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Outlaw 9

CHAPTER ONE

QOutlaw

The horse reared up as an arrow flashed past its nose,
throwing the rider to the leaf-strewn path.

Before the man knew what had happened he felt the
touch of cold gteel against his throat and heard a voice
say, “Get up very slowly and remove that fat purse from
your belt.” .

“B-b-b-but it’s n—n—not my money in the p—p—purse,”
stammered the man, getting to his feet.

“] know that full well,” the voice went on softly. “It’s
money stolen from those who can least afford it to keep
Prince John and his cronies in power.”

“Don’t kill me,” pleaded the man. “I only do what I’
told to do ~ collect taxes!”

“Taxes! You mean you rob from the poor to give to the
rich,” was the reply “Well, all that is about to change.”

The tax collector felt a hand wrench the purse from his
belt before he was pushed to the ground.

“And if anyone asks who lightened the load you were

carrying,” said his assailant, “tell them it was Robin
Hood!”



10 ROBIN HOOD

“Who’s that?” |

The question echoed briefly round the forest clearing
where Much the Miller lived and was almost lost in the
thundering of horses’ hooves approaching and the jan-
gle of swords clanking against chain mail.

“Sounds like soldiers,” said one of the men waiting to
have his corn ground by Much. “There! Steady, girl,” he
went on, trying to calm his nervous cart horse.

A few moments later a band of armed horsemen rode
into the clearing, the sun striking hittle darts of light from
their helmets.

“It’s the Sheriff and his men,” someone whispered.

“Much!” Thc Sheriff’s voice rang out. “Are you in
there?”

“Who wants to know?” asked the plump, ruddy-faced
man who appeared in the doorway of the mill.

“Come now, miller,” the Shenﬂ' of Nottingham snecred.
“You know very well who I am.”

“What business do you have with me? I can’t see any
- corn for me to grind, and grinding’s my business.”

“Insolent dog,” cried the Sheriff. “Have some respect
for your monarch’s men.”

“My monarch is King Richard,” said Much, refusing
to be daunted. “You serve Prince John.”

“You know very well that while King Richard is in the
Holy Land, his brother rules in his place.” The Shcnﬂ' ’
voice was as cold as ice on a winter’s morning,






12 ROBIN HOOD

“If you call ruining his brother’s subjects with his de-
mands for more and more taxes rulmg then I’'ll not
dispute that.”

The people waiting by their carts shuffled uneasily.
Much’s words were true enough. Ever since King
Richard had gone to the Crusades, Prince john’s tax
collectors had bled them almost dry, but, knowing that
the Sheriff would throw them into his dungeons and
throw away the keys if they refused to pay, they struggled
to scratch together the money demanded of them.

“What do you want of me?” asked Much.

“I heard tell you know the whereabouts of Robin
Hood.” The Sheriff s voice had a threatening tone.

“Then you heard wrong,” said the burly miller. “I know
the name and admire the man for the brave deeds—"

“Brave deeds!” The words shot from the Sheriff’s
mouth. “Robin Hood is 2 common thief. Why an honest
man cannot walk through Sherwood Forest without be-
ing attacked and robbed these days.”

“An honest man need have no fear,” said Much. “But
fat abbots and greedy landowners, who line their own
pockets at our expense, deserve to have their gold taken
from them! And usually it’s in payment for the fine feast
he invites them to. Or so I've heard.” he added quickly.

“Indeed!” barked the Sheriff. “And who would refuse
an invitation to dine, when it’s 1ssued with a sword at the
throat. Why, even the king’s tax collectors—"






