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AUTHOR’S PREFACE

The materials for a life of Robin Hood are but scanty; for, although his fame is universal, the existing details
of his life are but few, and so surrounded by the mists and obscurity of age, that but little certain can be gathered.
Many traditions have been handed down respecting him, bearing some stamp of authority, if it be only in the fact
that the feats narrated are within the bounds of credibility, while they illustrate the customs and manners of the
period; yet, on the other hand, there are many which are quite beyond the pale of human belief, and must be
discarded accordingly.

Among his biographers, some have contended for the nobility of his birth; others have repudiated it: the latter
have labored hard to support the proofs they have advanced, but they have little foundation in fact, and, in truth,
tend more to mystify than to enlighten the enquirer on this subject. The view taken by one writer on this
question, though not original, is, perhaps, nearer the truth than any other speculation concerning the famous hero
which has yet been formed. It is, that he was the last Saxon who made a positive stand against the dominancy of
the Normans; that, in fact, his predatory attacks upon them were but the national efforts of one who endeavoured
to remove the proud foot of a conqueror from the neck of his countrymen.

His means were all unequal to accomplish this noble and daring design; but his efforts were unceasing, and
must have been the source of constant alarm and harass to the Normans within his three counties, as well as of
much uneasiness to the governments under which he lived.

But this, though probable and feasible, is, after all, only a speculation; there is no positive evidence to prove it,
although the collateral proofs are very powerful, His popularity among the common people was universal, and
has come down to us as fresh and untarnished as it must have been in his own day. There is not an authority but
has a good word for him. Fordun, a writer and a priest in the fourteenth century, calls him ille famosissimus
siccarius, “that most celebrated robber”. Major styles him “the most humane and the prince of all robbers.” He
was compared by the author of a curious Latin poem, dated July 1304, to William Wallace, the hero of Scotland.
The renowned Camden speaks of him as “the gentlest of thieves.” Shakespeare, in As You Like It, in his
description of the Duke’s mode of life, in allusion to its happiness, says “He is already in the Forest of Arden,
and a many merry men with him, and there they live like the Old Robin Hood of England and fleet the time
carelessly as they did in the Golden World.” Drayton, a charming poet, in his Polybion, a work of extraordinary
ability, thus characterises him:

What often times he took, he shared amongst the poor.
The widow in distress he graciously reliev’d,

And remedied the wrongs of many a virgin griev’d;
He from the husband's bed no married woman wan,
But to his mistress dear, his loved Marian,

Was ever constant know.

Geoftrey Chaucer hath named him in kind terms: indeed, were we to enumerate all who have made mention of
his name in their works, in strains of eulogy and tones of panegyric, we should exhaust the patience of our
readers; we may sum them up in the words of a gentleman who has most ably edited a very handsome edition of
the “Robin Hood Ballads,” and whose title to his opinion, from his very close research into the subject, is
unquestionable. In concluding his life, he says, “He was a man who, in a barbarous age, and under a complicated
tyranny, displayed a spirit of freedom and independence which has endeared him to the common people whose
cause he maintained (for all opposition to tyranny is the cause of the people); and in spite of the malicious
endeavors of pitiful monks, by whom history was consecrated to the crimes and follies of titled ruffians and
sainted idiots, to suppress all record of his patriotic exertions and virtuous acts, will render his name immortal.”

This is an opinion formed after the most careful and impartial investigation of almost every record existing
respecting him extant, and it goes far to bear out the opinion upon his real position, and the object by which he
was influenced, already mentioned.



He has been the subject of poems, ballads, songs, and versification, without number, of dramatic exhibitions,
written by the best skilled poets of the time. For years, May Day never passed without seeing Robin Hood, Maid
Marian, and their renowned followers, among the motley members of the festivals, and Robin Hood is, perhaps,
the only instance of a man of his class, although not actually canonized, having “a festival allotted to him and
solemn games, instituted in honor of his memory; which were celebrated until the latter end of the sixteenth
century, not by the populace only, but by kings or princes, and grave magistrates, and that as well in Scotland as
in England; being considered, in the former country, of the highest political importance, and essential to the civil
and religious liberties of the people.”

His character, traced through every rhyme, ballad, song, tradition, proverb, or tale, in which he figures, is that
of a man noble in spirit, unequaled in courage and daring, active and powerful, prudent, patient, just in his
awards, generous and kind hearted in his dispensations, of charity unbounded, and so full of every estimable
quality, that he was not only devotedly beloved by his followers — no instance of anyone proving unfaithful or
treacherous appearing in any ballad or tradition extant — but he was revered by the people at large, at least, of the
three counties in which he ranged, as a generous benefactor — as the true and faithful friend who stood between
them, starvation, injury, and oppression.

In the following pages the Author had no material for the earlier portion of Robin Hood’s life but such as his
imagination supplied him with; the latter portion embodies the exploits contained in the best ballads yet existing,
and he trusts, from the extraordinary success with which this humble effort of a youthful pen has been attended,
that in combining the imaginative with all he could obtain of the actual, he has not failed in his desire to please.

In conclusion, he wishes to make especial mention that this is the ONLY edition which he has revised with
scrupulous care, and, without abridging, in many parts re-written such portions as appeared to him weak or
defective.

Entered at Stationer s Hall, 1850
A Slight Token of Esteem and Gratitude, for many kind and affectionate services,
The accompanying, humble production, in all sincerity of heart, is inscribed to
BENJAMIN WEBSTER, ESQ.,
Lessee of The Theatres Royal Haymarket and Adelphi)
his highly obliged and attached friend,
ierce Egan




REMASTER EDITOR'S PREFACE

We transcribed and edited Robin Hood and Little John to re-create both digital and printed editions that didn’t
reflect the damage suffered to the original, centuries-old copy. That damage made the archived, digital version less
than a pleasure to read.

The original archaic and British-English spellings were retained in the transcription, but we corrected several
typographical oversights that the original proof readers failed to uncover. An abundance of words that may appear to a
modern reader to be typographical errors in this remastered edition are, in fact, now-outdated spellings.

We did not condense any part of the story. As is often the case with serialized stories, publishing deadlines that
conflicted with author rough drafts resulted in the concluding chapters speeding the narrative’s pace and minimizing
the quality of detail that was the standard earlier in the story.

To provide added perspective, we annotated and included a Medieval map of England on the last page of this book.
Some settings, like ‘Locksley’, are shown as estimated locations.

We added definitions of some of the lesser known, outdated vocabulary.

Except in the most extreme cases, we retained the original punctuation, the run-on paragraphs and the run-on
sentences. Many words like ‘merrie and merry’, phrases like ‘by-the-bye and bye-the-bye’ (Also ‘by-and-bye’ and
‘bye-and-bye’) and surnames like ‘Lindsay and Lindsey’ were left with whichever spelling was originally used at their
locations in the story.

Mr Egan’s innumerable uses of ‘ellipsis’ — omitting words to create a conversational tone — were also retained.
(For example: ‘We must there’ instead of “We must go there”)

For the sake of clarity, we labeled the original illustrations and re-positioned them to more relevant locations in the
story. We reduced their sizes to improve their visual appeal. (Their original placements often represented previews of
future chapters of the serialized story and, frequently, they were not accurately placed when the serialized issues were
assembled into the anthology of the completed work. Multiple artists account for the lack of uniformity in the
appearances of various characters in this presentation of the legends.)

We corrected the author’s mis-identification of ‘Maude Lindsay’ as ‘Maude Clare’ at one point in the story, but we
retained the use of the surname ‘Hood’, which Egan adopted in Chapter 2. As a later evolution of the family name
‘Head’ or ‘Hode’ (according to Mr Egan), it would have more accurately appeared much later in the story. (In Chapter
2, Robin’s foster father is referred to as both ‘Gilbert Head’ and ‘Gilbert Hood’.)

We retained references to the ‘merk’ or the ‘mark’, a coin that wasn’t circulated in England until over 300 years
after the events described in Robin Hood. In at least a few of the original ballads that are cited by the author, ‘merks’
were identified as ‘pounds’ or ‘poundes’. (At the later, actual period of its use, the merk’s value was approximately the
same as a shilling. However, in this story, a single ‘gold merk’ was a sufficient offer for the purchase of a cow and
nearly equal to the daily income of a successful feudal estate. But, at other times in this story, it was referred to as ‘a
sorry sum’ or as little more than walking-around-money)

We also retained references to ‘Lincoln Green’” which wasn’t referred to by that name until 300 years after the time
of Robin Hood.

The original anthology, published in 1840, was assembled from the forty-one issue series that was published in
1839 and 1840 by Foster and Hextall. This 1850, author re-edited, anthology of the series was one of many
serializations and books that followed Egan’s initial publication date. These works included five re-serializations of
his original story throughout the 1840s.

In years following, other authors published an edition of the old Robin Hood ballads, Robin Hood and His Merrie
Foresters, Maid Marian, the Forest Queen, Little John and Will Scarlett, and The Outlaws of Sherwood Forest.

This serialized version of the Robin Hood legend was popular during the youth of Samuel Clemens (Mark Twain),
so it is believed to be the version that his fictional character, Tom Sawyer, found inspirational for his adventures
during that same period in The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. (“I am Robin Hood, as thy caitiff carcase soon shall know.”,
etc.)

However, some sources have claimed that the story Robin Hood and His Merrie Foresters inspired Twain, despite
the fact that it was less dramatic (making it less appealing to young males) and it was published after the Egan
treatment of the story. Mr. Twain is unavailable for clarification or comment.

Perhaps it was from both authors’ interpretations of the legends, and from the Biblical personalities and events that
the original legends had contemporized.

The Egan story was written for adults, but it was so popular among young boys that it immediately inspired
serializations and books that were created for the youth market in Great Britain and the United States, making this
book a great-great-godfather of comic books and graphic novels.
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Robin Hood and Wittle John
Book 1

Come lithe and lysten gentlemen
That bee of freeborn blood,

I shall tell ye of a good yeman -
Hys name was robyn hode.

@l Ballad

Chapter 1

In silence then they took the way
Beneath the forest’s solitude.

It was a vast and antique wood,
Thro’ which they took their way;
And the grey shades of evening
O’er that green wilderness did fling
Still deeper solitude.

Shelley

Ju the year of Grace, 1161, during the reign of the
second Henry, two travelers, travel-stained and
mounted upon jaded steeds, wended their way
through the intricacies of the vast forest of Shire
Wood or Sherwood, situated in Nottinghamshire. It
was an evening in March, chill and cold; the wind
came in sharp fitful gusts, whistling now, and anon,
sighing through the young green leaves and old
boughs of the huge trees. The sun was fast declining,
and was setting with a wild aspect, deep red clouds
clustered gloomily about him, and as he sunk
behind the trees, long streams of grey mist rapidly
uprose, giving dreary evidence of a stormy night.
The travelers were sufficiently weather-wise to
recognize in these indications an imperious necess-
ity for a speedy arrival at their journey’s end, or,
failing in that, to obtain the nearest shelter. One of
them, who rode in advance, and appeared the
superior, as well as the elder of the two, drew his
mantle, in which he was well-enveloped, closer
around him, and called to his companion to
quicken his speed; the other obeyed the command
with such right goodwill that he brought himself in
a few minutes to a level with his fellow traveler. For
a short time, they continued their journey in
silence, at length the elder traveler broke it by
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observing -

“The wind is increasing; I expect it will be a wild
night - what think you, Ritson?”

“It looks threatening, my Lord,” replied Ritson
“I would our steeds were not so miserably fagged,
for it will be somewhat serious to be benighted in
this forest.”

“I trust you have no cause to expect an occurrence
so unpleasant,” returned his companion quickly. “I
imagined our journey was nearly at its close. You are
the guide - you have not lost your road, I hope?”

“Oh, no!” answered Ritson, “but if we do not
make better progress before the sun sinks down and
the storm comes up, I shall be likely to miss my road
in the darkness; as it is, I have nothing but a quick
eye and an imperfect recollection to guide me. As
yet we have journeyed in the right path, and with
good steeds a short hour’s ride would bring us to
Head’s Cottage.”

“See if you cannot lash that lazy beast of thine
into something like a pace,” exclaimed his
companion, spurring his horse sharply; “My steed,
although tired, lags not as does thine.”

Ritson complied with his master’s request, and
the tired beast, under the influence of whip and
spur, cantered but wearily along. The wind had risen
considerably; it howled and moaned like the wail of
unquiet spirits; the sun had nearly vanished, and the
darkness had increased apace, while the vast trees,
which even in the broad daylight shed a sombre hue
around, now added to the gloom, and made the
twilight almost night; heavy drops of hail began to
fall, and the indications of foul weather were being
now rapidly realized.

“Are we near the dwelling of this yeoman yet?”
asked the elder traveler.

“We are, my Lord” replied his man, “a quarter of
an hour will bring us there.”

“It is well,” muttered the noble. “this man - this
Head, is one on whom I may depend?”

“You may, my Lord, particularly when he believes
the tale which your Lordship has coined so
admirably,” replied Ritson. “He is a rough, frank,
honest fellow, who has not two ideas of one thing;



he believes right ought to be might, and does his
best to make it so - Wheugh! there was a blast,” he
cried, as a gust of wind of tremendous force came
tearing through the forest, followed by a vivid flash
of lightning and a loud clap of thunder.

“There it is, my Lord, there it is!” cried Ritson,
with a joyful burst, when the long peal of thunder
had ceased; “You see that light twinkling through
the trees; that comes from Head’s house; it’s now
eight years since I saw that glimmering light from
this spot. Ah! many a merry night have I passed with
Gilbert Head.”

“You have the brat safe?” interrogated the Lord.

“I have, my Lord,” was the reply: “He is fast
asleep. I cannot see, my Lord, why you should take
all this trouble; if this boy is in your way, the
quietest and most certain way to remove him would
be to give him two inches of cold steel; it is a good
time now, it will not take me a minute, and your
Lordship will thank me, and remember me in your
will, for the deed.”

“No, no,” returned his Lordship, hurriedly;
“although he is in my way, and did he reach man’s
estate, knowing his birthright, it would bring rain
on me, yet I would not imbrue my hands in his
blood, no, ‘tis better as it is. I shall rid myself of him
without being guilty of so foul a crime as murder;
and if he never becomes aware of his right of title to
the earldom - and he never can unless you disclose
it, which it shall be my peculiar care to prevent -
brought up to a yeoman’s life, he will never miss it; I
shall enjoy that which I need, and he will not be the
worse for losing that which he never needed.”

“Be it as you will, my Lord,” returned Ritson
coolly; “but for my part, I think a brat’s life not
worth a journey from Huntingdonshire to Notting-
hamshire. This is the house, my Lord,” he
concluded, as they arrived in front of a well-built
cottage standing on the borders of the forest.

It was a welcome sight to both, for their journey
had been a long and weary one. It was therefore
with a feeling of satisfaction that both dismounted,
and Ritson knocked loudly for admittance,
accompanying his blows by a series of shouts, which
would, he anticipated, gain for them instant ingress.
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“What ho! Neighbor Head; Goodman [‘Mr./Head
of Household’] Head!” he roared. “Gilbert Head! A
kinsman knocks; the blazing logs are on thy
hearth, and the outside of thy door is to my front. A
shelter - a shelter for the benighted!”

His appeal was answered by the deep-mouthed
baying of hounds who, on the instant he had struck
the door, had rushed to it and poured forth a fierce
clamor. A voice was soon heard quieting them, and
then inquiring “Who knocks?”

“Thy kinsman, Roland Ritson,” was the reply.
“Open quickly, good Gilbert. I have a companion
with me. We are wet to the skin; quick, quick!”

“What, Roland Ritson, of Mansfield?” asked the
voice.

“Aye, aye, the same, at least I was of Mansfield,”
returned Ritson, impatiently. “You forget, good
Gilbert, the rain is coming down in torrents — hear

) g
ye not the wind?”

“No, I do not forget that ‘tis a rough night,
neither forget I that you played me a scurvy trick at
our last meeting, Master Roland,” said the voice.
“But as you have one with you, and the night is not
over pleasant, why, my hospitality shall not be ques-
tioned; else beshrew [archaic.‘curse’] me, but I
would let you thump till your arm ached, and shout
till you were hoarse, ere I would let a door of mine
fly back at your command.” Saying which, the
speaker unbound the door, and admitted the
travelers.

“Give me thy hand, Gilbert,” said Ritson, with
an appearance of frank cordiality. “I acknowledge
my offence, and am heartily ashamed of it. I freely
ask thy pardon, and beg of thee to remember I was
some eight years younger than I stand now before
you, and that much wilder. Besides, good Gilbert,
you had your revenge of me.”

“And so I had!” replied Gilbert, laughing, “It’s ill
sport to draw a shaft on a dead buck, and so there’s
my hand. A welcome to my humble roof, sir
stranger,” he added, turning to Ritson’s compan-
ion. “Judge not harshly of my goodwill, that an
oaken door stood some time between you and my
hearth after you had asked for admittance, but some
rude neighbours in the forest here, who would be



hand-and-glove with whatever they can lay claw
on, without consulting the inclination of the
owner, make it needful to trust to bars and bolts for
a security which is denied to a strong arm and stout
heart, when opposed to numbers; and a difference
between me and my kinsman there, which occurred
some years since, made me tardy in bidding ye
welcome, which I now do heartily and truly.”

“Ah! You have steeds with you; we must see to
their comfort. Ho! Lincoln!” he shouted, and a
stout serving man, in the garb of a forester, made
his appearance; “Here, lead these steeds to the shed,
and see them well-served,” he cried. The man obey-
ed without uttering a word, or scarcely glancing at
the new comers. Gilbert Head led the travelers to
the fire, and a female about thirty, with pretty
features, and altogether of a pleasing exterior, met
them and bade them welcome. This was the wife of
Gilbert Head, and Ritson’s sister.

“Why, Margaret!” cried her brother, “Eight years
have not added much weight to thy brow. Thy
forehead is as clear and thine eye as bright as when
Gilbert came awooing.”

“I have been well and very happy,” she replied,
bestowing a glance of affection upon her husband,
who returned it with a hearty kiss.

“You may say we, Maggie girl, for we have been
very happy,” cried the honest yeoman, his eyes
dwelling upon the pleasing face of his wife with a
look of intense satisfaction; “and thanks to thy
sweet temper, there has been no sullen looks nor
rough words to mar our peace. But come, kinsman,
doff your cloak; and you, sir, the rain hangs upon
thy cloth like dew on the leaves. Bustle, Margaret;
make the faggots blaze; a hot supper shall soon drive
out the cold which the rain has worked in.”

The worthy couple moved themselves with a good
will, and hastened to place materials for a hearty
supper upon the table. While thus employed, Ritson
took the opportunity of throwing his cloak from
his shoulders, and discovered a sleeping child resting
upon his arm, wrapped in a cloak of fine blue cloth.
The face of the infant was of great beauty, round
and well formed, and the clear skin, ruby lips, and
red cheeks exhibited the appearance of extreme
health. When Ritson had quite disengaged himself
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from his mantle, and disposed the child to as much
advantage as circumstances would allow, he turned
to his sister, and assuming a tone of voice which
would best answer his purpose, said - “Margaret,
come hither, I have a present for thee; you shall not
say that I returned after eight years’ absence empty
handed. See what I have brought thee.”

“Holy Mary!” ejaculated the astonished Margaret
as she saw the child, “a child! Why, Roland, where
got you this, is it thine? What an angel! Oh, Gilbert,
look at this sweet child.”

“Why, what now?” exclaimed Gilbert Head, as he
looked upon the child with almost as much
amazement as his wife. “A sleeping babe! What,
Roland, at your old tricks again, eh? — or have you
turned nurse in your reformed state? - it’s strange
for you to be scouring the country on stormy nights
with an infant in your arms. What’s in the wind,
lad? Out with it; I know thee, Roland, now, I've
seen this babe, I am well assured it was not a mere
matter of being benighted that brought you
hither.”

“Out with it, Ritson, let’s have the worst and
best.”

“You shall have all I know, in good truth,”
replied Roland. “This child is none of mine nor of
anyone’s, now; it is an orphan, but this friend of
mine is the present owner; he knew the family and
the whole story, which he shall tell you. But if you
have Christian charity, you will spread the supper
table and say ‘sit ye down and eat and drink your
fill, and to what there is ye are kindly welcome.’
Here, Margaret, take the boy; my arm has been his
cradle these two days — hours I mean - and my arm
aches.”

“The sweet innocent shall not stay thy stomach
from its feast,” said Margaret, taking the child
from her brother’s arms, while an expression of
pleasure passed over her features as she received him
and gazed on the sweet calm features reposing in
gentle slumber. She carried him gently up a flight of
stairs which led from the room they were in to her
bedroom; she placed the sleeping infant upon the
bed, and covering him with her own scarlet mantle
which decorated her fair person when she went to
mass or to holiday treats, returned to the room she



had previously quitted. She found her husband
bantering her brother and the stranger alternately,
upon the possession of the child; which the former
took in good part, but the latter rather stiffly,
although he strove to conceal the dislike he felt to
the honest yeoman’s freedom of speech.

Robm S Arrlval

The supper passed away w1thout an occurrence
worthy of remark, and with little conversation, save
a few questions from Gilbert and Margaret to her
brother, which he saw fit to answer only as it would
serve his present purpose. At length, when Gilbert
began to entertain serious notions of retiring for
the night, and to think in what way he could
dispose of his guests to their satisfaction, the noble
broke the silence which had reigned for a short
time, by remarking to his host -

“You were making some observations respect-ing
the infant which your relative brought hither
tonight and consigned to the custody of your wife. I
am in a position to satisfy your curiosity, and as I
have a proposition to make which will affect his
future welfare, I wish to put you in possession of all
matters connected with him.”

“His father was a soldier, of good family, a most
dear and intimate friend of mine, and a comrade in
arms. We served for some time together in France
under the present King Henry, in Normandy,
Aquitaine, Poictou, and many other places, and

14

again, a few years since, in Wales. While in
Normandy, he contracted an intimacy with a young
girl, a native of Auvergne; they were married; he
brought her to England with him, but he could not
acknowledge her as his wife, on account of the
prejudices of his family, who were high, proud, and
valued themselves upon their pure descent from a
Saxon monarch. The poor girl died in giving birth
to the child, and my friend lost his life, about ten
months since, in the war on the frontiers of
Normandy. I was by his side when he received his
death wound, and his last thoughts were upon his
child; he gave me the name and address of the
female to whose charge he had committed it ere he
quitted England, and begged me, by the
remembrance of our old friendship, for his sake to
foster and cherish it; I promised to do so; but, good
yeoman, I am a rough soldier, without kith or kin,
passing a chequered life in the camp and field.”

“What, then, am I to do with a tender babe, €’en
though I passed a soldier’s word for its health and
safety? In this strait I advised with thy kinsman, and
he bethought him of thee; he said thou hadst a
young wife, had no family of thine own, were
trustworthy, honest folk, and would do kindly by
the boy, if, on a promise of being well paid, you
consented to take charge of him until he is of an age
to follow me, should I be spared, to the field, and
emulate the deeds of his brave sire. What say you,
honest friend, shall it be as I wish? My pay and my
share of spoil hath made my income good; I can
spare a round sum from it yearly to pay for his keep.
What say you, pretty dame, you will not say me nay
to nurture a fair child, albeit it is none of thine?”

“A pretty plaything for thee, Margaret, by St.
Peter and pin money to boot; think of that,
kinswoman,” chimed in Roland Ritson.

Margaret looked at her husband, and he looked
at her, but neither spoke.

“You hesitate,” said the noble, a frown gathering
on his brow; “my proposition likes you not.”

“In good “truth,” said the yeoman quickly, “it
likes me well, for since it hath not pleased the Holy
Mother to grant us bantlings, I should be well
pleased to fondle one, to bring him up to good
thoughts and honest deeds, though he be not son of



mine; but it rests with Maggie; if it likes her, we will
cry a bargain, sir stranger. What say you, girl?”

“I am well content the child stay with us, Gilbert;
for as this good soldier truly says, what should he do
with a young and tender babe, being kinless and
passing his life in the rough scenes of war? It is a
sweet child, and pity indeed ‘twould be that harm
should come to it. Let him be as though he were our
own, until you, sir, shall think it time he change a
forest home for one of thy choosing,”

“Our thoughts and wishes jump together in this,
as they do in all things, dear Maggie,” said her
husband affectionately to her. Then turning to the
traveler, he continued “Well, sir soldier, it is
bargain; we keep the boy until he is of an age to give
you no trouble, and when that time arrives you will
see we have dealt honestly by him, to which I pledge
my faith, and there’s my glove on it,” he concluded
drawing one of his gauntlets from his belt, and
throwing it on the table.

“Iaccept the token,” returned the traveler, taking
up the glove, and giving one of his own in
exchange. He then drew a small bag from a pocket
in his doublet, adding, “Here is a sum in gold pieces,
which each year I will transmit to you, be I at what
quarter of the globe I may, for his support and
clothing.”

This proposition met with strong opposition on
the part of the good yeoman, who stoutly refused to
receive a fraction of it; but the friendly altercation
was at length terminated by a proposal from
Margaret to receive the sum and put it by each year,
until the boy quitted them; it would then make a
pretty purse to begin the world with. This was
agreed to, a few arrangements were made and the
parties separated for the night.

When Gilbert Head rose next morning, his first
act was to visit the shed, to see that his visitors steeds
had met with good treatment. He found them well
groomed, but still labouring under the effect of
long and hard riding; they were noble steeds, of
high breeding and excellent value. Gilbert Head
possessed two horses, and it was with something like
a smile he turned to compare these high-bred cattle
with his own forest nags.

To his surprise he missed them; they were absent
from the stable, and as he knew none connected
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with his establishment (for he was a keeper of the
forest) dare take either or both without his
permission, as he kept them for his own especial
riding, his mind misgave him that his guests had
not stayed for leave-taking. He sought the chamber
in which he led them to repose, and found it empty:
they had gone ere daybreak.

“There is something afloat that should not be,”
he muttered, “or they would not have left in this
strange manner. At least they have not been
dishonest, everything is as I left it; and so far from
robbing me, they have given me a bag of gold,
exchanged two blood horses for a pair of sturdy
forest nags, but common brutes in comparison with
those I have in exchange, and I have a pretty boy
thrown into the bargain. No, no, ‘tis no picking
and stealing they have been after; there is some-
thing in which this child is concerned, of some
particular importance, that has made them journey
long and wearily to seek me out. Well, be it what it
may, I will do my best by the boy, and turn him out
something like what a man should be, if wicked
blood be not in his veins; and if it be, the fiend
himself would not make a stout yew bow out of a
broken reed.”

He returned to the room below, and found his
wife seated by the fire nursing the little stranger. He
communicated to her the unceremonious departure
of their guests, and she, who had no very high
opinion of her brother’s principles, could give no
explanation of their singular conduct; it served
them for some speculative conversation.

“It is very odd,” concluded Margaret, after a
speech of some length, “that this stranger and my
brother should have quitted the house without even
letting us know where to find them, in case we need

their presence, or even by what name we should call
this little dear child.”

“I have thought so too,” answered Gilbert; “but
since we know not whether he has had a name given
to him by his godfather and godmother, we will
even stand sponsors to him ourselves, and call him
by the name of my dear brother whom I loved so
well, he who died some years since, even Robert -
Robyn, as I used to call him, Heaven rest his soul!”

And so the child was named Robyn Head; or as in
after times it became corrupted, Robin Hood.



Chapter 2

See a youth of clene compacted lim,
Who, with comely grace, in his left hand
Holding his bow, did take bis steadfast stand,
Setting his left leg somewhat forth before,
His arrow with his right hand nocking sure
Not stooping, nor yet standing straight upright
Then with his left hand little ‘bove bis sight
Stretching his left arm out with an easie strength,
To draw an arrow of a yard in length

Richard Nicrols 1616

Fifteen years after the events related in the
preceding chapter, upon a beautiful morning near
the end of May, Gilbert Head rode through
Sherwood Forest, with the purpose of visiting the
pretty little village Mansfieldwoodhaus to obtain
some articles for housekeeping. The morning was
bright and clear; the trees were clothed in their now
bright vestments of green; the grass, sparkling with
dew, seemed spotted here and there with small
flowers, like a mosaic pavement inlaid with mil-
lions of diamonds; the wild ivy clambered up the
twisted trunks of the huge oaks, and the sweet
flowers which grew in profusion followed them,
caressing twiningly alike the ivy and the trees;
singing birds thronged the oaks, the beech, the
elms and the heavens, making the air redolent with
melody; ever and anon a buck, startled by the sound
of the horse’s footsteps, would start from its resting
place, bound across the path, and in an instant be
lost in some thicket which stood friendlily near.

Gilbert felt the influence of the bright morning
upon him, and in the fullness of his lightheart-
edness contributed his share to the harmony which
reigned around, by chanting portions of Saxon
ballads, which it is to be regretted, from their
quaint humour, have not been handed down to us;
he was busily engaged in shouting forth one which
told of the marvelous re-appearance of good King
Harold, after his supposed death at the battle of
Hastings, to William Rufus, at the moment he was
shot in the New Forest by Sir Walter Tyrrel de Poix,
and how it was the Evil One, in the shape of a hart,
who had caused the horrid catastrophe,

His bowstring had broken, the hart seem’d lame,
“Shoot, Walter, shoot! In the devil’s name!”

He cried to the knight, who drew to the head
His shaft, loosed it, and the king fell dead.
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At that instant an arrow whistled by his ear, and
stood quivering in the trunk of an oak near him.
“And the king fell dead” he repeated in rather a
startled tone; he drew up his nag; another moment,
and a second arrow flew by him with no better aim.
Close enough it was to make him start, for he felt
the wind of it as it swept by his cheek.

Ere a third shaft could follow its predecessors, he
dismounted, sprung behind an oak, and lost not a
second in bending his bow, which he had kept
unstrung, as he was upon a peaceful mission, and did
not wish even a pleasant opportunity of sport to
interfere with what he considered domestic duties.
He drew an arrow from his quiver, and placing it to
his bow, drew it ready to discharge the first moment
he caught a glimpse of his unseen enemy. He looked
earnestly in the direction from which the arrows
had proceeded, but saw not the slightest appearance
which could betoken the presence of aught human.

His horse stood perfectly still, and he imagined
that while there it remained, it would be a kind of
finger post to indicate to his hidden foe where to
send his arrows. As he had no particular fancy to
make his body a target to the archer who had been
pleasant enough to make an effort for his removal
from this state to another, it struck him that the
best thing he could do would be to send on the nag
and await the issue, trusting to a bountiful
Providence for an opportunity of repaying the
favours he had received in the same coin.

When he arrived at this conclusion, he gave a
particular sound with his tongue, with which the
beast was well acquainted, and accordingly soon as
he heard it, he pricked up his ears and jogged on.
Gilbert waited patiently a short time, but nothing
appeared; not sight nor sound met his eyes or ears,
save the blue sky, the green trees, the flowers, the
warbling of the birds, and the gentle rustling which
the cool breeze stirred among the leaves; he loosed
his arrow from the bow, and it went whistling to
the spot where he imagined his foe lay concealed; he
looked hard and closely where it disappeared, but all
was still. He tried another ruse, he took a shaft from
his quiver, and putting a gauntlet upon it, placed it
against the trunk of the tree, in order, should it
attract attention and be shot at, he might see from
whence the shaft came.

It had scarce glanced in the sunlight, ere an arrow
pinned it to the tree; so quick, so speedy had been



the act, that he remained as ignorant as ever from
whence the arrow proceeded; but he looked at the
shaft, and, as it had flown straight, he well knew
that its heel pointed to the spot from whence it had
been discharged. Taking a deliberate aim at the part
where he deemed it most probable the unseen
archer lay, he fancied he saw something glitter; he
let fly his shaft on the instant, and heard a clear
laugh ring in the air nearly as soon as the bow string
twanged, and a rich voice, almost like a woman’s,
sing —
There are deer in the woods, there are flow’rs in the lea
Sing lily, oh, bey! ob, hey, sing lily!
But think not of these, love, come thou hither to me;
Sing lily, oh, bey! oh, hey, sing lily!
Though ‘tis merry to shoot in the bonny green wood,
With the deer in the glade, and thy yew bow so good;
Yet leave them for me, love,my own dear Robin Hood.

Sing lily, oh, hey! Ob, bey, sing lily!

“It’s Robin - young, saucy, merry Robin, as I am
a sinful man!” cried Gilbert, advancing from
behind the tree and calling out lustily, “Ho! Come
forth, young hide and seek. Is this thy sport to level
thy shafts at thy father? By the Mass! but I thought I
had the arrow of an outlaw picking acquaintance
with my skull. Have you no more reverence for my
grey locks than to see if thine arrow will turn them
as t'would the hair upon a deer’s hide? Ho! come
out, lad what ho! Robin! The lad’s in one of his
freakish fits; ah! These humours will someday lead
him into wild scrapes. Here he comes, a merry
rogue, singing the song, too, which I made for Mary
Gray to sing to my poor brother Robin,”

“What ho! goodman Hood, blithe father of
mine,” shouted the voice, the person still in
concealment, “Hath my whistling bolt made an
ache or a tickle in thine ear?”

There’s no cloud o’er the moon, there’s no sound in the dell
Sing lily, oh, bey! ob, hey, sing lily!

There’s no voice in the air from the convent’s soft bell;
Sing lily, oh, bey! ob, hey, sing lily!

Wilt thou wander with me in the merrie Shire Wood,

To the green trysting tree, ‘neath whose deep shade we
stood;

When you stole my fond heart, my own love, Robin Hood
Sing lily, oh, hey! oh, hey, sing lily!
As the burden of this little ditty was yet being
echoed by the hollow places in the greenwood, there
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emerged from the thicket into which Gilbert had
fired, a youth. He approached the keeper, and, when
within a few feet, he stopped, and, leaning upon his
bow, looked him hard in the face, indulging in
another long, clear-toned laugh.

s -

Gilbert H

ead (Hood) and Robin

He was barely sixteen years old, yet looked
eighteen, for he was tall for his age, and exposure to
the weather had deeply browned a skin once
exquisitely fair; his frame was slight, but well
formed; his limbs, though slender, had that easy set
— that freedom of action, which, in youth, indicates
coming strength; his chest was open even to an
unusual breadth, his uprightness of bearing giving it
an expanse in appearance which it perhaps did not
really possess; his head and face were round, and well
set upon his shoulders; his eyes were a deep hazel,
large, full, and bright to a degree; there was a
clearness and an expression in them which would
tell the beholder the tenor of the thought passing in
their possessor’s mind ere his lip could give it
utterance - they laughed at the witty thought,
looked tristful and full of sympathy at aught sad,
and round and flashing if his ire was raised; his nose
was straight, his lips handsomely shaped, and his
teeth looked as he laughed like a row of pearls; his
hair was a deep brown, and hung, as was the custom
of the period, in rich luxuriance around his
shoulders; upon his head was a small cap of bright
green cloth, decorated with a heron’s feather; a
doublet of green - the far-famed Lincoln green -
adorned his body; his legs were encased in long hose



of fine buckskin reaching to the waist, called
Chaussés; his feet were encased, in a sort of slipper,
something between the buskin and shoe, bearing
the Saxon name of unhege soeo, it came tight round
the foot, reaching up behind, so as to cover the
ancle, but open on the instep, it was secured by a
thong passing over the instep from one side to the
other; this article was also made of buckskin, but of
much stouter material than the hose; a baldrick,
studded with bright steel points, crossed his
shoulder, and passed beneath his arm; his sheaf was
buckled to it behind, and at his belt hung a small
horn. Thus equipted, a laughing, merry, careless
youth of sixteen, stood he who was in future years to
make such a figure in the history of his times.

“Made an ache or a tickle in mine ear?” cried
Gilbert, reiterating his words, and affecting a
sternness which he felt not, “By’r Lady, but that sort
of tickling had like to take away all aching.”

“Nay,” said Robin, “I did not hit you; I did not
intend.”

“In good sooth,” answered Gilbert, “I am much
bound to thee. I am happy to say thou didst not hit
me; and give thee the credit of fully believing thou
did’st not intend to do so; but thou might’st Robin,
thou might’st! A turn, a sudden jerk, or halt in the
pace of my nag, and by this time I might have been
introducing myself to the notice of my ancestors,
who, Heaven rest their souls! have quitted the world
long ago.”

“But as you see you are not,” laughed Robin, “My
good father, don’t show me a stern brow for a
boyish trick - a sport.”

“Yes; but consider, Robin,” said the good forester,
mildly, “as Zsop hath it ‘what may be sport to thee,

J

is death to me’.

“Nay,” returned Robin, a shade passing over his
brow at the continued gravity of his foster father,
“Never heed it; I will not offend thee again by such
a trick. But thou said’st this morning, at breakfast,
that I was not archer good enough yet to rustle the
hair on a deer’s ear, by way of startling him,
without hitting him. I saw thee jogging quietly
along on old Gip, and I had a mind to show thee
that I could.”

“A pleasant way of satisfying me, truly! But let it
pass, Robin, I am not angry with thee; not I,” said
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Gilbert, patting him on the shoulder. “I have but to
say, try not thy skill again in the same way.”

“Thou need’st not fear; for careless, thoughtless
fellow though I be, I would not hurt a hair of thy
head, father, or give thee an instant’s pain for this
green wood and all its joy,” said Robin, with
warmth, stretching out his hand, which Gilbert
took, grasped warmly, and said earnestly —

“I know thou would’st not, my boy. Bless thee! I
know thou would’st not! It is now fifteen years,
Robin, since thou wert brought, an infant, to my
humble home. From that time until now I have felt
for thee an affection, which, wert thou my own
offspring, could not be warmer, truer, or more
sincere. Thou hast always been an honest, open-
hearted lad, wearing thy heart outside thy doublet,
that those who knew thee once, might know thee
always; thou hast never given me one moment’s
pain; for an’ thou wert a little wayward and wilful,
thou wert never wicked. Marry ‘tis what I would see
in a boy. I would not have the young hardy tree
grow up clogged and fettered by your trailing,
creeping things, handsome though they be to gaze
upon! And while thou art with me, and set as thou
hast done, I will be unto thee a father and a friend.”

“As you have ever been, dear Gilbert!” exclaimed
Robin, with fervour. “And may my right arm lose
its strength, and every shaft I loose miss its aim, if
ever I forget it, But tell me, father, have you not
heard from the friend who brought me to you?”

“I have never seen him since,” replied Gilbert,
“and only heard once; and that was by a scroll
delivered to me about a year after I had received you.
It was deciphered to me by my confessor, and ran
thus -

Gilbert Head or Hood, I placed twelve montbs since
an infant boy in thy charge; I agreed to pay thee a
yearly sum for his support, which I enclose. As I am
leaving England for France, and my stay or return is
uncertain, I have made arrangements for thee to
receive yearly a like sum, upon application to the sheriff
of Nottingham; the money is placed in thy name, and
can only be received by thee. Bring up the boy as though
he were thine own son, and on my return to this land
will claim him,

Signed, Hubert Stanley

“There was neither date nor name of place from
whence it was sent; and with the story which I



related to you as told me by him who brought you
to me, you know as much concerning your birth
and parentage as I do. If he never returns, there is
always the same home for you as you have ever
known; and when the green turf is growing over
me, Robin, - for you know, boy, the sturdiest oak
must fall when its time arrives — why there will still
be the cottage, and the bit of stock it contains, to
make up for the loss of those who once sat round
the hearth, and they will, perhaps, serve to keep
those who have gone in thy memory.”

The tear glistened in Robin’s eye as Gilbert gave
utterance to his kindly feelings, and hastily dashing
his glove across his eyelid to brush away the large
drop which stood there, he said - “Let’s talk no
more of it; it’s a dull subject, and when you say such
monstrous kind things you always give me a watery
eyelid and an aching throat, and that’s not manly,
but weak and girlish; such must not be the character
of Robin Hood. I shall know, I dare say, someday,
who I am and what I am, and if I don’t, well, what
listeth. I have not a doubt that I shall sleep just as
light and wake as merrily as I do now. I know not
who I am, but I will tell you what I mean to be —
that is, the bonniest archer that ever drew bow in
Sherwood Forest; I can bring down a flying bird or a
fleeing buck now - but that’s not half enough, tell
me something to hit, Gilbert; you are a good shot;
show me something you deem too hard even for you
to accomplish, and I will succeed in it, or you shall
say I am no marksman.”

“You’re the best for your age in this country, and
no lie told,” Said Gilbert proudly, “and I taught
you. I used to do a thing, Robin, when many years
younger, that I deemed the topping of all archery,
for I knew none but myself that could do it.”

“And what was that?” impatiently asked Robin.

“You see yonder leaf hanging by its thin stalk to
that bough?” he answered, pointing to the
straggling branch of an oak which stood opposite to
them.

“I do,” was the reply.

“Well, I could cut that leaf from the branch with
one shaft, place a second in the branch on the same
spot from which I had cut the leaf, and split that
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arrow with a third ere the first had reached the
ground!” concluded Gilbert, with a satisfied nod of
the head.

“That’s worth trying for; see what I can do,” cried
Robin, his eyes sparkling with the idea of
accomplishing that which appeared almost an
impossibility. He drew three arrows from his sheaf,
and put two of them loosely in his belt, so as to draw
them quickly from it; he then stood to take his aim,
and a more graceful figure or attitude could not well
be imagined; his legs were but a short distance apart,
the left a little in advance of the right; his body
inclining a little to the out stretched left arm which
held the bow, as it was a peculiar art to throw the
weight of the body to the horns of the bow, thus
saving a necessity for great muscular power in
drawing the string, enabling the archer to take a
steadier and surer aim. As he stood motionless,
Gilbert eyed him with a proud satisfaction in his
eyes, a youth of nobler bearing never stood in the
green wood.

“Keep your eye on the leaf boy,” he cried; “wag
not an eyelid, budge not the millionth part of an
inch until the first shaft has left your bow.”

Robin followed his advice, and when the twang
of the bow discharging the first arrow caught
Gilbert’s ear, he held his breath as if it would
influence Robin’s success.

The first arrow tore the leaf away, the second
stood quivering in the branch almost as soon as the
first had left the bow, but, the barb of the third
shaft, as he drew it quickly from his belt, caught,
and thus prevented him being successful. An
exclamation of impatience burst from him, but
Gilbert checked him, and putting his hand upon his
shoulder, exclaimed:

(444

Twas well tried for - a good shot, Robin; why
your best foresters, in their prime of shooting, could
not have done more; ‘twas well done.”

“No, it was not done, father; but it shall be ere I
stir out of the wood,” was Robin’s rejoinder, as he
took three more shafts from his sheath to make a
second essay. Gilbert was about to give him minute
directions for the furtherance of his object, when a
loud neigh rung in the air.



“Gip, as I live,” he cried laughingly; “The old
dame is tired of her own company. By the Rood [‘The
Holy Cross]! I must away to Mansfieldwoodhaus, or
Margaret will be giving me the length of her tongue
and where’s the shaft that will measure with it? On
with thy trial, boy; when I return I shall perhaps
find that thy skill in the use of the long bow equals
Gilbert Hood’s in his best days.” So saying,
hallooing to his nag, he disappeared among the vast
trees, leaving Robin to his task, alone.

For some time Robin continued his efforts, and
his perseverance met with a tolerable return. He
found the greatest difficulty in displacing his second
shaft with the third, but his determined and
continuous efforts were at length crowned with
complete success; the leaf was borne away by his first
shaft, his second entered the branch from which the
leaf had been displaced, and the third clove in twain
the second arrow ere the first had reached the
ground. He felt an inward pride heave his chest as he
gazed upon the evidence of his success, and he
thought how gratified his foster father would be to
find that he had accomplished a feat which rivaled
the best efforts of the most famous archers known.

He was startled from a reverie into which he had
fallen, by a buck suddenly bursting through the
thicket from which he had himself made his
appearance to Gilbert Hood; it dashed down the
broad glade, and disappeared in the intricacies of
the forest. He followed it with his eyes until it was
lost to his sight, and on turning them again to the
spot from whence the buck had broken, he was
surprised by the hasty appearance of a man attired in
the garb of a forester. The stranger crouched
watchingly, as if expecting the coming of someone
from whom he wished to keep concealed. His back
was turned to Robin. After retiring a few paces, he
knelt down on one knee, and putting a shaft to his
bow took a steadfast aim, and discharged it. By a
sudden exclamation of disappointment, Robin sup-
posed him to have missed his object.

He looked in the direction in which the fellow
shot, to ascertain at what he was aiming, but a
second arrow departed on its errand without his
discovering the object at which it was loosed. The
stranger watched the tract of his shaft, but again
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gave utterance to his disappointment in the shape of
a round oath, which Robin distinctly heard. He
drew a third arrow, and with an expression of the
utmost anxiety, aimed, and again missed, as well as
Robin could judge from an extravagant utterance of
rage falling from his lips. There was a small opening
between two bulky beech trees, commanding a view
of a small portion of the glade, or, as it might have
been termed, the pathway, leading to and past the
spot on which Robin stood. As the man’s move-
ments had created an interest in him, he kept his
eyes fixed in the direction in which he shot, and this
opening just described, lying a little to his left hand,
as he gazed at the other point, enabled him to see
who or whatever passed; he was, therefore, much
surprised on perceiving a couple of forest nags,
bearing a female and one habited in the costume of
a knight or cavalier, appear and pass slowly on.

The female seemed alarmed, and the cavalier’s
head was moving and turning in every direction,
evidently endeavoring to discover that with which
Robin was already acquainted, that is, from whence
the arrows, which ever and anon flew around him,
were proceeding. Robin presently observed the lady
start; he heard a scream, and saw an arrow sticking
through the pommel of her saddle. There was no
time to lose, and taking advantage of the same
means which the fellow who was discharging his
shaft at the coming strangers had used, he got
behind a tree, and fixing an arrow to his bow, he
determined to make the forester remember as long
as he lived, shooting thus iniquitously at unpro-
tected people.

It is needless to say that Robin was in good
practice, and when the outstretched left arm of the
man told that he was again drawing his bow in base
attack upon the strangers, ere his shaft quitted the
bowstring, Robin’s arrow transfixed his left hand to
his bow. With a roar of mingled anguish and rage,
he turned his eyes to the place which concealed our
hero, but without avail, the small figure of the
youth being effectually concealed by the broad
trunk of an oak. Robin could not help laughing
with the heartiest glee, to see the futile efforts the
man made to withdraw the arrow which fastened
his hand so firmly to the yew bow.



The shaft which Robin had discharged was, like
all he carried, made by himself, with the exception
of the barbed heads, and for the construction of
those he was indebted to the skill of Gilbert Hood,
himself an admirable bowman. They were formed
of the best steel, were long, thin, and tapered to a
fine point, enabling a good archer to hit the
smallest mark with unerring precision. With one of
these had Robin pinned the strange forester’s hand
to his bow, with a firmness which would prevent
their speedy separation.

The idea of killing the man never entered his
imagination; but he had not done with him yet;
and, leveling a second shaft, whipped the fellow’s
cap from his head, to his great alarm. Being at a loss
to discover by whom he was attacked, he looked
around him in the greatest trepidation, and
ejaculating loudly “the foul fiend!” turned and fled.
With a loud laugh Robin discharged an arrow, to
assist him on his flight. It overtook him; and,
although it did no great damage, still, from its
receipt, he would for some time find it more easy
than agreeable to take a seat anywhere. As the arrow
entered, he gave a leap, and, at the same time, a
frantic yell.

With a desperate effort, he seized and drew the
arrow out, redoubling his speed; leaving his blood to
track his footsteps, he dashed through the foliage,
and was soon out of sight. Indulging in a laugh that
made his sides ache, Robin then prepared to meet
the strangers, knowing that a few moments would
bring them to the place where he stood. Leaving the
shadow of the tree, he carelessly leaned against the
part facing the pathway, and awaited the coming
lady and cavalier. Round they came at full trot; and
the instant the cavalier observed Robin leaning
composedly against the tree, he made a fierce
exclamation, drew his sword, and dashed up to him.
It did not take a second for Robin to discover that
he was mistaken for the assassin who had fled; but
there was no time for explanation, and, exerting his
agility, be bounded from the tree to a short
distance; he drew his bow, and, with an arrow ready
to discharge, he called a parley.

“Hold thy hand, I prithee, sir knight,” he cried.
“I am not he whom thou takest me for; he that
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attacked you has fled.”

“Fled!” echoed the stranger. And then hastily
interrogating Robin, continued. “How know you
who attacked me? Where is the ruffian? Art, thou
one of the gang? Speak! Ere I cut you down.”

“Had I twenty tongues, I might answer your
questions at once,” coolly retorted Robin. “And as
for cutting me down, ere you could raise your
weapon to put your threat into execution, this arrow
which is now extended towards you, would be
quivering through your heart. However, as neither
act would serve honest purpose, I will answer your
questions as well as I can, in the order presented me,
and briefly too.”

“I stood here - I saw a man break the covert, and
send shafts at some object hidden to me by the thick
trees. Yon opening showed me yourself and that
gentle lady were the butts at which his shafts were
leveled; and calling upon our Holy Mother, I put a
stop to his devilish purpose by pinning his hand to
his long bow. He did not see me, and I fancy he
believed the Evil One was at his shoulder, for he
called out his name aloud, and dashed through
yonder thicket, but not until I put an arrow into his
doublet to quicken his speed.” Here Robin laughed
heartily again. “Where the ruffian has fled I know
not, but wherever he may be, he can’t be very happy;
and as to being one of the gang, do I'look like one?”

The stranger gazed at him earnestly while he
spoke, to see if he could read aught in the shape of
falsehood; but the frank manner in which he
related his story, his clear and open brow, which
seemed the abode of truth itself, and his extreme
youth, quite removed him beyond doubt. When
Robin con-cluded, the stranger exclaimed —

“No, thou dost not look like a rogue! Thy youth
and honest bearing remove thee from such
thoughts; return thine arrow to its sheath; come
hither, and receive my thanks for thy timely aid;”
and he drew a small bag of gold coin from his belt.
“Tell me who thou art, and, if thou canst, guide me
to some place where I can refresh these exhausted
nags, this lady, and myself for we are right weary.”

“Keep your gold, fair sir,” returned Robin; “I
neither want nor wish it. My name is Robin Hood; I



dwell with my father and mother a short two miles
from hence on the borders of the forest. If you will
follow me I will promise you rest and refreshment,
in all sincerity and true heartiness of spirit.”

The lady had now arrived, and Robin saw from
beneath a black hood a pair of sparkling dark eyes,
brilliant and beautiful; making her a courteous
bow, he gazed his full at them with rather more of
admiration than politeness.

“May we put faith in thee?” said the cavalier,
interrupting his agreeable gaze.

Robin threw up his head proudly in answer to the
question, and saying, “Else is there no faith on
earth,” led the way to the cottage of Gilbert Hood.

Qhapter 3

A sweet disorder in the dress

(A4 happy kind of carelessness);

A lawn about the shoulders thrown
Into a fine distraction;

An erring lace which here and there
Inthralls the crimson stomacher;

A cap neglectful, and thereby
Ribands that flow confusedly;

A winning wave, deserving note

In the tempestuous petticoat;

A careless shoe-string in whose tie
I see a wild civility.

Robert Herrick, 1623

du o mood half wicthful, half thoughtful, Robin
Hood preceded the stranger and the lady. He had
mixed with no society above the class in which
Gilbert Hood was placed, and therefore knew little
of the courtesy due to a rank considerably above
what was apparently his own. There was a certain
deference which he knew was paid to the lords of
the soil; but he had yet to learn that the male
stranger, though habited in the garb which
betokened gentility of birth, was one of these. He
did not choose, therefore to humble himself to one
to whom he had just rendered a service, and was
now favouring by leading him to a place of rest and
shelter - one who might be no better than himself,
and, to sum up all, was at present his debtor. These
ideas, united with the freedom of speech and
manners which a society of foresters, and a forest
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life gave, produced a roughness in his bearing that
was, in truth unnatural. It was his ambition to be a
skillful archer, and a bold, daring forester.
Although the slightness of his frame and the want
of physical strength rendered the attain-ment of
the latter somewhat improbable, yet he affected
what he wished to be, rather than appearing what
nature had really made him.

Gilbert Head, who had united to his other
qualities the one of ballad making had taught him a
collection of ditties which would have filled a stout
volume, one which would have been valuable had it
been preserved to the present day; when in mirthful
or reckless humour, he sung some one of these,
maugre [archaic. ‘in spite of’] where or in whose
com-pany he might happen to be. On the present
occasion he felt a marvelous propensity to carol one,
but every time it rose to his lips, the thoughts of the
lady who was following restrained him and it died
away in a murmur. He had only seen her eyes, but
how bright they were! Yet why should he have a dare
to restrain his joyousness because he had seen a pair
of bright eyes beneath a hood?

Any eyes would look bright beneath a hood;
perhaps her face was not so handsome as her eyes,
her person probably less agreeable than her face, and
manners than both. Why should he feel as if
ashamed to act before these strangers, as he would
not have hesitated a second to have acted before
others?

He might have spared himself the trouble of
asking these questions; he did care, that was the
truth. It was beyond his wit to discover why the lady
engrossed all his thoughts, so he continued to
wonder whether she was really pretty, for he felt
convinced, spite of his endeavours, that such eyes
could belong to no face without features to
correspond. “I shall see,” muttered he to himself,
“when I get home, so I’ll think no more about it;”
but although the cavalier entered into a kind
conversation with him, there was an absence of that
ready wit which usually sparkled through his replies.
He occasionally addressed the lady, and felt almost
as much admiration for the tone of her voice as he
had hitherto for her eyes, which, from the shade of
that envious hood, seemed to sparkle brighter than



ever, even when his back was to her, he could tell
that they were playing with full force upon his
shoulders; making them glow, and him walk
uneasily.

“You were not wanting in a stout heart, good
youth,” said the cavalier, “to try thy shafts upon an
outlaw. Did you not fear that he would turn upon
you, had you failed in your aim?”

“I had no fear of failing in my aim,” replied
Robin, after eyeing him a moment to see whether
the observation had not been made in jest.

“Are you so good a marksman as to be sure of
pinning a man’s hand to a bow, at fifty yards?”
asked the stranger.

“Aye! if you call that being a good marksman,”
cried Robin, a sneer curling his lip.

“You will not object to give me a proof of your
skill, as we journey to your home,” said the cavalier.

“No,” was the reply.

At that moment, a large bird sprung into the air,
and a young fawn bounded down the glade. Ere the
stranger’s request to make either of these objects a
test of his skill had left his lips a minute, the bird
and the fawn lay on the ground, each transfixed
with an arrow from Robin’s bow.

The cavalier cried “admirable!”, the lady uttered
an exclamation of surprise while Robin laughed,
and thought them strange judges of the art of
shooting with the yew bow.

“They will serve for supper,” he cried, “We are just
home; I will run on and prepare my mother for your
coming,” and bidding them keep the track they
were pursuing, he darted down the glade and
disappeared.

““Tis a noble youth Marian.” said the cavalier to
the lady, gazing after Robin with unqualified
approbation; “The best and brightest specimen of
an English forester I have yet seen.”

“He is very young,” suggested the lady.

“True; and younger, perhaps, than his looks give
him credit for; but a life in the free air and the
green woods impress the strength and manliness
upon youth which years alone give in the close
atmosphere of a town,” replied the cavalier, and

sighed.

23

“I fancy, Allan,” said the lady, “that the green
woods of Sherwood Forest have less to do with that
profound sigh, than the fair daughter of Notting-
ham’s proud Baron?”

“And you have often strange fancies, Marian”
replied Allan; “Yet ‘tis needless to deny it. I proudly
confess I would sooner spend my days with a forest
such as this for my ramblings, a yeoman’s cot for
my home, and Christabel for my wife, than enjoy
the wealth and honors which encircle a throne, had
I the opportunity of choosing.”

“Very romantic and very pretty,” cried the lady
archly. “But, good Allan, would Christabel - always
providing the proud Baron, her most worshipful
sire, gave his willing consent to your union, which,
I am sorry to say, I much doubt - consent to give up
her present luxuries for the cold comforts of a forest
home?”

“Why, Marian,” exclaimed Allan, “I have often
heard you speak in animated praise of a forest
home.”

“Which I most honestly confess,” answered
Marian, “But, you know, I have often strange
fancies and, therefore, good brother, I am allowed
to think as I please. Would Christabel think thus,
even after we have taken this long journey upon
some such errand as putting the question to her?”

“If she loves me truly, she will share whatever
home I have, and in which I endeavour to make her
happy, without a thought contrar’. If I can but
discover the truth of the information upon which I
am acting, I will bring the proud Baron upon his
knees, and make him consent to my demand, or
Nottingham Castle shall become a smoking ruin.
Not one stone-"

“Hush!” hurriedly interrupted the lady; “Here is
the cottage — there is the youth. I presume that is
his mother by his side - a cleanly dame, and well-
looking.”

“And so is the boy,” suggested her brother.

“He’s more man than boy,” rose to the lady’s lips
quickly, but she let the words go quietly down
without utterance, and wondered why she blushed
so very crimson. She drew her hood closely over her
head; and when she had dismounted by her



brother’s assistance, and thrown back the hood, all
the crimson had departed, save the delicate tinge
remained upon her cheek

Robin opened his eyes wider than ordinarily as
her face was presented to him, and, quite uncon-
sciously exclaimed aloud - “I knew those eyes could
only belong to a beautiful face.”

Dame Margaret ejaculated “Robin!”

The cavalier smiled; while the lady blushed again,
almost as deeply, as the crimson hue which covered,
like a scarlet veil, the face of the youth. Had any pit,
however deep, stood near, he would have leaped into
it, and blessed its friendly aid. He seemed to feel as
though he stood in a very foolish position; but the
lady, although blushing, was not displeased, and the
kind glance with which she repaid his observation
slightly reassured him. Taking the steeds, he gladly
seized the opportunity of leading them to the shed;
while Margaret ushered, with a kindly welcome, the
brother and sister to her humble abode.

In a short time afterwards, Gilbert Hood returned
from his domestic expedition. He also, as well as his
foster son, had been acting the part of the good
Samaritan to a wounded stranger, whom he had
met upon his way, bleeding and helpless. He led him
into the cottage at the same moment that Robin
entered, after seeing the horses served, the latter
started as he heard Gilbert exclaim hastily,
“Margaret, I have brought a wounded man
requiring thine aid; some rogue has played him the
scurvy trick of pinning his hand to his yew bow. By
my faith but it was neatly done, whoever did it, and
no easy matter to extract. If it had not been for my
wood knife, it might still have been sticking there.
Quick, dame, the man is faint from loss of blood!
How is it with thee? So, man, keep up! Dame, cold
water. Quick! He has fainted.”

The man, weakened by an excessive loss of blood,
had swooned into Gilbert’s arms, and, as his face
turned to Robin, he saw the grim and ghastly visage
of the man he had shot in the forest. The features
were rough and forbidding; indeed his whole
exterior had villain stamped upon it, as plainly as
majesty’s countenance upon a new golden coin of
the realm.
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It should have been stated that the cavalier and
his sister had been shown to separate sleeping
apartments, to arrange their attire, ere the man was
brought into the cottage by Gilbert; consequently,
Robin was the only person who could be aware of
the character of the wounded forester; he therefore
requested his father not to say to the other guests in
what manner the man had been wounded, for
reasons which he himself would afterwards explain,
determining inwardly to keep a strict watch upon
the rencontre [archaic. ‘unexpected encounter’]
between the forester and the cavalier, and, whatever
the result, to act upon it.

“And what mysterious intimacy do you suspect
exists between the gentle cavalier and the rough
forester,” demanded Gilbert, “that you should
require me to keep silence upon the singular
manner in which this poor devil is hurt?”

“You shall know anon” returned Robin, evasively.

“Know anon, quotha!” uttered Gilbert; “but I
should like to know now; for it is a marvel to me in
what manner the intimacy — if any such there be
between these folks - can affect either you or L I
have, however, one thing to say, Master Robin, of
which I trust you are perfectly conscious, albeit I
bruit the subject - it is that you do not play any of
your tricks upon travellers with our guests. I know
you to love a jest or trick as well as e’er a lad,
Christian or Infidel, and it is not always that you
have considered the fitting time or subject: I prithee
do now.”

“What should make you hit on such a thought,
good man?” said Robin, somewhat surprised by the
purport of Hood’s speech. “Forget you that there is a
lady? It behoves one to consider twice ere we put a
jest, rough or smooth, time fitting or unfitting on
one so gentle - at least, so I think.”

“And so think I, lad. But know ye aught of this?”
cried Gilbert, holding up a headless arrow. “Marry,
to me this looks like a shaft whose make I fancy I
know, and whose barbed head,” he continued,
producing it as he had severed it with his wood-
knife, when he had extracted it from the forester’s
hand, “looks marvellously like my own fashioning.
I believe I am right in in my conjecture if I say ‘tis



thine, Robin?”

“It is mine!” replied he.

“And looks it not like a rough jest, Robin, to
essay a trick this shaft has done so effectually?”
interrogated Gilbert, rather gravely. “Is it not
some-what of a shame to thine honour, that from a
covert thou shouldst wantonly wound, even to
danger, one who never harmed thee?”

“There is no shame, father,” returned Robin, the
blood mantling his forehead; “an’ you had been
there you would have done even as I did. The shame
is not to me, but to him who could send his shafts
seeking the lives of unprotected travellers, who little
deemed their persons and their purses were in such
danger from one who sought the covert to execute
his villainous intention.”

“And who was that?” demanded his foster father.

“Who but him you brought in with you, to give
shelter and relief. You draw from me that which I
would fain keep. In my own defence must I tell you
now what I would have delayed to a time when I
could have made better use of it. Listen, Gilbert: I
stood in the forest seeking to accomplish the task
you had given me; after several trials I succeeded in
performing it. While practising to perfect myself in
the performance of it, I observed the grim dog you
brought here steal through the brake, kneel down,
and aim his shafts at some unseen object. He
discharged many. At length an opening showed me
that the cavalier and lady, our guests, were those at
whom his shafts were directed.”

“And seeing, also, that one stood quivering in the
pommel of the lady’s saddle, I thought it time to
put a stop to his base attempt, and I honestly confess
I pinned his hand to his bow, to make him
remember another time not to basely seek the lives
of his fellow creatures.”

“When you wounded him, did he perceive you?”
asked Gilbert, thoughtfully.

“No,” answered Robin, “No; I sought the same
means of secrecy that he did. The trunk of an old
oak screened me from his sight. He turned with a
horrible grin and an oath when I hit him, to see
who had done him the kindness; but I was too well
hidden for him to discover me. I then removed the
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cap from his skull, and he verily believed Sathanas
[‘satan’] was at his heels: ‘the foul fiend' he roared,
and fled. I then gave him his second wound, to
speed him on his journey. The remainder is easily
told: I met the cavalier and lady, and conducted
them hither.”

“I wronged you in my thoughts, Robin” said
Gilbert, taking his foster son kindly by the hand,
“and I see no shame in begging thy pardon for it.
Thou didst well, boy, and I love thee for thy spirit.
By the Mass! I must look to my moveables, for the
rogue’s green wound will soon be healed, and he
may take it into his head to bring some of his
friends to thank me for my hospitality, in a manner
I shall by no means relish. It appears to me that I
know the fellow’s face well; but the ghastliness his
faintness produced, and the haggard expression hard
fare has imprinted on his features, have wrought
such a character on them that I cannot remember
exactly where I have seen them. I am sure I know
him, but when or where is dark to me.”

Their conversation was interrupted by the
entrance of Allan and Marian; and if Robin had
been struck by the beauty of the lady’s face upon its
first presentation to him, he was now entirely
smitten when he saw the whole of her person
unencumbered by hood or mantle.

She stood about the middle height; beautifully
proportioned. Her limbs, her taper waist, her form
and bearing were perfect symmetry; they were in the
choicest keeping with her face, whose beauty was of
a description which is in general much admired. She
possessed large dark hazel eyes, deep enough in
colour to be termed black; her eyelids were full and
long, adorned by a silken fringe that made a rare
appearance of dreaminess when the eye itself was
wakeful, and even darting arrowy glances fraught
with sweet death. Her nose was straight and thin;
her lips were of that particular pinky tint — that
ripe, pulpy appearance that made one’s very heart
jump to look upon, and wonder, until wonder could
go no farther, if it were possible ever to obtain a kiss
from them, and if ever one could recover it when
obtained; and then, when the gentle smile or the
sweet words were kindly bestowed, who could see
the assemblage of pearls in that choice mouth and
not thank their lucky stars they had not missed the



sight?

There was also a beautifully clear skin, not exactly
white, but then it was of a hue most delightful,
lending a tone to the peach blossom-tinted cheeks
that dealt destruction to all attempts to gaze upon
them indifferently. She was attired in a close-bodied
kirtle, coming right up to the throat and fitting
tight to the body, displaying the beauty of her form
deliciously. There were wide sleeves covering the
arm from the shoulder to the elbow, and then hung
down for the wind to sport with, leaving bare the
fair arm, whose wrist was encircled with a modest
bracelet, while the small white taper-fingered hand
- the softest of the soft, displayed a few rings of
value, borrowing fresh lustre from the hand that
bore them. The dress, which was made of fine fawn-
coloured, woollen cloth, was trimmed here and
there with a crimson riband [‘ribbon’], and ever and
anon a wave in the tempestuous petticoat exhibited a
small foot peeping out, encased in a laced slipper of

fine buckskin.

Her hair, which we have not forgotten, but left to
the last to do due honour unto, was of the very
darkest shade of brown, and shone as brightly as her
marvelous eyes. It descended in long ringlets, whose
graceful curves — whose exquisite silkiness of texture
— tore the admiration from heart and eyes ere lips
could utter them. There was a beauteous profusion,
languishing and luxuriating, over the neck and
shoulders, and there was a small crimson velvet
band passing round the head, fastened by a golden
clasp, whose adornment was a large diamond which
found its home on her fair expanse of forehead. Her
age was tender, albeit her appearance, language, and
manners betokened a maturer age.

Of the few feelings to which Robin had turned a
willing attention, that of a kindly one to the fair sex
was one. From a child to the present time, when a
visitant at neighbours’ cottages, or mixing in the
village sports at Mansfieldwoodhaus, his ambition
and his pleasure had been to shine in the eyes of the
gentle ones, and his success had been commensurate
to his efforts.

There were few female eyes that were not cast
kindly on him, there were few soft hands hastily
withdrawn, if he pressed them in his own, there
were few ears turned away when he had something
low and tender to murmur; and few lips snatched
angrily from him if he imprinted a kiss upon them.
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But as the kindness he received had been general, so
was his return, he loved them all, and all alike.
There had been no one in particular to whom he
had spoken, danced, laughed, or walked with more
often than another; and though occasionally he had
been bantered that this or that little maiden was the
chosen one of his heart, he knew that the charge
was without foundation. But now he was as entirely
a victim to the susceptibility of his nature as was
mortal ever. He looked at the lady, and every look
went straight from his eyes to his heart, like his own
arrows at their object.

His glances were sidelong glances, it is true,
because the recollection of his outburst was not
obliterated, but they drew in large draughts of an
admiration which was fraught with the extremest
danger to his peace. The lady’s eye occasionally met
his, much to his embarrassment, and he as speedily
turned it on some other object, with an earnestness
of manner which would have led an observer, if they
had not been a woman, to have imagined that his
whole thoughts and attention were fixed upon the
object on which his eyes rested. There was a flush on
his cheeks, and a pleasing sensation in his breast;
one of those feelings which we have but once in our
existence that, when faded, never returns. Robin
never felt so strangely before; he thought he should
like to be away, walking alone in the broad wood,
and yet he did not wish to leave the lady’s company.

He felt dull, and yet inclined to be joyous. He
could not explain the cause of his being thus; he felt
annoyed that he should appear sheepish, and yet he
could not help himself. He felt a relief when he
heard Gilbert, who had been conversing with his
guests, exclaim -

“Robin, this good cavalier tells me you shot a
fawn and a wild fowl; ‘tis good news, for our larder
is at its gasp, and guests rest tonight with us. You
know where the game lies, take old Lincoln with
you, and bring them in.” Robin obeyed with a light
step, and as the door closed behind him, they heard
his voice sing —

Up! sluggards up! from your blazing logs.
Ay, soho, hoo, tellal la!
Do ye not hear your loud baying dogs?
Ay, soho, hoo, tellal la!
Through the bonnie old wood there flies a red deer,
As the horn of the huntsman breaks on his ear;
His speed’s as the lightning, he trembles with fear.
Ay, soho, hoo, tellal la!



The last words faded in the ears of the listeners,
and Allan exclaimed — “Are ye not fond of your
son, good forester?”

“I am, sir; I am, indeed; he’s a youth to be proud
of. His skill in archery, sir, surpasses all I have ever
witnessed, taking his youth into consideration. I am
bold to say, that in the broad lands of merry
England there dwells not a youth that can bend a
bow at a mark with like skill. Aye, many of our best
archers would boast proudly of feats I have seen him
do easily. I am accounted a good shot myself; and
therefore can judge these matters.”

“Tis to be hoped that his spirit and honesty
equals his skill,” suggested Marian.

“His spirit and honesty!” reiterated Gilbert, in a
glow of enthusiasm. “He has the boldest, freest,
gentlest spirit of any that ever placed foot on green
turf; he’s as true as Damascus steel, every inch of
him. You read his character in his every act; he’s as
open as a clear sky; and I am free to say the bonniest,
merriest, wittiest lad in Christendom.”

“And the most
Margaret, as a wind up.

Marian felt pleased that she had brought forth
this eulogy on him.

“God bless him!” continued Margaret, “Were he
my own child, I could not love him more truly or
tenderly than I do.”

“Is he not your own child?” ejaculated Allan, with
surprise.

“No,” said Gilbert, “he is only ours by adoption;
but he is unto us as our own offspring, and were his
parents to claim him, ‘twould be as sad a day to me
as if it had pleased the Almighty to take him from
us forever.”

“I feel quite interested in him,” remarked Allan.
“If your story is not too long for your patience to
relate, or if, indeed, there is any story at all, I shall
be glad to hear it.”

Gilbert, as he knew of no motive for conceal-
ment, readily related all he knew of the matter, and
when he mentioned that the persons who had
brought Robin had come from Huntingdon, Allan
mentioned that himself and sister had just come
from that town, which was his native place.

“There is more in this than meets the eye,” he

affectionate,”  exclaimed
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continued; “The story is plausible, but I doubt its
truth; the child was the offspring, he told you, of a
younger son of good family, who died in battle; it
may be so, but without some strange motive, why
was the infant brought the very long distance from
Huntingdon to this place, for the mere purpose of
placing him with one who should bring him up?
You tell me a relation of your wife’s proposed this to
the person into whose charge the dying father
consigned his child: still I am convinced that there
is a mystery, which has some motive for his
concealment more powerful than his well-being.”

“Give me a description of the persons who
brought him hither, and I will ascertain on my
return to Huntingdon whether there was at the
period you received him any child for whose
concealment there could be a motive, and I will
forward to you the result of my investigation. I am
well assured that he bears upon him the impress of
noble blood; added to that, he has saved my sister’s
and my own life from the treacherous attack of a
robber, and I owe him a good turn, which I will not
be backward in doing, so soon as opportunity
serves.”

The afternoon passed away; Robin returned with
his game, and being somewhat better acquainted
with the strangers, recovered his sprightliness; by
his remarks, his mirth, and wit, he fully bore out
the character his foster father had given him.

“I wish to visit Nottingham in the morning;
would you like to accompany me, Robin?” enquired
Allan; “T have some important business to transact. I
will leave my sister for a day to recruit, and we will
return ere the sun sets. It is not far from hence, is
it?”

“About twelve miles from here,” answered Gil-
bert; “it is called fourteen from Mansfield. I, myself,
should wish to pay the sheriff a visit. I have not been
there these two years, and I should like to hear if
aught has transpired respecting Robin.”

“We can journey together,” suggested Robin.

“Do not leave us alone with that grim wounded
man, Gilbert,” said Margaret. “I do not like his
looks I am not easily alarmed, but there is some-
thing so ferocious in his demeanour that I do not
like being left alone in the house with him.”



“Pshaw!” laughed Gilbert; “There’s old Lincoln.
Besides, girl, have you not the hounds to protect
you? Why there’s old Lance would tear out the heart
of any one that dared to lay finger in the way of
outrage upon you.”

Margaret still hesitated, and she found an able
seconder in Marian, who most resolutely declared
that she would not stop alone; adding, that if they
were all determined to go, she would make one of
the party. This determination effectually decided
the question, and Gilbert was therefore compelled
to consent to stay behind; most reluctantly did he
give way, for most gladly would he have gone.

But who could withstand the opposition of two
females? Mortal man, as was Gilbert, he found he
could not.

The curfew had not long given forth its accus-
tomed peal, when the supper table smoked with the
proofs of Robin’s skill, and a snug little party was
there to partake of it. There was much laughing and
merriment, much talking and no little eating, for it
was the custom in those days to bring an appetite to
the meal about to be partaken.

The young people appeared very comfortable:
Robin and the fair Marian getting on very good
terms, and Allan listening with most earnest
attention to Gilbert’s stories of the green wood. In
the midst of their enjoyment they were startled by
the sound of a loud whistle proceeding from an
upper room; this, after the lapse of a minute, was
answered from the wood.

For a minute or so a pause took place in the
conversation, but the sound was not repeated; the
uneasy whine of a hound rose once on the air, but
that also subsided and silence reigned; Gilbert broke
it by observing - “There’s mischief brewing; Lance
would not have sent forth that cry if all was as it
should be. I fear there are those abroad in the forest
that love to dip their claw into honest men’s
pouches, nill he, will he!”

“The first whistle came from the little chamber,
overhead,” said Robin; “Shall I steal softly up and
see what the wounded man is dreaming about? I
warrant me if he is at any tricks I will trick him!”

“No,” interposed dame Margaret, “Don't go,
Robin; there is something in the man’s appearance
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that betokens good to none; you would be but a
reed to him, if he were wickedly inclined, and I
would not have you hazard the danger.”

“By’r lady,” muttered Gilbert, clenching his fist,
“an’ he harmed a hair of Robin’s head, the ungrate-
ful hound should with a short shrift (archaic. ‘absolution’]
be slung up by the throat to an arm of the first oak,
and that’s not many yards from this door!”

“Have you ought to fear from attacks of lawless
men?” enquired Allan; “Would they not leave an
honest yeoman’s cottage free, and attack the more
wealthy?”

“In good truth,” replied Gilbert, “there are few to
drink beer where wine is to be had, and the hungry
man will eat meal in thankfulness when he cannot
put meat into his mouth. Thus it is with your
outlaws; when the rich man’s bounty is not to be
had, they thrust an ungodly claw upon a poor man’s
mite. They have several times attempted to share my
humble pittance uninvitedly; but, thanks to a good
bow, good dogs, and a stout heart, they have as yet
been compelled to decamp with what they sought
not — a stout arrow in their jerkin!”

“A forest life, then, has its dangers and incon-
veniences,” suggested Marian, with a look of
meaning at her brother.

“None that I ever heard of,” exclaimed Robin,
enthusiastically, “It’s all pleasure. I have been for a
whole day in the village, and have wondered how
the folks can rest in their cots day after day, and not
even see the rich glades of the merry old green
wood, glowing with the golden sunlight. If I were
not to breathe its fresh air, hear the sweet singing
birds, frolic among the flowers, or hunt down a
fawn with old Lance to assist me, or be without the
use of bow, I should die away like a bird in a cage.”

“Its charms to you, then,” said Marian, “far
eclipse those of a village or town life.”

Robin’s answer was disturbed by a loud thwack at
the door, which raised the clamorous baying of two
stout deerhounds, who had been lying in luxurious
ease before the large wood fire that blazed upon the
hearth. Marian echoed the knock with a faint
scream, while Gilbert, Allen, and Robin, sprung to
their feet.

Ere a demand could be made as to who knock-ed,



a second blow was given, with a sound and force
that plainly told the arms were stalwart, and the
staff stout that had performed it.

“Who beats thus loudly at my door post?”
inquired Gilbert, whose voice could be scarce heard,
loudly as he shouted, above the baying of the
hounds.
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“Down, dogs!” cried Robin. “Down, Lance!
Silence, rogues.”

Gilbert repeated his question, as a third blow
descended upon the door, with such right
earnestness that it shook on its hinges. A voice, deep
and loud, answered.

“Two poor friars of the Benedictine Order, who
crave the exercise of your Christian charity for a
night’s shelter and food.”

“From what monastery, and whither bound?”
inquired Gilbert.

“From the Abbey of Linton, our destination,
Mansfield. In the darkness of the night have we lost
our path, and the sudden rain has compelled us to
seek the shelter of thy friendly cot. In the name of
our Holy Mother, deny us not, for we are faint and
weary,” concluded a voice in deep sonorous tones,
more befitting a command than a prayer.

“Thy voice bears none of thy body’s faintness,”
argued Gilbert, “and excuse me if I hesitate to open
my doors, when wild folks are abroad to injure
honest men. How should I know that you are holy
friars?”

“By opening your door and looking upon us,”
returned the voice; “and be speedy, good yeoman, or
I may endeavour to take by force, spite of my
fatigue, the hospitality of which you are so niggard
in the bestowal.”

A second voice interposed, milder than the first,
exclaiming - “I swear by our holy patron, St.
Benedict, it is as my brother has stated. Open thy
doors, good yeoman for the heavy rain hath no
tenderness unto our thin clothing.”

“It may be as they say, and if not, ‘tis but a tussle,”
said Gilbert. “Robin, hold the hounds, and if our
coming guests be not to our fancy, or attempt any
sudden thievish tricks, give them a taste of Lance’s
fangs.”
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Robin held the dogs by the collar, and Gilbert
unbarred the door - in those days of lawless strife
and bloodshed, a necessary precaution. As the door
opened, so entered a man, as though his nose had
been affixed to it, and he had followed his nose. He
was young, but tall and stout. He was habited in a
loose black gown, with large wide sleeves; upon his
head was a cowl, or capuche, terminating in a point
behind; his waist was girt with a belt or rope of long
grass, to which was affixed a rosary. He bore in his
hand a stout crab staff, with which he had ham-
mered at the door so lustily.

He was closely followed by his companion, one
considerably older than himself, but habited exactly
similar; indeed, it was a rule of the order for them
to go two and two together. The first comer made a
slight acknowledgment to those present, and
saying:

“Good yeoman, thy board is daintily served, and
mine appetite hath a keener edge than thy poniard.
If T wait thy bidding to partake of the table’s
bounty, I may possibly have a longer time to go
fasting than I had to gain admission. I will,
therefore, anticipate thy welcome, and with a
blessing on what is spread before me, even fall to
and help myself.”

“The blessing of the Holy Virgin be upon thee
and thy house,” meekly exclaimed his companion
to Gilbert, who, now that he had witnessed the
shaven crowns, doubted not their honesty. He,
therefore, requested their pardon for his tardiness in
admitting them.

“Talk not of it, honest yeoman” said the stout
friar, who was getting rid of his appetite and the
food speedily. “Thy prudence is to be commended.
By St. Julian, but there are as villainous a set of
black-muzzled sinful rogues in this neighourhood
as ever were the chosen favourites of Satan. Not a
very long distance from this spot, we were stopped
by two knaves, who, notwithstanding our
protestations to the contrary, insisted that we had
filthy lucre upon our persons, Much as I am bound
to peace and goodwill, I should have certainly tried
my crab staff upon the knave’s skull, had he
proceeded to search me, as he intended, but a
whistle from somewhere breaking on his ear



stopped his wicked intent: he answered it, and,
calling his companion, they left us alone. We
pursued our way, the rain descended in torrents, and
observing the light from your fire gleaming
through the forest trees, we made towards it and
here we are,” he concluded, washing down his
speech with a draught of beer, which he took, he
said, in a mistake for some water that had been
placed near him, at the request of his brother friar,
who had partaken frugally of the meal before him.

They had not recovered the stir which the arrival
of the friars had occasioned, when the dog Lance
began snuffing, whining, and appeared altogether
restless and, uneasy. He pricked up his ears, and
trotted from the fire, to which he had returned
after the Black Friars were seated, and, placing his
nose to the door, he set up a cry, something between
a bark and a howl. He then laid himself down by
the door and gave vent to a series of short growls,
like a safely valve throwing off waste steam.

“There’s something afloat that’s wrong, depend
on’t,” said Gilbert. “I never saw old Lance so unruly
before. I know the hound to a turn. There are those
near the house to whom he shows his row of teeth
whenever they cross his path. See how he lays
grunting, and throwing his eyes at me and the door.
What is’t, Lance eh, dog?” The dog, thus appealed
to, as his master neared him, started to his feet, and
stood at the door, ready to fly out, if it was opened
for him.

“Get my bow, Robin. Whoever come, be it for
good purpose or for bad, we will be prepared for
them.”

“If you expect aught of foal play, I have a stout
arm and a good cudgel at your service, bold
yeoman, in return for thy dainty meal,” said the
young stalwart friar.

“Beshrew me, good father! Though by thy looks I
might call thee son, but I thank thee for thine
offer,” said Gilbert, with a laugh. “Yet I should have
thought the cloth would have kept thee from such
rough and ungodly work as cracking skulls, even
though they be those of rogues.”

“My office, my worthy host, so am I taught by my
superior, and by the rules of my order, is to be
charitable and kind to my fellow creatures, to lend
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my assistance to the unprotected, and to wrestle
with the unrighteous, spiritually and worldly, which
latter I take to be the aid of a stout arm, stick, and
heart, all of which, thanks to St. Benedict, I possess.
If there are rogues coming, in the name of their
lord and master, and that is Satan himself, let them
come. Here are some, I'll be bound, to match them;
you can draw a good bow, yeoman. I can wield a
good quarter staff and you two youths can do their
share, with bow and blade, I doubt not. Open the
door, goodman host, and let the knaves come.”

“Tarry awhile, good folks!” exclaimed the elder
friar; “Seek not for danger and violence; go not
forth even unto the hands of wicked men, whose
strength is in the copsewood, the thicket, and the
covert. If they attack thine house, defend it, if not,
defile not thine hands with them.”

“You counsel well, father!” returned Gilbert; “it
shall be as you advise. If they come for robbery and
violence, they shall have the welcome of a true
arrow and a stout staff; if they seek —”

He was interrupted by a slight scream from
Margaret, who declared that she saw the white face
of the wounded man, supposed to be in the
apartment above, peeping from the stairs, his eyes
glaring horribly on all who were present. No sooner
had Robin heard the cause of his foster mother’s
scream, than, without waiting for more, he lightly
darted up the stairs, unheeding the call for his
return, determining to ascertain if this fellow,
whom he knew to be a rogue, was really brewing
mischief.

Noiselessly he reached the door of the room in
which he had been placed, and found it partly open;
the place was in profound darkness, he peeped in but
could discover nothing; he heard, however, to his
surprise, a mysterious whispering. He entered the
room stealthily, and by the dim light from the
window could just distinguish the wounded forester
leaning out of it, holding a subdued conversation
with someone beneath. Robin stole up to him, and
heard him mutter -

“They are here; I have just seen them. I should
have effectually obeyed my orders as they passed
through the forest, had not the devil himself I
think, or some wood demon in a prankish fit,

"



wounded me severely.”

“How are we to gain admittance; the door is
strongly bound, and if forced, there are hounds to
tear a man’s throat; besides, in the confusion of a
melée our quarry may escape?”

“How many have you with you?”

“SiX”

“That is well, we shall outnumber them. You can
enter the hut by this window. I have bed clothing
here, which I will lower down to you. Affix it firmly
somewhere, and you can climb up it, our object will
then speedily be obtained.”

“Will it!” shouted Robin.

Beneath the window there stood a huge butt or
reservoir to catch the rain water; there had been
heavy rains of late, and this cistern, which was deep,
was within an inch or so of being full. Robin
recollected this, and as he shouted, he seized the
unprepared rogue by his legs, and with great
strength and dexterity, hurled him out of the
window into the reservoir. He heard him shriek as
he splashed into the water. With a quiet laugh, he
closed the casement; the fellow who had been in
conversation with the knave, who was now flound-
ering about in a drowning state, was so startled by
this sudden occurrence, that acting upon the
impulse the shock occasioned, he turned and fled.

Robin barred the casement and descended the
stairs. He found the party below in a state of
commotion, they had heard the shriek and the
splash, and eagerly looked to Robin for an explana-
tion, which in a few brief words he gave. It was now
pretty evident that foul play was intended to the
youth and his fair sister; and Gilbert inquired of
him whether he had done aught to make an enemy
so revengeful as to seek his life.

“I cannot deny that there is one who will pursue
me to the death. I well believe he would gladly hail
the sun that shone upon my grave,” returned Allan.

“What hast thou done, young man?” asked Gil-
bert, gravely, “that any one should harbour such a
deadly determination against you.”

“Naught for which a man proud and tenacious of
the spotlessness of his honour could feel a blush of
shame,” returned Allan, with a proud sparkling of
his eyes. “I may not say by whom, or why, I am thus
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pursued so vengefully; but of this rest assured, I
would not place one hair of your head in danger on
my account, were it otherwise.”

“I believe thee!” replied Gilbert; “I will take thy
open countenance as a guarantee for thy truth.”
During this brief colloquy, the man who had been
holding secret conversation with the fellow now in
the water tub, finding all appeared quiet, called his
men together and returned close up to the house.

“We must have this pair alive or dead” he
exclaimed between his teeth. “Such were the Baron’s
orders, and he is not the man to be trifled with. By
the devil and his imps! I swear I would rather board
a hungry wolf than return to him empty-handed.
We must drag Taillefer out of his wet den, and then
if they deny us admittance peaceably, we will batter
the door down.”

When his speech was ended, he cautiously - fol-
lowed by his fellows — advanced to the butt in which
his friend Taillefer had been injected. They could
just perceive his eyes above the top of the staves and
his fingers, clutching convulsively to it. As it stood
too high for one man to reach, one of the men
mounted another’s shoulders, and tried to drag the
half drowned wretch out. As soon as assistance was
proffered, he left his hold of the edge, for the
doublet of the man assisting him, and tried to
scramble out. Then followed much dragging and
hauling, until the one who bore the second on his
shoulders began to entertain very serious doubts as
to whether it would be possible to retain his
situation. The question was speedily decided, inas-
much as Taillefer having got his knees placed
against the top of the butt, gave a spring, and threw
himself, soaked dress, water and all into the arms of
the man assisting him.

The man who had shouldered his comrade to
assist Taillefer, had from the struggling and
tugging speculated upon the continuance of his
power to do so, but upon this sudden addition of
weight, he swayed to and fro, tottered and
ultimately deposited his burden and himself full
length upon the ground. A laugh was raised among
the surrounding men, but they pulled up their
prostrate companions, and turn-ed seriously to the
accomplishment of their intention.



Advancing to the door of the house, they
knocked loudly; there was instantly a furious
barking from the dogs, and the voice of Gilbert,
rising above their clamour, demanded the cause of
their knocking.

The leader of this little troop answered in a coarse
voice- “We come on a mission from the Baron Fitz
Alwine, for the purpose of securing to justice two
persons, now beneath your roof, who have been
convicted of vile and wicked intents, militating
against the peace, the well-being, and family
honour of the said Baron Fitz Alwine; and do
hereby charge and require you to deliver them up
peaceably and with all content; at your peril
contrary.”

When Gilbert Hood heard this demand, he
turned to Allan, and asked in a tone of voice which
appealed at once to his honour - “You have not
deceived me, young sir? You have been guilty of no
act unto this Baron that should make an honest
cheek burn with a blush of shame?”

“Of nothing, good yeoman, I swear by my
mother’s spotless name, but what I am prepared to
defend with heart, hand, and untainted honour,”
replied Allan, with a glowing cheek.

“It is enough,” returned Gilbert; “I am content.
Robin, go you to the shed, and rouse old Lincoln.
The old man has not youth on his side, but he’s as
tough as a ground ash, both wind and limb; he’ll
play a bout at quarter staff; and make a fellow’s head
cry twang, with a ring that tells pretty plainly the
lustiness of his muscles. Put him on a piece of
ground and he’ll keep it, unless knocked from it;
and that anyone ever accomplished that feat I never
yet heard. Bid the old man come here; tell him
we’ve some quarter staff play for him. Then to the
window above, and see what the knaves are about,
while I keep them in play here.”

Robin obeyed his foster father’s directions and,
while he ascended the stairs to reconnoiter,
Lincoln, a tall, gaunt, athletic man of about sixty
entered, bearing in his hand a staff near five feet in
length, and about three inches in circumference. He
advanced quietly to Gilbert, and said -

“You sent for me. I am here”

“Good,” returned Gilbert. “There are some

32

knaves about to force admittance into my cottage. I
shall save them the trouble, by opening my door. If
they attempt any violence, do thou, when I give the
word, rattle thy staff about their pates, and show us
and them that you have not forgotten the use of thy
weapon.”

Lincoln gave a grim smile and a nod of assent.

During this short colloquy, the troopers on the
outside of the door had seen fit to grow impatient,
for they had received no answer - that affronted
their dignity. Also it rained in torrents, and there
was every prospect of their becoming quite as
drenched as their friend Taillefer, who had just been
extricated from the water vat, and who stood a
shivering emblem of ghastly wretchedness, fluc-
tuating between life and death.

There was also another incentive which these
questionable gentry had to gain an entrance - it was
that they had not had their supper, and every fellow
felt the appetite of a wolf gnawing his entrails. Now
be it understood, their nostrils had been regaled
with the savory smoke proceeding from the supper
table. Their hunger grew fiercer, and each man
inwardly determined to have a hearty meal, if he
could get it. Therefore, after several tremendous
whacks upon the door, accompanied by a request to
know if the inmates heard them — and the inmates
must have been very deaf indeed if they had not -
they resolved, not receiving any answer to their
application, without further parley, should it even
be requested, at once to batter the door down.

It is easy to resolve, but the job is to execute. This
was a truism which forced itself upon the minds of
the men who were belabouring the door. They were
armed with spears, bows, and swords, and these
weapons were all called into action for the destruc-
tion of the door. But the door was of oak, banded
with iron, rudely but stoutly, had massive bolts, a
huge lock, and a bar of tough oak placed diagonally
from the one corner to the other, which completed
the fastenings. It was therefore to no purpose that
the besiegers dashed their spears and their swords
against it: and they might, with about just as equal a
possibility of success, have attempted to have
effected a breach in a stone bastion with paper
weapons. They raised a most dreadful din: they



hammered, battered, clattered, until they shook the
door; then they shouted, and were answered by a
scornful laugh from the interior.

Their ire was mounting, and this raised it three
degrees. They all gave a dash together, but the door
was immoveable; this fact forced itself upon them
with a slow conviction. Fatigued, breathless, and
perspiring profusely, they ceased — to hear another
laugh raised at their expense. Their leader vented his
wrath in a volley of oaths, and, determining not to
be defeated, resolved to attempt some other method
by which to carry his design into execution.

The window was not so large but that two persons
might have easily kept it free from intrusion. In
most of the domestic buildings of this period, the
ground floor was lighted only by loopholes, was
strongly barricaded, and chiefly used to secure the
cattle at night, while the family resided in
apartments above, almost as wretchedly lighted as
those beneath; but this was a necessary precaution
from the incessant warfare between neighbouring
Barons, and the outrages and depredations com-
mitted by marauders, who, having broken from
their vassalage, roamed at large, robbing and
murdering all those too weak to resist.

Gilbert Hood, a freeman and forest keeper, had
superintended the erection of his own cottage, and
had built it for comfort, seeking his protection
from stout fastenings rather than gloomy walls,
depending upon his own skill in the use of the bow,
his dogs, and his nerve to use them, should occasion
require them. The staircase, which was in other
buildings placed on the outside of the house,
movable, in cases of necessity, was inside in his; and
indeed he had altogether made improvement upon
the style of building the ville or farm building of
that day.

That the house was well protected in case of
attack, was pretty evident to the hitherto
unsuccessful band, but the opposition they had met
with had inflamed their passions, and they resolved,
as they found their weapons of little service in
effecting an entrance, to try what fire would do.
The cottage was built all of timber, and they had
little doubt would blaze bonnily. The fire, they fully
expected, would make the inhabitants turn out, and
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if so, they determined to unrelentingly massacre
them. This, at least, was the plan which they
formed, one which was concocted in a voice by no
means so low but that Robin heard it while at the
window from which he was watching their actions.

Flint and steel were easily procured, for it formed
one of the most important articles deemed necessary
to carry on the person at a time when folks were
obliged often to shoot and cook their dinner before
they could eat it. A heap of dry leaves was made at
the foot of a tree, and two of the party departed in
search of a few pine trees, to cut branches for the
bonfire that was to see the cottage in flames.

Robin patiently waited until he had heard the
plan digested, and the means to put it into
execution partly obtained. When he had learned
sufficient to make sure what were their intentions,
he descended the stairs, and communicated all he
had overheard, adding, likewise, that he had
counted seven stout fellows, beside the knave who
had got the dunking. “But,” said Robin, “he stands
for nothing, for he is shivering and trembling like a
decayed leaf hanging to an old bough in the wind.”

“So they intend to burn us out,” cried Gilbert.
“We must not give them a chance of putting their
threat into execution, for the timber is dry, and will
blaze like pine log. We must open the door and
admit them.”

“Admit them?” echoed Margaret and Marian, in a
breath.

“Aye,” replied Gilbert, “and give them a crab
staff and broken bones for supper. Margaret, do you
take the lady upstairs, fasten the door on the inside,
and keep yourselves quiet and free from alarm. We
will do our best in the meanwhile to satisfy these
importunate knaves without.”

The females, with fear stamped upon their
countenances, retired upstairs, and had scarce cross-
ed the threshold of the sleeping room, when Gilbert
and his friends heard several boughs, lopped from
pine trees, thrown down at the door. Assisted by
Lincoln and the young friar, Gilbert removed the
chairs and tables, in order to have a clear stage, for
he intended to give the rascals battle in his kitchen,
and not trust his party, the weakest, in the darkness



prevailing outside. The floor was lighted by a good
fire, kept blazing in despite of the curfew, which
had given forth its peal some time since.

“By its light,” said Gilbert, “we can see where to
put in a stiff blow. Now, Robin, lad, show thy
learning. Let us see that Lincoln has not wasted his
time in teaching thee quarter staff play.”

“He’ll play a bout with the best in Christendom,
without knocking under ere he draws blood -
whoever gainsays it, lies,” ejaculated Lincoln,
quietly.

“It’s well to praise those whom you teach,” said
the young and stalwart black friar, “neither would I
wish to gainsay what thou hast uttered; but me
thinks I could crack his master’s skull ere I had dealt
four blows.”

“Monk or no monk, thou liest,” spoke Lincoln,
in the same quiet tone as before; “Thou couldest not
in a lifetime.”

“Tush! Tush!” interposed Gilbert, “Try thy skill
on those without; trust me, we have need of it; the
rogues are used to hard knocks, and know the use of
the staff well. Hark! By the cracking of the
branches, they are assembling round the door. I will
unbar it gently. When they enter, Lance will grip
the first comer, Lincoln shall take the second; for
the remainder, we will take them as they come, and
as we can. Are ye all ready? Stand by - here goes.”

A voice outside cried suddenly “Now we shall see
whether you will give us an answer! Now” - but the
speaker was interrupted, to his surprise, by the door
quietly opening. He waited not to recover, but
calling to his fellows to follow, leaped over the
branches they were proceeding to fire, and entered
the cottage full speed. His haste was, however,
checked by Lance, who, let slip by Robin, flew at his
throat, pinned, and brought him to the ground.
The second who followed received so hearty a knock
upon the head from Lincoln’s staff that he
measured his length across his leader’s body
senseless; the other five rushed through in a body
and were quickly engaged in rattling strife. The din
- the clatter raised immediately, as may be
imagined, was fearful. The man who lay pinned to
the earth by Lance, roared to some of his fellows to
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run the dog through; however, they were too much
engaged to assist him. But Taillefer, who had
crawled in the rear, took up the spear from him who
had been knocked down senseless, and was in the
act of driving it through Lance’s body, when he
received such a rattling whack from the quarter
staff of Lincoln, that it placed him by the leader’s
side. The old man then continued coolly drubbing
one of the party till he made him feel faint and sick,
with an earnest desire to be away.

Lance had learned to hold fast, and well did he
honour his teaching. Three of the intruders’ party
were down, and five remained — all stout, sturdy
villains, armed with spears, which they found of
little use but to ward off the blows liberally and
profusely bestowed by their antagonists.

It was a pleasant sight to see the friar play. He had
tucked up his sleeves to his elbows, and the skirt of
his gown as high as his knees. He flourished his staff
as if it had been a thin cane. He held it at the
quarters, diagonally one minute, and the next it was
playing upon the head, shoulders, or shins of his
enemy - a huge fellow, who not only grinned like a
tiger at every hard knock he got, but foamed with
rage at finding himself so occupied in guarding that
he could not return one blow for the many he had
received.

Old Lincoln kept to his work as steady as if he
had been a wooden cross on a highway. He played
methodically but uncommonly well. His features
bore the same undisturbed calmness as usual. It was
only occasionally when he gave his antagonist a
rattling rap, that his features relaxed and he showed
his teeth in a satisfied grin. Gilbert did his work in a
style which exhibited his thorough knowledge of
the art, and leaving a nimble fellow opposed to him
who imagined he could avoid the blows by leaping,
he kept him dancing like a monkey.

Allan and Robin were also stoutly employed.
Allan was fighting with his sword a fellow who
opposed a good blade, but Alan was a perfect master
of fence, and maintained his ground manfully,
although his foe was his superior in height and
strength. Robin had also engaged one vastly
superior in height, length, and strength. He was but
a boy, and with a kind of sneering laugh his



antagonist attacked him fiercely, in order to crush
him at once; he pressed forward and thrust fiercely
with a hunting spear, but ere he had bestowed his
fourth thrust, he had a gash in his cheek, a bruise on
his shin, a bump on his forehead, and blows
continued raining on him. Thus admonished he
grew cooler - he found it necessary; he fought
warily; still Robin rapped his knuckles, his sides,
and his legs. Lincoln had succeeded in knocking the
senses out of his opposer. He had worked quietly and
steadily, following up every opportunity inch by
inch, and not giving the hundredth part of one,
until the fellow, with bleeding head, aching bones,
and fingers terribly cut, cried for quarter. He
granted it, but bound him firmly with some thongs
of deer hide, and then made his way to Robin’s side
to assist him, if necessary.

He watched his pupil quietly but closely,
occasionally giving a hint, which Robin made the
most of. The man opposed to our youthful hero
grew furious at seeing Lincoln standing unoccupied,
for he knew that one of his party had fallen. He
therefore redoubled his efforts to beat Robin down.
His passion put his judgment to flight, and the
consequence was, he received from Robin’s staff a
tremendous whack on the skull, which discovered
every echo in the hut.

“ONE!” cried Lincoln, coolly.

The man gnashed his teeth as the knock was
ringing on his head, and in spite of blows,
administered with a rapidity quite astonishing, on
his ears and body, he dashed at Robin headlong.
The latter, however, leaped lightly on one side, and
dealt him another blow on the sconce, on the sore
place, with terrific force.

“TWOY” uttered Lincoln, with a slight grin.
Maddened by the pain, and stung by the
observations of the old man, he attacked Robin
more furiously than ever. The youth had need of all
his agility and all his coolness to keep him at bay. At
length, the fellow, blinded with rage, dashed his
spear wildly right and left, leaving himself open to
Robin’s staff. The opportunity no sooner offered
than he took advantage of it, and let his staff fly
with all the strength he could exert. It descended on
the old spot with a force that did credit to Robin’s
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muscle, and sounded twang with a vengeance.

“THREEM” cried Lincoln, and interposed his
own staff. “Go to that youth, Robin,” he added, “he
has need of thy aid; I will finish this fellow;” and he
commenced an attack upon him. Robin, freed from
his opponent, turned to the assistance of Allan, who
had not the same opportunity of defeating his
enemy that Robin had. But although he had gained
no advantage, he had lost none, and when Robin
reached his side, he cried “Fair play, Robin! Do not
interfere! I can cope with him!”

But the words had barely left his lips when, in
parrying a thrust, his ankle turned, and striving to
recover himself; he fell. His opponent rushed at him
with a fierce oath to bury his sword in his breast,
but ere be could accomplish his intention, Robin
sent his staff full swing, and caught him a blow of
such immense violence, that it sent him flying to
the ground like a shot.

At the same moment Lincoln dropped his
antagonist heavily to the ground. He then advanced
to Gilbert’s assistance, accompanied by Robin and
Allan. They seized the fellow whom he was
encountering, and bound him, and turned to the
black friar’s aid, but he cried out for them to keep
off, and let him have his bout out. His opponent was
also furnished with a staff, an oaken one, which he
managed with a skill equal to that with which the
friar used his one of crab tree. They both played and
fought fiercely, the blows rattling soundly on either
side. At length, after some manceuvering, the affray
was decided by the black friar letting his staff
descend with a vigorous whirr upon the forehead of
his antagonist. His skull rung again, and the blood
spirited out.

“one!”

“One!” shouted the friar, making himself up to
deliver a second, as near the same place as his
dexterity would permit.

called Lincoln in the old tone.

“Quarter!” cried the man, lowering his staff, and
rubbing his head with a rueful expression.

“Granted,” exclaimed the friar, brandishing his
staff.

“Who’s ready for another bout?”
“That am 1,” said Lincoln, stepping quietly out,



and elevating his quarter staff.

“Come on, old Toughstaff,” cried the friar,
twirling his staff, and, in the excitement, quite
forgetting his holy calling.

“Hold!” loudly uttered Gilbert, as the two
prepared to combat. “This is folly - madness; we
have had enough for one bout. In God’s name, let’s
have no more on’t, but see to our prisoners.”

This was acceded to, and the vanquished intruders
were now subjected to the investigation of their
conquerors. Three of the eight were bound; the
remaining five lay upon the ground senseless. One
of them, the leader, upon whom Lance had fixed,
was quite dead. The hound had fastened his teeth in
his throat, and bit through the jugular vein; he had
been assisted by the other hound, and the miserable
wretch had perished, notwithstanding his desperate
efforts to beat them off.

The other four were recovered by the efforts of
Gilbert and his companions. They were all bound
together, and Lincoln was to march them, accom-
panied by Lance, for a few miles through the forest,
and then leave them to themselves. Ere they
departed, a hasty grave was dug a short distance
from the cottage, and the dead man, still warm, but
deluged in blood, was placed in it. The elder friar
repeated a few prayers for his soul’s sake, and the
mould was replaced over him who a short hour since
was alive in health and blaspheming.

His fellows now prepared to depart; but he who
bore the appellation of Taillefer - weak, haggard,
and seeming to have but a few hours to live, called
feebly to Gilbert, and begged to have a few minutes
conversation with him. Hood granted the request,
but sent the others on their way.

“Now,” he demanded, “What hast thou to say to
me, thou ungrateful hound? ‘Twould serve thee
rightly were I to hang thee on the first tree.”

“Gilbert,” said the man feebly, and placed his
hand restingly on his arm.

“Touch me not!” hastily uttered Gilbert, with-
drawing his arm; but he repented the act, for the
man fell to the ground. He immediately knelt and
raised him on his knee.

“Gilbert,” murmured the fellow hoarsely, “I have
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wronged you, but I yet may make atonement for
what I have done.”

“I need no atonement,” returned Gilbert. “Away
to your fellows, and let me see thy face no more.”

“I cannot,” ejaculated the man, in a hollow voice;
“I am dying. Look on me, Gilbert dost thou not
know me?”

“Well, I have seen you somewhere,” replied he;
“but I remember not where, and forsooth care not.”

“I am Ritson, your wife’s brother,” was the reply,
and in giving utterance to the words he fainted.

Chapter 4

When I beneath the cold red earth am sleeping,
Life’s fﬂéver o’er,

Will there for me be any bright eye weeping.
That I’'m no more?

Will there be any heart still memory keeping
of heretofzre?

When the great wmds through leafless forests rushing,
& Like fi ulhearts‘grea ,ﬂ f S

When the swollen streams, o’er crag and gully gushing,
Sad music make;

Will there be one, whose heart despair is crushing,
Mourn for my sake?

Mothertwell

Great was the surprise of Gilbert at thus hearing
that in the haggard wretch at his feet he saw the
brother of his wife. The change in his lineaments,
even to the characteristic expression nature had
originally stamped upon them, was so
extraordinary, that there was but the faintest
resemblance left by which he might recognize his
disreputable relative.

So great, indeed, had it been, that his own sister,
Margaret, who had several times during the day
waited upon him, had not discovered the affinity.
He still lay in his swoon; and as Gilbert gazed upon
his features, drawn into the semblance of death, he
read a fearful catalogue of crime and suffering in
the wrinkled brow, the hollow eye, the sunken
cheek, and in the lines around the mouth, produced
by strong passion and wild irregularities.

“Poor wretch!” he muttered, “He seems to have
undergone hard fare - he looks very badly. Get
some water.”

Water was given, and the man revived, although



there seemed but little life in him. His eyes glared
wildly round, and he essayed to speak, but was too
feeble for the effort. He was therefore carried up the
stairs, and placed upon the pallet he had previously
occupied. The place was then cleared from all marks
of affray. Lincoln sat up to watch, in case of any
further attack; and the rest of the party, after having
quite satisfied the two females that they were unhurt
and that there was very little probability of another
attack that night, retired to repose. The morning
broke beautifully clear and sunny.

Each bird was fondly kissing

The young buds of this spring time;

All kindly, kindly missing

The want of their coming prime;

The gentlest flowers were laughing

In their robes of white sunlight,

O’er the nectar they were quaffing,

Which the last sad sigh of night;

Left in their cups of deepest hue and white,

At the morning’s repast were assembled the party
of the night before, and the battle was discussed
with the eatables. There was many a laugh and
lauding bandied from one to the other upon their
prowess, and upon the besiegers having obtained
what they looked not for.

Robin received especial praise, and a warm eulogy
from Allan drew for our hero a reward from
Marian, which to him at that particular moment
was of a value beyond all price - a look, a smile, and
a few words of earnest thanks, delivered in a tone of
voice which thrilled through every nerve, and - but
imagination does its work better than the pen,
therefore imagination must depict his feelings.

The breakfast was cleared away. Robin and Allan
prepared for their journey; the friars, also, were
about to leave; but as Ritson had grown worse, and
there was little prospect of his living much longer,
the elder friar was requested to remain to give him
shrift and absolution, if it were necessary. To this he
at once acquiesced, but his companion, the fighting
friar, requested to make one in Allan and Robin’s
journey. They readily consented, and ere the sun was
three hours old he saw them on their way to
Nottingham.

Gilbert was not sorry that he had Ritson once
more under his roof, for he now hoped to learn
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something more respecting the birth and parentage
of Robin, and also to gather some intelligence of
him who had placed the child in his keeping.
Accordingly, when he ascertained from Margaret
that her brother had awoke from an uneasy and
restless sleep, he repaired to his pallet’s side. He
started as he gazed upon the wretched being.
Haggard and care-worn as his countenance had
appeared, Gilbert was unprepared for the ghastly
change they had undergone. Every prominent
feature stood out fearfully sharp, while the eyes,
supernaturally bright, were deeply sunk in their
sockets. The black, matted, ragged beard which
covered the lower part of his face, added to the
marble hue of the complexion from its violent
contrast. So horrible did he appear, that Gilbert
shuddered as he looked upon him, and half turned
away as he addressed him.

“How is it with you, Ritson?” he inquired in a low
tone.

“Miserably, miserably,” gasped Ritson. “The hand
of Death is on me - I feel his cold iron grip about
my heart. - I'am fast dying.”

The tone of his voice was so abject, so utterly
spiritless, that Gilbert, although he could plainly see
his hour was nearly come, with that feeling which
induces us to put hope into the bosoms of those
whom we know to be past it, tried to cheer him.

“Tis not so bad as that, man,” he said; “You’re
grievously sick, ‘tis true, but you'll get over it.”

“Never — never!” muttered Ritson; “There is no
hope for me, here or hereafter - none, none!” and
he groaned bitterly.

Gilbert tried to soothe him, but he would listen
to no consolation.

“You know not,” He uttered feebly, “the foul
crimes, the monstrous deeds, I have committed -
things you would shudder to hear - mortal sins for
which there is no redemption, for which my soul
must be damned to all eternity. “Tis useless to strive
to make me think otherwise. I am lost forever -
forever.”

In this strain for some time he ran on
ramblingly. At length, Gilbert succeeded in getting
him to speak upon the subject of Robin’s parents.



“It is a long story,” said he, “and I feel too feeble
to tell it now. Let me rest a while, and you shall
know all.”

Gilbert complied with his request, and returned
to the ground floor, where he found the good father
engaged in his devotion, which the Black Friars, by
the rules of their order, were obliged to perform
seven times a day. He waited until he had finished,
and then discoursed upon the condition of the
dying man. Margaret and Marian had gone for a
quiet walk in the green shades of the old wood.
When they returned, and the dinner had been eaten
and cleared sway, Gilbert again sought the chamber
of his brother-in-law. He knew that his life hung
upon a thread, and he felt that it was, therefore,
necessary to obtain from him, as soon as possible,
the inform-ation he so much desired.

Ritson had been in a deep sleep for a few hours,
and awoke considerably refreshed. He smiled faint-
ly as he saw Gilbert, and motioned him to a seat at
his bedside; he was obeyed, and in a voice low, and
at times inarticulate, he commenced his story —

“I know,” he began, “that you feel the greatest
anxiety to ascertain all the information which I
possess respecting the boy you call Robin. I know
all, and what I know I will tell you - a poor return
for the wrong I have done you.”

“Twenty-three years since I quitted Mansfield,
after I had made the place too hot to hold me,
disgraced my family, and serving you, among the
rest, shamefully - you, however, repaid me with
your cudgel. Well, on quitting my native town, I
crossed the country, caring little where my feet
should let me rest. I stayed at Huntingdon for a
short period, and by chance got into the service of
Philip Fitzooth, Baron de Beaseant, an English
knight, who had that title conferred upon him for
some services rendered by him to Henry during the
war in Normandy. He was a younger son of the old
Earl of Huntingdon.

At the time I entered his service, his father was no
more, having died a few years previously; his
brother, Robert Fitzooth - he had but one - was
then Earl. This brother had married before his
father died, and his wife, in bringing into life her
first child, lost her own. The infant, a boy, thrived
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but delicately and weakly; he was tended and
fostered with the greatest care and affection by his
father, who mourned his sad bereavement almost
incessantly. At length, his constant melancholy
preying upon a constitution naturally fragile, he
sunk under it, and committing his boy to the
guardianship of de Beaseant, died.”

“It was then, Gilbert, that the guardian began to
look with a greedy eye upon the earldom. A weak,
puny boy alone stood in his path. He was not a man
to suffer slight obstacles to impede his ambitious
views, and would have at once removed this boy by
death, but had not the attention of too many been
turned upon him. The late earl, his father, had
compelled such attention, such care, such a
compliance with his son’s every wish, that he was
too much in the eye of the servants and vassals to be
removed without foul suspicion falling at once upon
de Beaseant, whose best hope, therefore, was, that he
would speedily die. The weakness of his constitution
much assisted this hope, and his uncle believed he
should be hurrying him to an early grave if he
withdrew from him the attention he had been
accustomed to receive. He induced him to hunt in
the woods, trusting the fatigues of the chase, the
damps of the forest, would all lend a helping hand
to further his design, and, possibly, the arrow of an
outlaw would complete the work.”

“But, as if it had been fated by Heaven, the boy,
instead of wasting away, grew stronger, until, at
length, the delicate youth became a robust young
man. At this time, also, the presence of de Beaseant
was required by King Henry in Normandy. Some
services of a peculiar nature which I had rendered
my master induced him to single me from his
people, and place me at Kimbolton Castle, to watch
the young Earl’s every act, and lend my assistance to
send him to his grave. As I had a promise of a
handsome reward in case of his demise, I readily
consented, and de Beaseant departed.”

I did my utmost to carry my lord’s wishes into
effect, but without success. We were abroad in the
green woods when the sun rose, nor did we leave it
until the mists of night enveloped us. Often were we
drenched in the sudden showers while overheated in
the pursuit of game; still he thrived under it.”



“This was discouraging. I racked my brain to hit
on some method by which I might destroy him,
without actually using poison or knife. There was
only one way, which was to seek out some of the
outlaws infesting the forest, and get them to
murder him while hunting. But then I should be
exceeding my orders, besides placing us in the power
of those who would not fail to make use of their
knowledge in some way highly disadvantageous to
de Beaseant. While these thoughts were possessing
me - while I was endeavoring to accomplish his
destruction - a change occurred, which roused new
hopes in me.”

“Of a sudden, his demeanor was altered. He grew
thoughtful and abstracted, his mirth, his cheerful-
ness all disappeared. We went into the woods as
hitherto, but even when the dogs started the game,
he showed not half the ardor in the pursuit he had
done until now. Occasionally he would leave me to
follow the deer, and wander alone, absorbed and
oppressed by some secret feeling. Gladly as I hailed
this change, still my curiosity was excited to
discover the cause; but as I dared not challenge him
with it, for his temper was hasty, I determined,
when he should again leave, to follow him at a
distance, and ascertain whither, and for what
purpose he quitted me.”

“One bright morning in June we went out
together, as usual, for having exerted myself to gain
his favour, and succeeded, I accompanied him as
always. We started a deer, which led us towards the
borders of the forest. In the heat of the pursuit he
suddenly stopped, and pointing out a large oak tree,
he bade me meet him there when the sun had
descended about two hours from the meridian. I
bowed in acquiescence, and he disappeared among
the trees.”

“I determined to follow him. I noted the
direction which he had taken, and called off the
dogs. I fastened them to the tree, and then followed
in his track, as swiftly as the rugged intricacies
would permit. Quick as I had been, he had
outstripped me so far, that I saw no glimpse of his
person. I looked to the right and left, as well as the
copsewood would allow, but saw him not. I,
however, kept on the path I deemed him likely to
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pursue, and after half an hour’s rapid chase, I
reached the outskirts of the wood without having
discovered him.”

“Disappointed and chagrined at my failure, I
turned back, with the intention of retracing my
steps to the oak where I had left the dogs and was to
meet him, but discovered that, not having taken
sufficient note of the way I had come, I should have
considerable difficulty in returning to the spot I had
quitted. I, however, started in the direction I fully
believed to be the correct one, but had not
proceeded far, when, by the difference of the trees
and the narrowness of the glades, I saw that I had
mistaken my way. I went on for short time, but
their changing character assured me still stronger
that I was wrong.”

“I hesitated for a moment, and during that
hesitation the sound of voices fell upon my ear. The
tone aroused my suspicions. I stole stealthily to the
spot, and beheld the young Earl encircling with one
arm the waist of a beautiful young female. This was
a sight for which I was unprepared, but which at
once accounted for the change in his demeanor.”

“Here was news for de Beaseant. He was in love!
My next object was to find out with whom, and
getting as near as I could without being discovered,
I listened earnestly, in hopes to gather something
which might satisfy me; but nothing transpired to
tell me who was the lady. I heard her swear to be
true to him, in thought, hopes, word, and deed, and
he gave her an oath of a like nature. More I could
not, at this interview, ascertain. He led her to the
borders of the forest, almost to the very spot I had so
recently quitted. There he parted with her, and
gazing after her a short time, he turned to seek our
appointed meeting place. I took him for my guide,
and soon observed he knew the path well, for I
began to remember places which I had passed in
pursuit of him.”

“When he had nearly reached, as I imagined, the
old oak tree, I struck off to the right, and, taking a
circuitous route, sought to gain the tree before him.
I exerted all my speed, but when, as I supposed, I had
reached the tree, I found myself mistaken. I had but
one alternative, which was to cheer the dogs. I was
immediately answered by a loud baying near me. I



turned in the direction of the sound, and gained the
old oak tree. I had barely released the hounds, who
clamored immediately they saw me, when I
perceived, by their pricking up their ears, and giving
a short, low whine, that he was approaching. To lull
any suspicion I fancied he might have at my cheer, I
gave a long blast with my horn, which he answered
by appearing from a covert close at hand.”

“What made you wind your horn?” he demanded.

“The sun has already sunk three hours,” I
returned “and knowing the intricacies of the forest,
I feared you might have lost your way, and blew the
blast, as I have several times previously, to attract
your attention.”

“I did not lose my way,” was the only reply he
made, and we returned to the castle.

“For a long period these secret meetings were
carried on, and I had been fortunate enough to
attend them all; gathering little by little, until I had
sufficient to make up a good story for de Beaseant. I
forwarded it to him to Aquitaine, in Normandy,
and received for reply, that the young Earl must not
marry, that the lady must be sacrificed rather.”

“This was a startling command, but I had put
myself in a condition which prevented my refusing
to undertake it, if ‘twere necessary. I had by degrees
ingratiated myself so much into the young Earl’s
favour, that I wormed his secret — none to me - out
of him, but learned also much with which I was
unacquainted.”

“It appeared that his intimacy with this maiden
had originated in his accidentally having saved her
life. One day, when separated from me and some of
his vassals in the heat of a spirited chase, his
attention was taken from his pursuit by loud
screams.”

“He turned to the spot, and beheld a female upon
her knees, struggling with a rough outlaw, who,
with uplifted dagger, was dragging her to a cave
near to the spot. The Earl heard him menace her
with a fierce oath, that unless she was silent he
would bury his skean in her heart. As she still
uttered the most piercing shrieks, the fellow
proceeded to carry his threat into execution, when
an arrow, discharged from the Earl’s bow, quivered
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in his heart, and he fell with a terrific groan at her
feet. The Earl sprang to her side, and having allayed
her fright and excitement, saw her safely to the
borders of the forest.”

“He ascertained during their walk that she was of
good family, one whose alliance would not sully his
escutcheon, and whose beauty and personal
acquirements would add fresh laurels to his high-
born position. He was already smitten with her, and
conceived the romantic notion of gaining her heart
without communicating his rank to her, in the
hope that she would love him for himself, and not
for his title. He, therefore, under a feigned name,
wooed her and won her. He told her that he was the
son of a yeoman, and more fully to make the
deception bear the appearance of reality, he gave out
to his vassals that he was about to visit his uncle in
Normandy.”

“He took but one attendant with him. I was that
one. He furnished a cottage at Locksley,* in this
county, besought her to wed him secretly, and fly
with him to his home.”

“For some time she objected; but at length, on his
expressing a belief that she did not love him, and a
determination, if she refused to consent, to go to
the wars, she gave him her hand, and, with tears in
her eyes, told him she would give up the world for
his sake. He pressed her to his bosom in joy and
thankfulness, and soon after they were married by
his confessor, the only one let into the secret besides

myself.”
¥ 3

*In Locksley town in merry Nottingham
In merry sweet Locksley town,
There bold Robin Hood he was born and bred
Bold Robin Hood of famous renown.
Robin Hood’s Birth, Breeding, Valor and
Marriage

No known map of Nottinghamshire contains the
name of this town, although that may be considered
no proof that it did not exist, as the names of a vast
number of towns and villages which are known to have
existed have disappeared. A Loxley in Warwickshire
and one in Staffordshire are both mentioned in
Spelman’s  “Villare Anglicum,” Adams’ “Index
Villaris” and in “England’s Gazetteer” by Whaetley,
but neither appears to be the true one.



“I did not attempt to prevent the wedding, in
order that I might have a hold on de Beaseant at
some future time. We retired to the cottage, and for
some time they lived very happily. The Earl liked his
privacy so well, and wishing his people to believe
that he had been across the sea, stayed a twelve-
month at this humble abode. I sent the whole
history to de Beaseant, and he communicated in
reply his determination of returning. In the
meanwhile a child was born, but the Earl’s wife, like
his mother, perished in giving birth to her first-
born.”

“And the child was,” hastily interrupted Gilbert
waiting for the reply with intense anxiety.

“The boy you call Robin” returned Ritson,
almost exhausted by his long tale.

“I knew he came of noble blood” cried Gilbert
exultingly. “Then he is Robert, Earl of Huntingdon!
My Robin, the yeoman’s foster son, Robert, Earl of
Huntingdon! Proceed, for Heaven’s sake, Ritson,
proceed. Your information more than purchases
your entire forgiveness.”

With a feeble smile, he continued his story. “The
Earl was distracted at his loss. He refused all
consolation, would listen to nothing, but gave
himself up entirely to despair; his reason forsook
him, we were compelled to confine him; his
strength gave way, and he was stretched on a bed of
sickness, reduced by fever to the last extremity. I
knew not how to act, but thinking I should best
comply with de Beaseant’s wishes, I gave the lady
burial as a yeoman’s wife, in the precincts of a
neighboring monastery.”

“The child I placed with a cottager’s dame, and
waited with impatience for de Beaseant’s return. He
arrived while the Earl was still confined to his be
Bed and he approved of what I had done.”

“To prevent the suspicion of foul play, and as yet
there had been none very material, fortune having
favoured his views in the preceding circumstances,
he directed the Earl’s removal to his castle,
accompanying him, as if he had brought him from
the Continent. Seemingly fortune had determined
that Baron de Beaseant should be Earl of
Huntingdon; his nephew declined daily - all hopes
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of his recovery were fled.”

“One day de Beaseant sat by his bedside, and for
the first time since his wife’s death, the Earl spoke
coherently. He related to his uncle the whole of the
preceding events, and drew from him a promise to
bring up his boy as though he were his own son. To
this de Beaseant consented, although he had no
intention of carrying his promise into effect. The
Earl, after a few more words, sunk back upon his
pillow, dead. I was in the room, and de Beaseant
made me swear, over the dead body, never to reveal
what I knew while he lived.”

“There was great mourning among the vassals
when the Earl’s death was made known, for he was
beloved by them, and he was buried with all the
pomp his rank demanded in a monastery at St.
Neot’s. Spite of what I had done - of the motive
with which I had attended him, I grieved sincerely
for his loss, his uniform goodness to me having
affected even my thankless heart.”

“de Beaseant, as Philip Fitzooth, assumed the
Earldom; and it now remained for him, in order to
enjoy it securely, to put the child away. I proposed
death, but he had sworn to act as though ‘twere his
son, and he would not imbrue his hands in its
blood. We planned several schemes. At length I
thought of you.”

“The distance you lived from Kimbolton, your
retired forest life, your honesty - all decided that
you were the best person to whom the charge of the
boy could be committed. It was resolved, and ‘twas
done; you know the rest concerning him.”

“True,” observed Gilbert, on finding that he
stopped; “But what has become of the Earl?”

“He went, some years since, to Normandy, taking
me with him. On our return we were wrecked. He
perished. I bore the tidings to the castle, and the
rich Abbot of Ramsey, William Fitzooth, de
Beaseant’s nearest relative, now holds possession of
his estates. In a quarrel with a favorite attendant of
the Bishop, I drew my skean and stabbed him to the
heart; I was thrust from the castle, and
excommunicated into the bargain. I should have
been hanged on the ramparts, but some of my
fellow men proved that he had commenced the
quarrel, and had first wounded me. Stung with rage,



I swore to be revenged, and I shall be, although I
shall be dead long ere it is accomplished. But I know
little of Gilbert Head, if he suffers Robin to be
defrauded of his right.”

“You indeed know little of me if you believed
otherwise,” cried Gilbert, with enthusiasm. “Robin
shall be reinstated, or I’ll lose my life in the effort.
What relations were there on the mother’s side? If
you know aught of them I might claim their
assistance, for ‘twill be to their interest to place their
kinswoman’s son in his right station as an Earl of
England.”

“Her father is old Sir Guy, of Gamwell Hall,” said
Ritson.

“What!” cried Gilbert, starting to his feet, “Old
Sir Guy, of Gamwell, the other side of the forest,
with his stout sons and stouter foresters, one of the
rangers of the forest?”

“The same,” articulated Ritson, almost inaudibly,
growing faint and exhausted.

“Here’s goodly help, indeed,” rejoined Gilbert.
“With his powerful aid I doubt not I shall oust
Master Abbot of Ramsey, albeit he is styled the rich
Abbot of Ramsey and Baron of Broughton.”

“You will, you will” suddenly and eagerly
exclaimed Ritson, springing up on his bed; “You
will promise me that?”

“With heart and hand,” returned Gilbert,
surprised by his act. “If there is but half a chance,
Robin shall be Earl of Huntingdon, in spite of all
the abbots in Christendom and there’s a round
number of them.”

Ritson’s eyes gleamed vividly while Gilbert spoke,
and he held up his hand pointing, as if registering
the speech as an oath; and when it was concluded,
tell back in his bed saying — a bitter smile crossing
his features — “I shall not die unrevenged. I am
content. I am content!”

There was a dead silence for a minute, and Gilbert
thought he had breathed his last. He approached
and bent over him. He found him yet alive, gasping
for breath, his eyes glaring hideously. His struggles
were terrible, but eventually he over-came the
spasm, and said, with a voice awfully changed —

“Gilbert, I have but a few moments to live: I feel
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it. Listen to me while I can speak, and do not
interrupt me. Yesterday, the Earl of Nottingham, in
whose pay I have lately been retained, commis-
sioned me to murder the two persons, a youth and
his sister, now in your house. You know I attempted,
and was prevented. Bid them beware of the Earl. He
seeks their destruction; why, I know not.”

“And now for myself: when I am dead, bury me
in the spot I shall name to you. Not far from hence
there is an oak which has a beech tree growing from
its trunk - the branches of the two put forth their
leaves together; beneath its shade lay me. Do not
fail in this - promise me by your hope of Heaven
you will.”

“I promise,” returned Gilbert.

“Then shall I die happy,” uttered he.

“Will you not have a priest to shrive you? There is
one in the house; I will fetch him,” said Gilbert,
preparing to depart.

“No, no come back,” hastily uttered Ritson, half
rising in his earnestness. Gilbert returned to his
couch, and seated himself.

“No,” he continued, “I will see no one - all will
shortly be over; you alone shall receive my last
words; I have yet more to say. Gilbert, you know not
the wrong I have done you - do not dream how
deeply I have injured you. Gilbert Head, you had
one only sister.”

“Ha!” exclaimed Gilbert, starting and clenching
his hands, while a foreboding of something
horrible flashed like lightning through his brain.

“Peace! Hear me out,” said Ritson, motioning
him to silence. “You and I were play-fellows - grew
up companions. You fell in love with my sister, and I
with yours - nay, start not; you knew it not, I was
too much of a villain to let you. I loved her to
madness; this I knew not myself, until offering to
wrong her. She spurned me from her, and refused
ever again to meet me.”

“I could not live without her; I followed her at
every turn; I urged, I entreated, prayed her forgive-
ness; at last she yielded to my earnest, nay, frantic
appeals, and granted it. I could at that moment have
worshiped her. I adored her, and used every means,
employed every art, to make her return my



affection, and succeeded, Beneath that tree did she
plight her vows to me; I swore to be faithful, honest,
and true to her and seek her happiness alone in
every future act. She believed me. Her gentle nature
knew no guile; but I deceived her, grossly, wickedly
deceived her. We were married, she thought, by a
monk from Linton, but a wild companion
personated the character - ”

“Hell and death!” interrupted Gilbert, grinding
his teeth, scarcely able to prevent himself from
springing on the dying wretch, and at once
inflicting the death upon whose verge he now
trembled.

“Restrain your rage, Gilbert. Although I deserve
annihilation from you, the worst is yet to come; I
fear I shall not have breath to finish. She remained
for some time longer under your father’s roof, until
her condition was such that she must either quit or
acknowledge the marriage. About this time you
married my sister, and there existed no earthly
reason why I should not have acknowledged yours,
but that I wished to travel. My passion was satiated,
and I began to grow tired of her. I had serious
thoughts of quitting secretly and at once.”

“One evening she met me, as usual, beneath the
oak and beech tree. She there urged me to
acknowledge her as my wife, or take her away. I
made a thousand shuffling excuses, but she set them
all aside. She conjured me by my love, by my
honour, to have compassion on her and consent. To
her entreaties I proved deaf. She still continued to
urge me. I grew surly - I felt a devil within me. I
resisted her importunities and in a passion of tears
she fell at my feet, beseeching me to kill her rather
than expose her to shame.”

“She had no sooner uttered the words than the
thought of its advantage ran like lightning through
my brain; ‘twas as if the foul fiend had whispered I
was alone with her, no soul near, none knew of her
meeting me.”

“None, but one, knew of our connection, and I
could not be discovered. As the tempter’s words
sounded in my ears I drew my knife, and looked
hastily round; there was none near. - God! There
was none near. Had there been any human soul -

43

aye, one living thing I had not done the foul deed;
but there was none to step between me and my
horrid intent. She looked up in my face, and said-

“You must consent to what I ask! Let us leave this
place together! I care not where you go, I will
cheerfully follow. Every spot in the world is the
same to me, if thou art with me. Have mercy,
Roland! Take me! Take me! Should my brother

know of this, I am lost?

“The last words decided her fate; my knife
gleamed in the air, and -”

»

“You did not - you could not -” almost

frantically screamed Gilbert.

“I murdered her!” gasped Ritson.

“Holy Mary!” groaned Gilbert, and buried his face
in his hands in agony.

“The knife I buried in her bosom!” he continued
hoarsely. “She shrieked as she received the blow, and
for a short time was senseless. I awoke then to the
horror of my crime. Hell was raging in my soul. A
hundred times was the knife raised to plunge into
my own heart, but I was withheld by the
promptings of a worse spirit. She, in a short time,
opened her eyes, and turned them with a faint look
upon me, and smiled. Almighty God! That smile



was to me the most tremendous punishment I ever
endured.”

“You have once more been kind to me,” she
feebly uttered, “Once more ere we part forever. I
have noticed lately that you treated me, looked, and
spoke to me coolly; I thought you had ceased to love
me; and ‘tis better to die, I feel, than to outlive your
love. You have spared me the misery of living to
learn its truth; and I forgive you having taken my
life, for as freely do I give it you as I gave you my
heart.”

“Farewell! Let no one know that I am even dead
they will think me lost, or carried away, or
anything, rather than they should know the truth.
Lay me beneath this tree; ‘twas where I first owned
my love for you. I would it should be my last earthly
resting place, and if you will promise me that when
your time arrives, you will be laid beside me there, I
shall die so happy. You will promise me, will you
not?”

“Blinded by tears, in an agony of maddening
grief and remorse, I swore to comply with her wish.
She took my hand, pressed it, even kissed it; she
prayed the Holy Mother to intercede for me. With
kind glances from her dying eyes, with a smile and
blessing on her lips, she yielded up her spirit.”

“When I found that she was dead, I committed a
thousand extravagances. I railed, swore, cursed my
villainy, and flung myself, exhausted, upon her
bleeding body. At length, when somewhat recover-
ed, the necessity for concealing the body forced
itself upon me. With my hunting spear and my
skean I dug the grave at the foot of the tree,
loosening the earth with my weapons, and
throwing it out with my hands. When I had dug it
sufficiently deep, I laid the body in it. I kissed her
cold lips, and dared to offer up a prayer for her
repose. As I threw the mould over her, like a weak
child I wept, sobbed, rained tears.”

“When I had completed my task, I sank senseless
upon the ground. I slowly recovered to be attacked
by a wolf. As well as my scattered senses would
permit, I kept him at bay. At that moment, you
came up, and saved my life. The night had passed
away during my occupation and my swoon. You had
spent it madly seeking for your sister, whom I had
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so recently murdered. The wolf wounded me in my
shoulder, and you took your sister’s blood, which
stained my dress, for the effects of my wound. You
thought my incoherent replies were caused by my
alarm at the encounter with the animal, for it was a
large and fierce one. I accompanied you in your
search. We wandered through the forest until the
sun was high: ‘twas in vain - I - I - I - Holy Mother
of God! look there, Gilbert! ‘Tis Annie! she smiles
on me, she calls me, I come! Gilbert, remember the
foot of the oak and beech.”

He suddenly ceased, and when Gilbert raised his
eyes from his hands, Roland Ritson was dead.

Chapter 5

Now for a welcome,

Able to draw men’s envies upon man.

A kiss, now, that will hang upon my lip
As sweet as the morning dew upon the rose,
And full as long.

Mivdleton’s “Women, Befoare Women” 1567

King My guards - seize him. How stand we now?
To whom belongs it now to sue? Kneel thou.
Mel. Not though the block were there.
Lo! there’s the sword!
I ne’er shall wear again; that ne’er knew spot
Till in a tyrant’s beart I tried, but failed to sheathe
it.
King You do hear — to prison with him!
Mel. And to the rack with thee! — the bed, where groans,
And not repose, await thee. I defy thee!

The Bridal

Blithely and merrily, in the morning’s brilliancy,
did Robin, Allan, and the stout-hearted, sturdy-
limbed friar take their way through the sun-tinted
glades of the broad forest. The bonny Shirewood
was not merrier with its bright green leaves, its fair
flowers, and its blithe singing birds, than were the
three travelers. There was the witty saying, the lively
ditty, and the clear, silver-toned laugh of Robin,
tempered with the steadier, yet sprightly converse of
Allan; while the jolly friar, by turns, yielding to the
influence of both, doing honour by a lusty chorus to
the ballads of the one, or lending a pious exordium
to the counsels of the other. In this fashion did they
leave Gilbert’s forest home behind them, and in



this way did they proceed, until the altitude of the
sun proclaimed it midday.

“Good Master Allan,” observed Robin, “the sun
has found out the broad of my back, with a most
scorching discernment. Likewise hath my stomach
discovered, with a grumbling precision that my
breakfast was taken when the lark rose. Now, a
short distance from hence, there exists a babbling,
bubbling brook, a stream of clear, sparkling,
chrystal water, which runs laughing over some
glittering pebbles, moistening and nourishing
quantities of wild flowers. Where it rises, or where it
loses itself is of no import, but I know where it is
shaded by a wide-spreading, fantastical oak. I,
therefore, propose that we seat ourselves beneath its
shelter, and discuss in grateful cheerfulness the
contents of this wallet and wineskin.”

“I echo thy words in all heartiness of spirit,” cried
the friar; “and my teeth shall bear witness how
much I'am of thy opinion.”

“I have no opposing voice to offer,” said Allan,
“but I would it should not be late ere we turn our
eyes on Nottingham’s proud towers. I have matters
of some moment to transact there, which must not
be interfered with by a loitering journey.”

“We are at your command,” returned Robin,
“and go or stay, as you list.”

“We will to the stream, there rest and refresh,”
exclaimed Allan, “and when our repast has con-
cluded, prithee have we far to journey?”

“Oh, no,” answered Robin, “Three miles from
this glade will cover the distance.” It was with
considerable satisfaction that Allan received this
intelligence, and felt, consequently, less reluctance
to accompany his youthful guide to the intended
resting place. And when it was reached, the satisfac-
tion was still greater that it had not been missed.

It was situated in the bosom of a small dell,
encompassed by trees of all descriptions. Here was
the monarch of the woods, with its fanciful gnarled
branches twisted into straggling, but admired
disorder; there, the tall beech, with its thin, elegant
boughs; the graceful acacia, the stately elm, the dark
pines, the larch, and the gentle willow, with its
drooping dress of pale green leaves, like unto the
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aerial drapery of a fairy. The earth was carpeted with
a turf, whose tint and smoothness made it difficult
to believe that it was grass and not velvet the feet
were pressing.

There was a profusion of flowers here, there, and
everywhere; they sprang up among the grass, just of
sufficient frequency to make the variation sweet to
gaze upon, but they clustered at the foot of the trees,
as though they sought protection of a power strong-
er than their own, as fragile and delicate females in
their weakness cling to man.

In the midst of this dell stood an oak of
enormous magnitude, its twining, strangely shaped
arms, shot out to an almost incredible distance,
while its trunk, decorated with moss, and encircled
by the dainty ivy, was of a girth whose extraordinary
dimensions betokened a good old age.

At the foot of this king of the forest sparkled the
stream of which Robin had spoken; it was a cool,
delicious, winding piece of nature’s wine; looking
like a fluttering satin riband of purest white, waving
over a dress of rich green velvet; a sweet refreshing
thing which -

Wanton and wild, through many a green ravine
Beneath the forest flowed.

Sometimes it fell among the moss with hollow harmony.
Dark and profound.

Now on the polished stones it danced,

Like childhood, Laughing as it went;

Then through the plain in tranquil wanderings crept,
Reflecting every herb and drooping bud

That overhung its quietness,

“This is a treat I counted not on!” exclaimed
Allan, gazing his fill upon the scene before him,
“Right glad am I that you have brought me hither.
Is this sweet and sequestered spot well known? How
came you to know it, Robin, distant as it is from
thy home?”

”“Twas Gilbert, my foster father, who gave me
the knowledge of this place. Once in the year, at the
close of autumn, do we pay it a visit - it looks not
then as now you see it — the yellow leaves thickly
strew the ground, and the long branches of the trees
around throw themselves nakedly in the air. ‘Tis a
sad sight to see, after having beheld it in its prime;
but it is sad duty we come to perform, and the scene



befits it.”

“May I enquire what the duty can be that leads
you, in a drear season of the year, to such a
distance?” asked Allan, with an air of interest.

“Beneath yon beech tree,” replied Robin,
pointing to one a short distance from them, “lies a
twin brother of Gilbert Hood’s. I bear his name. He
was christened Robert, but his brother, in his fond
familiarity, called him Robin. The reason of his
lying there is this: the two brothers, as was their
wont, had been hunting together; the chase led
them to this spot, and here they slew it. While
refreshing themselves after the fatigues of the chase,
two fierce outlaws broke rudely upon them,
demanding with savage action their money and
their weapons, at the same time expressing their
intention of carrying off the slain deer. The
brothers, however, coolly defied them, and prepared
to resist their lawless intrusion.”

“Ere they could put their resolve into action, one
of the villains, who bore a crossbow, discharged a
bolt at poor Robin, which he, unprepared, could
not avoid: it entered his brain, and killed him on
the spot. Even while the laugh was in the mouth of
the outlaw at his success, an arrow from Gilbert’s
bow pierced his heart. The second outlaw, surprised
by the sudden destruction of his comrade, was for a
moment paralysed, but he was not allowed time for
even an ejaculation of wonder - Gilbert sent him to
his account as speedily as he had his companion.”

“Thus in one little minute he was bereft of him to
whom he had been so affectionately attached, to
whom he had borne the most devoted love as a dear
brother, as a most esteemed friend. He dug his grave
where he fell, and with no soul near save his own,
no eye save Heaven’s, laid him in the earth, weeping
over him with a heart almost broken, as he covered
his body with mould and leaves.”

“The bodies of the ruffians he left to the beasts of
the forest and the birds of prey; soon there was
nothing but their bones to whiten in the sun. It was
a twelvemonth ere Gilbert prevailed upon himself
to visit this spot. When he had done so, he made a
vow to make a pilgrimage to it annually, and
religiously has he fulfilled it. Thus became I
acquainted with this place.”
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Tis a pity that so sweet a spot have been thus
desecrated”, remarked Allan.

“Ah"’, chimed in the friar, who had listened to
the foregoing with a feeling like impatience,
“Where will you find the spot, however fair, which
has not in some way or other been desecrated? Why
even my breast has had its share. I wish I could say
the same for my stomach; but I am afraid if you
boys get talking so spiritually, there will be a
forgetfulness of things bodily. Come, master Robin.
Seat thyself and show us the contents of thy wallet!”

Robin, at the friar’s request sat down and laid
bare his store of provisions. There was plenty to
satisfy their wants, much as they might have been
hungered, and certainly plenty to slake their
draught had they been ever so athirst, for was not
the limpid stream flowing at their feet? But, pure
and tempting as it looked, they did not pay it so
much homage as they rendered unto the wineskin.
Indeed, they had commenced to assuage their thirst
with the juice of the grape, and as the day was warm
and they were dry, they were less abstemious than
was perhaps prudent.

Robin waxed exceedingly merry as the wine
mounted to his brain, nor did his hilarity remain
unseconded by his companions.
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Allan grew romantic, and the friar talkative. The
latter gave them his whole history, birth, parentage,
and education; how he came of a good family; his
name, Giles Sherborne; had been educated for the
church, but preferred a life in the merry old woods,
rough as it was, to cloistered ease and luxury; how,
for some certain reasons, which he did not think it
advisable to explain, he had not entirely absolved
himself from the convent, but was a lay brother,
with a kind of carte blanche from his abbot, as
regarded his conduct — in consideration for a
decent handful of property received. How when
occasion served, he handled his quarter staff with
masterly skill, and how, from the frequency of such
handling, and from his invariable habit of tucking
up his sleeves and gown, he had been nicknamed
Friar Tuck*!

How he fully intended to continue his career as he
had hitherto done — Being happy and kind with all
he could, and fighting with those with whom he
could not be friendly, lending a hand to assist a
friend and a quarterstaff to whack a foe, saying
prayers for those who needed their efficacy, and
singing a ballad for those whose taste led them to
prefer the profane to the sacred.

The fumes of the wine mounting to Allan’s brain,
it became his turn now to dilate. He spoke of his
descent of the high Norman and proud Saxon blood
which flowed through his veins, shewed how,
through a staunch adherence by his father to the
cause of Thomas a Becket, he had been banished the
kingdom by King Henry. What he said of his
ancestors met with little attention. But he spoke of
Marian, and then did Robin open his eyes and ears,
while Friar Tuck opened his mouth and that of the
wineskin, making a most loving union between

* “With resEect to Frier Tuck, though some say he
was another kynd of religious man, for that the order
of Freyers was not yet sprung up” (M.S. Sloan)

Yet, as the Dominican Frier, (or friers preachers)
came into England in the fyear 1221, upwards of twenty
years before the death of Robin Hood, and several
orders of these religious had flourished abroad for
some time, there does not seem much weight in that
objection.

Nor, in fact, can one pay much regard to the term
frier, as it seems to have been the common title given
by the vulgar (more especially after the reformation) to
aﬁ the regular clergy, of which the friers were at once
the lowest and most numerous.
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them. And then when Allan had said many kind
things of his sister, he spoke of the Baron of
Nottingham and of his fair daughter. In the
generous enthusiasm of his youth and of his nature,
brought out by the wine he had drank, he told how
dearly he loved the daughter, and how particularly
and heartily he hated the father - one all angelic
gentleness, and the other all fiery roughness.

He said that he had been brought up with the fair
Christabel, for that was the name the Baron’s
daughter bore. While the world had smiled upon his
parents, so had the Baron, but that so soon as the
world showed a grave countenance, immediately
there was a frown of awful portent upon the Baron’s,
and shortly afterwards he turned the broad of his
back upon them.

Thus the marriage which had been planned
between himself and Christabel was rudely broken
off, and they were harshly separated — as the lady’s
father had determined, forever. But Allan had no
intention that the Baron’s determination should be
carried into effect, and had, therefore, used every
effort to frustrate whatever design the fierce old
fellow conceived to render his wishes realities. He
had obtained possession of a secret, by which the
father of his ladye love was completely in his power

He had found means to make him acquainted with
his knowledge, and the old noble had spent an hour
alone in his chamber, raging, fretting, fuming,
raving, and ejaculating fierce oaths. When his
passion had reached almost a white heat, he grew
exhausted, and cooled down, until he had so far
moderated his wrath as to hit on the idea of cutting
off his youthful enemy, ‘even in the blossom of his
sins.’

Allan had politely intimated by ‘verbal process’ at
the time he gave the Baron to understand that he
possessed his secret, that he would pay him a visit for
the purpose of coming to an amicable arrangement,
but as this was not a conclusion at which the Baron
intended Allan should arrive, he, knowing the route
the young man must take, sent a party of his people
to put a stop his journey to Nottingham, and to his
life as well.



Their ill success has been recorded. Their attempts
in no way damped the resolution of Allan; he had
fully resolved to see the Baron, and force upon him
the absurdity of dreaming even of preventing his
becoming his son-in-law and if he still persisted in
refusing him that gratification, he would divulge
the secret.

Where, then, would be the projects, the schemes
of the mighty Baron? Much longer might he have
continued in this strain, had Allan not suddenly
discovered that he was expending his breath for his
own malefaction alone. He was aroused to sense of
this fact by a running fire of snores proceeding from
the capacious nose of his ghostly fellow traveler who
had talked and drank himself into a sound slumber,
while Robin had silently withdrawn himself from
the spot, and kneeling at the foot of the beech tree
which waved over the remains of Gilbert