
a beautiful girl who lived in the
valley. Late one night lie was rid-

ing home on his hoic from a
country dance, after, vainly en-

deavoring to ,gain the maiden's
favor. The hour-an- d the black
night were as dismal as himself.
In the dead hush of midnight no
signs' of life occurred about him
except the melancholy chirp of a
cricket on the gutteral twangNof a
bull frog. The night grew dark
and darker. He had never felt so
lonely in all his life.

In the center of the road stood
an enormous tulip tree, its limbs
gnarled and fantastic As Icha-
bod approached it he began to
whistle. He thought his whistle
was answered. Going still nearer
he thought he saw something
white hanging in the tree. He
paused and ceased whistling. But
it was only a spot in the tree
which had been hit by lightning
and laid bare.

SUDDENLY he heard a
GROAN his teeth chattered
and his knees smote against the
saddle. Was it only the rubbing
of one huge bough updn another?"

About 200 yards from the tree
a small brook crossed the road.
To pass the bridge that spanned
it was the severest trial because
this stream was "haunted," as all
the villagers well knew. Icha-bod- 's

heart began to thump. He
kicked lustily at his old horse,
"Gunpowder," and the animal
jumped to one side, hard against
the bridge rail. Then a heavy
tramp by the side of the bridge
caught Ichabod's sensitive ear.
He started and stared- -
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His hair stood on end. He
spurred his steed again. The
horse didn't move. Then Ichabod
beheld in the dark shadow "som-
ething huge, misshapen, black and
towering, like some gigantic mon-

ster 1 It was too late to fly
"Who are you?" cried Ichabod.

There was no reply.
But the shadowy object moyed,

and at once bound stood in the
middle of the road. He appeared
to bea HORSEMAN of large di-

mensions, mounted on a black
horse of powerful frame. He
made no offer of molestation or
sociability, but jogged along be-

side old Gunpowder. s
Ichabod was almost dead with

fright. He spurred his horse. So
did the strangen Ichabod tried
to" sing a psalm. His parched
tongue clove to the roof of his
mouth and he could not utter a
sound.

Suddenly the whole uncanny
truth about his sullen companion
was revealed. As they mounted
to the top of a hill which brought
the stranger into relief against
the sky, the poor school man dis-

covered oh horrors, that the
huge horseman was HEAD-
LESS!

Gunpowder seeWd possessed
and whirled Vn up dale, the spec
ter m close pursuit. Ichabod s.
saddle slipped from under him
and he clung to the mane of his
horse in sheer desperation.

Then the chufch spires came in
Sight. If he could reach them he
would be safe. The goblin could
not pass a church. "

Ichabod thundered over the


