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CHAPTER I
The Tilting Match at Nottingham

Richard of the lion heart-leaving for the Crusades in 1191
mistrusting  his Saxon-hating brother, Prince John, put England
under a Regency. Bitterly resentful, and backed by Sir Guy of
Gisbeurne and other powerful Norman barons, Prince John avidly
awaited an excuse to seize the Regent’s power, amusing himself
meanwhile with the hunt and the joust.

On a day which he was not likely to forget, Prince John was in
attendance at a jousting match in the courtyard of Nottingham
Castle, where, in the windy sunlight, under fluttering pennants, a
motley crowd was gathered-the blazing silks and velvets of the
nobility in contrast with the more sober garb of the people, and the
rags of serfs and beggars.

Mounted heralds were in readiness to announce the combats and
keep score; squires of competing knights, both Norman and Saxon,
to replace broken lances, or mend damaged armour. Posted
everywhere outside the lists were wandering minstrels whose duty
it was to celebrate with noisy flourishes each feat of arms, each
fortunate or brilliant stroke.

Prince John sat in the royal box with the lovely Lady Marian
Fitzwalter. The sly Bishop of the Black Canons was with him, too,
and the notoriously stupid High Sheriff of Nottingham, not to
mention many lords and ladies of Norman sympathies.
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Suddenly a hush fell over the crowd-the silence before a storm.
Two knights in full armour, visors down, the favours of their ladies
fluttering from their helmets, rode toward each other at full gallop,
and met with terrific force and the shattering of lances, in the centre
of the lists.

Both knights crashed from their saddles and a horse went down
in a cloud of dust. There was a deafening scream of excitement
from the throng and squires ran forward to assist the fallen

contenders to their feet.

“Well, my Lady Marian,” inquired Prince John jubilantly, “was
it not well worth your while to come with me from London Town
to see what stout arms our Nottingham cousins have?” Before she

could answer, the herald’s trumpet was announéing the next tilt.

He lowered his horn and shouted, “The next joust will be
between the valiant Norman knight Sir Guy of Gisbourne .....” .
Frenzied applause from the Normans interrupted him “.....and the
Saxon knight, Sir Robin of Locksley ...... 7

Sir Robin sat his snowy steed in full armour with lance, sword
and shield, the latter bearing his device, black arrows on a field of
white. His helmet was carried by the youthful squire he called Will
Scarlet, fantastically dressed in the hue that matched his name, with

a lute slung over his shoulder.
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During the tremendous cheering of the Saxons, Sir Robin more
than once looked down at the youthful Will with a lifted cyebrow
or a sly wink.

“This Saxon seems to have many friends, Your Highness!” said
the lovely Marian, evidently not too well pleased. “A lot of good
twill do him against Gisbourne!” snorted Prince John.

Turning to the ponderous High Sheriff he asked brusquely,
“Who is he anyway-this Robin of Locksley?”

“A trouble-maker, Your Highness,” said the High Sheriff, his
little eyes glinting, “an independent reckless rogue who goes about
the Shire stirring up the Saxons against authority!

“Against me?” The High Sheriff nodded vigorously and was
about to say more when the Bishop, rolling his eyes toward heaven,
interrupted: “And he sets himself up as a saviour of the common
people!

“I’ll bear the knave in mind!” murmured the Prince ominously.
As the two knights cantered toward the royal box, Sir Robin,

who appeared to be saying nothing at all, murmured out of the
corner of his mouth, “You’re looking uncommonly well-pleased
with yourself today, Sir Guy! Are you planning a hanging?”

“I know a fit subject for one!”

“You might have more luck with a rope than you’ll have with
your lance !”” Sir Guy’s eyes blazed with hate.

Sir Robin’s eyes were laughing-and as he drew rein before
Prince John, the tiny golden bells on his horse’s bridle tinkled
merrily.
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Again the trumpet and the herald’s cry: “Know ye, good people,
that in the final joust of the day, according to ancient custom, the
visiting knight shall have the privilege, if be so desire, to demand of
Lady Marian Fitzwalter, our Maid of Honour, or whomsoever else

he deems fairest-her favour to wear as a gage in the combat !”

Then Lady Marian, who was in the act of giving her kerchief to
sir Guy, withheld it, flushing angrily. “Does this mean, Your
Highness,” she asked haughtily. “that I am to give my favour to

this-this-Saxon!” Prince John nodded.

Robin wheeled his horse, and ignoring the Lady Marian, rode
toward a group of the poorest Saxons. Halting before a withered old
woman, he saluted her gravely and said, “I beg your favour, my
Lady!” The old woman backed away, frightened, but he leaned
over her whispering eagerly, “Hurry, Granny! Give me your

kerchief-anything-but quickly!”

She hastily whipped off her kerchief, gave her nose a speedy dab
with it, and handed it to him. The Saxons cheered tumultuously. He
bowed to the old woman again and rode back to the royal box. As
he passed the Lady Marian she was giving Sir Guy her kerchief, but

found time to. direct a scornful glance at Sir Robin.

“Ladies.....” he thought to himself with a chuckle. “change their
minds with the winds that blow! The Lady Marian is very
beautiful!”

10
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Again the trumpet blast-the blaring voice-and the two knights,
their helmets bearing the oddly-assorted favours of their ladies,
visors down, lances at rest-galloped forward from opposite sides of
the lists. They collided violently, their lances shattered but neither

unhorsed.

Again they came together with terrific force. Robin’s hurled

lance caught Sir Guy squarely and swept him from his saddle.
With wild clamour the Saxons proclaimed Robin the victor.

Leaving his horse in the care of Will Scarlet the winner strode
nonchalantly toward Prince John whose displeasure was evident

through the smile that distorted his wily face.
“Congratulations, Sir Robin,” he said, “on a lucky stroke !”

“My thanks, Your Highness!” Robin replied with the utmost
good humour. “It was-also lucky that the tip of my lance was
capped ... else Nottingham would now be in sore need of a new

lord.. And the lovely Lady Marian of a new champion!”

Prince John’s red face flushed redder and he was about to make
an angry reply. But a courier from foreign lands arrived, his horse

lathered with foam.

“A message from France, Your Highness, from your brother,
King Richard. On his way to England he was captured in Vienna by
Leopold of Austria. He is held for ransom at the Castle of

'73

Durenstein
12
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CHAPTER IT

Much -the -Miller's-Son

Prince John spoke as though the news grieved him sorely.

“Our good King Richard a prisoner !” he lamented. “My noble
brother a captive in a foreign land!” Then in his best imperial
manner, he summoned a courtier. “Tell Sir Guy of Gisbourne to
order a meeting of all the Norman barons ....... for a week from
tonight!”

This done he offered a royal arm to Lady Marian Fitzwalter and,
followed by the Bishop of the Black Canons, the High Sheriff of
Nottingham and the rest of his traitorous Norman retainers, he left
the courtyard for the Great Hall of the Castle.

“You well know, Robin, what that means to all Saxons!” said
Will Scarlet, as knight and squire cantered Jlnglmgly out of
Nottingham toward the open country.

“It means,” answered Robin grimly, “that a mad dog will be let
loose among them!” Then, with a steely smile, his hand on his
trusty bow, he added, “Which means, a mad dog will be routed,
Will, my lad!”

Within a week their prophecy came true. Inoffensive Saxons
were thrown into irons, lashed and robbed, and their houses burned
to the ground.

Sir Guy of Gisbourne-so recently worsted in the joust by the
enchanted lance of Sir Robin-was riding in state through Sherwood
Forest one fine afternoon with other knights in armour, their squires
and an escort of mounted men, when he spied far above him on a
sunny slope a grazing deer. He regarded it casually for it was no
uncommon sight.

14
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But when the animal fell pierced by an arrow, Sir Guy reined his
steed, and waited breathlessly. A moment later, a small, barefoot
man in a leather jerkin ran from hiding, glanced furtively about and
seeing no one, whipped out his knife, and knelt to skin his
forbidden prey.

Sir Guy spurred his horse, and gesturing to the others to follow,
rode furiously up the slope toward the fallen deer. The poacher,
hearing the commotion, made a mad dash for his life, but soon the
Norman horsemen, thundering about him, bore him to the ground.
A dwarfish man, he fought desperately, but was soon overpowered
and borne panting and exhausted before the outraged Sir Guy of
Gisbourne.

“Your name, you Saxon dog!”
“A b _better one than yours .......... ye black ........
“Mind your manners ! ”

shouted one of the men-at-arms, a burly fellow, smashing him
! k2

across the mouth, “This is Sir Guy of Gisbourne

9

“Sir Guy or the devil there’s little choice atween them ... T ...
began the little man but a rain of kicks and blows silenced him. The
man-at-arms, by way of precaution, pointed a knife at his throat.

“What are you called, I said ! ”
“M-much-the-Miller’s-Son ........ but ... ”
“You know it’s death to.kill the King’s deer?”

“And death from ’unger if we don’t .... thanks to you an’ the
rest of Prince John’s Norman cut-throats at Notting’am Castle ... ”

16
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“Shut up, you!” bellowed the man-at-arms, doing disturbing things
with the knife. But Much-the-Miller’s-Son refused to be hushed.
“I’Il not shut up for no Norman ’edge-robbers, so I won’t ... Kill me
if ye like, Sir Guy, but first I’ll ’ave me say! Ye can beat an’ rob
an’ starve us Saxons now ..but when King Richard escapes and
gets ’ome again, "e’ll take the lot of ye by the scruff o’ the neck an
‘eave ye into the sea, so ’e will !”

Sir Guy in an overpowering fury, snatched his sword from its
scabbard, raised it high and was about to strike down the little man
without more ado. But at that instant a great black arrow screamed
out of the forest. It struck the broadsword from Sir Guy’s hand and
hurled it a dozen yards away. With an exclamation he grasped his
stinging wrist.

Breathless silence fell upon the company.

Then they heard the snapping of twigs, and out of the green
wilderness rode two merry horsemen, one in scarlet, one in Lincoln
green.

“What’s the meaning of this ...” began Sir Guy, but the one in
green interrupted him gently, a faintly ironical smile on his brown
young face. “Come now, Sir Guy ... you wouldn’t kill my servant
for telling the truth !”

“For killing the King’s deer, whether for serf or noble,” Sir Guy
rejoined sharply, “the penalty is death ! If ... this man isyour
servant... as you say.......”"

Still smiling Robin took his bow from Will Scarlet, fitted an
arrow 1nto it and aiming it at Sir Guy’s heart, said courteously,
“The penalty, 1 take it, is still death, even if I intended the deer for
Prince John’s table-and mean to bring it to the meeting of the
barons tonight at Nottingham Castle!”

18
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Sir Guy looked hard at the arrow-looked hard at Robin. Then,
white with rage, he wheeled his horse and started down from the
glade. His men followed. Hurriedly Will Scarlet unslung his lute
and began to strum the strings and to sing. He raised his voice so
that it might be sure to reach the ears of the retreating Sir Guy.
“There was a knight who stormed a hill With full ten thousand men,
And when at last the top was won. He tumbled down again ........ ”?

Robin and Will laughed loud and long laughed till the green
forest rang with merry echoes.

Much-the-Miller’s-Son had a sense of humour, too but he had
more important matters to settle, and his simple, honest face was
exceedingly serious.

He padded across the velvet carpet of the turf, knelt awkwardly
before Robin, took both his hands in his own, lifted them to his
tousled head, and left them there, in token of fealty.

“Thanks, good Master ...” he mumbled in humble gratitude.

“Look before you shoot next time, little man,” said Robin
kindly.

“From this day, Master,” vowed Much solemnly, “I follers only
you!”

“What? Why, you don’t even know me!”

“Don’t know yer... tck... tck... tck! Why, bless your ’eart, there
ain’t a poor Saxon in all Notting’amshire as don’t know an’ pray
for Sir Robin of Locksley!”

“He needs their prayers.......

“Take me for your servant, Master! In the ’ole forest there’s no
such ’unter as me ... I’ll be faithful to yer ... I’1l ...”

“But I don’t need you ..........” .

“I asks no pay, Master ....I only asks to foller you ........ ”

“But...” .

“Where you goes,” said Much obstinately, “I follers !
“Fetch the deer, then ........ ”

20
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Almost tearful with joy Much-the-Miller’s-Son did as he was
told. :
When at last Robin and Will Scarlet were mounted and ambling
along under the shadowy boughs ... Much trudged happily after,
bearing the body of the deer on his should2rs And the moon was
rising.

“And now for Nottingham Castle and the banqueting barons,
Will,” sang out Robin, “ and chicken-hearted John !

“'m thinking he’ll open his eyes when you drop down the deer
before him !” \

“He’ll open them wider, i’ faith, at what I have to say ! ”

__JM’&‘JJ‘#&QM‘M
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CHAPTER Il

The Norman Banquet

The Great Hall of Nottingham Castle flared and faded in the
light of torches that hung in cressets on the dark stone walls, from
which glimmered the gorgeous banners of the Normans-and the
long table was surrounded by banqueters.

A lusty company they feasted lustily, using huge slabs of bread
for their plates-heaping them high with meat from the spits as the
servants passed. They quaked with mighty laughter as they gulped
the wassail and gorged the food.

All those who were false to King Richard were on hand as
honoured guests of his brother, Prince John-the High Sheriff of
Nottingham, his little eyes littler than ever-the wily Bishop of the
Black Canons-and Sir Guy of Gisbourne-with a dozen others of his
rank.

Prince John, resplendently bejewelled, partook of neither meat
nor drink, but mused darkly on ways and means to raise himself to
the seat of the mightiest. At last he turned to the jocular knight next
to him and asked a question. All stopped to listen as the oracle
spoke.

“Any more objections to the new tax, from our Saxon friends?”

“Objections, Your Highness?” guffawed Sir Geoffrey, “with a
Saxon dangling from every gallows from here to Charnwood!”
Uproarious laughter greeted this sally. “Well said !” exclaimed
Prince John, then, wagging a playful finger at Sir Guy, he added,
“But not foo many, mind—or we’ll have nobody left to till our land
and pay our taxes!”
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“There’s one I'd except, Your Highness,” replied Sir Guy
venomously, “And that one is Sir Robin of Locksley ! ”

“Oho, I see, Sir Knight,” taunted Prince John. “The one who
jarred the Lady Marian-and you, too, if I remember rightly-on the
day of the joust! What’s he been doing?”

“Only today I caught him killing a Royal deer in the forest!”

“Did you take him?” shouted Prince John.

“That, Your Highness,” began Sir Guy apologetically, would
not have been easy .youseel ......... ”

“Right! > broke in Sir Geoffrey. “Give the devil his due, Sir
Robin of Locksley is the finest archer in all England !”

“But......” .thundered Prince John, off on one of his most terrific
tantrums, “killing a Royal deer ! I want him brought here at once
and hanged /D’ye hear men? Hanged, I say! At once ! I'll tolerate
no...”

He got no further.

From beyond the outer doors came sounds that brought the
guests to their feet, hands on swords.

The door burst open and Robin entered bearing the body of a
deer across his broad shoulders.

“ Who’s this? ” cried Prince John, as two men-at-arms, stepped
forward to bar Robin’s way.

“Sir Robin of Locksley, your Highness.”

“Stand back there and let him enter ! ”

Robin strode straight up to the banquet table. He glanced at the
remnants of the meal and at the Prince, and said with an impudently
charming smile, “I hope Sir Guy has given me a better meal than
my reception indicates ! I no sooner enter the Castle with a bit of
meat-than his hungry servants try to snatch it from me!” He turned
to Sir Guy saying with mild reproach, “You shouldn’t starve them
... really you shouldn’t. They’d work better well-fed!
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With these words he deposited the Royal deer on the table,
directly under the high- and-mighty nose of Prince John, saying
with a ceremonious bow, “With the compliments of your royal
brother, King Richard, God bless him ! ” Prince John whose anger
had been melting into stupefaction, suddenly sank into his chair,
threw back his head, and laughed himself into a state bordering on
suffocation.

“By my faith ..... he panted at last, wiping his eyes, “you’re a
bold rascal, Robin but I like you! Have you had meat?”

“None but this that I brought, Your Highness ! ”

“Sit down then, sit down ! Sit there, opposite me! Get up, Sir
Ivor, and give him your place! Ho, varlets, bring Sir Robin food!
Plenty of it! Such insolence must support a mighty appetite ! ”

“It does need something to support it,” said Robin genially,
helping himself to food from his neighbour’s trencher, “for it has
little to fatten on when your tax-gatherers are through ! ”

“You think you’re overtaxed ?” asked Prince John, with a wink
at the scandalised Bishop of the Black Canons.

Robin nodded energetically as he ate.

“Overtaxed, overworked and paid off with a knife or a club or a
TOpe ......... ” he murmured dreamily. Suddenly e topped eating
and looked squarely at Prince John. “You know, we Saxons aren’t
going to put up with it much longer!”

“Oh, you’re not aren’t you?” cried Prince John, his anger rising.
“Well, listen to me! ... I called this meeting of my friends to tell
them that to pay off Richard’s ransom, they’ve got to collect, not
two gold marcs on the pound. but three ! And the money is to be
paid to me!”

“Why to you, Your Highness ...” asked Robin with ominous
calmness “when King Richard appointed Longchamps as Regent?”

“I’ve kicked Longchamps out! From now on, I’'m Regent of
England!”

"
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As he said the words, his crafty face dark with triumph, Lady
Marian came to the upper balcony and looked down on the tense

scene. It was as though a star shone through the dusk.

One after another the knights vowed fealty to Prince John now
that he had made his meaning clear, and swollen with pride he

turned to Robin.“And what about you, my young Saxon cockerel ?”

Robin of Locksley sprang to his feet and his words pierced the
silence like lightning. “Every man here who gives allegiance to
Prince John,” he cried, “is a traitor ! Prince John has used the
King’s misfortune to seize his power ... and he’ll use that power
with the help of you sweet cut-throats here to grind Richard’s
ransom out of our helpless Saxon hinds-a ransom that will be used,

not to release Richard, but to buy John’s way to the throne ......... ”

Furious was the uproar that rose from the Norman knights. All
leaned forward tensely, hands on swords. It was Sir Guy who

pleaded darkly, “May I not dispose of him, Your Highness?”

“No, let him spout, for the moment,” replied John, livid with

fury, and then, to Robin, “What do you propose to do next?”

“To organise revolt!” cried Robin. “To exact a death for a
death! And never to stop till every Saxon in our shire can stand up

to you, free men, and strike a blow for Richard of England!”
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As Robin sat down, a spear-head crashed through the back of his
chair, missing him by inches only. Like a flash he rose, upsetting
his own heavy chair and those on either side, and turned to face his
treacherous assailant—the knight Sir Ivor, whose place at table he
had taken. Then raising the heavy chair above his head Robin
hurled it with such force that it swept Sir Ivor off his feet with a

resounding crash.
“Take him ! Kill him !”” was the cry.

A dozen men with drawn swords made toward Robin, but he
had recovered his trusty bow now and as he fitted an arrow, his
attackers paused. Too well they knew of Robin’s skill with that

redoubtable weapon.

“Wang!” a great black arrow tore across the room and the
leading Norman crashed over on the floor. That was sufficient, the
attackers paused and the rest of the banqueters commenced to make
for the door.

Seeing the hesitation of his assailants, Robin leaped upon the
table and pelted them with heavy metal dishes and drinking vessels.
In confusion they retreated, one and all, and with his bow Robin
held them in check until he had gained an upper gallery from which
he knew he could easily effect his escape from the castle.

Once safely outside, his trusty servant Will Scarlet would be
waiting with his horse and Much-the-Miller’s-Son. And before the
Normans could realise what was happening, Robin figured that he
would be able to slip quickly away and find safety in the depths of
the forest.
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CHAPTER IV

Little John

“Quick, men! Quick ! They’ve got a traitor inside ! ”
Sir Robin of Locksley, having that moment darted through the
castle door and yanked it shut after him, leaned against it shouting
for help. The guards in the courtyard, deceived by his trick, fell to
with a will. They hurled themselves against it and succeeded, for
the moment at least, in holding it shut, in spite of the superior force
on the other side, straining every muscle to open it.

Swiftly as an arrow from his own bow, Robin sped across the
shadowy court, leapt into his saddle, pulled Much-the-Miller’s-Son
up behind him, and clattered merrily away over the causeway, Will
Scarlet, his squire, clattering after him. They were scarcely out of
sight when the door burst open and two spluttering knights-Sir Ivor
and Sir Baldwin-catapulted out.

They were closely followed by Prince John, purple with fury,
and by Sir Guy of Gisbourne and a dozen other knights. Then came
the High Sheriff of Nottingham, the Bishop of the Black Canons,
and beautiful Lady Marian. Men-at-arms, servants and archers
arrived next. “Which way did he go, you fools?”

Sir Ivor having bawled the words, and delivered a staggering
blow to the guard who pointed toward the causeway, scuttled
across to his horse, mounted, and followed by Sir Baldwin,
galloped off in pursuit of the culprit, a straggling company of men-
at-arms running behind.
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Robin, hearing the hurrying hoofs behind him, halted and Will
Scarlet handed him his bow and quiver. He carefully chose an
arrow, fitted it, aimed and waited. The bowstring twanged and Sir
lvor fell to the ground. Sir Baldwin reared his horse for a moment
then spurred it on. Again the deadly bowstring hummed and he,
too, bit the dust. The men-at-arms ran to his side, but when another
arrow whizzed by their leader, they fled in panic.

As Robin wheeled his steed toward the wooded heights, a body
of mounted men galloped by. When they were out of hearing Robin
slapped Will’s horse on the flanks and sent it loping along the road
that led away from the town. He then gave the diminutive Much a
lift to the saddle and grimly issued his orders: “Find Crippen the’
Arrow-maker and his friends. Tell them to pass the word to every
man who’s been beaten or robbed or tortured The Gallows Oak
here in Sherwood ... tomorrow night. They’ll understand!” Much
vanished as if by magic.

“Energetic soul, aren’t you,” said Will with whimsical disgust,
“I suppose we sleep tonight amid the beastly fauna and flora !”

“It’s healthy, my lad!” retorted Robin with a provoking grin.

“ prefer my warm bed at Locksley !

“And being taken and hanged?”

“Better death than discomfort!” said Will and the two plunged
further into the dark greenery of the forest, where an owl was
hooting crazily. _

At that moment in a stone-walled room in Nottingham Castle
Prince John, in a fine rage, scribbled with a quill on crackling
parchment. Having signed the document with a flourish, he arose
and handed it to Sir Guy of Gisbourne. “There- ” said His Highness
triumphantly. |

“A death sentence for your friend Sir Robin of Locksley\ ..
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Have it proclaimed in every village that he’s an outlaw ... and
hang anybody that gives him shelter or aid !”’

“Yes ... er . Sire !” said Sir Guy, a trifle prematurely. “His
possessions are forfeit to the Crown ...”went on Prince John
working himself to the verge of an apoplectic attack. “Seize his
castle and lands everything he owns ... ah ... er ...” He walked
toward the door, Sir Guy at his elbow. “And.......er ... just to let
the people know how the wind has changed ... the sooner you
begin collecting the....... ah ... the ........ ”?

“The ransom, Sire?” suggested Sir Guy smoothly.

“Yes ... yes of course! The ransom! ... And don’t forget Locksley

“I’ll have him dangling in a week !”

When morning gilded the blowing greenery of Sherwood Forest
and set the dewdrops sparkling, Robin was striding sturdily along
the mossy floor, while Will stumbled sleepily after. “A-a-agh !
he yawned, stretching himself, “I’'m tired !”

“Tired? After such a refreshing sleep in the merry greenwood!
Why, I ...” Suddenly Robin stopped and stared ahead of him.

They had come to a broad stream which was bridged by a large
fallen tree and at the other end of this improvised bridge stood a
giant of a man, in a worn yellow jerkin and hose, and a scarlet cap
with a green feather. The stranger leaned on a great quarterstaff and
eyed the newcomers coldly.

“There’s a lusty infant!” murmured Robin. “D’ye suppose I can
reason him into joining us! We’ll be needing a lot like him soon!”

“By the look ofhim,” replied Will Scarlet morosely, “ his
quarterstaff does his reasoning for him !”

“Well, let’s see what he’s made of !

“Go if you want,” said Will with a shrug, “I’m glad it’s your
skull and not mine that’ll suffer ! ”
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Without comment Robin and the giant advanced toward each
other, meeting in the middle of the log, where there was no room to
pass.

“Give way, little man !” said Robin.
“Only to a better than myself,” said the giant.

“Let him pass ...” called Will from the bank where he lay at
ease, “It’s too warm to brawl with such a windbag ! ”

“When I’ve brushed off this fly,” scoffed the giant, “I’ll give
you a dusting-off, young fellow, for good measure!”

“This fly’s got a mighty sting, little man,” retorted Robin,
fitting an arrow to his bow. “What?” roared the giant. “Me with
only a quarterstaff and you threaten me with a long bow! Aren’t

2%

you man enough to......
“Give me time to get a staff?” The giant nodded.

Having uprooted a sapling oak, and trimmed it hastily, Robin
advanced across the log. Quick as a flash the giant’s great staff
winged down. It was wham, whish, whack, thump, smash, bang!
Long and valiantly they fought but neither would give in. Finally,
as Robin felt himself weakening, the giant’s staff shot forth, caught
him across the ankles and cracked him on the skull. Into the stream
plunged Robin with a mighty splash.

Shouting with laughter the giant thrust down his quarterstaff
and Robin grasped it and let himself be pulled ashore. His first
words as he shook the water from himself were sputtering but
agreeable. “What’s your name, friend ?”

“John Little ... and yours?”

“Mine’s Robin!”

“Not Robin of Locksley?” cried the giant, his eyes widening
with admiration. “I’ve heard of you ... and I want to join your
company

'9?
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“If you can hold a breach like you can bold a bridge, you’re
one of us ... and welcome ........ 7

“Breach or bridge....... it’s all the same to me ..........

“The young knave yonder is my squire, Will of Gamwell-Will
Scarlet, I’ve dubbed him! I’ve a fancy for renaming my men!
Take yourself, for instance ! You’re no longer John Little !
You’re Little John ! ”

“Little John be it,” bellowed the giant, taking Robin’s hand in a
steely grip: “And what work, master, may I do this day, to prove to
you my fealty?”

“Work a-plenty, Little John! ”

“The master is an energetic soul !” yawned Will complacently.

O plasl A s ad) 28
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CHAPTER YV

Friar Tuck

“I’ve called you here as freeborn Englishmen .............
The ringing voice of Robin of Locksley echoed through the dark
forest. Lithe, young, dressed in Lincoln green, he stood above the
hushed crowd on the trunk of a fallen tree, the flickering light of the
bonfire on his hardy, sun-browned face.

Nearest him stood his squire, Will Scarlet, with long bow and
quiver; dwarfish Much-the-Miller’s-Son, who’d been a poacher;
and towering Little John, aching for a fight. The rest were ragged
serfs who had gathered from all the countryside in answer to the
battle call of Robin-now an outlaw to be taken dead or alive before
dawn, if Prince John had his way.

“Englishmen ..” Robin went on, “who are loyal to King
Richard, God bless him ..While he was among us we lived in

bh

peace. But since John has seized the Regency ... Guy of Gisbourne
and the rest of the traitors have murdered ... pillaged ....... We’ve
suffered enough from their cruelty ... the beatings ......... the
deliberate burning of homes ... It’s time we stopped them ! ”

There was a roar of approval and he held up his hand for silence.

“This forest is wide ...... it can shelter and clothe and feed a band
of good swordsmen .....good archers ! If you're willing to fight for
our people, I want you! Are you with me?”

A gigantic shout of approval rent the night and many a sword-
blade glittered as it leapt from its sheath and flashed upward in
the medieval gesture of allegiance.
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“Kneel!” Every man within the sound of the ringing voice
obeyed. A rising wind set all the dim leaves trembling. “Do you,
the freemen of the forest, take oath ... to despoil the rich only to
feed the hungry, clothe the naked and shelter the old and sick to
protect all women, Norman or Saxon, rich or poor?”

“Wedo!”

“Do you solemnly swear to fight unto death thc oppressors of the
helpless to remain firm in love of free England ... and loyally to
guard her until the return of our sovereign King Richard of the
Lion-Heart?”

“We do solemnly swear !”

So began the terrifying reign of Robin of Locksley and his
Merry Men-a devouring flame to wrongdoers-a beacon of hope to
the wronged.

In due time a council of war was held in the great hall of
Nottingham Castle, with the High Sheriff, the Bishop of the Black
Canons, and all the knights not yet felled by the avenging black
arrows of Robin’s enchanted bow, in attendance.

“Five of us already dead......” wailed Sir Geoffrey, “Sir Ivor,
Baldwin, Nigel, Norbert ...”

“You don’t need to name them to me!” broke in Sir Guy of
Gisbourne, pacing the resounding floor in extreme agitation.

“Why, our men can’t even thrash a tax-dodger,” went on Sir
Geoffrey in an injured tone, “without getting an arrow in the throat

It’s an outrage !”

“He’s got to be stopped !” snorted Sir Mortimer. “Have you

tried to stop him ?”retorted Sir Guy, angrily. “Yes, butI ... I

...couldn’t find him” ... “What chance has anyone of finding

him?” cried Sir Geoffrey,

“when every woodchopper and villager is his friend?”
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“Aye, and every runaway serf and Saxon thief in the Shire
joining him,” puffed the High Sheriff. “I’ve sent spies into the
forest time and time again to find his hiding place, but it’s of no
use! He strikes and is off, like smoke!”

“While you are safely at home !” sneered Sir Ralf.

“Do you question my valour?” wheezed the High Sheriff
lumbering to his feet. “Am I not personally commanding the force
that goes with Sir Guy and Lady Marian to Kenilworth Castle to
guard the tax money he brings back? With my sword and life
guard it 1” he shouted pounding the table alarmingly. “And what’s
more my dearest hope is that the murderer comes out of hiding-
while I am present ! ”

“Your hope!” scoffed Sir Geoffrey.

“Enough of this wrangling!” exclaimed Sir Guy importantly,
“I’ll lay the outlaw by the heels before long. I have here his death
warrant, signed by Prince John........ ?

It was small wonder that he said no more for at that instant a
heavy black arrow crashed through the window and pinned the
warrant to the table.

Later in the day Robin, Little John and Much were walking
fully armed in the greenwood when they came upon an extremely
fat monk sleeping by a stream and snoring terrificaily. He wore
sword and dagger, and his round steel hat lay by him on the turf,
near a huge meat pie, but partly eaten. Robin, much amused, started
to finish the pie. At the moment the line of the friar’s rod began to
bob up and down. Robin, always ready for a joke, took the
wriggling fish from the hook, and threw it at the fat monk. Its
flopping awoke him. “Bless my soul,” he cried, “a miracle!”

But when he saw Robin munching at his pie and laughing
uproariously, he scrambled to his feet shouting angrily, “Robber !
Thief ! Give me back my pie!” When the little friar made for Robin
with drawn sword, he presented the point of his own at his foe.

“You’ll get nothing from me-I'm a friar who is vowed to

poverty.”
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“Listen to me, good father! I live in the forest with a few score
good fellows ! To tell the truth, we’re outlaws ! And since we’re
new-born to the greenwood, we’ve chosen you to join us and do our
christenings!”

“NotI........ ”

“Oh, yes you will! You’ll like us all when you know us! It’s
getting late and we must get back to our camp !” Twill be a short-
cut across the stream-but I don’t want to get wet! So you’ll carry
me on your back!” The friar balked. Robin prodded him with his
sword. ““You must learn obedience, father! Bend!” He finally did so
and Robin hopped aboard.

As they splashed across through the stream, Much confided to
Little John that Robin’s pack-mule was none other than Friar Tuck
of Fountain Abbey, noted for being the cleverest swordsman in
England.

There appeared to be some truth in the statement for on the
other bank the Friar drew his sword, gripped Robin fiercely, and
turned the tables by making Robin bend-while he himself mounted.
In mid-stream Friar dismounted and such a duel began as even
Sherwood Forest had never beheld. For three hours they kept it up
and neither would give in. Finally the Friar tripped and sat down in
water to his arm-pits. “By our Lady, you’re the finest swordsman
I’ve ever met !”said Friar Tuck, “you’re Robin Hood, aren’t you?”

“How did you know?”

“If T hadn’t known,” chuckled Tuck, tapping his knife, “you’d
have got this through the ribs on our first trip across.”

“So you’ll join us, then?”

“Aye-if only to convert you from your thieving ways!” Will

Scarlet galloped up in wild excitement.

“Robin, I’ve just got word ......... ” he began, hut seeing the
stranger, stopped.

“Go on,” said Robin, “he’s one of us!”

“One of'us ...” grinned Will, “1’ faith, he looks like three of us!
But here’s the news! Sir Guy is on his way through Sherwood
bound for Nottingham! He has the tax money-a fortune-and many
men-and Lady Marian!”

“Good! Good! -cried Robin. “Let’s be off! Give Friar Tuck a
lift there, Little John ! We’ll give Sir Guy a welcome worthy of
him!”
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CHAPTER VI
Rohin Entertains Sir Guy and Lady Marian

Hadn’t we better put out f-flanking parties, Sir Guy? You know
this is Sherwood Forest we’re coming into- and R-robin H-hood
and his M-merry M-men have the run of it-I ........ ”

“Afraid of that gallows-face, Sheriff ! ”
“Afraid? Certainly not ! ......... But it’s h-here that he’s b-boldest ...”

“Don’t worry, Sheriff ... we’ve more than enough to take care
of him! Outlaws have no stomach to show themselves against
armed troops ! ”

“Are you sure?” asked Marian, uneasily, “I seem to
remember”’

“Oh, he jumps out of ambush at small parties. But .......

Sir Guy finished the sentence with a shrug which was meant
to suggest that the size of this retinue put it beyond all danger of
attack. It was, indeed, an impressive one-divided into three parts-an
advance guard of forty men-at-arms and archers, mounted and on
foot; rear guard of ten larger men-at-arms, protecting four rude,
horse-drawn wagons containing chests and bales, followed by
commissary wagons, cooks and servants. The middle section
consisted of Sir Guy and Lady Marian, her nurse, Bess-and the
nervously important High Sheriff of Nottingham. The advance
guard was quite out of sight of the middle portion and that was why
the Sheriff riding forward, rode back in a state of high excitement
to give Sir Guy the alarming report that it had apparently vanished
from the face of the earth.

“Where are they then?” shouted Sir Guy furiously. “Do men
disappear in air?”
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“Sometimes!” responded a ringing voice from the shelter of the
leaves, “and when they do it’s a devil of a business catching up
with them again ! ”

“Who’s that? ” gasped the Sheriff.

“The guard! Quick! ”bawled Sir Guy-but as the ten men-at-
arms started their horses to respond to his call, a swarm of Robin’s
men dropped from trees and out of bushes, knocking them from
their mounts and quickly subduing them with staffs and threatening
arrows, before the men-at-arms had a chance to get started to fight
back.

The horses of Marian, Sir Guy, Bess and the High Sheriff of
Nottingham reared and plunged in confusion. They gradually got
them under control however and Bess moved close to Marian as if
to protect her. Robin stood at the edge of the shrubbery watching
her with sardonic amusement.

“Welcome to Sherwood, lovely lady!” said Robin, bowing low.
Then curtly, “Well, Sir Guy-haven’t you a greeting for me?” Sir
Guy glared but did not speak. “Odd, isn’t it, my lady, that your
brave friend who’s so often said he’d give me a warm welcome

3

when we next met, shouldn’t even ..........
Sir Guy, white with rage, wheeled his horse.
“Are you going, Sir Guy,” cried Marian angrily, “without even ...”
“Fighting?” Robin broke in grimly, “I’'m afraid he has no
choice!”

Suddenly Bess rode belligerently between Marian and Robin,
“Whether or no Sir Guy ’as no choice-I ’ave-you impudent rascal!

'7,

..... .And you’re not goin’ to "urt my lamb, my ’oneysuckle

“ Be still, Bess ! ”” said Marian.
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Robin, grinning, motioned to Much to remove Bess, and he
grabbed her horse’s head and led it off, not without sheepish
glances at the buxom dame. Little John, Will Scarlet and Allan-a-
Dale seized the bridles of Sir Guy, his squire, and the quaking High
Sheriff, while the other outlaws hustled the men-at-arms into the
woods and took charge of the caravans and the servants. Robin
placed himself at the head of Marian’s horse and all started moving
into the darker deeps of the forest. Sir Guy kept looking from side
to side as though noting the way and Will, seeing it, nudged Robin.

“Don’t bother to mark the way, Sir Guy,” said Robin Hood,
“it’1l take keener men than you’ve got to find our camp again!”

“You’ll bang for this! All of you!”
Robin turned to Marian with an ingratiating, if mocking smile.

“Hanging would be a small price to pay for the company of
such a charming lady ! ...... You are charming, are you not?

“What can a Saxon hedge-robber know,” replied Marian with
cool contempt, “of charm ... or ladies?

“Me a hedge-robber ? Tck-tck !”” He leaned closer to her. “Tell
me more about myself! You may have been misinformed

“Perhaps ...” she replied icily, “but T don’t find it interesting
enough to bother about ...”

Sounds of uproarious mirth came from the baggage wagons
from which the outlaws were pulling Sir Guy’s rich costumes and
tossing them to their ragged comrades who donned the finery and
paraded in it. The High Sheriff’s armour was half off; Sir Guy
stood in cold and murderous rage as Little John forced him to take
off his apparel. Much danced about like a troll distributing rags to
the knights. Friar Tuck, broadsword in hand, whanged the High
Sheriff with his sword to hurry his disrobing.
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Long rough tables had been set in a row the length of the green
glade. Two whole steers and several pigs were being turned on spits
over fiery pits. Outlaws in stolen finery..... ludicrous as the inlaws
in rags.....were beginning to gather about the tables ... some
hungrily snatching morsels of food .......

In the firelight, somewhat removed from the height of the
activities, stood Robin Hood and Lady Marian. She was an
unwilling prisoner. Watching the peasants, Robin smiled, forgetful
of her for the moment.

“To them,” he said softly, “this is a night in heaven. Silks for
rags kindness instead of whips....unlimited food instead of hunger !
Why... they’re actually happy! ”

“Are they ........ ?”

“Aren’t you even a little pleased to see them enjoying them-
selves?” “1 think it’s revolting ! ”

Marian consented reluctantly to take a place by Robin when the
great meal was under way. “My friends,” he said, toward the end of
it, in an easy, bantering tone, “I had supposed with you, that Sir
Guy was a scurvy fellow. Yet he provides this tasty supper...!” As
he spoke a train of men carrying heavy chests approached and set
them on the table before him. “But is this meal the end of his
beneficence? Ah, no! For in this train today he’s brought us half a
score of boxes ... jewels, silks, and about 30,000 golden marcs,
wrested from the Northern shires ! ”

“You wouldn’t dare ...... ” began Sir Guy, jumping to his feet.
Little John pulled him down with disrespectful speed. “You might
think that our noble host intended this treasure for the coffers of
Prince John instead of to ransom the King = and you’d be right! But
a change of heart overcame him in the forest ... and here they are,
safe and sound...”
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The outlaws cheered mightily, Marian looked at him, saying
contemptuously, “You ... talk of loyalty!”

“Yes, why not?”

“I suppose you and your breed of cut-throats,” she said sarcas-
tically, “intend to send this treasure to Richard. You wouldn’t
dream of keeping it yourselves.......”

He raised his hand for silence, “Tell me, men ... what do we do
with this treasure? Divide it among ourselves? Or ...” In a voice of
thunder the outlaws replied, “ Keep it for Richard ........ !

It belongs to the King ...! Send it for his ransom ...!”
“Convinced?” asked Robin, with a twinkle in his eye.

“I may have been ... hasty.......... ” said Marian, “but .......

b AN S A and a5 O
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CHAPTER VII
Sir Guy Returns to the Castle

“Would you really like to know why I turned outlaw, my lady,
or are you afraid of the truth ....... or of me?”

“I’m afraid of nothing, least of all of you .......

The crimson light of sunset filtered through the leaves to the
pleasant glade where the outlaws were clearing away the last
vestiges of the mighty feast where knights were garbed as serfs and
serfs as knights and all was mad and merry.

The shifting eyes of the Sheriff of Nottingham spied Robin
Hood and Lady Marian standing on a flowery slope and he nudged
Sir Guy. The jealous knight started to his feet angrily but Little
John and Friar Tuck, with chuckling glee, tripped him up and sent
him sprawling.

Several of Robin’s Merry Men passed bearing food and drink
and disappeared among the greenery. Reading the question in
Marian’s eyes, Robin motioned her to follow him.

They came to a rude shelter where a number of men, gaunt,
broken creatures, lay on green boughs. They reached their hands to
Robin gratefully. Marian’s eyes were wide with pity at their plight.

“Those men were once contented villagers, my lady,” said
Robin as he led her away, “now ... broken and battered by your
Norman friends they have come to me for refuge ...”

“Yes... but you have taken Norman lives ... many of them .......

“Only the cruel and unjust!”

64



abad | it
Al | (1 39t (G9u Yonia |

L?,u@atug a8 U e Of i oy Ja " o5 Oy JUB
"9 e ol ol daaH 85 Of GilE ATl Susn L oglall e
M e by BTGy e (o e dSlr cld BT s

e Ogom A OIS o ¢ ot Bl IV ey g a1 322 O OIS
o b o, Sze Ol S G palaadl Lo I LG 5T Ol O 5!
oA Opdl e o ot JS OISy Ol jglas Oy gk padl OS5 pad-

Long Opjle il 9n Ongsy 52 B plens i s Lo condistl
ooy - aelyd Gb 48 g o 35 JasY1 o)l 358 s howie G Uiy
Wl &5 ol 3 O prnadl S0y aedd Lo Widly oy OF A3 )l
S8 o, e bei e 4 BiSy 6, Y) e dad, s OSLan Leay o
.ol

N g il pladadl Oslot wmg O 8 Ol Gmy domy o S OS5
Ot W Oljle e (3 ISl gy T3 30 - el ol Sl Y1 O i
Szl di 3 e s OIS G 51y gsle L Doy - oslyy nd) 8 s
Ldeas o sVl eIV g b Gsb Ogaliy 5 Sy Imbaally Jisbl o ) 421
b, O_»oL_ULoL;,ogd_m:b.r@t:JUr.aji.zy | ij);—éﬁe-*af
iU gl 5 1 22|

(Bl G Jod s 15308 Jor a5 " Tl 3gm s Oy U
LSl o g shans Ogadas OV Yyl on Loy ¢ e Ly ) gane
" bedd Liladdl gz fgelor ad) e Guatiley 420

Wd))f@)ijwuwfuichvx " L)LULGCJUJ
u«lLH\ZM‘C,_l}Z;" Jj_.huu‘,_)udw " WJ;S} u\JJuLﬂ)}J\
" 1lags

65



She looked at him in bewilderment. “You are a strange man,”

she sighed. “Strange ... because I feel for the helpless ? ™

“No! ... Strange because you want to do something about it!
Because you are willing to defy Sir Guy ... even Prince John
himself! To risk your own life! And one of those unhappy men
back there was a Norman! I can’t understand how you ... a Saxon..”

“Norman or Saxon, what does it matter? Aren’t we all
Englishmen? It’s injustice I hate ... not Normans ! ”

“But it has lost you your rank ... your lands ... madeyoua
hunted outlaw ... when you might have had comfort.......... security !
What is your reward for all this 7 ”

“You wouldn’t understand, beautiful lady ...” he said sadly.

“Oh, but I...” she spoke impulsively, laying her hand on his, “I
do begin to see... a little... now...”

“Then, my lady ... I want no greater reward ...”

They looked into each other’s eyes. She put out her hand and he
raised it to his lips. Tinglingly aware of the change that had come
over them in the green solitude, they returned to the camp, where
strings strummed, and rough voices joined in ribald song, about the
newly-kindled fire.

Sir Guy was standing by the wagons-under guard-the High
Sheriff cowering nearby-when the Man and the Maid came into
view. “Now that you’ve robbed us-Robin Hood! ” Sir Guy called
angrily, “and had your fill of insulting us....we wish to leave!
Come, Marian !”

Sir Guy looked so like a scarecrow in his beggar’s rags that she
turned away, hardly able to conceal her amusement.

“My own men will escort my lady, Sir Guy,” replied Robin
calmly, “but may I suggest that before you bid her good night, you
thank her for having saved your life!”

“Saved my life? What do you mean? ”

“Do you really think, Sir Guy, that you’d have left
Sherwood Forest alive if the Lady Marian had not been with you?”
Sir Guy was too infuriated to reply.
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Robin hailed two of his Merry Men.

“Ho, Harold Broadbutt there ... and you, Saint Peter !

Appoint six men to guide our gallant guest, Sir Guy of Gisbourne
-and his brave friend, the Sheriff-to the Nottingham Road!” The

Merry Men bowed and went to do their duty.

“But our horses ... our clothes........ ” gasped Sir Guy.

“You’ll return to Nottingham,” said Robin curtly, “as you are!
On foot ...to teach you humility and if it’s not too much to hope ... a
little mercy! The rest of your people will be returned tomorrow!”

“But ... the Lady ...!”

“You’d better get started before I change my mind!”

The High Sheriff plucked at Sir Guy’s sleeve and waddled off
at an alarming pace. Sir Guy looked at Robin and then at Marian.
Since neither spoke he betook himself to the trail, rags fluttering.

“Little John, Friar Tuck!” cried Robin lustily. Giant and
gnome-the two came hastily-not without grim glances at each
other-for a rivalry had sprung up between the two. “You will
conduct the Lady Marian—and her charming lady-in-waiting,
Bess...” here he bowed low before the simpering widow, “to the
Abbey of the Black Canons. It is half way to Nottingham. Then,
tomorrow, the Bishop can escort the ladies the rest of the way! .....
And see to it that the Bishop’s men don’t take you!”

At this point Much-the-Miller’s-Son edged forward diffidently.

“If it hain’t haskin’ too much, Master, might I ....er.....go
along!”

Seeing Bess’s coy glances, Robin quickly gave his consent.
Little John mounted and with ill enough grace hauled Friar Tuck up
behind him. Much helped Bess to her saddle with such enthusiasm
that she all but fell off on the other side-and trotted off beside her.
Will Scarlet, Robin’s squire, cantered up, and joined the merry
company.
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Robin and the Lady Marian said goodbye casually enough but
when a little distance off she turned and raised her hand. Robin
waved his green hat in the air and stood watching till a turn in the
way hid her from view.

Sir Guy and the High Sheriff, after a wearisome journey,
limped up to Nottingham Castle to find the portcullis down. They
shouted themselves hoarse before the astonished guards let them in.
The greatest ordeal lay ahead.

Prince John went into such a towering rage that they expected
him to fall in a foaming fit at any moment. In vain they tried to
explain how nobly they had fought!

“Where are your wounds then?” roared Prince John. “Where
are your men? Where is the ransom money? More than thirty
thousand marcs in the hands of that ... that wolf’s-head! The
fellow’s got to be taken, I tell you ! He’s got to be taken !”

“But how ... how ... Sire?” implored Sir Guy at his flattery
again.

“I’ll muster an army,” blustered the High Sheriff, “and then
surround him!”

“You?” sneered Sir Guy, “you couldn’t catch Robin Hood if he
sat in your lap shooting arrows at a crow!” Suddenly another idea
hit the Sheriff.

“Why not hold an archery t-tournament,” he cried, “... and bait
him to it?

“Bait him me eye!” bawled Prince John.
“True, Sire !” said Guy.

“I still like the idea of the t-tournament!” snorted the Sheriff.

“And have him fly in on the end of one of his arrows?”

scoffed Sir Guy. “A marvellous idea ! ”

“I said and I say again,” repeated the Sheriff stubbornly, “with
all the best archers of England at our t-tournament-we couldn’t
keep Robin Hood off! We’d bait him, Your Highness, see? Bait
him !”
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John began to consider it.

“Perhaps there’s something in your idea, Sheriff,” he said.
“This Robin Hood is undoubtedly the best archer in England, if all I
hear be true, and he’s probably intensely proud of the fact, too.

“Give orders for the assembly; and we’ll make the necessary
arrangements.”

“Splendid, Sire ! we’ll lay this Robin Hood by the heels.” and
the Sheriff rubbed his hands with glee.

Next morning the assembly was duly called and arrangements
quickly made for a Grand Archery Tournament to establish who
was the finest archer in England.
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CHAPTER VIII

Robin Wins the Golden Arrow

“You’re surely not going to that archery tournament, Robin!
You’re not fool enough for that, are you? You know it’s a trap! ”

Robin, disguised as a tinker, strode on ahead paying no heed to
Will Scarlet who trudged after him sulkily. With him, along the
dusty road, tramped fat Friar Tuck, as a merchant; Little John as a
returned Crusader; Much-the-Miller’s-Son and Allan-a-Dale as
yeomen. All the company carried bows and arrows and quarter-
staffs-and all glared at their beloved master as if he were their
sworn foe. He was whistling now as he stepped it merrily.

Allan-a-Dale grabbed him sternly and forced him to a halt as

the others clustered about. “You’ve got to listen to us, Robin!
Prince John and Sir Guy and the rest have just cooked this thing up
to take you!”

“Maybe so !” said Robin with a careless shrug. “They’re right,
Robin ! panted rolypoly Friar Tuck. “Once they get you
inside Nottingham gates they’ll ... The others joined in the
protestations.

“Where’s your sporting blood, my friends,” yawned Robin.
“Sir Guy accepted our invitation ! We’d be rude not to accept
his...!”

“It’d be a bit ruder,” suggested Will, “to get your neck stretched!”

“Ah,” sighed Robin, shaking his head sadly, “my band is
getting fat and over-fed! No more love of fights ... risk adventure !
No more fun hearing Sir Guy’s and the High Sheriff’s blood vessels
pop with rage when we wave farewell ... ! Too bad ... too bad!”
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“Well now, when you put it that way, good master!” chuckled
Little John. And everybody grinned at everybody else a bit
sheepishly.

At last they came within sight of Nottingham Castle and
mingled with the throng on their way to the tournament.

“Does every man know what he’s to do?” murmured Robin, for
he had been coaching them along the way. “Aye,” whispered Little
John, “Will Scarlet’s with em now, mixin’ with the crowd on the
tournament field!”

As the group scattered and entered the brilliant and bannerhung
courtyard-they saw the royal box with its purple and gold-and, in a
blaze of jewels, Prince John-Lady Marian, Sir Guy and the High
Sheriff-surrounded by knights and ladies.

There were tiers of seats for the spectators and at one end of
the field were pitched gaily coloured tents, one for the archers of
each knight. At the other targets were set up.

The stands were crowded with people and more were
streaming in. All was gaiety and clamour. The sound of the herald’s
trumpet cast a hush over the field. “Know ye that the archers of Sir
Guy will now compete against all corners. Step up, ye bold
bowmen of England and see who shall carry off the prize ... the
golden arrow from the hand of our Maid of Honour . Lady Marian

9

Fitzwalter.......
The crowd broke into wild applause and along with several
other bowmen of the people, Robin, Little John and Friar Tuck in
their disguise left the crowd and with bows over their shoulders,
walked toward the targets.
As the contests progressed Marian thrilled at the thought that
she recognised Robin.
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Sir Guy noticed her interest with his own suspicions. The High
Sheriff bent toward him. “It seems to me there’s something familiar
about the cut of that tall tinker, Sir Guy? You don’t suppose ....... ?”

Sir Guy did suppose. “Marian, my dear,” he said casually “...
that tall archer ...would you say that you’d seen him before?”

She had steeled herself for justsuch a question. “And if I had
seen him before,” she said casually, “what interest would a tinker
have for me?”” Her answer appeared to put him at rest.

The contest had narrowed down to three. Little John claimed
that Friar Tuck had spoiled his aim-Friar Tuck blamed Little John-
and they were soon in a rough and tumble fight, archers and
attendants running to separate them. It was Robin who dragged
Friar Tuck out of the melee.

The final test lay between Robin and Sir Guy’s archer and the
crowd stood and cheered as the tall tinker and the other fitted
arrows to their bows.

Sir Guy, Prince John and the High Sheriff had their heads
together in solemn conference. “Do you think he’s the one?
whispered the Sheriff. “We’ll soon know,” whispered Sir Guy. “If
he isn’t,” whispered Prince John to the Sheriff, with terrifying
effect, “we’ll stick your head on a target ! ”

Will Scarlet and others of the outlaws were pushing their way
nearer to the royal box. Robin having tested his bow and fitted the
arrow, looked keenly about the field, and then at Lady Marian,
whose lovely face was sober and intent.

The arrow of the archer landed within an infinitesimal fraction
of an inch off centre, but Robin’s arrow hummed into the target
with its point buried in the same hole ! An hysterical roar of
applause arose from the crowd.
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“What’s your archer captain’s name, Sir Guy?” asked Prince
John excitedly. “If he beats this stranger, I’ll buy him with a
thousand gold marcs! ”

“Win or lose, I’ll give him to you, Sire, for a favour ... said Sir
Guy grimly, “that you’ll let me deal with the wolf’s-head in my
own way......... ”?

“Done !” exclaimed Prince John heartily. “I'm leaving for
Norwich, anyway, so you may do what you please with him...”

Marian who had overheard, stared at the field, her face set with
apprehension.

Again Robin’s magic bow struck home.

The crowd went mad. Waving, cheering themselves hoarse,
they left their stands and milled across the field to Robin. They
hoisted him shoulder-high and started to carry him across the field
to the royal box. As they bore him through the crowd he was
conscious that his own men, in disguise, formed a thick and
protective, but not obtrusive wall about him. He was also aware
when the surging crowd forced his own men into the background.
As his bearers stopped before John and uncovered, he leapt lightly
down. Sir Guy, the High Sheriff and the other knights, as well as
the wily Prince John, were scanning him with narrowed eyes.

The Lady Marian fought with herself to control her fear.

One of the men-at-arms nodded back as Sir Guy looked off to
the entrance and raised his arm in a signal. Then an officer gave a
quiet command to his men and they began to push through the
crowd toward Robin and a large force of mounted troops began to
file through the courtyard. Dividing into two sections they walled

the field with steel.
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“What is your name, archer?” Prince John addressed Robin
Hood.

“Godfrey of Sherwood.”
“How is it that a tinker learned so well the use of arms?
“Even a peaceful tinker must protect himself ... from treachery ......

“It’s earned you more than you bargained for today......!?
Prince John stood and with a sardonic smile went on, “I pronounce
you Champion Archer of England! And from the gracious hand of
Lady Marian Fitzwalter ... you will now receive your reward! ”

A servant approached with the Golden Arrow on a crimson
cushion. Marian took it and turning toward Robin, tried in vain to
warn him with her eyes. She glanced off at the encircling troops
and the white hand that held the arrow trembled. Prince John’s men
were pushing closer. Robin’s men were also closing in. The Lady
Marian saw no way out. Robin did.

“T ... 1... here is your prize, Sir Archer,” she stammered faintly.
“It has been my dream to receive it from so beautiful a lady.”

“Your voice, tall tinker,” said Sir Guy blandly, “has an oddly
familiar sound ! ... It can’t be that we’ve met before ! Or can it ?
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CHAPTER IX

“Your memory for voices, Sir Guy, is far better than my own!”

Robin Hood bowed low before the royal box, where all the
Norman dignitaries sat, in glittering state-and the Lady Marian,
whose face was white with dread at what the fates might have in
store for the soul-stirring outlaw of Sherwood Forest.

For the moment the only sound in the crowded courtyard of
Nottingham Castle was the wind, for storm clouds were darkening
the sky where a lone hawk was wheeling.

“A long bow-and a short memory, eh?” said Prince John with

his wily smile. “Both very convenient at times !”

“Memories sometimes stretch, Your Highness ..... ” retorted
Robin with an impudent grin.

“And so do necks, my friend!” cried Sir Guy, angrily. “How is
it you didn’t use a black arrow today?

“That is my last resort ! Its verdict is always final ! ”

As they talked the soldiers were slowly but surely closing in
and Robin’s men were having difficulty in holding their positions
without giving themselves away by open hostility. Suddenly Sir
Guy signalled his leader.

“Arrest this man!” bellowed Dickon and in that instant the
storm was on.
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Instead of trying to flee back through the crowd, Robin leapt
into the royal box, smashed full into Sir Guy, clutched his throat
and forced him back gasping. Next he bowled the High Sheriff
over-and with a quick smile at Lady Marian, dashed to the rear of
the box, and out through the silken canopies that formed the back of
it.

Sir Guy was astonishingly calm as he picked himself up and
wiped the blood from his face. The High Sheriff still sat blinking
stupidly, and bellowing: “Hey, get around behind there! Head him
off!” Sir Guy advised him to stop shouting, and whispered
something in his ear, which made him smile broadly.

At the rear of the royal box Robin was confronted with a solid
flank of nearing men-at-arms. He doubled and ran parallel to the
pavilion, and as quickly ran back again. Other soldiers were
frantically trying to get around to the rear of the royal box. The
mass of people rushed back and forth in bewilderment. Robin’s
Merry Men-disguised in anything but the Lincoln green-were doing
their best to delay the soldiery. “What’s the matter 7 people were
saying. “What’s happened?” ... “It’s Robin Hood!” “Don’t let them
take him !”

Swords were flashing-knives gleaming-quarterstaffs flailing.

The mélée was at its height when Friar Tuck whanged his staff
down on the skull of a soldier who was about to brain Little John.
“Thanks, Fatty,” said John, a bit reluctantly. “The pleasure was all
mine!” grunted Tuck.

At that particular moment they overheard Will Scarlet whisper
to another of their comrades: “He’s away ! They won’t catch him
now ! Give the signal to scatter ! ”

The man blew a blast on his hunting horn.
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Robin ran desperately but another ring of horsemen appeared
suddenly from around the end of the pavilion and closed in on him.
Mounted soldiers were advancing on three sides. He slid to a stop,
looked about for a way of escape, then, with a bound, he ducked
back into the rear of the pavilion. When he was seen a roar went up
from the crowd. Two solid files of mounted men-at-arms rode in
from the flanks, cutting off his escape. Now from every side
soldiers rushed upon him.

He was trapped.

Sir Guy observed this with a sardonic smile-the High Sheriff was
jubilant-Prince John mountainously complacent. The Bishop of the
Black Canons raised his eyes in thankfulness. The only compassion
for him shone in the tear-dimmed eyes of Lady Marian.

Robin-ringed now with steel-fought desperately, but at last they
bore him down. The mob was yelling as they fought blindly. Men-
at-arms pinioned Robin’s arms, and dragged him, bleeding and
tattered toward the royal box.

Sir Guy, after eyeing him from head to foot with a
contemptuous smile, reached out and struck him heavily across the
face.

“I’ faith,” cried the High Sheriff, “a very good idea! ” He
reached forward but as he was about to emulate Sir Guy-Robin
launched out with his foot and gave him such a terrific kick in the
mid-region that the breath was knocked out of him all but
permanently.

“Your turn now, Prince John!” cried Robin, ominously.

“You are a very rash young man!” replied Prince John stepping
back precipitately. “I’'m sorry I can’t remain in Nottingham to see
what Sir Guy has in store for you! ... It’ll be something special, I
can assure you that!”

“Sorry I underestimated you, Sir Guy! The next time.....” .

“There’ll be no next time for you !” shouted Sir Guy. Then, to
Dickon: “Lock him up!”
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As they led Robin away, Sir Guy and Prince John noted with
sardonic amusement the pallor of the face of Lady Marian. Robin’s
captors lost no time in bringing him to trial.

The Great Hall of Nottingham Castle was the place.

Sir Guy, Sir Geoffrey, Sir Mortimer and Sir Ralf sat in
judgment with the High Sheriff and a number of Norman ladies
were in attendance-among them Lady Marian.

Robin Hood, heavily guarded by men-at-arms under Dickon,
stood before his accusers, dirty, tattered and blood-stained.

“Robin of Locksley, known to some as the outlaw Robin
Hood...” Sir Guy reading pompously, “after a fair trial in which you
were not able to produce one witness on your own behalf, you have
been found guilty of outlawry, theft, murder, abduction, false
pretences, contempt of the Crown, poaching in the Royal forests
and ... high treason ! ”

“Haven’t you forgotten a count or two ...?” asked Robin coolly.

“What do you mean? ”

“Isn’t it a crime under the noble Prince John to love my country ?
a felony to protect the serfs against your rapacity? a misdemeanour
to be loyal to my King?”

If T could add anything to the charges against you, I’d gladly
do so ! answered Sir Guy and went on: “It is the sentence of this
tribunal that on the morrow, at high noon, you are to be taken to the
town square of Nottingham, and there hanged by the neck till you
are dead.”

“There may be some......” suggested Sir Guy, his eyes resting on
Marian, “who will regret that a man of your peculiar talents should
be cut off so early in life. But personally ........ ”

....... you think,” interposed Robin, “the sentence exceedingly
lenient ! ...... I thank you ! ”
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Staring straight ahead Robin Hood was led along the resound-
ing corridors and down interminable steps to a dungeon door. A
turnkey opened it and Robin was thrust inside. The cell was empty
but for chains bolted into the wall and to these Robin was fettered.
The door opened-clanged shut. The key turned. The cell was in
darkness.

Robin was in desperate plight. Securely under lock and key and
condemned to death by hanging on the morrow. Hope of rescue-
none. What could his men possibly do against the armed forces of
Sir Guy?

Marian, at her window in the castle, was looking out into the
night, her closed fist beating impotently against the frame. Her eyes
were filled with tears.

“What’s troublin’ you, me lady?” asked the nurse, tenderly.
“You know, Bess, where Ais men may be found!”

“Oo’s men, me lady ... ? The boutlawr’s men? Ow should I
know?”
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CHAPTER X

Robin’s men? But ’ow in the world should the likes o’ me
know, me lady, where Robin ’s men’ ides theirselves! ”

“Now, Bess, don’t put me off ... pleaded the Lady Marian
desperately. “That little man who ... who likes you ... You’ve been
seeing him, haven’t you?”

“You mean Much-the-Miller’s-Son? Well ...see, my lady ...I ...

“Tell me where you meet him!”

“You wants to get a message to.........

“To Robin’s band! Yes!”

“Well, me lady, I’'ll not deny that I do ’ave a nip of wine with
’im, of a night, now and again ... at a place in town! And I may say
as some of the others was there ! ”

“Where is it, Bess ? Tell me quickly.........

“It’s a tavern ... the Saracen’s ’Ead in Pilgrim Court. The
landlord’s name is *Umility Prin. You knocks on the door and says
‘A Locksley.” That’s the password ... but you ....... ”?

Before she finished Marian was hurrying down the secret
stairway to the street, her great cloak drawn closely about her. As
she flitted through the silent streets of Nottingham, Robin’s men,
crowded in the underground room of the Saracen’s Head Inn, were
desperately discussing their master’s plight.

“There must be some way of freeing him....” exclaimed Will
Scarlet. Little John was for battering down the Castle but Friar
Tuck scornfully assured him that it would take a siege engine even
to dent the walls of it. “Perhaps,” ventured Allan-a-Dale, “we can
save him on his way to the gallows ... Maybe we can .........

2%
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A rap at the door brought every man to his feet, hand on sword.

When Humility Prin announced that the Lady Marian had given
the password, a fierce argument arose, many insisting that her
coming was simply another Norman trick. When she appeared
before them, however, her sincerity, added to the fact that she so
readily swore on the crucifix which Friar Tuck presented, that her
only wish was to save Robin-and that she had a plan-and a means
of letting him know of it in his cell-they listened eagerly.

They were raining blessings on her as she left them. So, in an
incredibly short time she was back in the Castle and none but the
devoted Bess any the wiser. At her window through the sleepless
night she could hear the sounds of the workmen setting up the
gallows on the market square.

Morning and all the bells of Nottingham clanging brazenly!

A huge and ever-increasing crowd stood about the gallows
platform, on three sides of which mounted men-at-arms were on
guard, while others circulated among the people. Nearby a gaudy
pavilion had been erected for Sir Guy and other knights and ladies.
The High Sheriff was jubilant. He turned to the Lady Marian,
rubbing his hands in gleeful anticipation. “A rare treat, eh, my
lady?” he asked. Marian’s beautiful face showed no emotion-but
she knew what she knew!

As the gaunt hangman mounted the gallows steps aroar of
resentment arose from the crowd. From a side-street came a mule-
drawn, heavily-guarded cart. Exclamations of pity were heard on all
sides, for Robin, with his hands bound, stood erect and proud,
looking straight ahead, as the vehicle jolted over the cobble stones
and stopped before the pavilion. Robin returned the venomous glare
of Sir Guy with a sardonic smile for a moment, then, lifting his
hands toward the gallows, he said, “What’s ahead is pleasanter by
far! Drive on, good fellow! ”
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At the foot of the gallows the driver backed the cart around, a
man-at-arms dropped the tail-gate, and Robin stepped calmly on to
the platform. He looked impudently about him-at the hangman’s
glowering face-at the waiting noose-at the blue sky where the sun
was shining as merrily as it shone on the green trees of Sherwood.

“He’ll not be so insolent when he swings!” whispered Sir Guy
to the Sheriff of Nottingham. Even as he said the words Robin had
darted across the platform ... past the hangman under the noose ...
and sprung to the saddle behind one of the men-at-arms ...... whom
he’d recognised as one of his own men. The man put his horse to
the gallop-those flanking him did the same-the man in the rear rode
after, slashing Robin’s bonds.

With a roar the crowd broke through the guards and all was
confusion. Sir Guy and the High Sheriff yelled “Stop him. Stop
him!” Robin and his men were speeding toward the city gate. Two
men leading a horse dashed out of an alley. Robin leapt into the
saddle. The guards at the gate were overcome-the portcullis quickly
wound up-and the merry men were dashing through open country-
Robin Hood in the lead-the laughing Robin Hood of the long bow
and the lance-the Robin Hood the lowly loved and the mighty
hated. Robin Hood of Sherwood Forest!

In her apartment the Lady Marian-elated at the success of her
plan-talked with Bess, who after all had had her part in it. “At any
rate the angman won’t *ave no work this day!” said Bess, bringing
her mistress the tapestry frame and babbling on as the deft fingers
gaily plied the colours. “I could wish, me lady, the young man
you’re in love with was a bit ’ansomer, to match you !”

“He 1s handsome, Bess!” Marian retorted indignantly, then,
noting Bess’s sly smile, “But I'm not in love with him !” Love’s
what I’d call it, me lady,” said Bess sagely. The moon was shining
over Nottingham when Sir Geoffrey, who had led the furious and
unfruitful pursuit of Robin Hood, got back to the Castle.
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“Any luck?” cried Sir Guy.

“We searched every hamlet, every rick, every cottage.”
“But not Sherwood Forest, of course!”

“Give me an army of five thousand and I'll do that

“I should have gone myself,” whined the High Sheriff, “I’d
have got somebody to show me the way and ......” .

“You did find him once, Sheriff, didn’t you?” inquired Sir
Geoffrey maliciously. “You and Sir Guy?”

“Never mind that,” bawled Sir Guy, “We let Locksley escape
today and we’ve got to ........... ”

“We let him escape?” sneered Sir Mortimer. “You had him in
charge ! ”

“Aye...” retorted Sir Guy, “but if I’d had some knights with
their wits about ’em ........ ”

“You’ve always boasted you were worth six men,” Sir
Mortimer retorted tauntingly. “What did you need us for?

Sir Guy swiftly drew his sword and Sir Mortimer leapt to meet
him. Sir Geoffrey thrust between to part them while the High
Sheriff, petrified with fear, danced on the outskirts.

Far above them in the castle merrier things were in progress.
A stranger had stepped over the sill of Marian’s room-a youth in a
ragged palmer’s cloak and wearing a droll round hat from the brim
of which dangled tiny effigies of the saints. He stepped from the
shadow, casting aside the disguise that hid the Lincoln green.

“Oh, Robin ..Robin .. why did you come?”

“When I got back to the forest my men told me how much I
owe to you..so I came at once to thank you ..I know now that you
love me Marian ...”

“Oh,butI..Idon’t. ThatisI........ ”?

“Then I’'ll go!” he exclaimed, running to the window and
throwing a leg over the sill ... “There’s a fat captain of the guard
down there... If I dropped on him I’d...”

“Robin, don’t I

"’
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CHAPTER X1
The Arrest of Lady Marian

The scene changes to a barren and poverty-stricken inn on the
Kent Road. The only cheer in the room is the big fire that roars in the
fireplace casting dancing shadows across the candle-light. The place is
deserted but for the frail old proprietor, who has just finished serving
meagre food and drink to the five men who sit at a corner table in long
and enveloping travelling cloaks.

“You gentlemen have travelled far?” asked the old man humbly.
One of the five nodded. “I’m sorry,” the proprietor went on, “I can’t
give you better food. There is little left to us these days ....... ”?

“This will be enough,” said the tallest of the company and the old
landlord remarked the kindliness of his deep voice.

“The Inn at Luton was well supplied” .. said one of the younger
members of the party brusquely, “How is that?

“Ah,” said the landlord with a faint, sad smile, “but that is a
Norman inn. They are all prosperous. If it weren’t for our blessed
Robin I would have had to close these doors long ago™.

“Robin ... 7" asked the tall one quickly.

“Robin Hood, the outlaw, sir.”

“Oh, yes-yes ! I’'ve heard of him. I understand he’s quite a
champion of the Saxons”.

“He helps all people in distress, sir, no matter whether they be
Norman or Saxon.”
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“Queer sort of fellow, this Robin How does one find him?”

“I’ve no idea, sir........ ” said the old man suddenly becoming
suspicious. “Would you gentlemen like some more of our good brown
ale?”

At this moment the door was thrust open and the Bishop of the
Black Canons burst in in a towering rage, a half dozen friars at his
skirts. “I’ll complain to Prince John !” he shouted, “I’ll have this
rascal’s life, no matter how ! He dares to rob me! Strips my person of
jewels! What’s this country coming to when even a High Churchman
can’t travel through the forests in safety !”

“Do you wish to go on to the Abbey at Nottingham after dinner,
Your Grace?” asked one of the monks.

“No! We can’t reach the Abbey tonight! I’ll stay here Tend to the
horses! Landlordget us food!” Here the Bishop, wanting an audience,
turned to the five at the side table. “It’s no longer safe to journey any-
where! Robbers all over ! ”

“What happened, Your Grace?” inquired the tall one, courteously.
“I just told you !” snorted His Grace indignantly. “We were robbed!
Not a chance to defend ourselves! He burst on us from ambush...!”

“Who did?”

“Why, Robin Hood, of course! There’s no other rascal with

enough........ 7,

“Robin Hood,” said one of the five guests to the tall one, “The
same we were speaking of, Sire!” The Bishop, hearing the word-
“Sire,” started guiltily. “And what,” he asked suavely, “might your
names be, gentlemen?”

“They’re hardly important enough to deserve the interest of Your
Grace,” said the tall one evasively. “Landlord .. where’s our ale?”
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The Bishop, as soon as he could do it gracefully, excused himself
pleading a forgotten engagement at the Abbey, and left. The five at the
side table knew that his suspicions had been aroused.

“His Grace, so-called, is a Norman, Sire. Didn’t you see the dread
in the landlord’s face when he and his friars entered ?”

“The same look, Essex, that I’ve seen on the faces of thousands
since we returned. I never should have left England. But this

mysterious outlaw...... He’s given me an idea ! The Bishop had no
trouble in meeting him...” he added with a grim smile, “so let’s be on
our way! ”

The Bishop of the Black Canons lost no time in getting back to
Nottingham Castle, where Prince John, Sir Guy and the High Sheriff
heard his story with dismay. “Are you sure it was Richard?” asked
John in a hoarse whisper, his face ashen. “No doubt of it, Your
Highness and one of those with him was Essex .and another, 1 think,
was Pembroke!

The Lady Marian appeared for a moment onthe stairs and then
shrank silently back in the shadows, listening eagerly to the dastardly
plot.

“How like my dear brother this is ...!” muttered Prince John
venomously. “He couldn’t rot in Durenstein, like any decent man
would! .. But no! ..he must pop up here, to spoil our plan

“Spoil it, why should he, Your Highness...” said Sir Guy suavely.
“Richard hasn’t an army with him ..if he had we’d have heard of it!
He’s stopping, as the Bishop informs us, at this Kent Road tavern ...
then if Richard happened to be ........ er ... killed there tonight, England
tomorrow would have a new king.......”

“But that’s murder!” whispered the Bishop, “I’ll have nothing to
do with ......”

"’
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“Youwll do.......” retorted Sir Guy with quiet menace, “what you’re
told to do... and that’s very simple. Keep your mouth closed!” The
Bishop appealed to John.

“How long will you retain your Abbey,” replied Prince John
coldly, “if Richard survives to find out what you’ve been up to, these
years he’s been away! . Who’s to ...er ..dispose of Richard, Sir Guy?”

They beckoned Dickon, a knight whose spurs had been taken from
him by Richard. Should he consent to do the deed his name would
reappear on the roll of English knights ...and the manor and estates of
Robin of Locksley would support his rank.” When do I start, Sire?”
“At once! How many men will you need?” “None, Sire! I’ll do it better
alone!” “Then King Richard dies tonight! “whispered Prince John in
mad elation. “Go back to the Abbey, Your Grace, and make
preparations to proclaim me king, here in Nottingham, the day after
tomorr...”

Suddenly he stopped alarmed, gazing upward toward the stairway,
where all glimpsed the vanishing form of the Lady Marian. The
Bishop was aghast. “You don’t suppose that she . ?”” he began. “I don’t
know ...” Sir Guy said grimly, “but after I’ve seen Your Grace away ..
I certainly shall find out!”

Back in her apartment, Marian hastily scribbled a note to Robin
explaining why he must immediately find King Richard and warn him
of the plot. She was about to send it by Bess to Much at the Saracen’s
Head-when some one rapped sharply. She thrust the note under a cloth
on the table and as Bess swiftly disappeared, opened the door.

Sir Guy sternly accused Marian of having heard the conference in
the Great Hall and when she refused to satisfy him, he had her hailed
to the presence of Prince John, the Sheriff and the other knights. She
was finally infuriated to the point of acknowledging that she had
overheard, and Prince John threatened her with execution.
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“I am a royal ward of King Richard” she cried, “and no one but the
King himself has the right to condemn me to death!”

“And it shall be a King who will order your execution for high

",

treason, exactly forty-eight hours from now!” The guards imprisoned

her.

In the meantime Bess had brought the news to Much at the
Saracen’s Head. Like a shot from a cannon the little man was off to
find Robin and tell him of the plot to murder King Richard. Much was
fording a forest stream when he came upon Dickon the man
commissioned to do the deed. Savagely he dragged him from his
saddle. They fought with knives till Dickon lay dead. Then the little
man, sorely wounded, dragged himself on through Sherwood Forest
till Will Scarlet, riding by, found him. “Why, Much,” he cried,
dismounting hastily, “what’s happened to you...?”

“Take me to Robin ..quick ..quick...” gasped Much, “It’s a matter
of. .life or. .death ........ ”
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CHAPTER XII
Robin's Reward

King Richard and his nobles, disguised as Abbot and monks and
follawed by horses heaped high with baggage, looked for all the world
like,,a great religious house travelling to visit one of its branches. The
trip since leaving the Inn, had been uneventful and the hope of
encountering the Outlaw of Sherwood Forest seemed a forlorn one.

But suddenly, at a turn of the moonlit trail, a lithe figure leapt from
the shrubbery and stood with lifted hand. Richard, chuckling inwardly,
jogged on, till the stranger grasped his horse’s bridle and remarked
agreeably, “Greetings, Sir Abbot! Travelled far? ”

“Too, far to be patient with delay now ... I” answered the supposed
churchman trying to hide his amusement.

“Perhaps it is the weight of your purse that wearies you so early in
the day !” said Robin curtly. “Suppose you hand it to me! If it weighs
more than a just amount I’ll share it with those who have less !”

“You think I hand my purse to every rough lout who asks for it?”

Robin raised his bow at arm’s length and twenty of his green-clad
followers jumped into the road and covered the party with their
arrows. “We’re only poor outlaws who have nothing to eat but the
King’s deer, father,” said Robin in grinning depreciation. “while you

have property, rents and silver. So ..... again holding out his hand,

....... your purse! ”
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Richard looked speculatively at the men and at their master and
then said quietly, “But I’ve travelled far on the King’s business, and
the silver pennies I have left equal no more than sixty marcs! ”

“What,” interjected Robin quickly, “is your attitude toward King
Richard......... 77

“I love no man better!

“By that speech, Sir Abbot, you save half your money! Give me
but that for the poor, and the rest you may keep- and welcome.

“Then I am free to go?”

“Any friend of Richard is free in this forest ... ! Unless you’d
honour me by sharing meat with me . !”

“Gladly, but ... who are you?” Richard, who well knew, here left
the road and walked into the greenwood with the stranger as he told his
name. Richard said it seemed to him that he might have heard the
name. “Seem to have heard it,” laughed Robin.

“Ah, now I remember! But how does your loyalty to Richard set on
a killer of knights and a poacher of the King’s deer?”

“Those I killed died because they misused the trust that Richard
left them..and the worst rascal of the lot is the King’s own brother.”

“Then you blame Prince John?”

“No! I blame King Richard, whose job was here at home,
protecting his people instead of deserting them to fight in foreign
lands!” .

“What,” cried Richard frowning, “you mean to tell me that you
condemn the Holy Crusades?”

“I"d condemn anything that left the task of holding England for
Richard to out-laws ...... like me .......

It was at this point that Will Scarlet rode up bearing before him on
his saddle the wounded Much-the-Miller’s-Son. Robin tenderly lifted
him from the horse and laying him on the ground, knelt beside him,
examining his wound.
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“King Richard . is,” gasped much, “in England...!
Prince John sent Dickon to ... Kent Road tavern last night .....to kill the

2

“What!... Will, take fifty men at once ... go to the Kent Road
and..”

“No need, Master...” Much interrupted weakly, “I ... I ’eaded Dickon
off... ’e won’t murder nobody... no more ...”

“And the King ... where is he?”
“I... I don’t know, Master ...1...”

The men in Lincoln green were gathering from all sides as Robin
spoke.

“Men ... We’ve got to find Richard ...!I” said Robin grimly, “and
bring him here at once for safety! Little John ... take a party ... scour
the countryside ! Friar Tuck—go into the town! Will, search every inn
and cottage ! Don’t rest day or night, any of you, till Richard’s found!”

“But you don’t have to search for Richard, Robin,” said the tall
stranger & quietly. “He’s in good hands-the best hands in England!”

All stared at the speaker, who stood with his hand at the fastening
of his cloak, his men behind him.

“What do you mean,” asked Robin eagerly, “where is King
Richard?”

“Here! ” As he spoke he unfastened the cloak and stood revealed in
the gleaming garb of the Crusaders. On his chest was emblazoned the
emblem of King Richard. Robin knelt. Much motioned weakly that his
message was not finished. “Prince John ... ’e’s getting the Bishop o’...
the Black Canons to proclaim ’im King in Notting *am ... tomorrow
“How did you learn all this, Much?”

“Lady Marian over’eard ... They’ve took ’er for treason ...! She’s
been condemned to the block ... for warning us ...!”

“John wouldn’t dare to execute the King’s ward!” exclaimed
Richard.
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“You underestimate him, Sire! If we’re to save Lady Marian and
your throne, we’ve got to act ... now !”

“How? By attacking the castle!” cried the King. Then, shaking his
head, “No! Without an army it’s much too strong! Your men would be
killed uselessly!

“If the Bishop of the Black Canons is going to the palace tomorrow
to perform the ceremony,” Robin began thoughtfully, then, looking at
Richard with a grim smile, he said, “Suppose we visit him at the
Abbey tonight, and let him suggest a way !”

“It would relieve Lady Marian of immediate danger,” suggested
Friar Tuck, “if Prince John and Sir Guy thought Dickon had killed the
King ...1'”

“Can you tell us where the body of this Dickon can be found?”
asked Richard.

Much assured him he could.

“Then,” said the King, “take my ring ... place it on his person and
have him moved to where Gisbourne or my brother’s men will see
him. That should be proof enough of my death! But how do you
propose to get your band through even the town gate, without alarm?”

“That, too,” grinned Robin, “is a matter for the Bishop to decide-
tonight !”

Whatever the Bishop did decide that night-he evidently was
intimidated into admitting Robin’s men-in the garb of friars-into the
procession-which the next morning passed gaily through the gates of
Nottingham for the coronation of Prince John.

Meanwhile, the supposed body of King Richard having been found
by Sir Guy’s retainers and duly recognised, Prince John was prepared
for his coronation, and the oath of allegiance was administered by the
High Sherift.

The Great Hall was gorgeously decked-Prince John, the High
Sheriff, Sir Guy and the other knights and ladies were on hand for the
coronation of the new King. All but the Lady Marian, who still
languished in her cell.
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Then entered the Bishop of Black Canons and his retinue! And all
was ready for the coronation of the treacherous Prince John.

Then suddenly cloaks and cowls were flung aside and Robin, his
Merry Men and King Richard stood revealed, and Robin stepped,
forward to denounce Prince John. Like a flash Sir Guy drew his sword
and attempted to cut King Richard down, but Robin was too quick for
him. His own trusty blade was out and he parried the treacherous blow.

Then followed a terrific struggle between Sir Guy of Gisbourne
and Robin Hood. Sir Guy was the Norman’s champion swordsman and
he felt confident that Robin as a swordsman was at his mercy. “You
may be a fine archer,” he muttered as they engaged, “but I’ll show you
how to use a sword.” Sir Guy quickly discovered his mistake,
however, as Robin drove him clear of the mélée and on to the stone
staircase. It was a great encounter, and the rest of the Saxons, having
readily subdued Prince John’s followers, much to Little John and Friar
Tuck’s disgust, gathered round to watch the end.

Thrust and parry, thrust and parry, the duel went on. Robin drove
Sir Guy off the stairs and across the Great Hall, upsetting the great
candelabra. Finally Robin drove Sir Guy back against a stone pillar
and with a lightning-like twist of his iron wrist sent the Norman’s
blade spinning out of his band.

Prince John, Sir Guy and their followers were denounced and
banished by King Richard, and the Lady Marian was brought forth
from her prison.

Finally Robin was restored to his lands and estates and as a further
reward for his services King Richard gave him the hand of his ward,
the Lady Marian.
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“Arise, Robin, Baron of Locksley,” commanded King Richard,
“Earl of Sherwood and Nottingham, and lord of all the lands and
manors appertaining thereto ... My first command to you, my lord Earl,
is to take in marriage my dear ward, Lady Marian Fitzwalter !”

Robin’s Merry Men sent up a mighty cheer and madly rang the
bells of Nottingham! And so Robin and Lady Marian returned to
Locksley Hall to Dwell in peace and security for many years to come.
Robin’s Merry Men, one and all, Little John, Friar Tuck, Will Scarlet,
Allan-a-Dale, Much-the Miller’s Son, and all the others, returned to
their homes, too, to live in peace and security under the wise and just
rule of Richard-the-Lion Heart, and the poor, battered wrecks, rescued
from the persecution of the Normans, were gradually restored to health
and re-established on the land. Frequent visitors, one and all, they were
always sure of a warm welcome at Locksley Hall, for Robin and his
dearly-cherished wife never forgot the thrilling days they all spent
together in Sherwood Forest-under the greenwood as outlaws.
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