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Scene One
Treeton Mine. Exterior.
An anxious crowd is gathered, talking and crying as men carry  

stretchers of wounded among them. Rowan rushes in.

ROWAN
Out of the way! Get out of my way!

Sheriff ’s men and mine workers lift wounded men onto stretch-
ers. Rowan’s father and another man pull a body from the  
shaft. Rowan stops in his tracks, looking down at it.

ROWAN’S FATHER
Son, you’re too late. Your uncle’s dead.

Rowan is horried.

They’re all dead!

Rowan’s father pulls the scarf off his head and throws it to the  
ground. Rowan hugs his mother and looks around at all  
the injured men and grieving women. He turns when he  
hears a horse whinny, and Gisborne rides in.

ROWAN
Here, Father. Gisborne’s coming. Tell him. Go on, tell 

him.

Rowan’s father steps into the main path to confront Gisborne,  
who dismounts and approaches.

Father, tell him his mine’s a death trap. You’ll not be 
working down there no more.

ROWAN’S FATHER
to Gisborne: We’ll not go down there again.

GISBORNE
You will do as I say.

ROWAN’S FATHER
My brother’s dead.

GISBORNE
And your behaviour suggests that you’d care to join him.

ROWAN’S FATHER
We’re on strike. Till it’s shored up proper, you’ll not get a 

miner down that death pit of yours again.

GISBORNE
Steps forward. Quietly: You’d rather die here?

ROWAN’S FATHER
Yes. I’d rather my soul roamed free up here than get 

trapped down there again.

Gisborne turns around as the Sheriff rides up and dismounts  
using a guard as a footstool.

SHERIFF
Pointing at the crouched guard: Stay. Walks over to Gisborne.

GISBORNE
They claim that they would rather die than go back down.

SHERIFF
You’re giving them choices?

Gisborne turns to Rowan’s father and suddenly stabs him with 
a dagger.

ROWAN
What are you doing?

Rowan is horried and another miner has to restrain him from 
attacking Gisborne. The Sheriff walks over and kicks the  
body, then Rowan breaks free and kneels over his father.

SHERIFF
Turns to Gisborne. Very good, Gisborne. Steps over to the  

miners. Well, enjoy the strike. It’ll make you feel... 
much better. Goodbye. Waves and turns to leave. to Gis-
borne: They’re all sacked.

GISBORNE
Really? My lord, we need the mine working.

SHERIFF
Sarcastically: Really? Sighs. Forward planning, Gisborne. 

It’s all under control. There will be fresh workers 
arriving who will do as they’re told. Steps on the guard 
to mount his horse. Aloud to the miners: By tomorrow 
morning, this mine will be working! Clicks to his horse  
and turns it around. Unlike you lot!

Rowan glares at Gisborne from his hands and knees.

GISBORNE
Turns around to the guards. Bury this man’s body with the 

others. His family will pay for the grave. They will 
not work, they will not be fed, until I see t. Anyone 
giving them assistance will hang. Turns around to the  
miners: You’re all sacked! Go home!

† † † † † † † † † † † † † † † 

OPENING CREDITS
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Scene Two
Sherwood Forest. Outlaws’  camp. Early morn-

ing.
The birds are chirping merrily as Robin stands with one foot  

up on a large boulder. An arrow, skewered with a small  
chunk of bread, is nocked in his bow. The others are still  
asleep as Robin looks for any sign of movement from them,  
a giddy smile on his face. Little John yawns. Much starts  
to stir. Robin eagerly raises his bow at him. Much reaches a  
hand up to a branch over his head and stretches, then is  
startled as an arrow suddenly whistles overhead and lands  
quivering in the bough between his ngers. Little John 
looks up as Robin quietly chuckles in delight.

MUCH
Annoyed: I knew you’d be like this. Stands. You know

Much tries unsuccessfully to pull the shaft out as Robin puts  
another chunk of bread on a new arrow.

if you’re so bothered about the archery competition—

ROBIN
Interrupting, protesting too much: I’m not!

MUCH
Looks back at Robin, still pulling on the arrow. If you’re so 

bothered...

Much pulls the arrow free as Robin nocks the new one in his  
bow.

... we could always have a little competition here.

ROBIN
I don’t want to be in the archery competition. Aims near 

Little John. Even if there is a silver arrow for the win-
ner.

Little John’s eyes widen at the arrow pointed seemingly at him,  
but Robin shoots it past Little John’s dodging head to land 
in a narrow pole supporting the awning above Allan’s  
sleeping form. Allan drowsily sits up.

Smugly satised with himself: Ha, ha. Comes down off the  
boulder towards Much.

MUCH
Still annoyed and eating the bread: Just as well. Because by 

the time we’ve done a little hunting

Allan takes the arrow and bites at the bread.

and had ourselves a decent feast, there’ll be no time 
to go to Nottingham and get ourselves hanged.

Robin glances away from Much, rufed by his tone. He wants  
very much to show off his skill, but he knows the competi-
tion is a trap for him set up by the Sheriff.

† † † † † † † † † † † † † † † 
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Scene Three
Treeton Mine.
Rowan and his mother are standing by the grave. The wrapped 

body lies by its edge.

ROWAN
Father, I will avenge thee. Gisborne will pay.

A horse whinnies. Rowan looks back to see the Nightwatchman,  
who tosses a bundle at his feet.

Food parcels? You can’t give to us. Gisborne’s forbidden 
it.

The Nightwatchman turns her horse around and leaves.

He has spies everywhere!

The Nightwatchman canters off, but runs into Gisborne, who 
swings his sword at the horse. The startled horse rears,  
dumping her off its back.

GISBORNE
Nothing like a tragedy to bring out the do-gooders. 

Where is your leader?

The Nightwatchman gets to her feet and grabs the bridle, star-
ing at Gisborne.

Where is Robin Hood?

She just stares at him. Gisborne advances.

Or are you alone? Does Robin Hood think himself too im-
portant to do his own mischief now? Pauses, then puts  
a hand to his ear. Hm? A man of few words? No mat-
ter. I’m sure I will hear your voice when you plead for 
your life.

Gisborne reaches out and nicks the Nightwatchman’s left arm 
with his sword, but she only sucks in her breath at the pain.  
She doesn’t look up as Gisborne continues to berate her.

Not even an “ouch?” “Ouch” costs nothing. Surely you 
could utter an “ouch.”

The Nightwatchman suddenly backslaps Gisborne hard, knock-
ing him to his knees. She turns to the horse, pulls it around 
and leaps onto its back as it is cantering away. Gisborne  
gets to his feet and, unable to pursue, turns around. Unset-
tled and embarrassed at being bested, he sheathes his  
sword.

† † † † † † † † † † † † † † † 

Scene Four
Sherwood Forest. Outlaws’  camp.
A cowbell, suspended from a branch, is hit twice in rapid succes-

sion, ringing as the arrows hit it. Robin laughs maniacal-
ly, utterly delighted at his feat. Little John stares at him as  
if he’s gone mad. Will scrambles down the hill.

WILL
The trap worked! We caught one!

Robin looks at him, suddenly serious.

A cart! Let’s go! Let’s go!

They all get to their feet and run after Will.

† † † † † † † † † † † † † † † 

The Great North Road.
Brooker, a slave dealer, is trying in vain to lift the wagon’s  

front wheel out of a shallow hole as the gang silently sur-
round him. Allan faces him across the wagon with a 
drawn bow.

BROOKER
Heap! Rubbish heap! And you! Points to the horse. Rubbish 

heap!

Robin, with no weapon in hand, walks deftly down the length 
of a fallen tree to stand near him as Much steps up beside  
him with a drawn bow. As Brooker gives up on the wagon,  
he notices the gang closing in. He reaches under the seat for  
his purse. Robin nods at Will, who takes a step forward.  
Brooker throws the purse down on the ground in front of  
Robin.

Here. It’s all I have of value. Take it!

Robin looks at Much and nods at the purse. Much jumps down 
to get it and looks inside as Allan lowers his bow. Much 
holds up a glass lens from the purse. Robin looks at it curi-
ously.

MUCH
Pretty! Not very appetizing.

They all hear a mufed moan. Brooker lays his head back,  
knowing his bluff has been ruined.

ROBIN
Livestock?

BROOKER
Take one. And let me on me way.
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Robin jumps down and goes over to the wagon.

They’ll work for you. They understand simple commands.

Robin pulls back the canvas to reveal a boy’s face. The gang all  
stare incredulously at the men in the wagon.

New men for the Sheriff ’s mine.

MUCH
Slaves? Stares at the wagon.

† † † † † † † † † † † † † † † 

Scene Five
Knighton Hall. Interior. Marian’s chamber.
Marian is washing her cut over a washbowl by the door,  

dressed in her undergarments. Downstairs the front door  
opens.

EDWARD
Sir Guy?

GISBORNE
Is she home?

Marian scoffs, not wanting him to be here.

EDWARD
Yes. Come through.

Edward goes upstairs as Marian dries off her arm and winces  
at the pain.

MARIAN
Father?

EDWARD
Seeing Marian’s cut: Are you hurt?

MARIAN
Evasively: No, I caught it on a splinter on the door.

EDWARD
Let me see.

MARIAN
No, no, no. It’s nothing. Turns into her room. What does 

Gisborne want?

EDWARD
I don’t know. Come on. Come down.

Marian puts on her dressing gown and her father accompanies  
her downstairs.

Main room.
Gisborne is waiting by the re. Marian crosses to him as Ed-

ward goes to stand by the table, where he listens and 
watches from a distance.

GISBORNE
Marian.

MARIAN
To what do we owe the honour, Sir Guy?

Gisborne paces nervously in front of the replace.
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GISBORNE
Today I am attending... clears throat... I’m sure you would 

expect, as you yourself may also have the intention... 
But I thought, even so, that would not necessarily 
make my question redundant.

MARIAN
Attending...?

GISBORNE
The Sheriff ’s fair.

MARIAN
Oh. Waits silently.

GISBORNE
So what’s your answer?

MARIAN
Chuckling: Forgive me, Sir Guy, I do not yet understand 

the question.

GISBORNE
I am inviting you to the fair as my personal guest.

MARIAN
Hesitantly, looking for an excuse: I fear I wouldn’t be good 

company. I’m tired.

GISBORNE
Scoffs. Knowingly: You’re ashamed of your hair. But I’ve 

thought of that. I have a gift for you. Picks up an elab-
orate hexagonal box. It’s a shawl... you can...

MARIAN
Smiles politely. I didn’t sleep well, that is all.

GISBORNE
Scowling: You’re declining my invitation?

EDWARD
Intervening: Marian is delicate. She has wounded—

GISBORNE
Interrupting: Wounded?

MARIAN
Quickly: Pride. Wounded pride. My hair, as you guessed. 

Thank you. Takes box.

GISBORNE
Confused: So you will come?

Marian opens the box lid and forces a smile at Gisborne.

Good! Picks up his coat. It should be an interesting day. 
Putting on the coat: The Sheriff is convinced that he’ll 
lure Robin Hood. He’s put up a silver arrow as a 
prize.

EDWARD
Silver?

GISBORNE
Yeah, but it won’t work. Hood is delegating his crimes to 

lackeys now. I confronted one of them this morning.

MARIAN
An outlaw?

GISBORNE
Looking at Marian: Or a disguised villager. I’ll nd him. 

He is marked. I inicted a wound to his arm.

Edward glances at Marian, putting two and two together.

I was being kind. I should have killed him.

Marian catches her father’s look, but smiles at Gisborne.

Well, I’ll send a coach for you then.

Marian nods.

Good day...

Marian looks down.

Adds shyly: ...my lady. Smiles slightly.

EDWARD
Opens the door. Sir Guy.

Gisborne leaves and Edward closes the door and quickly turns  
to Marian, who stares back.

I think you owe me an explanation, young lady.

Marian sighs in exasperation and goes upstairs.

It was you, wasn’t it?

MARIAN
There are people starving. People whose menfolk have 

died at the mine. Should we do nothing?

EDWARD
Follows her upstairs. What? You think you’re Robin Hood 

now?
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Scoffs and closes her door, putting her back to it and shutting  
Edward out.

Marian’s bedchamber.

EDWARD
Is that it? You’re in competition with Robin?

MARIAN
This is no competition. I’ve been helping people far long-

er than him.

EDWARD
How much longer?

MARIAN
Three years!

EDWARD
I do not know you at all, do I?

Marian says nothing, angry that her father found out and is  
showing no support for her.

† † † † † † † † † † † † † † † 

Scene Six
Sherwood Forest. Brooker’s wagon.
The wagon has been moved off the road. Brooker sits against a 

tree, happily pulling meat off a bone with his teeth. Little  
John sits near him, watching. Robin leans against a trunk 
opposite him, watching him, as Allan and Much, who is  
leaning against the same tree, stare at the slaves. Will  
stands next to the wagon, also staring.

MUCH
to Allan: I never thought I’d see this again. Outrageous. A 

disgrace. Trading people.

Robin walks over to Brooker.

ROBIN
Feigning pleasantness: Would you like some more wine?

Brooker smiles, still chewing his food, takes the ask and 
drinks. Little John watches them with a frown. Robin 
drops his phony smile and walks over to face Allan and 
Much. They talk quietly.

ALLAN
I’m not being funny, but... you brought him here for a 

picnic?

ROBIN
We need him. He’s our way into the mine.

MUCH
Sternly, pointedly: There is no way into the mine.

ROBIN
We are going to stop this. This is a gift. We’re going to 

close the mine, once and for all. Starts to walk back to 
Brooker. We will stop this human trafcking.

Brooker stands up, laughing heartily. Little John stands, too.

BROOKER
I thought you were gonna slit me throat... or worse.

Little John forces a brief grin.

ROBIN
Smiling indulgently: We don’t do throat-slitting. It’s too 

messy. Now you’ve eaten, I would like to feed your 
prisoners.

BROOKER
Not meat. It makes them spirited, see. Oh, and keep your 

distance. Don’t let them breathe near you.

Robin glances sceptically at Little John.
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Disease. Some of our soldiers dropped dead after getting 
too close.

WILL
Dropped dead?

BROOKER
Aye. One minute, stood there, strong as you. The next... 

brains dripping from their nostrils.

Brooker laughs hoarsely at Will’s disgusted reaction as Will  
turns uncertainly to look at the slaves. Brooker’s laughter  
turns into a hacking cough and he spits on the ground.

Water. That’ll do ’em. They had some scraps earlier.

Robin picks up and tosses the water ask to Will, who catches  
it, but merely stares at the slaves again.

There used to be a decent living to be made from selling 
folk. Then the Pope goes and bans trading Christians. 
Thank heavens King Richard likes his wars abroad. 
Drinks.

ROBIN
Turning to Will: Will?

Will looks back at Robin.

They need water.

WILL
Turns his gaze back to the slaves. Yeah, I’m on it.

ROBIN
Goes over to Will. Quietly: Look, you seriously don’t believe 

there’s—

WILL
Interrupting, protesting: No!

ROBIN
Well, give them water. Can’t you see they’re suffering 

enough?

WILL
I notice you’re not doing it.

ROBIN
Sighs and takes the ask from Will. Listen, there is no dis-

ease. It’s ignorance and superstition and—

Robin gets an idea, smiles, and pulls Will into him to kiss him.

Pointing at Will: You are a genius. John?!

Robin hands the ask to the prisoners as Little John walks over  
to him.

Have a drink with our friend.

LITTLE JOHN
What?

ROBIN
Whispers: There’s something I need to nd in the forest. I 

need some time. If he loses consciousness, then so be 
it.

Robin nods knowingly and encouragingly taps Little John in 
the stomach. Little John shakes his head in confusion and 
disbelief, obediently sets down his staff, picks up the wine  
ask and starts off towards Brooker. He stops suddenly  
and turns to Robin, nally understanding what he wants.

LITTLE JOHN
No consciousness.

Robin nods subtly. Little John turns to Brooker and puts on a  
wide grin. Brooker smiles back, then Little John punches  
him solidly in the jaw, knocking him out. The others smirk 
in silent satisfaction as Little John takes a drink of wine  
and grins at Robin.

† † † † † † † † † † † † † † † 
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Scene Seven
Treeton Mine.
Rowan is kneeling by his father’s lled-in grave as Gisborne  

and the Sheriff arrive with guards. Several women are  
still whining with grief. Rowan grabs a large rock from 
the grave and stands by the path with it.

GISBORNE
Could have been worse. If you’d not ordered the slaves, 

we’d have had to close the mine.

SHERIFF
“Slaves?” I prefer “outworkers.” This... indicates the wailing 

women... this mourning, it is tiresome, isn’t it? Outlaw 
it. At least nobody will grieve for our new workers 
when they turn up.

Rowan follows the men with his rock, but stops and looks away 
as the Sheriff stops and looks irritably at the women.

Women. How do they manage to hit that particular pitch 
that makes you want to pierce your own eardrums 
with a stick? Never marry, Gisborne, hm? Women, 
keep them at a distance. Think of a... think leper.

The Sheriff and Gisborne walk on, followed by guards walking 
their horses. Rowan stops, rock still in hand, and watches  
them go, seething with anger.

† † † † † † † † † † † † † † † 

Scene Eight
Knighton Hall. Exterior.
Gisborne’s coach is waiting. Edward sullenly walks to it and 

opens the door. Marian catches him up.

MARIAN
Soon after Robin went to war, you remember I was ill?

Edward nods.

Sarah, the cook, used to look after me. She was always so 
jolly and one day she didn’t come. The physician who 
visited me told me her daughter was seriously ill and 
had been for a long time. So when you were asleep, I 
visited Sarah and I gave her daughter my medicine.

EDWARD
Very noble, but if you are caught now—

MARIAN
Interrupting: Sarah was so shocked that I should care 

about anything in her world. And that’s when I de-
cided I could go to war, too. I could go to war against 
poverty.

COACH DRIVER
Sir Edward, my lady? Sir Guy is waiting.

Marian and Edward climb into the coach.

† † † † † † † † † † † † † † † 
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Scene Nine
Sherwood Forest. Brooker’s wagon.
Much, sitting next to the unconscious Brooker on the wagon 

seat, holds up a shrivelled, dried root, the “something”  that  
Robin found in the forest, looking at it suspiciously. Robin 
sits on a rock nearby.

ROBIN
We need to get rid of the guards at the mine. Points  

around at the gang. One of you has to travel in the cage 
as a prisoner.

Little John turns his back. Allan groans.

We need a man on the inside to start the rumour of Turk 
u.

MUCH
A volunteer?

ROBIN
Yes, Much. Thank you.

Much holds out the root to Allan standing next to him.

MUCH
Allan?

Robin chuckles.

ALLAN
Takes and smells the root. And what, I eat this, do I?

ROBIN
No! Just chew.

Allan sniffs at the root again as Much jumps down from the 
wagon.

There is nothing to fear. Once the guards believe that the 
prisoners have a disease they’ll run for their lives!

MUCH
Oh, surely only the stupid amongst them is going to fall 

for it. I mean... Turk u?

ROBIN
Rubs his temples, controlling his frustration. People fear what 

they don’t understand.

WILL
I wasn’t scared.

Little John and Much snigger.

MUCH
Facetiously agreeing: No.

ROBIN
Stands. Will, you proved my point. If even you had doubts,

Much opens Brooker’s purse, standing by the wagon.

the Sheriff ’s men... they’ll be a pushover!

MUCH
But it’ll never work! I have another suggestion. Instead of 

relying on the Sheriff ’s men being as stupid as—

Much gestures behind him at Brooker with the purse in his  
hand and the boy, Djaq, grabs it.

Hey! Let go!

DJAQ
It’s mine! Stolen!

Little John steps towards the wagon and Robin peers into the 
back.

ROBIN
You speak English!

Much stares at Robin. Allan, who was watching the road,  
whistles a signal at them. Brooker starts to awaken. Little  
John notices and punches him out again.

† † † † † † † † † † † † † † † 

The Great North Road.
The coach with Edward and Marian comes down the road.  

Allan leads the gang through the trees and they watch from 
a distance.

ALLAN
You’re not going to like this, Robin, but I think that’s 

Marian in Gisborne’s coach.

Robin frowns jealously.

WILL
She must be going to Nottingham, the Sheriff ’s fair.

† † † † † † † † † † † † † † † 
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Scene Ten
Treeton. Rowan’s house. Interior.
Rowan is chastising himself over the day’s events.

ROWAN
Why did I do that? Why did I tell him to stand up to Gis-

borne? I should have just kept me mouth shut. Sits on 
a bed near the table. I told him to stand up for himself, 
but what did I do? Gisborne and the Sheriff walked 
straight by me and I did nothing. to his mother, taking 
her hand: You and me, we’ll get through this. Don’t 
worry, I’m not going to do anything stupid. Stands. 
Why would I do anything stupid? Hugs his mother.  
There’s just something I need to do.

Rowan’s mother takes his arm and shakes her head.

I’ll see you later. I’ll see you.

Rowan walks out of the house with his mother following him 
out the door, holding her arms out in disbelief. Rowan 
looks back at her as he walks through the village, and she  
hesitantly waves goodbye.

† † † † † † † † † † † † † † † 

Scene Eleven
Sherwood Forest. Brooker’s wagon.
Brooker lies on the wagon’s seat, still unconscious. Much walks  

to the cage and Djaq quickly puts down the lens he had 
been using to focus the sunlight on the rope tying the door  
closed.

MUCH
Islama.

DJAQ
Islama.

MUCH
Looks around. I have a simple yet effective way of gaining 

you freedom. And... a lot less dangerous than riding 
into a heavily guarded mine.

DJAQ
Opening the cage. That is simple and effective.

MUCH
Scoffs. No. This is clever. Renounce your god. Then no-

body can buy or sell you.

DJAQ
Renounce my god?

MUCH
And claim you believe in the Christian one. But it’s all 

right, because gods are all-knowing, so your god will 
know you’re only pretending.

DJAQ
Why would I pretend to be Christian? You kill my people 

in the name of Christianity!

MUCH
Shh. Christians cannot be traded. The Sheriff will not buy 

you. You can go free and we can go home and eat.

DJAQ
So if it’s that easy, you do it. Renounce your god.

MUCH
Me?

DJAQ
You do not trust that he can see into your heart?

MUCH
Unsurely: Of course, I trust He can... I could renounce him, 

like that. Clicks his ngers.

Djaq stares sceptically at him.
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Quickly: I do not believe in God. Nods. No, I don’t. There!

Allan grabs Much’s shoulders and Much jumps with a yell,  
startled. Djaq smiles, his point proven.

ALLAN
Chuckling: Come on! Help me tie Brooker up.

Much looks at Djaq and sees him smiling. Much turns to follow 
Allan, stops and looks up at the sky.

MUCH
I do, obviously.

† † † † † † † † † † † † † † † 

Scene Twelve
Treeton Mine.
The Sheriff and Gisborne are waiting for the slave trader to  

arrive. The Sheriff is passing time by lobbing stones into a  
wooden crate. Gisborne sits on a bench.

SHERIFF
Where’s the trader? Of course, by now, I should be at 

home with a goblet of ne red wine. Tosses a rock into  
the crate. Hm? Watching your archer, what’s his name?

GISBORNE
Michael the Red.

SHERIFF
Michael the Red. Yes. Tosses another rock.

GISBORNE
Stands and folds his arms. My lord, if you would prefer to 

go back to Nottingham, I’m happy to stay here and—

SHERIFF
Interrupting: Oh, what? Leave you in charge of the mine? 

Sorry, remind me exactly how much iron ore have 
you brought to the surface today? Lobs a rock. Turns  
to the sergeant: You! Can’t you get them to do some 
manoeuvres or something?

The sergeant nods and motions to the men behind Gisborne.

Nearest I’ll get to any entertainment today.

The Sheriff tosses another rock and narrowly misses a soldier  
obediently passing by.

Ooh!

The Sheriff turns to watch as the sergeant gets the men togeth-
er and marches them round in a circle as the Sheriff chants  
along merrily.

SERGEANT
Left... left... left... left... left... left... left... and turn... left...

The rise overlooking the mine.
Down the road from the mine, Brooker sits on the seat of the  

wagon with his hands tied above him to the cage. Much 
watches him as Robin, Little John and Will, kneeling on 
top of the rise, watch the guards being put through their 
paces by the sergeant.

ROBIN
We send Brooker in. When the Sheriff and Gisborne leave 

for Nottingham, Allan does his thing, and then we 
strike.
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Robin turns to Will, then they get up and go back to the wagon.

Over the rise from the mine.
The gang gather round Brooker as Djaq stands at the back of  

the cage and Robin relays directions to the slave dealer.

ROBIN
Now, this is what we do. You sell your prisoners to the 

Sheriff, just as you planned. Allan will be right behind 
you, disguised as a prisoner. If you give us away, be 
warned: we may have to review our policy on throat-
slitting.

LITTLE JOHN
Fire! There’s a re!

They all race to the back of the wagon where the rope fastening 
the door closed is burning. Will suspects it was Djaq, who 
looks guiltily away. Much gasps, horried.

MUCH
Punishment from God! It’s all my fault!

Will pulls the rope off as Much continues to repent.

Looking up: Oh, I’m sorry, Lord! I do believe, I do!

ALLAN
Much, will you shut up?

As the rope drops down, Djaq tries to open the door but Little  
John holds it closed.

ROBIN
How did you light that re?

DJAQ
Let us go!

ROBIN
We are trying to help you!

DJAQ
You’ve stolen us to sell to another. You’re no better than 

him!

ROBIN
Please, let me explain. Then if you do not wish to help us, 

then you are free to go. You have my word.

Djaq is silent.

What is your name?

DJAQ
Waits a moment before answering: Djaq.

ROBIN
Djaq. We will help you escape. But if you leave now, the 

Sheriff will still need workers for his mine. More 
prisoners will arrive next month. People like you. We 
are going to destroy the mine but we need your help.

DJAQ
How will you help us escape?

ROBIN
The Sheriff will pay for you. And we will give you the 

money, and we will guide you to the people who will 
nd you a safe passage to the port.

DJAQ
You made us the enemy, and now you play protector?

Robin glances away, frustrated.

And ask for our help?

ROBIN
Opens the door to the wagon. Let them decide. If you want 

to take your chance with freedom now, then go.

One of the prisoners speaks Arabic to Djaq.

ALLAN
to Robin: What are they saying?

Robin shrugs.

DJAQ
He says that if you do not let us go, he will kill you.

ROBIN
Chuckles. That is not what he said. He said, “nou sa lei.” 

That means pray.

The prisoner smiles.

Is that what you want to do? Wash and pray? Pray? Nou 
sa lei?

The prisoner nods, smiling. Robin holds out his hand (touché).

And then will you help us? Please?

Djaq stares at Robin, stunned and with new-found respect.

† † † † † † † † † † † † † † † 
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Treeton Mine.
Gisborne walks past the guards, who are still marching. Much 

and Robin watch, waiting for the Saracens to nish.

SERGEANT
Left, left, left, left, left, and turn... Come on, look sharp!

Nearby in the forest.
Meanwhile, Djaq has taken off his shirt, washed, and is drying  

off with a small cloth when Will nds him.

WILL
Walking around to him through the brush: Robin says that we 

have to g—

Djaq, startled, turns around quickly to face Will, her breasts  
bare for him to see. Will stops in mid-sentence, astonished  
at the sight, staring.

DJAQ
You spy on me! She bends down, quickly picks up her shirt  

and covers herself.

WILL
Voice cracking, stammering: No!

Djaq hurries past Will, pushing a branch out of her way. Will  
stares at her as she passes.

Points behind him. Robin, he... we h— we have to keep 
mov...

Djaq lets go of the branch and it snaps back in Will’s face,  
knocking him on his back.

† † † † † † † † † † † † † † † 

Treeton Mine.
Brooker drives the wagon in.

ALLAN
Behind the canvas cover, to Brooker: Remember, if this goes 

wrong, you will die!

Brooker stops the wagon and gets down. The Sheriff strolls  
over to meet him.

SHERIFF
This, er... lateness?

BROOKER
I went round t’ forest. Didn’t want to risk the outlaws.

SHERIFF
Did I ask for a route? No! Next month, you will be on 

time. Do you understand?

BROOKER
I will be on time next month, my lord. Pulls the cover off  

the wagon and holds a hand out, presenting his slaves.

SHERIFF
to a guard: Shackles.

Brooker opens the door and the guards pull the men out, one by 
one, including Allan, who is dressed as a Saracen with a  
cloth over his mouth and nose. The slaves are lined up 
behind the Sheriff.

Chuckles slightly. I like it. This is good.

The Sheriff stops Djaq after she gets out.

You don’t expect full price for this one? He has no muscle.

BROOKER
He has spirit!

SHERIFF
Spirit? I’ve seen more spirit on cheese.

Djaq spits on the ground at her side. The Sheriff looks down at  
the spittle, then slaps her with the gloves in his hand.

The rise overlooking the mine.
Rowan appears on the rise with a determined look on his face  

and a rock in his hand. He looks down at the stone, mus-
tering his courage, and Robin suddenly grabs him from 
behind, putting his hand over his mouth, and pulls him to 
the ground. He turns him over to face him.

ROBIN
Who are you?

ROWAN
I’m Rowan, son of Dunne. Tries to get up. And I’m going 

to kill Gisborne.

Robin pushes him back down.

ROBIN
If you do that now, the mine will stay open. You will 

sabotage our plan and you will put one of my men’s 
life in danger.

Treeton Mine.

SHERIFF
If any die within the month, I’ll take it off your next bill.

Turk Flu   14



Brooker nods.

Pay the man, Gisborne.

Gisborne takes a purse from his belt and tosses it at Brooker.

Good, so to work. Looking at the slaves: Iron! Points to the  
the mine. Iron!

A guard leads the Sheriff back to his horse. Gisborne sighs and 
follows.

The rise overlooking Treeton Mine.
Much and Will watch the company leave as Rowan struggles to  

get free.

ROWAN
I can’t let him get away!

ROBIN
If the Sheriff or Gisborne dead would help Nottingham, 

I’d have killed them months ago.

ROWAN
But they deserve to die!

ROBIN
Wouldn’t you rather see them lose the things that mean 

everything to them?

ROWAN
Like what?

ROBIN
The mine. Iron ore is their strength. Their power.

Treeton Mine.
A whip cracks. A guard pushes Allan to the shaft.

HEAD GUARD
In!

ALLAN
Looks down into the shaft, then kneels at the head guard’s feet.  

Give me a separate job, please! I’ll work twice as 
hard.

The head guard pulls down Allan’s face-covering.

HEAD GUARD
You’re not a prisoner of war. You’re English.

ALLAN
I’m a deserter. There were loads of us with... It’s the Turk 

u. It’s wiped out everyone except me.

HEAD GUARD
Sceptically: The Turk u?

ALLAN
We English have no resistance. Foaming, writhing, rot-

ting. Coughs twice. One man caught it from as close as 
I am from you. Within minutes, this black liquid 
oozed from his nose.

HEAD GUARD
Just get to work.

The head guard hands Allan a pick and two others shove him 
onto the ladder. Allan obediently climbs down.

† † † † † † † † † † † † † † † 
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Scene Thirteen
Nottingham Town. Marketplace.
The Sheriff dismounts (with the help of a kneeling guard, of  

course) at the edge of the marketplace, in which a long 
platform has been set up with a large red-and-white target  
at one end. Marian and Edward are waiting at the far 
end of the platform opposite the target, in front of a 
canopied, raised stand. Marian has her new shawl tied like  
a belt round her waist. She is ddling with its tail when 
she sees Gisborne and quickly drops it, then covers it with 
her long, wide sleeves as she clasps her hands in front of  
her.

The Sheriff and Gisborne climb up the steps to the platform in 
front of the target. The Sheriff feigns politeness as he  
waves to the crowd, walking towards Edward and Mar-
ian.

SHERIFF
I don’t know which is worse: wailing widows or prancing 

peasants. Can you see the man who you fought with?

GISBORNE
Short and injured. Although the injury would be beneath 

his left sleeve. Perhaps I should order them all to re-
move their sleeves?

SHERIFF
Perhaps you should remember who it is that gives the 

orders.

They reach Edward and Marian.

GISBORNE
Marian.

MARIAN
My lord. Bows her head.

SHERIFF
Quietly: Lepers, Gisborne. Lepers.

The Sheriff and Gisborne walk past Edward and Marian,  
heading for the stand. Edward and Marian exchange 
puzzled glances and follow.

† † † † † † † † † † † † † † † 

Scene Fourteen
Treeton Mine.
A prisoner steps off the ladder above ground, holding his stom-

ach. Allan quickly follows.

ALLAN
Coming up the ladder: Oh! Lord save me! Gasping, crawling 

towards Brooker and the head guard: Save me!

HEAD GUARD
Pointing at the Arab: Kill him, quick!

The Arab collapses and Allan holds his hand up to the head 
guard.

ALLAN
No! His blood will poison the air. If you’re gonna kill 

someone, kill me, please. Whining: I can feel it start-
ing. Don’t let me suffer.

Thick, black liquid oozes from Allan’s mouth. The guards are  
disgusted and frightened.

GUARDS
What’s that? What’s wrong with him?

Allan pretends to swoon and keels over.

Quick! Let’s get out of here! Let’s get away! Come on, let’s 
go! Quick!

All the guards run away in panic as Djaq watches from the 
ladder. Brooker tries to make a break for it, but Allan 
grabs his foot and trips him up. Robin, Little John,  
Rowan, Much and Will run in. Brooker tries to get up, but  
Allan is doing his best to hold on to him. Little John runs  
up to help.

LITTLE JOHN
Hey!

ROBIN
John, keep him conscious!

ALLAN
Robin!

Little John puts his staff under the crawling Brooker’s chin and 
uses it to force Brooker to his back.

Robin!

Little John puts his foot on Brooker’s chest as Much sets kin-
dling and int on the ground.
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What is this stuff ? Tastes weird.

Djaq looks around in amazement at the outlaws’  plan in ac-
tion.

MUCH
Tossing a sheaf of kindling in front of Will: Hep!

Will catches the sticks on the run.

ROBIN
Leaning over Allan: You’ll be ne as long as you don’t

Allan swallows and grimaces.

swallow it. I said, don’t swallow it! You’ll be ne. to  
Much and Will: Lay res! Around those beams and 
inside!

Will buries the blade of his broadaxe in a post by a shaft before  
running off to obey.

ROWAN
Let me light them! I’ll burn the place to the ground.

MUCH
I don’t think so. We’ll do that.

ROBIN
Stepping back from peering into the shaft: No! Let Rowan. 

For his father.

Robin nods to Rowan, who nods back.

† † † † † † † † † † † † † † † 

Scene Fifteen
Nottingham Town. Marketplace.
The Sheriff is addressing the crowd, standing in front of his  

chair, which is raised and pulled forward from the others,  
in the stand opposite the target. Gisborne is sitting in a  
chair behind him, Marian to his right, Edward to the left.

SHERIFF
Thanks to the rogue element amongst you, I have been 

forced to introduce new security measures. The 
guilty object to security because the guilty have 
something to hide. Slaps his gloves into his hand. So, I 
expect your full co-operation.

The Sheriff motions to a guard, who puts a sword at a towns-
man’s throat and forces him up onto the platform in front  
of the stand.

No man shall wear a sleeve on his left arm.

Marian suppresses her shock as another guard rips off the  
man’s left sleeve. Gisborne leans over to get a better look.  
The Sheriff looks at the man’s bare arm and the other  
peasant men roll up their left sleeves.

Oh and, er... do have a lovely fair. Quietly: Thank you.

The Sheriff sits down and the music resumes. The Sheriff  
watches closely as the men roll up their sleeves, looking for 
a wound.

Points at a man: That one... ooh, no.

Edward glares at Marian behind the Sheriff ’s chair, and she  
turns her head away, worriedly watching the townsfolk.

† † † † † † † † † † † † † † † 
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Scene Sixteen
Treeton Mine.
Little John holds Brooker’s arms behind his back with his staff.  

Robin snaps purse from his belt.

BROOKER
Can I not keep the money?

ROBIN
Shakes his head. You are a despicable, heartless, soulless 

slave trader, lucky to escape with your life.

MUCH
Kneeling over the kindling with int in hand: That’s a no.

ROBIN
Now go.

LITTLE JOHN
With disbelief: Go?

Robin jerks his head to the side and Little John roughly re-
moves his staff from Brooker’s arms as Robin checks the  
purse’s contents.

BROOKER
I’ll see that you suffer! Runs away.

LITTLE JOHN
Makes to hit him with his staff. Mutters: Yeah...

MUCH
Rushes over to Robin, abandoning his re. You’re letting him 

free? Master, surely he’ll run straight to the Sheriff of 
Nottingham and the Sheriff and Gisborne will get on 
their horses...

Robin looks at him and nods eagerly.

Disgruntled: Oh, I get it.

WILL
Get what?

MUCH
They come here, you go to your fair.

ROBIN
Sarcastically: Much as it saddens me to drag Gisborne 

away from his wooing.

ROWAN
Gisborne’s wooing?

ROBIN
Jealously: Yes, Marian. to Djaq: Remember the road I told 

you of ? When you get to the abbey—

DJAQ
Interrupting, nodding: Mention your name.

ROBIN
Hands purse to Djaq. Salaam alaikum, Djaq.

DJAQ
Alaikum salaam. Godspeed, Robin.

Robin looks around.

ROBIN
Much, what’s going on with the pilot re?

Much spreads his arms wide, about to protest.

WILL
I’ll do it.

Will takes the int from Much and tries to spark a re. Djaq 
watches a moment, then shakes her head, comes over to him,  
and taps his arm.

DJAQ
Primitive.

She checks the position of the sun, then holds her lens over the  
wood. Robin, Little John, Much and Allan walk through 
the mine towards town.

ROBIN
Well, I think we deserve an outing to Nottingham, for 

such a smooth and successful operation. In fact, apart 
from Allan’s ingestion of a certain plant root...

ALLAN
Yeah, which will do what to me exactly?

A small ame erupts from the wood.

I would say today has gone without a—

Little John suddenly falls into the mine through a hidden hole.  
Robin and Much lean over the edge, looking down.

ROBIN/MUCH
John! John!

† † † † † † † † † † † † † † † 
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Scene Seventeen
Nottingham Town. Marketplace.
The nobles sit in the stand watching the archery contest, all  

bored.

ATTENDANT
Step forward Ford, son of Ford. Son of Ford.

A boy steps up onto the platform.

SHERIFF
to Gisborne: No sign of Robin Hood.

GISBORNE
He’s a coward.

Marian quickly glances at Gisborne. Ford shoots his arrow at  
the target, hitting the outer ring.

ATTENDANT
Close (but not good enough. Keep practising.)

SHERIFF
Your Michael the Red better be a winner. I don’t want to 

have to give this silver arrow away.

The Sheriff glances in front of him to a black velvet pillow, on 
which the prize lays.

GISBORNE
But surely if my man wins then... the silver arrow will be 

mine.

SHERIFF
If Robin Hood turns up and wins, I will hang him and 

keep the arrow. If he doesn’t, then your man wins and 
he will return it.

Marian is listening intently.

GISBORNE
Quietly, disappointed: I see...

SHERIFF
Or I will hold you responsible.

Gisborne glances at the Sheriff with silent exasperation.

† † † † † † † † † † † † † † † 

Scene Eighteen
Treeton Mine.
John, at the bottom of the mine, coughs amid the dust. A red 

gash on his forehead is dripping with blood. Robin leans  
over the edge.

ROBIN
John!

John coughs.

John! Johhhhn!

John collapses, unconscious.

ROWAN
Impatiently: When are we gonna burn the mine? The 

Sheriff will be coming.

Much is visibly anxious, fretting over John.

ROBIN
We can’t until we’ve rescued John. to Much: I’m going 

down there.

ALLAN
To do what, get stuck down there with him? Takes off the  

Saracen robe.

ROBIN
To help him!

MUCH
We broke up the ladders for rewood.

ALLAN
If we can’t pull him out...

ROBIN
Angrily: He could be bleeding to death!

WILL
Maybe he just can’t breathe properly.

ROBIN
So he suffocates. Would that suit you better?

DJAQ
I’ll go down there. You need someone smaller.

ROBIN
You couldn’t lift him. Thank you, but—

DJAQ
Interrupting: I’ll help him lift himself.
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ROBIN
He could be bleeding—

DJAQ
Interrupting: Or suffocating, I heard! My father was a phy-

sician.

ALLAN
Sarcastically: Oh, great. My father was a blacksmith. Does-

n’t mean I can make a horseshoe.

Djaq raises her arms and turns away, giving up.

ROBIN
Steps towards Djaq. No! Djaq, wait, please. If there is 

something you can do...

DJAQ
I can stop the blood, bring him round.

ROBIN
Then do it.

DJAQ
I need silver. Pointing at a rock pile: Look over there. There 

must be some along with the iron ore.

ALLAN
Incredulously: Silver? He wants paying now?

DJAQ
Traces of silver. Not coins. Speaks Arabic to the men. And 

water, quickly.

ROBIN
Do as he says.

MUCH
Running off to the rock pile: Sorry, Lord. I will fast for a day 

and a night, just please let us get him out.

Djaq holds up a slender, hexagonal container with a pyramidal  
cap suspended from a chain round her neck.

DJAQ
Silver and this, acid, together make a liquid, stop the 

bleeding. You don’t need to understand.

Robin goes to get a rope.

ROWAN
Impatiently: Fine. Save Gisborne’s mine. Save his wealth. 

I’m going to go and tear his heart. Let’s see him woo 
a dead woman.

Djaq is the only one who has heard him. She glances back at  
him as he leaves.

† † † † † † † † † † † † † † † 
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Scene Nineteen
Nottingham Town. Marketplace.
Another arrow hits the outside ring.

ATTENDANT
Not quite the bullseye.

Marian is peeling an apple with a knife.

GISBORNE
They say the peel of an apple can predict who a woman 

will marry.

MARIAN
How?

GISBORNE
The curl of the peel represents the rst letter of his name.

Marian cuts the circular peel before it has the chance to repre-
sent a “G” and watches it fall to the oor.

MARIAN
Oh.

ATTENDANT
Our next archer is Michael the Red.

GISBORNE
Ah, this will impress y—

Gisborne taps the inside of Marian’s arm and feels the blood 
that has seeped through her sleeve. He turns his ngers up 
and frowns at the red stain on them. Marian thinks quick-
ly and cuts her palm with the tip of her knife.

MARIAN
I cut myself.

GISBORNE
Staring at his ngers: Your arm?

MARIAN
No, my hand. Shows Gisborne her left hand. Look. I must 

have got some on my sleeve. Pulls her cloak down over  
her arm to hide the blood.

Gisborne wonders a moment, then dismisses any thought of  
Marian being the Nightwatchman and turns his attention 
to Michael the Red, who is dressed in Gisborne’s black and 
yellow uniform. He aims and lets loose his arrow just as  
Brooker steps in front of the target. Brooker ducks aside as  
the arrow hits near the centre. He runs up to the Sheriff  
and falls to his knees, gasping and hacking.

BROOKER
Gasping: There’s... gestures back the way he came.

SHERIFF
Leaning over and frowning: I think he wants us to follow 

him. What?

Gisborne leans closer.

BROOKER
The mine’s...

SHERIFF
The mine...

BROOKER
Coughs. R-Ro-Robin Hood.

SHERIFF
Robin Hood, hm, the mine.

BROOKER
Fire!

SHERIFF
Robin Hood, mine, —

The Sheriff nally realises what Brooker’s trying to say, stands  
up and yells.

Soldiers! Soldiers!

Brooker collapses, utterly exhausted.
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Scene Twenty
The road to Treeton Mine.
The Sheriff, Gisborne and a squad of guards gallop to the  

mine.

Treeton Mine.
Will is crushing a rock between two stones, utilised as a make-

shift mortar and pestle.

ALLAN
It’s witchcraft.

Djaq glances at him with contempt.

ROBIN
Because we don’t know what it is?

Will sifts the powder into Djaq’s container and she pours the  
acid into it from a glass phial and shakes it.

We made him trust us, so we have to trust him. Impatient-
ly: Just drop the second line down.

Djaq pulls out the phial and the container’s contents smoke and 
sizzle. She hands the empty phial to Will and caps the con-
tainer.

DJAQ
Lower me down.

Allan untangles another rope as Much anxiously watches the  
road. A board has been attached to the rst rope as a seat  
for Djaq, who pulls it up to sit on it.

ALLAN
I’m not being funny. We should have gone after Brooker. 

He’ll have told the Sheriff by now.

ROBIN
Much!

Much runs to the end of the rope where the others are gathered 
as Allan lets down the second rope into the hole.

The road to Treeton Mine.
The Sheriff and company gallop down the road.

Treeton Mine.
Behind Robin, Much loops the rope around his waist.

MUCH
Mutters: Three days and three nights.

Robin glances back at Much.

Not a morsel will cross my lips. Just get us out of here.

They let Djaq down into the mine.

The road to Treeton Mine.
The Sheriff and company gallop down the road.

Treeton Mine.
Djaq is lowered down to John. She looks at the wound on his  

head.

DJAQ
Come on, big man. Wake up. Uncaps the container and pours  

the liquid on his head wound. Please... wake up. 

John stirs.

There you go. Here, smell this. Holds the container under 
Little John’s nose. It will help you—

Little John suddenly jerks awake.

That’s it.

Little John gets up, spitting out dirt. Djaq holds up a loop of  
rope.

Put this on. Around your foot.

Little John nods and takes the loop as Djaq pats him on the  
back, then he looks up and sees the gang peering down at  
him from above.

The road to Treeton Mine.
The Sheriff and company gallop to the mine.

Treeton Mine.

DJAQ
Sitting on the seat, looking up: Pull!

The Saracens pull up Djaq as Little John gets the rope around 
his foot so the gang can pull him up. The Sheriff and com-
pany are within sight of the mine.

MUCH
Pulling back on the rope: Master! The Sheriff. What do we 

do?

The gang pull Little John up.

ROBIN
Come on, John!
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ALLAN
Robin!

ROBIN
Come on, John!

ALLAN
They’re getting closer! They’re getting closer!

Djaq appears over the edge. The Sheriff and company are ap-
proaching quickly.

Come on, John! Come on! Almost there! Pull, John, pull!

Djaq crawls out as the gang give one last heave, and pull Little  
John free of the hole. They drop the rope and Robin helps  
Little John climb over the edge as the Sheriff gets closer.  
The Saracens scatter as Djaq and Robin pull Little John 
to his feet. Will and Much prepare their weapons and start  
walking towards the Sheriff as Djaq and Allan help Little  
John away. Robin strides up between Will and Much with 
his bow and three arrows in hand.

ROBIN
Get John into cover. I’ll take care of this.

Robin stabs the arrow tips into the edge of the re as the Sher-
iff gets closer. Will and Much turn and run to help Little  
John. Robin hops in anticipation of a ght as the Sheriff  
stops by the wagon and Gisborne dismounts.

MUCH
Get to the trees! Go! Run! Turns and walks backwards,  

watching.

The Sheriff looks around to gauge the situation. Two guards  
charge Robin, who ips one onto his back. Robin grabs a 
large, tall basket to defend against the second. He swings it  
at him, then puts it over the guard’s head and pushes him 
aside with his foot. Robin runs over to his arrows and 
grabs one.

SHERIFF
Where are your guards, on their refreshment break?

Robin nocks the aming arrow in his bow, then runs to the rst  
shaft and shoots it into the hole as two more guards come 
running at him. He fends them off with his bow, then 
blocks a sword with it, kicks back the guard and hits him 
with the bow. He runs to grab another arrow as ames rise  
from the rst shaft.

to Gisborne: Get it out! Get the re out!

Robin shoots his arrow into the air, then stabs his bow back-

wards into a guard as the arrow falls into the far shaft. He 
stabs the guard with the end of his bow, snatches the third 
arrow from the re and runs to shoot it into the new hole.  
He turns to the Sheriff.

ROBIN
Facetiously: Does anyone smell burning?!

Robin runs for the trees opposite the Sheriff, where the gang 
have gone before him.

SHERIFF
Get the re out! Forget the outlaws! Save the mine!

Robin laughs as he reaches the edge of the trees and turns  
around.

ROBIN
Never forget the outlaws!

Robin points at the Sheriff with his bow, backs into the trees  
and disappears.

Robin joins the others among the trees, out of sight of the mine.

Where are the others?

DJAQ
Gone.

ALLAN
Hey, Rowan will be sorry he missed the blaze.

DJAQ
With contempt: Him? He’s gone to take revenge on his ene-

my.

ROBIN
Why? Gisborne’s here.

DJAQ
His woman. To tear his heart out by killing his woman.

ROBIN
Gisborne hasn’t got a—

Robin stops as he remembers Marian in Gisborne’s coach.

MUCH
Marian.

Robin anxiously whirls around, realising another adventure is  
pending.

† † † † † † † † † † † † † † † 
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Scene Twenty-One
Nottingham Town. Marketplace.
Rowan is signing up for the competition, just to get a bow and 

arrow with which to shoot Marian. He inspects the arrow 
as Marian and Edward talk in the stand behind him.

MAN
Nothing tempts pennies from the poor like the hope of sil-

ver. Name?

ROWAN
Rowan, son of Dunne.

MAN
Rowan, son of Dunne. Hands Rowan a bow. You’d not 

sooner keep your penny, son?

ROWAN
No, thanks. A penny well spent. Looks behind him at Mari-

an.

ATTENDANT
The next contestant will be...

† † † † † † † † † † † † † † † 

Scene Twenty-Two
Treeton Mine.
The guards are pouring buckets of water into the shafts, but the 

blaze is out of control. After a moment, the mine explodes  
and smoke billows out of all three holes.

SHERIFF
This place is done for! You should have expected him. It 

was obvious this was a target!

GISBORNE
With respect, my lord, he was supposed to be in Notting-

ham trying to win the silver arrow.

Gisborne throws his head back as they both realise they have  
been pulled away from the fair on purpose. They quickly  
ride off for Nottingham.
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Scene Twenty-Three
The approach to Nottingham.
Robin, Much and Will run down the road towards the gate in 

their cloaks.

Nottingham Town.
Rowan aims at Marian from a distance, but she is standing be-

hind Edward. His shot is blocked. Marian tells her father  
something as Will spies Rowan across the marketplace.

WILL
Pointing: Over there.

Marian leaves the stand and Rowan lowers his bow, then turns  
away to shadow her.

ROBIN
He’s following Marian. Quick!

Robin dashes away. Will and Much follow.

† † † † † † † † † † † † † † † 

Nottingham Castle. North exterior corridor.
Marian walks up the side steps and turns to go down the  

corridor. Rowan steps in behind her with his bow drawn.

ROWAN
Milady?

Marian stops and turns around. Her face freezes with a look of  
shocked and controlled fear.

It will be quick. I’m a good shot. Steps towards Marian.

MARIAN
Gently, evenly: Your father died at the mine, didn’t he?

ROWAN
How do you know?

MARIAN
It is difcult to explain. But I know he must have loved 

you very much. Everybody knew how dangerous it 
was to go down that mine.

ROWAN
I told him not to.

MARIAN
He wanted to feed you, and your family.

ROWAN
Your lover knew it wasn’t safe!

MARIAN
Your father must have known, too.

ROWAN
I’m going to kill you. Make him suffer. Make him under-

stand loss!

MARIAN
At the cost of your own life?

ROWAN
It’s what Gisborne deserves.

MARIAN
Your mother will lose the man of her house twice. What 

about her suffering?

ROWAN
I can’t do nothing. Just stand and do nothing!

MARIAN
Well, if you want to hurt the Sheriff, win his silver arrow. 

You say you are a good shot. Win it. Use the silver, 
melt it down into coins. You could feed your family 
for months... compensate all the miners’ widows. Or 
would you rather shoot an unarmed woman.

Marian turns around very slowly and starts to walk away as  
Rowan tries hard to nish his deed. He lowers his bow as  
Robin steps in behind Marian.

ROBIN
Quietly: Marian?

MARIAN
Better late than never, I suppose. Make sure this one wins 

the silver arrow.

Marian continues on past him and Robin stares after her in 
astonishment.

ROWAN
Robin!

Robin looks at Rowan.

Help me.

† † † † † † † † † † † † † † † 

Nottingham Town. Marketplace.

ATTENDANT
Will the next contestant please take his mark?!
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Marian watches serenely as Robin, in Rowan’s cloak, steps up  
with a longbow in front of the stand.

The next contestant is Rowan, son of Dunne.

Robin draws and aims carefully as the Sheriff and Gisborne 
dismount their horses beyond the target. He lets the arrow 
loose, hitting the target perfectly in the centre. Robin grins  
and the Sheriff steps up to the platform by the target, ap-
plauding with the crowd.

SHERIFF
Bravo!

Robin takes a step back and bows deeply, spreading his arms  
out wide. Marian stands and applauds him.

Robin Hood!

GISBORNE
Seize him!

Robin turns, jumps off the platform into a crowd of townsfolk  
and ducks down past them. The guards push through the  
spectators and grab the cloaked gure as Much and Will  
nonchalantly glance back at the chaos. Their backs are to 
the crowd as they wait on the other side of the platform.  
The guards lead their man back to the Sheriff as Marian 
looks on with apprehension. The guards pull their prisoner 
to his feet and the Sheriff pulls off the hood to reveal  
Rowan in his own cloak. Gisborne is dismayed and frus-
trated. The Sheriff looks smugly at the people until he looks  
down and sees it’s Rowan and not Robin Hood. Marian 
smiles broadly.

Meanwhile, having surreptitiously slipped out of Rowan’s  
cloak, Robin crawls under the platform to the other side  
where Will helps pull him to his feet. Much pulls Robin’s  
cape up over his shoulders as Robin pulls his hood over his  
head. Nobody notices them as all eyes are on Rowan.

ROBIN
That arrow will feed the miners for a whole winter. Come 

on. Chuckles. Let’s go.

They duck around the corner and head out of town.

† † † † † † † † † † † † † † † 

Scene Twenty-Four
Sherwood Forest. Outlaws’  camp.
Allan groans, tied to a tree, as Robin and Will climb the short  

rise to him, carrying plates of food.

LITTLE JOHN
Chewing, points to Allan. Him. Circles his nger by his ear.  

Gone.

ALLAN
Indignantly: Hey!

ROBIN
Passing Allan: No food or drink for one day and night and 

then he’ll be ne.

MUCH
Oh, just as well, seeing as there’s so little venison left...

Much walks over and reaches for Little John’s plate.

LITTLE JOHN
Hey!

ROBIN
Well, you’re fasting too, aren’t you?

Much looks back at him.

You made a promise... glances at the sky... to God.

MUCH
You don’t know it was Him who got us out.

Robin scoffs as Allan groans.

We might have got out of there anyway. And if it had 
been Him, there would have been a sign.

Robin nods quickly, half-listening to Much’s banter.

And there was no sign. So I am gonna build a re, cook 
some food, and there’s nothing any of you can do 
about it.

Robin sneers at him.

† † † † † † † † † † † † † † † 

Turk Flu   26



Scene Twenty-Five
Nottingham Town. Marketplace.
Rowan is being awarded the silver arrow. The crowd cheer.

ATTENDANT
Champion of the Sheriff ’s fair and winner of the silver 

arrow, Rowan, son of Dunne!

Marian presents the arrow to Rowan as the crowd cheer and 
both the Sheriff and Gisborne frown with agitation.  
Rowan hugs his mother as Marian and Edward applaud 
and the Sheriff glares at Gisborne.
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Scene Twenty-Six
Sherwood Forest. Outlaws’  camp.
Much, on top of a large boulder, is starting his own re when 

an unusual beam of golden light illuminates the wood.  
Robin looks over and sees Djaq with the lens, behind 
Much. She smiles and ducks behind a rock as ames erupt  
from Much’s re.

MUCH
Glances at Robin and points to the re. Ho! A sign!

Robin silently chuckles, the only one who has seen what hap-
pened. Little John looks up at Much.

Unhappily: Which means I have to fast.

A rabbit is tossed at his feet, startling him.

Except God wants me to eat.

Much looks up at the sky, then around in front of him. Another 
rabbit lands next to the rst one.

Oh! Quite a lot.

Little John chuckles at Much, having seen Djaq throw the 
rabbits.

ROBIN
Djaq!

Much whips his head round behind him.

Come and join us.

Djaq stands up behind the rock.

DJAQ
For good?

ROBIN
Facetiously, glancing aside: Well, I was thinking just for 

dinner, but...

DJAQ
Climbing down to Robin: And I was thinking for good. Per-

haps I should have let your big friend here die, huh? 
Then there would have been a vacancy.

WILL
Gently: It wouldn’t be safe for you to join us.

ROBIN
Looks at Will. For us, or for him.
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WILL
Looks at Robin, then at Djaq. For her.

Djaq looks angrily at Will. Robin grins. Little John is stunned.

ROBIN
I guessed as much.

Djaq looks at Robin.

What’s your name? Your real name.

DJAQ
Sayya.

ROBIN
Nods. Mischievously: Sayya.

DJAQ
But I prefer you to call me Djaq.

ROBIN
Djaq. Squats. Well, your expertise did help to save Little 

John’s life, for which we will be eternally indebted.

Little John is still staring incredulously at Djaq.

Anyone have a problem with a woman joining the gang?

Will shakes his head enthusiastically. Much shakes his head.  
Little John raises his eyebrows, considering it. Allan 
grunts loudly.

MUCH
Er... Can you, er—

DJAQ
Quickly: I’m a rubbish cook, eh?

MUCH
Disappointed: Ah.

ROBIN
Stands. Well, looks like we’re cooking dinner then.

Allan grunts softly as Robin sits down next to Little John.  
Djaq looks nervously at Robin, wondering if he suspects  
the truth about that, too.

MUCH
To himself: If the re thing... was Djaq and not a sign, 

then... does that mean I can eat, or... 

Much looks up at the sky, then takes a berry from the ground,  
pops it into his mouth and chews. Thunder crashes. He 

immediately spits out the berry, then stiffens and folds his  
arms.
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.END OF EPISODE FIVE.

Turk Flu   28


