the foundations of'the old. There must be continuity. So it is that old
Vanderdonk, in confirming Rip’s tale, says he himself has heard the thunder of
ninepin bowlers, who are the crewmen of The Half-Moon, the ship Henry Hudson
captained in his exploration of the Hudson River. It seems that their spirits return
to the Hudson Valley and Catskill Mountains every twenty years to keep a “watch-
man eye” on the river and its environs.

Hudson was an Englishman, indeed, yet his relationship with his overthrown na-
tion does not mean the qualities he speaks to must die with the revolution. Rip
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baby Rip III. However, change has come to the town; there is congruity. New
ages go along that bring change, however old qualities and customs just as family
lines—stay alive and flourishing. What’s more, from time to time, thunder thunders
in the Catskills when Hudson and his group play ninepins.

The Magic of the Imagination

Irving’s story proposes that human creative mind can give society charming, hu-
morous stories that become piece of an enduring, magical folklore. Today, the
Catskill and Hudson Valley areas well recollect Rip Van Winkle and Ichabod
Crane—the hero of another Irving story, “The Legend of Sleepy Hollow”— as though
they were genuine people. A bridge over the Hudson has even been named after
Rip. Sunnyside, [rving’s Tarrytown home between 1835 and 1859, is a significant
vacation spot in the Hudson Valley.

Freedom versus Tyranny

Irving conveys the theme of freedom versus tyranny throughout the story. Rip Van
Winkle looks for just the opportunity to be his sort, simple self and to carry on
with the inactive life he wants to live. His freedom and good nature charm him to
his kindred townspeople, whom he is glad to help and to spend the time with.
Rip’s assurance to be liberated to act naturally and do what he wants never changes.

Different kinds of tyranny impinge on Rip to constrain his freedom. The most
obvious tyrannical power is his better half, as she pesters him continually and
savagely to work on their farm and support his family. Dame Van Winkle is “con-
stantly dinning in his ears about his idleness, his carelessness, and the ruin he is
welcoming on his family.” Dame Van Winkle speaks to domestic tyranny. Rip is
tormented to “despair” by her high-pitched pestering however never surrenders
to it. He sees society’s demand that he works for benefit or cash as another kind
of tyranny. Rather he gets away from the two types of tyranny by escaping his
wife’s presence. He would prefer to sit and talk with his companions, fish in the
Hudson River, or chase in the Catskill Mountains. Irving recommends that re-
sponsibility itself is a sort of tyranny, as is being compelled to accomplish work
you dislike. However, Dame Van Winkle has each option to request that Rip
satisfy his duties as a spouse and a dad to youngsters portrayed as “ragged” and
poor as aresult of his sluggishness.

Rip rarely thinks about politics. [rving makes reference to that the early residents
are the subjects of King George III, yet that reality appears to be absolutely
immaterial to their lives. So, while different pioneers may have seen British domi-
nation as tyranny, the characters in the start of the story never allude to it that way.
The only time Rip experiences politics as something disturbing and forcing is the
point at which he comes back from his time travel on the mountain. At that point he
is associated with being a “Tory” and is almost assaulted. Somehow or another,
the duties of citizenship, for example, supporting a political group and competitor
and casting a ballot in elections —are a kind of tyranny for Rip since they con-
strain his freedom to carry on with a basic life unburdened by governmental issues.
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Toward the end, he is unconcerned with politics and looks for just the freedom to
be inert and tell to the tale of his experience. Neither household nor civic respon-
sibility interrupts Rip’s deep lifelong freedom.

Constancy and Change

Irving builds up the theme of constancy and change through the activities of his
hero and the powers that act up on him. Rip Van Winkle is the epitome of steadi-
ness in the story. Despite the tremendous changes that happen around him, he
continues as before gentle, inert soul—both in the early time of the story and in
when he comes back to his town—a puzzling 20 years after the fact. He speaks to
a sort of sentimental figure of virtue and freedom that endures regardless of what
changes are going on around him. Rip continues as before man despite the fact
that he spends, overnight, from the past to the future—where he continues to
adhere to his actual nature and to live openly, as he sees fit.

The town itself speaks to emotional change after some time. Physical changes are
obvious. In the old town, the restful hotel that Rip and his companions used to
gather at is currently a bustling inn. Not only the town is changed physically—in its
homes and structures— nature of the inhabitants appears to be changed. The
sleepy town of the old days is stood out strongly from the crowded, politics-
obsessed town oftwo decades later. It is practically difficult to envision anybody
from the old town assaulting a neighbour for their political leanings. In those days,
Rip was a “favourite” among kids and grown-ups the same. However, when Rip
enters the post- revolutionary town, he is mobbed by individuals who suspect him
of “breeding a riot in the town” and of being a “Tory” and a “spy.” Elections have
carried a kind of uproar to the previously peaceful town since the townsfolk are
residents, not subjects. So governmental issues, autonomy, and national sover-
eignty are agents of change.

People are likewise adjusting nature: The “incredible tree” that had shaded the
quiet hotel has been chopped down and supplanted by an uncovered flagpole.
The significance of shielding nature from change is additionally clear in the tradition
of'the ghosts of Hendrick Hudson’s team, who visit the Catskills every 20 years to
“guard their darling Hudson River. These changes in the normal world relate to the
more business and political culture of the later time.

Volunteerism versus Work for Profit

Rip Van Winkle is glad to work, yet just when he volunteers in his work to other
people. He does not enthusiastically work for his own or his family’s benefit or
advantage. Despite the fact that he openly helps his neighbours, he refuses to farm
his own land that, if all around tended, might yield a benefit and a living for his
family. Despite the fact that Rip’s attitude toward work might be surprising time
permitting—the reader must conclude that probably a few residents work their
farms—it is strange in the town decades later.

Rip is the exemplification of early colonial tradition and its basic lifestyle. [rving
permits Rip the freedom to spend his time on earth in inertness and narrating in the
post- revolutionary town. However, his revolutionary of the near frenzy of resi-
dent activity and the supplanting of the hotel with lodging indicate that work for
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the difference between prior qualities and the increasingly intense focus on work
for cash and benefit that was to turn into the sign of the country.

History and Fiction

Irving opens and shuts the narrative with the detailed promise ofhis story teller,
Diedrich Knickerbocker, which the story speaks to historical fact. Knickerbocker
clarifies that he has addressed Dutch families—"the old burghers ... further more,
still more their wives” whose ancestors were alive at that point and who insist that
the story s true.

Irving composed both fiction and well-researched history, and in ‘Rip Van Winkle’
he investigates the gap among reality and fiction and the area of truth in both. He
likewise analyzes the value of fiction as a complement to historical fact. Irving
utilizes Knickerbocker’s confirmation that the tall story is true to add a touch of
humour to the story, just as to uncover to nineteenth century Americans how their
ancestors’ lives varied so drastically from their own.

8.6 ANALYSIS

As a preface to the narrative, the reader is told to that, the story was “found
among the papers of the late Diedrich Knickerbocker,” an amateur historian
devoted to interviewing Dutch pioneers and their relatives—huge numbers
of whom have related comparable stories. This testimony, Knickerbocker
claims, gives his story “scrupulous accuracy.” The tone is light and playful;
uncovering that Knickerbocker comprehends his story may be seen as ques-
tionable. However, his claims underscore the story’s serious investigation of
its subjects of opportunity and change. At its decision, the creator empha-
sizes that a few people trust Rip’s story and some do not again raising the
issue of truth versus history. In any case, in the two occurrences Knickerbocker
suggests that folk tales are an important part of a country’s history, regard-
less of whether the stories are not truly evident.

Idleness and the Tyranny of Responsibility

Rip Van Winkle demands living, as he wants to live. He is a “simple, pleas-
ant man, a kind neighbour.” The reader is informed that he is “amiable” and
“an extraordinary most loved in the town” since he plays with the kids and
“would never refuse to assist a neighbour even in the roughest toil.” His life
is one of leisure activities, for example, fishing, hunting, and idly gossiping
at the hotel with his companions. This is the life Rip has picked and will not
surrender.

When Rip comes back from his time-traveling mountain visit, he is suffi-
ciently fortunate to have the option to continue the same lazy type of life he
had previously. He does not work. Rather, he is bolstered by his daughter
and her family. Rip spends his old age sitting on a bench in town gossiping
and telling the story of his dreamlike experience.

. In the initial segment of the story, Dame Van Winkle is depicted as an un-
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bearable nag, a “termagant” who henpecks her husband to get him to work
their farm. If Rip 1s the hero of the story, Dame Van Winkle is without a
doubt its enemy. She represents the tyranny of family responsibility. She is
supposed to be “continually dinning (repeating loudly) in his ear about his
idleness, his carelessness.”” She berates him “morning, early afternoon, and
night her tongue ... unendingly going.” All Dame Van Winkle needs is for her
husband to take responsibility for his family and to provide for her and his
“ragged” kids. Presumably, a decent soul like Rip thinks about his family.
However when Dame Van Winkle chastises him, he just “[shrugs] his shoul-
ders, [shakes] his head ... but [says] nothing.” Then he gets away. Rip sees
any demand that he surrenders his inactive life as an unsuitable restriction
on his opportunity—one that he quietly ignores.

The tyranny of responsibility is obvious in Rip’s response to the political
free for all of the townspeople when he comes back to the town after his
time-traveling rest. He 1s “at a loss to understand” the new situation. He
encounters the town as “busy, bustling, [and] disputatious.” This is abso-
lutely not normal for the sleepy town of the past, with its “accustomed
phlegm and drowsy tranquillity.”” The “bewildered” Rip pulls back from the
group, the noise, and the incomprehensible “election”— whatever that is.
He reasserts his way of life as a “poor, calm man” but is challenged none-
theless for shirking his civic duty to partake in the political decision. In spite
of'the considerable number of changes in the life of the town, when he at
last settles in, Rip is able to maintain his idleness. His daughter bolsters him
(however, he did not bolster her when she was a kid). Rip never twists to
the tyranny of responsibility but maintains his indolent freedom.

Note that Rip never compares the government with tyranny, despite the fact
that he discovers that a lot ofthis companions are killed in the Revolutionary
War. They saw British rule as tyranny, in spite ofthe fact that Rip did not.
Toward the end, Rip is similarly as substance to sit under a representation
of George Washington as he had been to sit underneath a resemblance of
King George I1I. Participating in politics, elections, and voting involves a
community duty—simply the thing Rip maintains a strategic distance from.
Rip is “now a free resident of the United States,” however he is “politician;
the changes of states and empires [make] yet little impact on him.” Instead,
he is glad to be liberated from the “tyranny ... of slip government”— his
wife’s nagging him to take responsibility for supporting his family.

Critical analysis of ‘Rip Van Winkle’ may see the story as a kind of pur-
poseful anecdote for the Revolutionary War, wherein case Dame Van Winkle
and her steady requests may speak to the requests made upon the Ameri-
can colonies by the British government. Rip’s protection from his wife’s
ultimatums may, along these lines, speak to the Americans’ developing dis-
appointment with British rule —and the lead-up to the Revolutionary War.
Through his misfortune in the Catskills, Rip has missed the revolution and
now should adjust to its aftermath.

8.7

LET USSUM UP




The story ‘Rip Van Winkle’ by Washington Irving tale with several themes care- ‘RIP VAN WINKLE’ BY
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through its characters and situations conveys an important message of Change

with Continuity and Preservation of Tradition.

8.8 KEY WORDS

Intrigue- to make somebody very interested and wanting to know more

Contend- to have to deal with a problem or a difficult situation

Lamentably- in an unfortunate or deplorable manner

Scanty- too small in size or amount

Burgher- a citizen of a town or city, typically a member of the wealthy bourgeoisie
Scrupulous- very careful or paying great attention to detail

Obsequious- making a great effort to please or agree with somebody

Sermon- a speech on a religious or moral subject that is given as part ofa service
in church

Assiduity- constant or close attention to what one is doing
Trudge- to walk with slow, heavy steps, for example because you are very tired

Pestilent- destructive to life; deadly
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CHECK YOURPROGRESS 1

ANSWER THE QUESTIONS IN BRIEF.

L. Even though he was a failure as a farmer, Rip Van Winkle was a success as
a human being. What were the most praiseworthy qualities that he pos-
sessed?

2. In what way does Irving’s portrayal of Dame Van Winkle help to illumine
Rip’s character?
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STORY

FIND OUTWHETHER THE FOLLOWING STATEMENTS ARE TRUE
OR FALSE.

1. The action ofthis short story happens in a village in eastern New York.

2. This story was first published in a collection of Irving’s works called The
Sketch Book.

Rip Van Winkle has been away from the town for 25 years.
4.  Rip Van Winkle is a very active person.

Rip Van Winkle feels very sad when he comes to know about his wife’s
death.

CHECK YOUR PROGRESS 3

WRITE SHORT NOTES.

1.  Write summary of the story ‘Rip Van Winkle’.

2. Analysis of the story ‘Rip Van Winkle’.

3. Discuss theme ‘Idleness and the Tyranny of Responsibility’.
CHECK YOUR PROGRESS 4

ANSWER THE QUESTIONS IN DETAIL.

1.  Write a short essay (or a paragraph or two) that uses personification
and/or other figure of speech to invest with a personality the natural
surroundings where you live, as Irving did in ‘Rip Van Winkle’.

2. When Rip returns to his village, he learns that Dame Van Winkle has
died and that his fellow Americans liberated themselves from English
rule in a revolutionary war. What do the war and the death of Rip’s
wife have in common, in terms of how Rip will live the rest of his life?

3. Although ‘Rip Van Winkle’is a fictional tale, it presents truths that can
teach the reader. Write an essay that focuses on the truths presented in
the short story.

Answers
1.  True
2 True
3 False
4.  False
5

false



