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LORNA DOONE

The Doones are hated and feared all over Exmoor. When they
ride out from Doone valley to steal and rob from the local farms,
no one can stop them. They are wild, strong men, and anyone
who tries to fight them will soon be murdered. Like john Ridd's
{ather, shot down while riding home from market. And in these
lawless days only the King’s soldiers can punish the Doones, but

the King is far away in London and has troubles of his own.

As John grows up, he works hard on the farm and dreams of
revenge for his father’s death. But one day he meets Lorna
Doone. She is the girl of his dreams — gentle, beautiful,

loving — and John loses his heart to her.

But how can he marry a girl from the hated Doone family? And
then there is Carver Doone, the most evil and dangerous of all

the Doones, who plans to marry Lorna himself. . .
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‘w Lorna Doone

1
The end of school days

am John Ridd, a farmer of the village of Qare in
I Somerset, and I have a story to tell you. It is about
some things that happened to me in my younger days.

On the 29th November 1673, when I was twelve years
old, John Fry, a worker from our family’s farm, came to
collect me from my school at Tiverton. He rode his horse
up to the gate, leading my own little horse behind him. He
was two weeks early, so I knew something was wrong.

‘What are you doing here, John?’ I asked him. ‘It’s
not the holidays yet.’

He would not lock at me. ‘Oh, I know that, young
Master Ridd. But your mother has saved the best apples,
and cooked some wonderful cakes — all for you.’

‘And Father? How is Father?’ I said. It was usually
Father who came to collect me, and it was strange that
John Fry hadn’t said anything about him.

‘Oh, he’s very busy on the farm just now,’ he said.
But John wasn’t his usual self, and I knew this was a lie.

When I had packed my bags and said goodbye to my
friends, I got on my horse and we started the journey
home.

It was a long journey from Tiverton to Oare, and in

places the road was very bad. John Fry would still not tell
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‘~#j Lorna Doone

me why he had come to collect me, or answer my questions
about Father. He looked unhappy about something, but I
tried to hope for the best, as boys always do.

On the hill at the end of Dulverton town, we saw a big
coach with six horses. In the front seat of the coach sat a
foreign-looking woman, and next to her was a little dark-
haired girl. I could see from the girl’s soft skin that she was
from a rich family, and I felt too shy to look at her more
than once. She didn’t look at me at all. Opposite them sat a
very beautiful lady, in fashionable clothes, and next to her
was a little boy, who was about two or three years old.
The woman in the front, I thought, must be the servant of
the family. I always remembered the family afterwards,
because I had never seen people who were so grand, and so
rich.

After Dulverton, the road got worse and worse, and
soon we came into a very dangerous part of the country.
This was Exmoor, a place of high, wild hills and deep
valleys, and on Exmoor lived a family of robbers called the
Doones. Everyone was afraid of them. They had robbed
and murdered on Exmoor for many years, and had grown
very strong. Now it was getting dark, and a fog was
coming down. It was just the kind of night when the

Doones would be out — and we were coming near to the

path that they always used.
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I wanted to ride fast, and cross the Doone path as
quickly as possible, but John Fry knew better.

‘Go slowly and quietly, ’ he said, ‘if you want to see
your home again.’

But when we came to the valley where the Doone path
was, we heard the sound of horses.

‘Hide!’ said John, and we rode our horses off the
path, and hid. But I wanted to look at the Doones, and
went up onto a hill above the path. From there 1 saw a
{rightening sight.

Below me, moving quietly, were thirty horsemen.
They were heavy, strong men, like all the Doones, and
they were dressed for battle, carrying guns. Tied to their
horses were all the things they had stolen. Some had sheep
or other animals. But one man had a child across his
horse —a little girl. She had on a very expensive dress, and
I thought it was probably for this that the Doones had
stolen her. I could not see whether she was alive or dead,
but the sight of that child made me sad, and angry.

When we got home to the farm, my father did not
come out to meet us, not even when the dogs ran up and
made a lot of noise. ‘Perhaps he has visitors, ’ 1 thought,
‘and is too busy to come out.’ But really I knew this was
not true. I went away and hid. I didn’t want anyone to tell
me anything. I heard my mother and sister crying when

they came out to find me, but I could not look at them.
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Later they told me everything: my father had been
killed. He had been murdered by the Doones.

It happened on his way back from the market at
Porlock, on a Saturday evening. He was riding with six
other farmers, and the Doones stopped them and asked
them for their money. The other farmers passed their
money over at once, but my father was brave. He rode at
them, waving his long stick above his head. He managed to
hit quite a few heads, but one Doone was waiting at the
side of the road with a gun, and shot him.

* * *
Although we knew it was the Doones who had killed my
father, it was useless even to ask the local judges or law
officers to do anything about it. They were afraid of the
robbers, too — or were even helping them. The Doones did
almost anything they wanted on Exmoor.

They were not local people. They came from the north
of England, where their leader, Sir Ensor Doone, had been
a rich man, with a lot of land. But he argued with his
cousin, the Earl of Lorne, who had even more land, and
because of the trouble he caused, the King took away
nearly everything that Sir Ensor owned. A proud, angry
man, Sir Ensor refused to make peace with his cousin, and
without his land and farms he became very poor. Then he
found that people who had once been happy to know him

now turned away from him.



W - AR

~z

JaXk. miE—ERERT K. LK
BARET. EHBIROAGRT.

RE—EHHE L, KEENME
BRI EDR AR A 7AW,
R FASN S B RRE ST, Bk A K&K
AR S, AR KA B C &
RIE, BROKRBR. MAELWLE
SEEEACHRKIIET, WEDHXN I
TiaE, fiEP THILDASL, BHE
KA - AR ERTFRIEERL, Tt
fatse T .

BRWAVRE R FELEN R BRI
A (BB T8 K A 1k B SR 2 HCR R
Tah ZE R AL, fh (10 F a8 & A
B ARNEESRABENRNX. HE
KK NTER I FR ILF R EKA .

fefl I ARA A, i1k A 34 221k
i, HEORARE - HERTERIREKN
B, HARETH. BERRRELRHA
AELZHTHEILEBRERE T,
MERAESIET 4% MFR, BETS
MY, EHEBILTF-XHRA.
F R B R R B[R E A,
Mm%k THFMRER. HEB—-AWLk.
BE . RN 5 M3 AT 45 X
MEZEEZ AR

shoot . kill or wound (a
person or animal ) with a
bullet or arrow S15E: §Ht
argue v. exchange diverging
or opposite uviews heatedly
S0 S earl n. a man

with a high social rank

ffE



Q"vﬂ Lorna Doone

After this, Sir Ensor lived his life outside the law.
With his wife and family and a few servants, he looked all
over the country for a place to live, where no one would
know him, and he could start again. He chose Exmoor,
where few people live, and found the perfect place to build
a new home.

This was the place we now call Doone valley. It is a
green valley far from any town, surrounded by steep, rocky
mountains. At first Sir Ensor lived peacefully, and the
local people were friendly, even bringing him presents of
food. But as his sons grew older, they did not want to
work as farmers, and they began to take whatever they
needed from the local farms and villages. They carried off
farmers’ daughters to be their wives and give them sons, and
so over the years the Doone family became bigger and bigger.

They began as robbers, but robbery had quickly led to
violence and murder. The people of Exmoor were too afraid
to fight back because the Doones were big, strong men and
excellent fighters, and now only soldiers could hope to
break into their valley and defeat them.

So there was no punishment for my father’s murderer.
We buried him quietly, and my mother was left without a
husband, to manage our farm and take care of her three
children. We were too young to be of much help to her yet.
I was the oldest, then there was Annie, two years younger

than me, then little Lizzie.
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