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Welcome to Storytime with Dad!  Today we will be reading: The Legend of Sleepy Hollow. 

In the quaint town of Sleepy Hollow, there was a tall, skinny schoolteacher named Ichabod 
Crane. He loved sharing stories with his students, especially as Halloween approached. These 
stories weren’t just any tales, but ghostly legends that had been passed down for generations. 

The most chilling of them all was the story of the Headless Horseman. It was said that many 
years ago, a soldier lost his head in a battle near Sleepy Hollow and every Halloween, he'd ride 
out searching for it. He rode a black steed that seemed to glide over the ground, and instead of 
his head, he carried a glowing pumpkin that illuminated his path. 

As the Halloween festival neared, Ichabod was invited to a party at Katrina Van Tassel's home, 
the prettiest girl in town. The night was filled with laughter, dancing, and tales of the 
supernatural. As the night wore on, the older folks began to share the story of the Headless 
Horseman.  

Old Man Whitmore recounted, "As I made my way home, I heard those dreaded hooves. The 
moon was full, and its pale light revealed the shadowy figure of the Horseman. He drew his 
blade, glinting coldly, and I barely managed to hide behind the old willow tree. By the saints, 
I've never prayed so hard in my life." 

The room grew silent, candles flickered, and shadows danced on the walls as they spoke of 
those who had claimed to see the spectral rider. 

Granny Agnes said, "Perhaps you're right. As I bent down by the creek, I felt a sudden gust of 
cold wind. When I looked up, there he was, just a few paces away, his blade shimmering in the 
night. I dropped my bucket and ran with all the strength my young legs could muster. I believe 
the only reason I'm here today is that the sound of the church bells ringing at midnight seemed 
to deter him." 

As the festival wrapped up the guests all made their way, one by one, cautiously back home.  
Ichabod, having stayed much later than everyone else in order to get into Katrina's good graces, 
finally began to make his own way back home. 

The air was thick with fog as Ichabod Crane made his way through the winding paths of Sleepy 
Hollow. The eerie tales from Katrina Van Tassel's party still echoed in his mind, each step of his 
horse making him ever so jumpy. The woods whispered ancient secrets, and the night seemed 
more alive than ever. Every sound seemed amplified in the deafening silence of the night. 

As he trotted along, a sudden rustling from a bush made him jump. Heart racing, he turned 
only to see... a rabbit, munching on some leaves. Ichabod sighed in relief. "Get a hold of 
yourself, Crane," he muttered, patting his horse's neck. 

Continuing his journey, a soft, ghostly wail drifted through the air. Ichabod's eyes widened in 
terror. Could it be the eerie cry of the Horseman? He strained his ears, holding his breath, only 
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to realize it was the wind whistling through a broken branch of an old tree. He chuckled 
nervously. "Just the wind, nothing more," he reassured himself. 

But Sleepy Hollow wasn’t done playing tricks on poor Ichabod. A little further down the path, a 
shadowy figure loomed ahead. It swayed eerily back and forth. Ichabod's horse stopped in its 
tracks, refusing to go any further. Gathering all his courage, Ichabod squinted and inched 
closer, only to burst into laughter. It was just a scarecrow, gently moving with the breeze. 

Relieved, he gave the scarecrow a friendly pat, chuckling at his own jitters. "Thank you for not 
being headless," he joked.  Feeling a bit more at ease, he sang a little tune to keep his spirits up. 

As Ichabod approached a particularly dense patch of trees, he heard the soft thud of hooves. At 
first, he thought it might just be an echo of his own horse's steps. But then, it grew louder, more 
persistent. A chill ran down his spine; he wasn't alone. 

Emerging from the mist was the dark silhouette of a rider atop a majestic black steed. The sight 
was haunting, for where a head should be, there was only emptiness, save for the luminous 
pumpkin cradled in the rider's arm. The Headless Horseman! 

Ichabod's heart raced. He knew the legends, he knew he had to make it to the bridge. With a 
swift kick, he spurred his horse into a frantic gallop. The Headless Horseman, sensing the chase, 
let out a ghostly wail and sped after him. 

The forest became a dizzying blur. Trees seemed to reach out with their gnarled branches, and 
shadows played tricks on Ichabod's eyes. Every so often, he'd glance back to see the haunting 
glow of the pumpkin, drawing ever closer. 

Suddenly, a large owl swooped down, almost causing Ichabod to lose balance. But he held on, 
urging his horse onward. He could hear the Horseman's breath now, cold and deathly, mixing 
with the sound of hooves pounding the earth. 

As they approached the old bridge, Ichabod's hope grew. The wooden structure was said to be 
a sanctuary, a place the Horseman couldn't cross. But it was still a distance away, and the 
Headless Horseman was closing the gap. 

In a last bid for escape, Ichabod took a risky shortcut, steering his horse through a narrow, rock-
laden path. The horseman hesitated for just a moment, thrown off by Ichabod's sudden move. 
This gave Ichabod a slight lead. 

But it was short-lived. The Horseman, knowing the terrain, took a different route, aiming to 
intercept Ichabod before he reached the bridge. 

Ichabod's horse, sensing the urgency, pushed itself to its limits. They were meters away from 
the bridge when Ichabod heard the unmistakable sound of the Horseman's steed right beside 
him. 

With the bridge just a leap away, the Headless Horseman took his shot, flinging the glowing 
pumpkin towards Ichabod. The world seemed to move in slow motion as Ichabod ducked to 
avoid the fiery pumpkin, and then...  
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The next morning, the townsfolk found Ichabod's horse wandering near the bridge, but there 
was no sign of the schoolteacher. All they found was a shattered pumpkin and a hat belonging 
to Ichabod. 

Ichabod Crane was never seen in Sleepy Hollow again. Some say he fled out of fear, while 
others believe he was taken by the Headless Horseman. Each Halloween, parents would warn 
their kids to be inside before dark, lest they encounter the ghostly rider of Sleepy Hollow.  

The end. 

 

Oh man, that was a spooky story!  The Legend of Sleepy Hollow is one of my favorite stories.  
Disney did a great rendition back in 1949, it was called The Adventures of Ichabod and Mr. 
Toad and the Sleepy Hollow story starts about halfway through.  Now, bear with me - I 
personally really like Bing Crosby and he narrated the whole thing. So if you have time this 
Halloween I'd recommend watching it on Disney+.  I wish Disney sponsored this episode but 
they did not, I just legit like the story and wanted to share. 

Now, my fatherly takeaway is this: respect the legends of your elders.  You will probably hear 
stories from older people that you know.  You're maybe not going to want to believe them, or 
you're going to wonder if they have all the details right, but I'll tell you as a person getting older 
myself, there's a lot of wisdom and truth that we can learn from older people. 

Even if they're wrong, their wrongness is rooted in much more experience than you or I have.  
And that alone is something deserving of respect.  So don't be too quick to cast aside advice 
from people who offer it you.  More often than not, there's something you can learn from them 
even if you disagree. 

Think on that this Halloween, as you're out gathering candy and wondering what spooks are 
watching you in the darkness. 

And on that note, I'll see you again next time. 
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