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Editor’s Note 

    Somewhere between the ages of 5 and 6, I fell in love with the legend of Robin Hood 
via the charming Disney animated classic depicting him, most appropriately, as a dashing, 
clever, and empathetic forest fox. He was undeniably my first crush. I must have  
subliminally committed to memory most of the lines of the film, and if called upon, can still 
rattle off large swathes of them. It also assured that I couldn’t manage to go outside to the 
surrounding fields and woods around my house without picking up sticks to brandish or 
bend into bows. I also started collecting Robin Hood memorabilia including puppets, comic 
books, lunchboxes and more, all of which still sits happily on a shelf in my computer room. 

    On the most memorable scenes of the cartoon for me that keeps coming back to me 
with particular warmth after all these years was when Robin visits an impoverished rabbit 
family, saving a baby rabbit’s birthday from being ruined by the greedy sheriff who robs 
them of their last coin. After cheering up the little fellow by giving him his own bow and  
arrow, as well as Robin’s trade-mark hat, the mother rabbit, with tears in her eyes,   
remarks, “Oh, Robin Hood, Robin Hood, you risk so much to keep our hopes alive. Bless 
you, bless you.” Robin himself gives her a bag of gold and tells her, “I only wish I could do 
more. And keep your chin up. Someday there’ll be happiness again in Nottingham; you’ll 
see.” 

    That to me is the spiritual synthesis of the legend of Robin Hood. It’s about the  
goodness of the human spirit that endures even in the face of cruelty and oppression, and 
the assurance that there is always hope, even in the simplest of things, the smallest  
glimmers of light at the end of the tunnel. Resistance is not futile, for a dream that is true 
never dies. That is the meaning of heroism, leaving behind a message that cannot be 
claimed by death, a song that is ceaseless and taps into the eternal root of our souls. 
There is a phrase that runs that the spirit of Robin Hood is in all the forests of the world. 
Perhaps this ties into still older pagan mythologies involving Herne the Hunter and the 
Green Man, maintaining the life force of the wilderness.  

     Yet there is something in it also shot through with a genuine sense of Christian belief 
that was so much a part of medieval English culture, because it appeals to the spirit of the 
law, to natural law, deeper than any man-made construct. As St. Augustine put it, “An  
unjust law is no law at all.” Furthermore, the belief that even the grimmest of situations 
may be turned “merry” hearkens back to the notion that victory has already been gained 
against the forces of darkness. This attraction to Robin’s “rebel spirit” soon drew me to be 
interested in all things involving England, and by extension the whole of the British Isles. 
Therefore, I owe a particularly deep debt of gratitude to the Prince of Thieves who stole 
my heart.  

    Of course, we will never know the true historical facts about either King Arthur or Robin 
Hood, whether they existed as singular figures or are mythological mash-ups of any  
number characters and themes that continue to have a universal appeal.  In the case of 
Robin, it is likely that the legend took shape around a number of different men who defied 
the oppressive Norman poaching laws and took refuge in the great forests of the Midland 
and Northern counties of England over the course of the medieval period. Sir Walter Scott 
helped fix an imaginative time and date as coinciding with the Third Crusade, during the 
reign of Richard the Lionheart, and his struggle to reclaim his throne from his scheming 
brother, Prince John “Lackland.” Whatever the true origin point, the spirit of resistance and 
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    that beautiful blend of history and romance built a legend into which each passing 
generation has breathed new life. 
 
    While Robin Hood can be called the quintessential British hero of the common man, 
King Arthur can be called the quintessential British ideal of kings. Although mythologically 
embroidered, Arthur in his raw essence was a symbol of resistance to the Celtic tribes 
against the invasion of the Angles, Saxons, and Jutes. Over time, he became a symbol of 
mankind striving after a perfect society in the face of extreme odds, and failing due to sin 
from within, making a compelling case for both the Christian belief in the fallen nature of 
man and the earlier pagan belief in the cycle of life, destruction, and ultimate rebirth.  
 
    Arthur's adventures contain many allegories and demonstrations of the complexity of  
human nature, often stepping outside of our world and drifting into the realm of the  
archetypal subconscious, drawing heavily from Celtic sagas and knitting together both  
pagan and Christian traditions. The result is a surreal, evocative, melancholic, and  
sometimes even horrific world where there is still the undeniable presence of some divine 
destiny that makes even the most despairing outcomes contain a seed of new life to grow 
upon the turning of the next season and the next phase of man. Alfred, Lord Tennyson 
wrote in his Idylls of the King, “The old order changeth, yielding place to new, and God  
fulfils himself in many ways…” 
 
     In this way, perhaps the paramount heroes of British legend and lore fulfill each other, 
in that  Arthur’s Camelot is a place for the building of justice and equality in a structural  
setting, whereas Robin’s Sherwood is a haven of the outcasts when all other structures 
have rotted and crumbled away. Perhaps it is the careful balance of obedience and  
resistance, lawful authority and justified defiance, that makes up the necessary tension of 
the human experience. We each have our own stories that fit into the cycles of rising,  
descending, and rising again. We are called to draw out our own swords from stones and 
bend our own bows made of yew.  
 
    And so in this magazine issue, we are going to take you on a pilgrimage beyond the 
mists of Avalon and an adventure into the depths of Sherwood Forest. There will be high 
action and intense emotion, as well lighter moments of fun and frolicking, and engrossing 
magic and mystery. It is also a call put out for all of us. In a world too often rife with  
injustice and tragedy, it is our duty, especially as those who wield the pen and craft our 
words into story and song, to take our own stand for the right and remind the world that 
hope is still on the horizon. Perhaps this is the meeting point for Robin and Arthur’s  
heroism, and the potential for our own. 
 
 “Open your mouth for the mute, for the rights of all who are destitute. Open your mouth, 
judge righteously, defend the rights of the poor and needy.” Proverbs 31:8-9 
 
Many blessings, 

Avellina Balestri 
(alias Rosaria Marie), 
Editor-in-Chief 
Fellowship & Fairydust Publications 



What’s New at F&F 
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Robin Hood: Fact or Fiction? 

By MariaTeresa Carzon 

 Robin Hood is one of the most famous heroes of classic literature. Originally written in 
medieval times, the story has been loved by people, old and young, throughout the world for 
many years. It is a great account of honor and friendship. But who are the characters, did they 
actually exist, and where are they from?  

 At only eighteen years of age, the young Robin Hood of Sherwood Forest accidentally 
became an outlaw, not knowing of the many adventures to come.  

 The merry band of outlaws that followed Robin Hood is filled with fascinating charac-
ters. John Little – or as he is better known, Little John – is the second-in-command. He is the 
only man bigger than Robin, said to be seven feet tall. Will Scarlet is another member whose 
name was Young Gamwell before he joined the group. He is either Robin’s nephew or cousin, 
depending on the ballad or story. In certain depictions he is an ex-mercenary with a hot temper; 
in others he is a musical gentleman who wears scarlet clothes. Allen a Dale is a less frequently 
used character who is very similar to Will Scarlet. Sometimes he is portrayed as the narrator. 
He dresses in scarlet and often provides musical entertainment for the group. And, of course, 
one can’t forget Friar Tuck. The friar was recruited specifically to help rescue Allen a Dales’ 
true love. They crash her forced wedding to a wealthy man, and Tuck officiates a marriage  
between her and Allen. Maid Marian appears as either a noblewoman or a villager who helps 
Robin Hood, usually in love with him. In some interpretations she is Robin’s love interest after 
they meet in adulthood, but others portray her as his childhood sweetheart and a strong fellow 
outlaw. This female warrior or damsel proves to be an asset on more than one occasion. 

 Consider the villains of this bold tale. The Sheriff of Nottingham is the primary cause of 
Robin Hood’s problems, hiring people to hunt him. For example, Sir Guy of Gisbourne,  
wearing a horse’s hide, is sent to find and kill Robin. He manages to injure him, but is himself 
killed. At one time, while King Richard is away on one of the Crusades, the corrupt Prince 
John takes the throne. He is a greedy ruler, raising taxes and making living conditions horrible 
for the lower class. In some stories he conspires with the Sheriff of Nottingham in pursuit of 
their shared enemy. Although these crooked people are cunning in their attempts to end Robin 
Hood’s shenanigans, it is his cousin, the Prioress of the Kirklees Nunnery, who finally defeats 
the formidable foe. An aging Robin goes to see her for medical assistance. Unfortunately, she 
has a plan to leave him bleeding instead of draining the proper amount of blood, ultimately 
leading to his death. 

 With such a rich history and undying popularity, is it possible that Robin Hood really  
existed?  Is he more than a legend? This is a question that is asked by many fans and  
historians.  Some researchers believe that the character Robin Hood may have been based on a 
real man who lived in medieval times when the story was first written.  If he did live long ago, 
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evidence suggests it was most likely in the 12th or 13th century. According to some records,  
different variations of the name Robin Hood were used by vigilantes and criminals in the 13th 
century. Some of these include “Robehod” and “Rabunhod”.  It is unknown what inspired 
these names; they may have been changed from a real man’s name or are personal adaptations 
of the character sung about in verses and ballads of the time. The hero in those songs was the 
original Robin Hood that led to the current fictional figure that people know and love today. 

 Yet, more proof of Robin Hood’s existence lies in two historical men who appear in his 
story: King Henry II and King Richard the Lionheart. Both kings ruled in real life, medieval 
England. King Richard was the ruler during the merry band’s golden age and King Henry was 
his predecessor. In interpretations with further detail, King Henry is the ruler at the beginning 
of Robin Hood’s story. While King Henry is away, the Sheriff of Nottingham takes over  
Sherwood. King Henry is overthrown by Richard and King Philip II in England in 1189,  
introducing King Richard as a new character in the tales of Robin Hood.  At the end of many 
adaptations, King Richard comes back to Sherwood and reclaims the kingdom from the  
Sheriff. A lesser known part of the story is when King Richard returns; he meets Robin and 
brings him, Little John, Will Scarlet, and Allen a Dale and his wife to London to be royal  
rangers and grants the entire band full pardon. Robin Hood and Allen a Dale remain in the 
King’s service for many years, but after about a year, Little John goes back to Sherwood and 
Will Scarlet goes home. After he finishes serving the King, Robin Hood also leaves to see 
Sherwood Forest one last time and dies in his hometown. 

 Sherwood Forest, the famous location that held most of Robin’s adventures, was  
preserved by the kings of medieval times as a hunting ground. Just as in the story, they were 
very protective of their deer which were kept mainly as targets.  After the kings stopped using 
the land for hunting, people started to build establishments in the forest. Some built homes, 
mills, or shops, and others built farms and pastures for their livestock and crops. In order to 
bring this land back to its natural form, a nonprofit 
fund called the Sherwood Forest Trust was created in 
1995.  The Sherwood Forest Trust is meant to preserve 
the remaining land and fix the areas that have been 
built on or destroyed.  In 2002 the forest became a  
National Nature Preserve.  About 400,000 people visit 
this celebrated attraction yearly, and they come not to 
see the trees but to see the place were Robin Hood 
may have lived a long time ago. 

 The story of Robin Hood has drawn the interest 
of innumerable readers all around the world.  It has 
been sung, read, recited, and performed by many. It is 
an inspiring story of good friends, loyalty, and honesty.  
This tale has lovable characters, a mysterious back-
ground, and interesting locations. The outlaw known 
as Robyn Hode, Robehod, Rabunhod, and Robin Hood 
will go down in history as a well-liked figure whether 
he was real or only a fairytale. 

 
. 

Robin Hood Statue in Nottingham 
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The Forest Lord Series, by Steven A. McKay:  
A four book retelling of the legend of Robin Hood 

 
 

Review by Stuart S. Laing 

Author of the Robert Young of Newbiggin Mysteries 

 

 When you take such a well-known and well-loved tale as Robin Hood and his  

Merry Men, it would be only too easy to go down that well-trodden path so familiar to all 

who know the legend. "Hail fellow and well met!" greetings between rosy-cheeked  

outlaws who dress in green tights and short tunics like medieval transvestites swinging 

through Sherwood Forest, laughing like giddy schoolboys. It was therefore a delight to 

discover that Steven A. McKay has taken the legend, given it a good shake, and let this 

thoroughly enjoyable version fall out. 

 

From the very first page of Wolf’s Head, you find yourself in Yorkshire rather than  

Nottinghamshire, in the village of Wakefield rather than Loxley. Here Robin is a common 

man who, through a moment of anger, is forced into fleeing his home, his family, and 

his lover Mathilda. These changes add a genuine, fresh twist to the tale which adds so 

much to the book, and indeed the entire series. 

 

While most of the regular characters appear here, they seem new, believable, and above 

all true to their period. Their language is robust and not for the easily offended, but will 

be familiar to anyone who has worked with other men as part of a team. The violence is  

frequent, bloody, and merciless, but again reflects how hard, unrelenting, and brutally 

22 



short life could be then. 

 

In book two, The Wolf and the Raven, the reader is plunged headlong into the carnage 

and chaos of medieval warfare as Robin and his men (lovers of the legend can rest  

assured that they will find all the regular characters here: Little John, Will Scarlet, Friar 

Tuck, Much the Millar's son, et al) fight to win a promised pardon, a promise not fulfilled. 

Once again our band of less than merry men are cast aside as men outside the law. 

 

To find and crush these so-called outlaws, the Sheriff of Nottingham calls on the services 

of a man who will become Robin's nemesis. His name: Sir Guy of Gisbourne. The  

Gisbourne of this book quickly becomes one of the great villains of fiction: a man of  

twisted desires and dreams who has suffered heartbreak and betrayal himself through 

the actions of his adulterous wife. Her betrayal, coupled with his childhood fascination 

with the tales of King Arthur, have convinced him he is almost the reincarnation of 

Lancelot, and while he is a brutal, ruthless killer you can't help but feel that there is a 

weird sort of chivalry at the dark heart of everything Gisbourne does. Women are to be 

protected (despite his wife's adultery) while the enemies of the king can be killed without 

thought or mercy! 

 

The climactic scene of this book is almost Arthurian itself as Robin faces Gisbourne, a 

self-created modern Black Knight in single combat on a bridge. Blood will be shed and 

the result is not what most will hope for, but does leave things wide open for the story to  

continue in book three, Rise of the Wolf, where we return once more to the leafy expanse 

of Barnsdale Forest rather than the green trees of Sherwood. The change in location, a 

nod to the earliest ballads of where Robin lived, gives plenty of scope for the author to  

explore new avenues for Robin and his band of merry (and miserable) men. This is some-

thing which readers should be grateful for. 

 

Here we have a version of Robin Hood probably closer to how a real outlaw would have 

lived than that familiar from TV and movie adaptations. While Kevin Costner’s portrayal 

looked more like a 1990s AOR music video star who liked nothing more than relaxing in 

a trendy bar sipping Pinot Grigio and listening to George Michael, McKay’s Robin Hood is 

the sort of man who kicks open the door of a rough pub, orders a pint of real ale in a 

dirty glass, then cranks the juke-box up to eleven and blasts out “Ace of Spades” till the 

windows shatter! He is so much the better for that! 

 

Sir Guy of Gisbourne, after being horrifically disfigured by Robin in the previous book, is 

out for blood. Already dangerous, his injury has only made him all the more reckless in 

his quest for vengeance. Aided by the vile turncoat Matt Groves, nothing and no’one is 

safe from their relentless pursuit to see Robin, and his men, die as painfully as possible. 
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This is a story for adults; the action and language are as robust as we would expect 

from a band of outlaws, but it is not all doom and gloom. The book is laced throughout 

with a wonderfully dark humour that will have you smiling one moment and grimacing 

the next. The Sheriff’s tournament, designed to lure Robin out of hiding with the prize of 

an arrow of solid silver, had me laughing out loud at the hissed conversation between 

the Sheriff and Gisbourne as each enjoys the other’s discomfort in turn. 

 

The focus on Robin’s family is also a welcome addition to the scenes around the  

outlaws’ campfire, and the developing character of Robin’s young sister, Marjorie, is a 

worthy addition to the tale. From being the runt of the litter, she will grow to become a 

vitally important factor at a crucial point later in the book. Which leads, in time to the 

final instalment of the series, Blood of the Wolf.  

 

Reaching the end of this book, and indeed the Forest Lord series, is like saying farewell 

to a dear friend, having followed Robin Hood from his earliest days when, due to the  

actions of another, he is forced into the life of an outlaw – a man with a price on his 

head, who can be killed by anyone, at any time without fear of legal punishment. 

 

The previous books in the series have led us through the trials and tribulations Robin 

has to endure until now, finally, it seems that he has achieved all he could wish for. A 

pardon for himself and his loyal band of men, and a new lucrative career working for 

the man who had hunted him for so long. It seems that he has it all. 

 

In reality, his life is far from happy. Old friends now look at him as a turncoat, and his 

own wife can barely stand to be near him. The people who had sung ballads in his  

honour now see him as the enemy. In achieving his dreams, has Robin destroyed the 

happiness he has always sought? 

 

Steven A. McKay delivers a riveting, edge of the seat page-turner. There are times you 

want to look away from the sheer brutality of medieval life – a cruel, blood-soaked time 

where life is short, and the violence is unflinching in its intensity – but it is to the  

author’s credit that the brutality never overwhelms the reader. The action may be blunt, 

but it is never gratuitous. 

 

Blood of the Wolf sinks its fangs in early, and from the first page, you are taken on a  

helter-skelter ride through the forests of Barnsdale. From mass insanity in Holmfirth to 

cruel murders on the dusty tracks of Yorkshire, you are invited to saddle up and join 

the merry band in the hunt for the cruellest, most heartless, and deviant foe that Robin 

has ever had to face. This enemy has but one aim, and that is to see Robin Hood dead! 

To achieve that aim, there is nothing he and his growing band of murderous villains are 

not prepared to do – and be warned, there is literally nothing they are not prepared to 

do! 
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For those who have even a passing knowledge of the Robin Hood legend, his ultimate 

fate is known long before you reach the end of the tale. That knowledge lends a dark 

cast to the closing chapters of this wonderful story; people will die, and the blood will 

flow in torrents. Yet even now, in this darkest of times, you are still rooting for there to 

be some possibility of a happy ending for Robin and his young family. 

 

Does that possibility exist? Is it simply wishful thinking on the part of the reader? 

 

This is a series perfect for a mature reader who enjoys engrossing stories and believable 

characters. Highly recommended. And alongside the main series are several spinoff  

novellas, all of which are just as rewarding and enjoyable to read. 
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Untamed 

By Sarah Levesque 
 

I’ll wear a dress and go to each dance, 

But still will I fence and in secret wear pants. 

I’ll smile and wave, speak genteel, polite, 

And ‘scape out the window and run in the night. 

I sigh at the men to stay part of the chorus –  

The girls must not know my heart’s in the forest. 

I sit here, pretend, and try to fit in, 

Wishing I was outside with my own Robin. 

Today I sit in, but tomorrow I’ll out –  

Be gone from this place with unladylike shouts. 

They own me not – my spirit is free – 

And soon I’ll be one with my Rob of Locksley. 
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Sir Gawaine and Lady Rhiannon 
A tale from The Black Knight of Avalon Chronicles 

By Sunbow Pendragon 

 
It was a beautiful summer morning as Sir Gawaine ap Lot walked into Camelot Castle, ready to take 

up his latest assignment. It would be a simple, routine patrol of the heavily forested area to the south of  
Camelot, close to the Perilous Forest. Gawaine was in the midst of planning where to stop each night,  
realizing that Sir Ector’s keep would be the perfect place to spend a night or two after being on the road for 
two weeks. The patrol would be out for at least two months, he sighed, which would put a serious damper in 
his usual routine, including imbibing whiskey. After an embarrassing incident while on patrol, he had  
promised Arthur upon his honor not to drink while on duty, and had found that he preferred a clear head 
when work was to be done. Entering over the lowered drawbridge, he headed straight for the Castle, then to 
the War Room to find Sir Lancelot, so as to receive his orders and instructions for the patrol. As he entered, 
he saw Aaronn and Olran there already and a grin passed over his face. Perhaps this patrol would not be so 
bad with the two best cooks amongst the Company coming along, he thought as he walked forward to join 
them, seeing Arthur arriving through the King’s entrance. 

“M’Lord Arthur,” he called out in a mock-serious tone. “I ha’ coom a’ yer soomons t’ take oop me 
turn a’ patrol.” 

“Greetings cousin!” Arthur called back with a grin, offering the grip of warriors to the huge  
red-haired man. “Yer patrol is assembling in the stable yard, ye have almost missed it!” 

“Perish th’ thought!” Gawaine chuckled. “Brother Aaronn an’ Olran, good t’ see ye are coomin’ 
along.” 

“We are always glad to join ye on patrol, brother,” Aaronn answered good-naturedly, offering the grip 
as well.  

Gawaine grinned wide, offered the grip to the thinner man, then turned to Lancelot. “Now, tell me 
where ye wan’ me t’ go wi’ this group.” 

“Come, and I shall show ye on the map.” Lancelot grinned, seeing his enthusiasm for the task. They 
walked to the wall, where the great map of Britain hung, drawn in great detail and carefully colored to show 
all of the petty kingdoms’ territories. “I want ye to take this road,” he said, pointing to a route that was barely 
traveled anymore. There had been a town along that road in the past, but the Saxons had burnt it to the 
ground and Arthur had helped everyone who wished to relocate to do so. Those who remained were hardy 
folk indeed, for patrols rode such routes much less often than the main roads. “Keep yer eyes open for any 
signs of poaching through that forest, would ye? There have been rumors of a huge man in a suit of green-
enameled plate armor in that area. He apparently is challenging anyone he thinks is a fighting man and killing 
them without mercy. Bring me what information ye can find out about him, would ye, and if ye meet the man 
tell him he should come to Camelot right away.” 

“Ye wouldn’t invite a man li’ tha’ t’ join th’ Table?” Gawaine asked in a shocked tone. 

“Of course not,” Lancelot laughed a bit. “But Arthur does want to talk to him, most urgently.” 

“I’ll tell ‘im if I see ‘im,” Gawaine said seriously. Lancelot grinned and nodded dismissively to the 
three of them, indicating it was time for them to go. 

“Coom on ye two,” Gawaine chuckled.  

Leading the two to the stables, he found the rest of the patrol there already, assembling to go. Aaronn and 
Olran simply tied their packs to the backs of their saddles and waited quietly for everyone to be ready. 
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Finally, the patrol mounted and Gawaine gave the order to move out. The patrol crossed the long 
drawbridge that kept the castle secure and made their way down the spiral roadway that led to the small town 
at the base of the hill. Stopping at sunset, they made a simple camp, retiring early after posting proper  
sentries. The next morning they had only been riding a few hours when they ran across the first person who 
had news of the Green Knight. He spoke in fear of a mighty warrior who had come to their village,  
demanding food and shelter. When it was refused, he had simply slain people until his wishes had been met, 
leaving the corpses where they lay while he consumed a huge meal.  

“The man is as big as ye are, Sir Gawaine,” the man quavered. “No one like me could ever defeat 
such a person!” 

 “Come laddies, we’ve more ridin’ t’ do!” Gawaine said, growling a bit. He did not like it when  
people harmed others for no reason, a feeling shared by all of Arthur’s knights. “I wan t’ reach a good camp 
by nightfall. Aaronn and Olran, go ahead a bit and see what ye can find!” 

“Aye, My Lord Gawaine,” Aaronn agreed, nodding to his swordbrother. The two put spur to their 
horse’s flanks, speeding down the road ahead of the plodding patrol. It was not a long time before Aaronn 
was back to tell Gawaine the campsite had been found.  

“Come laddies, ‘tis time to set camp fer th’ nigh’! My back is sore from ridin’,” Gawaine chuckled as 
he urged his horse to a better pace.  

Sometime later, they rounded a bend and found the tidy spot, right next to a small stream. It was a 
natural meadow, lush with grass for the horses, and the surface of the ground was relatively level, which 
would aid in pitching the tents. 

“Someone has camped here before,” Aaronn noted with a grin. “It looks like Lancelot’s work; see 
how level the area is. He likely was here a few days, otherwise he would not have gone to such trouble.” 

That night, the patrol feasted on fresh, tender, and delicate trout from the stream, along with a batch of 
fried greens foraged by Aaronn and several others. Olran made a batch of his famous camp biscuits to go 
along with the meal, too, and so everyone ate well. They set their sentry rotation and retired early, wanting to 
get started as quickly as possible in the morning.  

They were on the road very early, due to Gawaine’s nose for food odors. He came out of his tent  
before the sky even lightened, sniffing the air and announcing quietly there was ham cooking just down the 
road. They all hurried to pack up, and left the camp clean for the next patrol, riding quickly down the road to 
find the source of the delicious smell. It was a large farmhouse, where the wife was preparing the morning 
repast for her family. When the Knights rode in, the husband stepped out to greet them, glad to see Knights of 
Camelot. 

“Welcome to the Knights of the Pendragon!” he called out. “We are just about to sit down for break-
fast! My wife is making griddlecakes and ham, if ye would like a plate? The Knights of the Realm are  
welcome in my home.” Bowing a bit, he added, “My name is Aed, my wife’s name is Agrona. Come, let me 
help ye get yer horses inside. It looks like rain. Ye must stay the day, and overnight, as well.” 

“If need be, we kin sleep in th’ barn, good sir,” Gawaine offered.   

“Sir Gawaine ap Lot, the Knights of Camelot will not sleep in the barn at my house,” the man told 
him with great seriousness. “Let us get yer horses comfortable, and then I shall show ye where ye can stay.”  

Once their horses were all within comfortable stalls, bedded down on thick straw, fed and watered 
well, the farmer led Gawaine inside, past the kitchen, and down a short hallway. Producing a key with a  
theatrical flourish, the farmer unlocked the door and let it swing open invitingly.  

“Will this be acceptable, or do ye still want to sleep in the barn?” he asked with a grin, waving them 
inside.  

Stepping through the door and into the spacious room, Gwaine smiled, seeing the double bunks 
stacked only two high arranged around the perimeter of the room. The room held two necessity areas, and 
sported a small kitchen area, too. It was obvious that this was where the work crews stayed during the harvest 
season, and such a room would suit the Knights of Camelot very well. 
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“Thank ye, Farmer Aed!” Olran said with a grin. “I think ‘twill be much better than the barn,  
especially if the rain is going to be heavy at all.” 

Gawaine rolled his eyes a bit, for it was spring in Britain, so the rain would fall heavily. Indeed, when 
they all emerged from the room and took a seat at the kitchen table, the heavens opened up and huge squalls 
of cold wet rain began to fall. It was so heavy, no one could work in it, and so Aed called for a rest day,  
imploring his wife to prepare a festive meal. 

“I’ll need fresh meat for that,” she told him quietly. “We will have to kill one of the steers before his 
time.” 

“Ye need not do so, madam,” Olran offered at once, having heard their quiet words despite their care 
to keep them private. “I am a skilled hunter, I can find game nearly anywhere.” 

“Sir, the deer have long ago left this area because of poaching and over hunting,” Aed sighed. “I have 
not seen a deer for almost three years.” 

“They are out there,” Olran insisted. “I have seen their spoor, and their droppings. Some of the piles 
were still warm when I found them. I shall return shortly.” 

“If ye are going out there, beware of the knight in green-enameled armor!” Aed told him with alarm. 
“The beast of a man has terrorized us for many weeks now, demanding that we feed and clothe him without 
recompense. His latest act has been to kidnap one of the local girls, the daughter of the wealthiest man in the 
area, not knowing that while her father has a fine house, his wealth is nearly spent. We all fear for her safety 
when this Green Knight finds out she is the daughter of a virtual pauper. She is a great beauty, the most  
marriageable girl in our area!” 

“Well, we will keep an eye out for this person while we search for game.” 

“I shall go wi’ ye!” Gawaine suddenly decided. “Perhaps this Green Knight has a bit o’ skill wi’ a 
blade. I should li’ t’ fin’ oot.” 

“Come along then, Brother Gawaine,” Aaronn invited.  

The three made certain they had weapons intact, including Olran’s bow and quiver before walking out 
the door, headed for the surrounding wood. Soon the three were in the woods, their sharp eyes scanning the 
ground for any sign of tracks. It did not take the skilled archer long to find what he was looking for, and soon 
they were hot on the trail of a herd of deer. Trailing them until they sought shelter against the rain, Olran’s 
sharp and perceptive eyes scanned the small group, looking for any weaklings or injured animals.  

Suddenly a shrill scream was heard.  

Gawaine perked up at the sound, and drawing his blade, turned to Aaronn. “Ye hear tha?” 

“I did, it sounds like a lady in distress, My Lord,” Aaronn answered, a slight grin on his face. 

“Aye, it did indeed,” Gawaine agreed. “I thin’ I’ll go in search o’ th’ source o’ all tha’ noise. Ye two 
continue wi’ th’ hunt, and I shall meet ye here before we return t’ th’ farmer’s house.” 

“Very well, My Lord,” Aaronn nodded. “May the Lady be with ye.” 

“And with ye!” Gawaine returned, walking carefully and quietly away.  

But he was not alone, for he was being observed by very watchful eyes. A large raven saw him enter 
the deeper part of the wood, and since the raven saw, so did his Mistress, the Lady Morgause of Orkney, 
Gawaine’s mother. 

“O drat, ‘twould have to be ye to answer such a challenge,” she said with tight lips. “It should have 
been Arthur, or Lancelot, or even that bastard foundling Aaronn. My magick is strong, and my allies  
powerful. I shall have what I want – the throne of all Britain, as is my right! But I shall not risk my son’s  
royal blood now, ‘tis too valuable. I shall put him into a dream, which will leave the Green Knight free to 
continue his work,” she mused, stepping to her cauldron bubbling over the fire.  

She worked quickly and with confidence created her spell, releasing it to work on Gawaine. The spell 
was simply a sleeping one, but she had added something else to make him experience intense dreams. Once 

59 



the spell was released, she sat in front of her mirror to watch it work, and was soon rewarded when 
she observed her son stop his search for a moment to yawn and stretch. The next thing she knew, he was 
down into the sun-warmed grass, sleeping peaceably while dreaming a very unusual dream, indeed.  

Gawaine found himself at Camelot Castle during Yule, one of his favorite times of year. Into the 
midst of the feasting and fun strode a strange knight from a faraway land, wearing a set of green-enameled 
armor. He also carried a huge green axe on his back, instead of the usual sword worn by most knights. 

“Greetings stranger!” Arthur called out within the dream. “Welcome to Castle Camelot. ‘Tis Yule. 
Would ye sit and eat with us?” 

“I have no desire to eat with such a group of weaklings!” the Green Knight called back derisively. “I 
have come to offer a simple challenge to the King of Britain and his famous Knights of the Round Table, if 
ye have the stomach for it.” 

“Ye do not need to be rude,” Arthur objected, setting down his cup. “What is yer challenge, 
stranger?” 

“I shall offer any of ye puny men the opportunity to deal me one blow with an axe, anywhere ye 
would like to give it to me. If I survive, that Knight must meet me in exactly one year to receive an axe blow 
in return. Now who has courage among ye, or are ye all puny weaklings?” he laughed, and it did not sound 
very pleasant.  

The baiting continued until Gawaine could stand no more, and he stood to answer the challenge. “My 
Lord Arthur should nae t’ play sooch a silly game,” he announced. “I shall take yer challenge, though.” 

“Good, at least ye have one among ye with courage,” the Green Knight laughed sarcastically, handing 
Gawaine the green axe. “Go on then, do yer worst.” 

Gawaine said naught, simply taking the axe and swinging it about to get the feel of it, then turning 
suddenly and removing the Green Knight’s head with a single powerful blow. However, he watched with  
dismay and horror as the man’s body rose and picked up the head, turning it to face the startled Gawaine.  

“Now ye must come to the Green Chapel in one year to receive yer blow. I shall see ye then, if ye 
have the courage to make the journey.” 

“I shall be there,” Gawaine answered fiercely. “If ye will simply tell me where I moos’ go t’ find the 
place.” 

“Ye will find yer way,” the man laughed, putting his head back into place and walking from the  
castle.  

Within the dream, the year passed very quickly, and soon it was time for Gawaine to mount his  
piebald stallion and begin his quest. As he traveled, Gawaine found himself riding through enchanted lands, 
and meeting all manner of strange beasts. The cold grew more intense as he rode along, and he shivered to 
keep himself warm. He knew now he was within the Faerie Lands, a place of enchantment and danger, so he 
proceeded with caution until an elegant keep could be seen far in the distance. When he arrived at the castle, 
he was welcomed warmly as a Yule guest, especially by the lady of the keep who recognized the device upon 
his shield.  

“Ye are Sir Gawaine ap Lot, a Knight of the Inner Circle of Camelot’s Round Table,” she greeted  
elegantly. “I welcome ye to our home. Such a famous Knight to visit our humble keep, we are honored. 
Come, ye must be tired and hungry, and I would wager that a bath would be welcome, as well. My husband is 
out hunting for tomorrow’s feast, and should be home very soon.” 

“Than’ ye, M’Lady,” Gawaine answered tiredly, glad to find good shelter and a Yule feast, too. “May 
the Good Lady bless ye fer offerin’ hospitality t’ a verra tired man,” he chuckled.  

She took him to a room and left him there, to return shortly with a large wooden tub and a line of 
servants carrying buckets of hot water. Soon the tub was full, and she tossed in a packet that smelled of roses 
and lemon.  

“Do ye need assistance?” she offered meaningfully. “Ye are Sir Gawaine, the Seducer of Camelot. I 
have heard that any virgin within the borders of Britain is not safe from yer persuasion.” 
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“Ah, tha’ was true in th’ past, M’Lady,” Gawaine chuckled. “However, since Tristan’s arrival a’ 
Camelot, I ha’ foun’ tha’ women look more to him than to me. I am ready t’ settle doon wi’ a good woman, I 
thin’.” 

“Oh?” she asked, coming to help him off with his armor.  

Gawaine backed away, wanting to be a good guest, but she was very beautiful, he noted. “Madam, I 
kin do this meself,” he said carefully. “I do than’ ye for th’ offer, ‘owever.” 

“Oh, I see,” she said, now very close to him, and taking advantage of that nearness, she quickly kissed 
his cheek before leaving the room. Gawaine thought little of it, at least until later, when his host returned 
home. 

“A guest?” the man said enthusiastically. “How wonderful, and just in time for Yule, too! I am glad I 
got a deer! Now, what have ye to give me?” he asked as his staff took away the carcass. 

“Give ye?” Gawaine asked, confused a bit. 

“Has my wife given ye anything since ye arrived?” the man asked insistently.  

Gawaine thought for a moment, and decided that honesty was the best policy here. He was in the  
Faerie lands, where people were constantly tested for their better qualities. He walked to the man, leaned over 
and kissed his cheek quickly, then stepped back. 

“Ah, ye are an honest man, then!” the lord of the keep remarked. “Ye may remain with us for the  
Holidays, but remember, if my wife gives ye anything, ye must give the same to me while ye are here.” 

Gawaine thought the conditions were a bit odd, but he agreed nonetheless, especially when he looked 
out to see that a great blizzard was rising and that the snow was falling ever more rapidly. He thought it a 
great blessing to be indoors just at that moment, and the conditions of his staying seemed easy enough to 
meet. The next day, the lord of the keep went out on some errand, telling his wife and Gawaine he would  
return before dark. All throughout that day, the lady of the keep barraged Gawaine with offers of seduction, 
but Gawaine politely but firmly refused each one, despite her clever arguments of persuasion. She managed 
to give him a warm embrace and a kiss on the cheek; when the lord of the keep returned, Gawaine was  
waiting to give them to her husband. 

“And she has given ye nothing more?” 

“Nay, M’Lord. An’ I woul’nae accept anything else in tha’ way. She is yer wife.” 

The next day, the lord of the keep left to go hunting again, and despite Gawaine’s insistence he would 
like to join the hunting party, he was told to remain inside by the fire where he was safe. “We will be hunting 
something very dangerous this time, something ye have never hunted before and would simply cause ye to 
freeze in terror. Remember our bargain.” 

Gawaine found himself followed everywhere by the lady of the keep, who told him the sad tale of her 
lonely life. He felt badly for her, but he had no wish to engage in anything other than conversation. However, 
she managed to kiss him twice on the cheek throughout the day, despite every attempt to put her off.  

When the Lord of the keep finally returned with his game, a wild boar of immense size, he turned to 
Gawaine. “Has my wife given ye anything?” 

Gawaine stepped forward to kiss his cheek twice, then backed away, ready for anything.  

“Ye are a very honest man, despite the reputation ye have of lying to save yer own life,” the lord of 
the keep told him earnestly. “I shall enjoy sharing that boar with ye, and perhaps ye will tell me a tale of 
Camelot?” 

“I should be honored, M’Lord,” Gawaine replied with relief.  

The third day he was within the keep, the lord was summoned by the nearby villagers to help them be 
rid of a rogue bear who was killing their cattle. He said goodbye to his wife, winked at Gawaine, and rode off 
with his huntsmen in search of the crazed beast. Gawaine went to the room he was staying in, entered, and 
locked the door, hoping that would keep him safe from pursuit. It did for half the day, until she came and 
used her key to unlock the door, finding Gawaine there reading a scroll from their library. She came and sat  

61 



beside him, tears running down her pretty face, until Gawaine could stand it no more. 

“How may I be of assistance, M’Lady?” he asked softly. 

“I love ye,” she told him in a hushed, passionate tone. “Ye will be going away soon, and I shall likely 
never see ye again. I have come to ask for a token by which to remember ye after ye have left, and perhaps ye 
will accept one from me as well. What I have to give ye is no simple piece of cloth; ‘tis enchanted and will 
keep the person wearing it from dying, no matter how severe the blow. Will ye not take it to use in yer quest 
to overcome the Green Knight ye have told me about?” 

Gawaine thought quickly, and recalling the Green Knight simply replacing his severed head upon his 
shoulders a year ago, he smiled gently and took her hand in his. “Madam, since ye are so insistent, I shall 
take th’ piece o’ green silk an’ wear it as ye have asked. I ha’ naught t’ give in return, except me thanks, an’ 
me ‘opes tha’ th’ Good Goddess will bless ye.” 

She smiled and kissed him three times on the cheek before rising and walking away from him, not 
looking back. When the Lord of the keep appeared with the grizzled pelt of the bear, Gawaine immediately 
gave him three kisses on the cheek, saying naught about the piece of green silk. Despite his anxiety, however, 
Gawaine slept well and rose early to dress for battle, making certain to wind the piece of green silk about his 
waist before appearing at the morning table in full armor. After he was done, his host came to him, offering 
to guide him to the Green Chapel. 

“I would appreciate yer help, M’Lord,” Gawaine told him gratefully. “Than’ ye.” 

Soon, they found a place where a riverbed had been, with tall stone walls on each side. As they rode 
along, a crevice in the rock appeared, and the sound of a grindstone could be heard clearly. 

“If ye go down that crevice, ye will find what ye seek,” the Lord of the keep told him simply.  

“I am mos’ grateful t’ ye, M’Lord,” Gawaine replied earnestly, watching the nobleman ride away 
from the place.  

Gawaine took up his great Orkney war axe and set it on his shoulder before tying his horse close to 
the river and in the shade to wait for him.  
Resolutely, Gawaine walked towards the sound, finding the Green Knight in the process of sharpening the 
unusual weapon he carried.  

“I am ‘ere,” he called out, striding into the clearing where the Green Knight stood, and kneeling, of-
fered his neck for the blow he was due.  

“I am surprised to see ye, Knight of Camelot,” he said derisively. “Perhaps ye have more courage than 
I thought. Very well, prepare yerself.” 

Gawaine quickly offered his last prayers to the Goddess, asking for enough courage to face his death 
without fear. He felt the Green Knight walk around behind him, and braced himself for the blow to come. He 
was shocked when his adversary feigned the first blow, and he turned around to face him, both relieved to 
still be living and angry at being played with. Still, he knelt and waited for two more tries, growing ever more 
frustrated and angry until finally the Green Knights’ last blow merely scratched his neck a bit. 

“I ha’ fullfilled my part o’ the bargain!” he said, standing quickly. “Now, if ye wanta go at it fer real, 
prepare yerself!” 

Within his dream, the Green Knight began to laugh merrily as he removed his helm, and Gawaine  
beheld his host from the Holidays.  
    “I am Lord Bertilak, and ye have passed yer test! Ye told the truth well,  
         except for the piece of green silk she gave ye, and I do not blame ye for keeping such knowledge as that 
to yerself. I have enjoyed testing ye, Sir Gawaine ap Lot. Ye have proven yerself to be a worthy man indeed, 
but ‘tis time ye went home.” 

So saying, the man came to Gawaine and touched him on the forehead. The Orkneyman suddenly felt 
dizzy and began to fall, finding himself waking in the midst of a large field of tall grasses. He sat up and 
looked about with confusion, for the last thing he recalled, it had been full morning. It looked to be late  
afternoon by the position of the sun in the sky, and Gawaine suddenly realized that magick had been  
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employed. He had dreamt the entire incident with the Green Knight, but he had no idea how long he 
had been sleeping. In a bit of a daze, he stood and stretched, then set out in the direction of the farmhouse, his 
stomach rumbling a bit due to his hunger.  

When Gawaine had failed to return to the farmhouse, they all waited expectantly for him to join them. 
Finally Aaronn and Olran had gone in search of him, finding the place where they were supposed to have met 
and then fanning out from there in a coordinated search party. They found nothing, not even a footprint, 
which concerned them both a great deal. After sleeping fitfully that night, the entire patrol went out first thing 
in the morning to begin their search anew, employing a wider search pattern to do so. It was the same the 
next day, and on the third day they all searched for Gawaine, coming upon a very large herd of deer. Aaronn 
and Olran crept on their bellies towards it, being sure to keep downwind of them while looking for the best 
place to secrete themselves, and finally finding it. There was more than one old member of the herd, Olran 
noted, and took a moment to compose himself before felling his choices.  

As they lay there in the brush, completely concealed, a tall, broad, huge man rode by on what looked 
like a plow horse. He was wearing plate armor, something unusual, and it was covered in what looked like 
green enameling. Such a suit would belong to someone very wealthy or very dishonest, Olran considered as 
he watched him encounter the first deer on the ground. The sharp-eyed archer also noted the bundle draped 
across the front of the saddle, and he knew that must be the kidnapped woman. 

“Well then,” the man’s voice boomed out. “Whoever ye are, thank ye for the meat! I was hungry, and 
so was my lady!” he declared with an evil chuckle, taking up the fattest one and slinging it over his saddle.  

“That must be the Green Knight the lady of the farmhouse told us of,” Olran whispered. “Did ye see 
that bundle in front of him on the saddle? He still has the girl with him, it seems.” 

“I shall follow him at a discreet distance,” Aaronn said at once, his tone discouraging argument. 
“Ye’ll want to take that meat back to the farmhouse; we should have brought a horse.” 

  “I shall have no difficulty summoning my horse,” Olran grinned. “Go on, and 
watch out over our Orkney brother. We would not want him getting in over his 

head, would we?” 

“Absolutely not!” Aaronn agreed. “I shall see ye back at the  
farmhouse.” 

“Go with the Goddess, my brother.” 

“Ye as well.”  

Aaronn sped off after the intruder, keeping a discreet distance. His 
intention was only to assure a fair contest between the unknown 
Knight and his sword brother of Camelot; if foul play came into it, 
he meant to be there to stop it. He had no difficulty keeping pace 
with the spavined horse the errant knight rode, and soon they were 
deep within the forest. Finally the horse stopped and the Knight 
slipped off, pulling the bundle with him and letting it fall to the 
ground. However, when he took up the carcass of the deer, he was 
quite careful about it – nearly reverent, Aaronn thought to himself. 
Noises came from the careless bundle on the ground, and the 

Knight spoke roughly to make it cease. Aaronn’s mouth tight-
ened; he did not like hearing such words directed at anyone. 

He donned    his mask and gloves to become the Black 
Knight,  and was just about to act when into the  

     small    meadow strode Gawaine ap Lot, suddenly  
                    appearing after three days of absence.  

“Ho there!” he called out in a friendly tone as Aaronn watched 
from his place of concealment, astonished to see his missing brother  

   Knight. “I am Sir Gawaine ap Lot, a Knight of the Inner Circle o’  
       Camelot. Who are ye?” 
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“Ye can just call me the Green Knight!” the man laughed coarsely. “I have come from far away to test 
the swords of the Round Table. I find that ye are the biggest one of the puny lot of Camelot I have seen yet. 
Ye might even give me a challenge, at long last!” 

“Tha’s wha’ I came fer,” Gawaine laughed, although he still felt a bit confused due to the dream he 
had just experienced. “Ye’ve kidnapped one o’ ours, I’ve coom t’ fetch ‘er ‘ome.” 

With alarm, the Black Knight watched from his vantage point as the man walked to his horse and 
pulled a greatsword from the scabbard strapped to the saddle. The whistle it made as he swung through the air 
was sharp; it sang through the afternoon air, a wicked and dangerous sound.  

Gawaine was not deterred, for he had fought those wielding such blades before. He was a skilled man 
who trained daily with his best weapon, the broadsword that characterized Camelot’s Knights. He pulled it in 
answer, taking a few swings to warm him, and put the shield on his other arm, taking the ready stance. The 
Green Knight laughed and advanced on Gawaine in just a few strides, standing taller than the Orkneyman 
before him. Gawaine saw this as a fine challenge, he had never fought anyone as big as himself, except for 
his father, King Lot of Orkney. This man was younger and faster, but Gawaine had spent hours with Lancelot 
by this time, working in the arena and using those skills at war. He was not deterred and let the man make the 
first few moves, studying him until he had finally learned the best course to follow. They stalked each other 
for a bit in a rough circle, watching each other cautiously and looking for any opportunity.  

Finally, the Green Knight had enough of waiting and he launched a flurry of cuts and slices at the 
British Knight, finding his attack being turned aside by a furious defense. Gawaine’s blade tip penetrated the 
Green Knight’s perimeter, just enough to scratch his cheek and produce a thin, red line that dripped tiny  
droplets of crimson. 

“Yer bleedin’, ye should quit now,” Gawaine called out, humor evident in his tone.  

“Ye have only scratched me,” the man snarled in return. “We are not fighting in some tournament, ye 
know. If ye want to take my hostage, ye will have to slay me.” 

“If ‘tis yer desire to die, I can grant tha’ t’ ye,” Gawaine called back easily, his breathing steady and 
his muscles loose and fluid. “Ye could joos’ give ‘er t’ me, an’ leave Britain! I would escort ye t’ Land’s End 
meself, an’ put ye on the boat.” 

“Sure ye would,” the man snarled, not believing Gawaine’s offer could possibly be true. 

“I am a Knight ‘o Camelot, I dinnae lie,” Gawaine answered indignantly. “Now ye have insulted me, 
an’ ye owe me satisfaction! Also, ye have kidnapped someone t’ hol’ fer ransom, an’ ye hae nae right t’ do 
so! Ye will yield, come t’ Camelot an answer fer yer crimes, or ye will die!” 

“Ye cannot kill me, little man!” the foreigner called back, laughing derisively. “Many have tried, 
many have died.” 

“I shall nae be one ‘o those!” Gawaine growled, hefting his shield, but refusing to rise to the baiting. 
“Coom on then, an’ let me show ye th’ way t’ the land o’ th’ dead!” 

The furious Knight in green-enameled armor roared out his anger and brandished his greatsword as he 
ran towards Gawaine, who waited patiently for him. As he approached, Gawaine set himself, threw aside his 
shield, and took hold of his sword with both hands. The gigantic man roared triumphantly, thinking he had 
won again as Gawaine knelt, seemingly in surrender. However, as the man passed Gawaine and ducked under 
his blow, Gawaine swung with all he was worth at the man’s middle section, where the plate armor joined the 
top to the bottom section. The Green Knight howled with pain, staggered a few paces and sank to his knees, 
putting his hand to his waist, finding it bleeding rapidly. 

“Ye’ve killed me!” the man shouted, trying to get to his feet but finding that he was losing strength. 
“D—n ye!” 

“I’ve heard tha’ one before,” Gawaine chuckled wryly, coming to stand before the man. “I did warn 
ye t’ leave before ye engaged me. Now go t’ yer gods, whoever they are. Yer done, laddie,” he said, watching 
the man simply fall over on his side and shudder for what seemed to be a last time. “I’ll trouble ye fer tha’  
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blade though,” Gawaine added, pulling it from the man’s lifeless hand and walking to where his horse 
stood waiting.  

Carefully, the Orkneyman slid the huge blade back into the scabbard, then turned his attention to the 
squirming bundle on the ground. As soon as he untied her hands and slipped off the gag, he understood why 
she had been treated so.  

“Who are ye?” she demanded rudely, and in a very shrill tone. 

“I am Sir Gawaine ap Lot of Orkney, m’lady,” he answered, noting she had a very fine figure, and 
that her face was not plain at all. “Are ye well?” 

“What kind of stupid question is that?” she demanded angrily. “I have been kidnapped and treated 
like a prisoner for days! He wanted me to...marry him, so he could inherit my father’s property. He is nothing 
but an outlander, and I am glad he is dead!” 

“Ye are most welcome, m’lady,” Gawaine said in a somewhat dreamy tone. “Come, I shall take ye 
home now.” 

“Ye will?” 

“O’ course!” Gawaine asserted seriously, coming to face her and noting that she stood just below his 
chin. “Let me help ye up onto th’ horse, so ye might ride.” 

However, when he turned to help her mount, the horse startled and galloped away, headed back  
towards her father’s farm from where he had been stolen. Nonplussed, Gawaine picked the woman up and 
put her over his shoulder as carefully as possible, meaning to carry her home. 

“PUT ME DOWN, YE GREAT RED RUG!!!” she screamed out angrily while her feet kicked him in 
the chest and her fists hammered his back.  

It didn’t hurt whatsoever, and Gawaine was able to feel a fine figure under her clothing. “Ye know ye 
are a good lookin’ woman,” he said merrily as he carried her along. “I’ve been lookin’ fer a wife, an’ ye just 
might be her!” 

“I shall never marry someone like ye!” she screamed out. “Now put me down! I am able to walk on 
my own!” 

“Ah, boot m’lady,” Gawaine conversed as if they were speaking pleasantly. “Th’ grass is long here, 
an’ we moost make good time if we are t’ return t’ yer village before nightfall.” 

Off they went as the Black Knight watched until Gawaine and his 
charge were completely out of sight before emerging from his place of con-
cealment. He wanted to be assured that this Green Knight was really truly 
dead; something was definitely not right about the entire situation here. 
He found as he approached where the man lay, however, that the man 
was moving a bit and a moan issued forth from his mouth. The Black 
Knight simply put his booted foot on the man’s chest, pushing him back 
onto the ground. 

“Ye are not just a man, are ye?” he asked quietly, putting the tip 
of his blade to the man’s thick neck. “Ye are something much more that 
ye appear to be.” 

“Begone!” he heard a strong voice say, but it was not the 
Knight’s voice at all. “Ye have no power over me!” 

The Black Knight blanched a bit; the voice was definitely 
female and it sounded like Morgause’s voice, too. “So, what are 
ye then, a golem?” he asked in return. 

“Something that will finally overcome ye, and remove ye 
from interfering in my plans!” the voice laughed evilly. “Rise, my 
servant, and kill this fool! 

65 



Before the man could rise, however, the Black Knight thrust home with his sharp sword and waited 
for the gurgling of blood to choke him to death. However, where there had been a man before, now there was 
only a great bundle of straw dressed in green cloth. Morgause’s merry and evil laughter sounded again, and 
then he was alone. After burning the straw bundle, he was off in pursuit of Gawaine. 

 

“Put me DOWN! I can walk for myself!” the woman screamed at Gawaine, who appeared to think 
that her screaming was a pleasant thing. 

“Ah now lassie, the grass is long, an’ yer skirts’ll git dirty,” Gawaine answered in a conversational 
tone. “Ye’d best let me carry ye ‘ome, besides, I must talk t’ yer father.” 

“What about? Ye do not even know my father!” 

“Well, if he’s t’ be me father-in-law, I’d best git to know him,” Gawaine chuckled. 

“I am NOT marrying ye!” she screamed shrilly, a harsh and strident sound in the Black Knight’s ears. 
“Now…PUT ME DOWN!!!!” 

“Nay, ‘twill go faster thi’ way,” Gawaine chuckled. “I kin walk faster if ye’d like!” 

“Oooooo!!!!!” she screamed in frustration.  

The Black Knight followed him all the way back to the farm where the girl’s father waited for his 
daughter’s return. Indeed, Ceridwen’s man assured that Gawaine was safely inside the building before  
ceasing his work, and waited for him to emerge again after shedding his working clothing and stashing them 
in his knapsack. His transformation back to his usual appearance only involved the mask and gloves he used 
to conceal his appearance, for Sir Aaronn was just as heavily armed as the Black Knight as a habit.  

When Gawaine emerged from the house, he wore a huge smile and offered his hand to his sword-
brother. “I’m t’ be a married man a’ las’!” he announced with a grin. 

“Congratulations, brother,” Aaronn answered, taking his hand. “And just who is the most fortunate 
woman?” 

“Her name is Rhiannon, but I shall simply call her Rhian,” Gawaine sighed happily. “Her father is a 
good man, he has agreed t’ allow me t’ court his lovely daughter. I wanna be married in the fall, I loove tha’ 
time o’ year.” 

“She doesn’t appear to want to be courted,” Aaronn pointed out with a gentle smile. 

“Ah, she joos’ doesn’t know me well yet,” Gawaine grinned wide. “She’ll coom aroun’.” 

“Come brother, we should return to our patrol,” Aaronn urged gently. 

“Wha’?” Gawaine answered. “Patrol? O aye, we must finish tha’ before I return ‘ere t’ ave’ th’ banns 
read,” he answered in a somewhat confused tone. 

“Come on, Gawaine,” Aaronn laughed, leading the way.  

It did not take long for them to walk the miles that separated the two farms, and they found a grand 
party in progress when they rejoined their group. The fencing was done, and Olran had returned with several 
deer, which were even now being prepared for jerking and drying. The largest and fattest one now roasted 
over a spit, and as Aaronn arrived, a wagon pulled into the camp. It was Rhiannon’s father, who had brought 
some of his best ale to thank the Knights of Camelot for saving his daughter. The knights were more than 
willing to help unload the wagon, and when they did, they found that the man had also brought baskets of 
food from his own storage rooms to help his neighbors. All of the Knights ceased their labors when they saw 
Gawaine’s return, clustering around him and pressing him for the tale of his adventure. Olran listened, a 
shocked look on his face when Gawaine announced that he and the red-head were going to be engaged. As 
the others offered their congratulations, the thin archer joined Aaronn at the ale cask. 

“He is going to marry that harpy?” Olran asked, a note of incredulousness in his tone. 

“He thinks she is the most beautiful thing in the world,” Aaronn pointed out. 
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“Our brother certainly has that calf-eyed and mooning look about him,” Olran remarked dryly,  
bringing a smile to his friend’s face. “I would wager heavily his engagement will not consummate in a  
marriage.” 

“How much?” Aaronn asked. 

“A whole golden sovereign,” Olran offered at once.  

“Done,” Aaronn accepted quietly, and the two exchanged a grip of forearms to seal their bargain.  

The patrol ate and feasted that night, their party taking on the air of a special occasion. It was Aaronn 
and Olran who woke the senior knight in the morning early enough to depart and still make good time to their 
next destination. 

“Here ye go brother,” Olran said, handing the groggy Gawaine a strong cup of blackberry tea. “I’ve 
made a nice pot of stew to get us all going this morning, with fresh biscuits.” 

“Joost ‘ow long ha’ ye two been up?” Gawaine asked, taking the tea and sipping, noting the sweetness 
was just right. 

“Long enough to see the sun rise this morning,” Olran chuckled. “We even woke the sentries, and 
they are enjoying their tea now.” 

“Ye’ll keep all tha’ joost between oos, aye?” Gawaine asked with a bit of embarrassment. “Lancelot 
woul’ ne’er let me live it doon.” 

“I shall say nothing,” Olran told him at once. 

“Nor shall I,” Aaronn put in. “Unless the King should command it of me.” 

“Tha’s fair enough,” Gawaine nodded. “Ye’ll not share it wi’ t’ th’ other Outer Circle Knights, aye?” 

“Aye, this part of the tale will not be shared,” Aaronn assured him. 

“Yer a good brother, Aaronn,” Gawaine observed. “I’ll take soon o’ tha’ stew now. It smells divine.” 

Before they left, Gawaine dispatched a rider back to Camelot to inform the King of the incident and 
its resolution. By the time they returned from their ride around the Kingdom, the tale was all over the Castle, 
and everyone wanted to hear Gawaine’s version. He was feted and celebrated, especially when it was learned 
he was to be engaged. Cai prepared a whole beef to honor the occasion and the Knights feasted and drank 
with their brother.  

During the night, Arthur came to Aaronn, asking for a private talk in his chambers. “Tell me the entire 
tale,” he commanded, motioning to Aaronn to take the seat opposite him. “I have heard Gawaine tell it, but I 
feel ‘tis something missing.” 

“The Black Knight encountered one of the Witch Queen’s servants, a golem,” Ceridwen’s man told 
him, the change occurring right there in front of Arthur. “She has grown more powerful than ever, if she can 
send out straw men to do her bidding. She must be stopped, or she will try again to hurt ye, or someone that 
ye love. What will ye do about it?” 

“How dare ye speak of my family in such a way!” Arthur exploded suddenly when confronted with 
the truth of things. “Ye have no proof that my Aunt had anything to do with that…thing! Yer hatred of her 
truly knows no bounds!” 

“Are ye accusing me of lying for my own cause?” the Black Knight rumbled, his own temper rising in 
answer. “If ye think that of me, then perhaps ‘tis time for me to stop what I do in yer name to secure the 
realm! I bid ye good day, My Lord Pendragon!” he said.  

A knock came on the door just then, distracting Arthur for a moment, but when he turned back to con-
tinue his conversation, he found that Ceridwen’s man had simply disappeared. Only after he was gone did 
Arthur’s temper fade, and he realized what had been said. A feeling of depression and failure washed over 
him, and he remained within his chambers while everyone else was celebrating. 

Aaronn returned to his room as well, finding Olran there with wine and an empathetic ear. It took a 
long time for Aaronn to be able to speak at all, due to his anger and outrage. 
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When the thin archer heard Arthur’s words, his face took on a hard and angry look. “He is such a fool 
sometimes! Why must we serve him?” 

“He is Ceridwen’s choice for the throne, and we serve Her,” Aaronn sighed. “What else could we do, 
leave Britain?” 

“Leave?” Olran asked in return, a shocked tone in his voice. “Britain is my home, I have no desire to 
live anywhere else.” 

“I feel the same, my brother.” 

Finis 
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Sherwood at the Dinner Table 

By Elizabeth Amy Hajek 

Parts of this article were originally published on Hajek’s blog, 
www.elenatintil.blogspot.com as “Real Nerd Life:  

Encouraging Personal Growth through Role-Playing Games” 
 and “An Author Learning from RPGs”) 

 
 6:45 on a Tuesday night. Time to gather up my real  

dice and my imaginary basket of herbs, and go off to deliver  

babies, redeem my unjustly outlawed husband, and outwit a Sheriff in the ‘Nottingham’ of my  

gaming room. I’m accompanied by a colorful band of characters: a young noblewoman trying to  

escape the confines of arranged marriage while keeping access to her books, a social recluse  

forester who totally doesn’t poach the king’s deer or trade on the black market or make bows for 

each of his three daughters, a hotheaded rebel who has established herself as the best blacksmith 

(woman) in town, a disenfranchised nobleman struggling to regain his family’s honor and influence 

while diving into political matters headfirst, and most recently, a foreign treasure hunter come to 

seek a lost myth in our woods… 

 Okay, it’s not actually “Nottingham”, it’s an alternative England with a bit of magic thrown in. 

And of course, the adventures exist only in the part-improv, part tabletop game called “Role Playing” 

that my husband runs for my friends and myself. In a way, it’s a book come to life, with my friends 

playing the characters and describing the scenery, mannerisms, and delightfully hilarious dialogue 

of the setting and characters. Part live theater, part anxiously watching the roll of a die, it has be-

come one of my favorite ways to spend an evening. 

 “Does her husband know she’s a drug dealer?” my friend scribbles in the margin of his note-

book after my character tries to use bribery rather than brute force to get info out of a henchman.  

 “Let’s name him Oliver Green!” my sister and I declare of our game’s pseudo-Robin Hood. (A 

“Green Arrow” reference, of course.) 

 “That’s my wolf,” I explain to a new player. “My kids and I have an empathetic bond with him. 

Basically he’s my fantasy medieval baby monitor.” 

 And of course, lots of discussion about historical facts and which of them even matter in an 
alternative England with a smattering of magic. “Chimneys weren’t invented in the Middle Ages,” I 
declare empathetically in regards to one of the sketches a player produces. Out come half a dozen 
phones, everyone scrambling to prove me wrong.  

 It’s our playground, you see. Last year it was Star Wars, this year I got the group to agree to 

a setting that is more or less fulfilling all my childhood dreams. It may not be strictly “Sherwood For-

est”, but our made-up world is strongly structured around the tropes and characters of the Robin 

Hood saga. Lincoln Green, robbing the rich to save the poor, fantastic archery, and daring escapes, 

all with a liberal seasoning of wit – it’s everything I’ve always loved about Robin Hood, but without 

the stress of exact historical accuracy. (Only the stress of yours truly occasionally annoying the rest 

of the group about historical accuracy.) 

 But the really wonderful thing is that this weekly gathering, this “role playing game” isn’t  
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confined to just my house, or just Sherwood Forest. Any group of friends can do it, in any setting 

they like. So if you’re looking for a cheap way to have some good-humored fun with your creatively-

minded friends, read on. I’m going to give you the key.  

 

What is an RPG? 

 Role-playing is of course where people take on characters in imaginary scenarios. Although it 

has a variety of cultural connotations, it also is a respectable therapy tool – psychologists often use 

it for helping people with a variety of disorders to build awareness of themselves, others, and create 

a mental toolbox for social situations. 

 

 A role-playing game, however, is built around a specific set of rules. Indeed, some systems 

have huge libraries of reference books for every detail (although they are not necessary). In  

addition, although the story is flexible and characters make their own dialogue, the result of their  

actions is governed by dice rolls and character statistics. 

 

A Safe Place to Build Understanding 

 This structure means that although players can say something like "I want to scale that big 

wall!" they don't have automatic success. A system of numbers and dice, modified by the stats given 

each type of character (a thief has different abilities than a bard, as in real life), determines the  

outcome, just like factors of gravity and strength rule real world wall-climbing attempts. And if debate 

arises, there is one person (the game master, or GM, who sets, runs, and narrates the scenario) to 

act as arbitrator and judge. 

 Now all of this is not very different from a typical board game like Risk or Settlers of Catan. 
That's where the roleplaying comes in. Roleplaying in this setting is very much like improv acting, 
but with a small audience of trusted friends to support and encourage. Just as acting often gives 
young people confidence in themselves, so can roleplaying, if conducted in a well-constructed group 
(more on that later). 

My Story 

 I've always lived a highly imaginative life. Any time I could create a story, whether on paper or 
in person, I did! Stories, skits, movies, acting games . . . these are the threads of my life. Before I 
even knew what RPGs were, my friends and I were effectively doing our own freeform RPGs, in the 
form of collaborative fanfiction. 
 
 Like many Christians, my first understanding of RPGs came from negative discussion 
of Dungeons and Dragons. Imagine my surprise when I started hanging out with a group of  
Christians that played this! And from what they discussed, it sounded super fun! Basically a  
combination of RISK and improv acting, both of which I loved and couldn't get enough of! Although 
(as I discuss further in my original blog article) I understand how D&D can become problematic for 
some Christians, in this setting it was a good fit for me, and the weekly interaction with a group of 
people of diverse faiths actually helped solidify and grow my own beliefs. 

 When I first met my husband, I knew he played RPGs, but never dreamed that he was  
actually a fantastic GameMaster. He is normally rather quiet and extremely introverted, so when we 
played our first session for his birthday party, and I saw his animated GM side come to life, I was 
stunned . . . and knew I really had met my dream man. Apparently my friends were too, because 
five years later they are all still playing regular RPGs with us.  
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 The past few years have been excruciatingly difficult 
from a health standpoint for me, but my RPG group has 
been amazing. We have a no-pressure rule, so that any 
week I am feeling ill, I can cancel the group for that week, at 
any time, with no guilt. They never make me feel bad, but 
just reaffirm their understanding and prayers, and state that 
they are just excited whenever it can happen.  
 

Role Playing and Author Life 
 
 I’ve also found many aspects of regular role-playing 
to be tremendously useful in developing my skills as an  
author. One of the greatest challenges for writers is  
developing unique characters that speak with their own 
voice. Observation of the world is tremendously important 
for this, and recently I've realized just how much I'm  
benefiting from my weekly role-playing game.  
 
 I strongly believe that reading other great authors is 
the best form of 'studying' a writer can do. However, the one  
weakness of this in regards to character development is that 
(most of the time) every character in a book is written by the 
same person. No matter how hard an author works at their 
craft, ultimately each character's motivations are being  
developed by the same mind.  
 
 In an RPG group, however, while you have a narrative story run by the game master, each  
character is developed and played by a different player. This adds an element of unpredictability 
and surprise that few other mediums offer. (Stage and screen have some of this, with actors  
contributing their thoughts, but ultimately the story is strongly run by the screenwriter and director).  
 
 The other benefit of the RPG group is that you can discuss character motivation and actions. 
This means that not only do I get to observe how different people play different characters reacting, 
but we also discuss why they did so. I’ve found this a tremendously helpful window into human  
nature.  
 
 For example, one time my character majorly ticked off another character in the game. Out of 
game, we all agreed on the action ahead of time because it would be so disruptive, and everyone 
thought it was an awesome narrative choice. In game, however, it was INTENSE. And then we had 
to wait a week for the real big drawn out fight to happen! I had several days to think through how my  
character would react. I knew, if I were writing the scene, how it would go. What I didn't know was 
how the other player was going to have their character react! It ended up being almost nothing like I 
anticipated, but tremendously true to the character as developed. As a result, I found myself  
re-analyzing (again) how different people of different personality types react to the same situation, 
and am thankful that the RPG group gives me the constant reminder of this!  
 

What system to use? 
If this article has intrigued you, and you’d like to see about setting up a session with your own 
friends, I encourage you to do some further digging! There are a wide variety of different gaming 
systems out there, many of them free! For our Robin Hood based game, we are using a free system 
called “Fate Core” which is available for free download online. It has a very simple system of stats, 
just four dice with only three symbols total (no numbers), and is story-driven rather than combat  
driven. The downside of this system is that there is very little supplemental material, so you have to 
do a lot of your own worldbuilding as you go. On the other end of the spectrum is the Star Wars 

My husband and I met through our 

faith, and bonded over our mutual 

geekiness  
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system put out by Fantasy Flight Games, which has extensive worldbuilding materials. Although the 

books and supplementals for this system can get expensive, the company sells a variety of starter 

scenario packs with well-done guides that are excellent entries into learning to run a game. 

(Disclaimer: My husband works for Fantasy Flight Games, but not the RPG department, so I  

recommend this system purely out of my own enjoyment of it). 

 And since you’re reading this magazine, you may be most interested to hear that there are 
Lord of the Rings mods for Dungeons and Dragons, so you can indeed take off on an adventure 
through Middle Earth. 
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Magic Brotherhood & Destiny 
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 Steel rang on steel, shattering the quiet serenity of the forest and startling birds from their 
nests. A ring of outlaws, clad in Lincoln green, circled two people in the woodland glade – one a tall, 
dark, bearded, scowling man wearing the coat of sheriff; the other a light-haired, laughing young man 
in green with a sparkle of defiant mischief twinkling in his blue eyes. Sparks flew as their blades 
clashed together in a duel to the death. 

 The sheriff gave vent to an animalistic snarl as the audacious young outlaw flicked a slice of 
cloth from the edge of his cloak.  “You are finished, Robin Fitzooth!” He hissed furiously. “You will 
die before the sun sets!” 

 His opponent merely laughed, a merry, carefree sound. “Strewth! my good Sheriff, but you're 
behind the times,” he replied gaily. “Robin Fitzooth was finished and dead a great while ago.  'Tis 
Robin o' the Hood you face now, and 'tis Robin o' the Hood that will bring you to grief.” 

 A quick, taunting slash to the cheek reinforced his statement, and the Sheriff's gloved hand 
rose, assessing the damage even as he parried another strike from his enemy. “The rooster crows  
loudly indeed,” he remarked sadistically, “but what happens when his feathers get plucked?” 

 He feinted towards Robin's stomach, then struck out, laying a savage cut on the youth's arm 
from shoulder to elbow. All around him, the outlaw band gave a concerted cry of rage, but their  
leader held up his blood-drenched hand, his eyes never leaving the sheriff's. 

 “Nay, lads, hold. 'Twas a fair blow – but methinks I have toyed with the prince's lackey long 
enough. What say ye we finish this, my fine haughty fellow?” As he spoke, the young rogue pressed 
forward, attacking in earnest, and his opponent backed up, momentarily unprepared. 

 However, years of training and experience – as well as a certain natural, inborn skill – served 
him well, and he quickly reoriented himself, returning blow for blow and driving the outlaw back in 
turn. For several minutes the two men were locked together in grim combat, neither gaining an  
advantage over the other. 

 Then the sheriff, with a thrill of horror, realized that his movements were becoming sluggish 
and clumsy as his muscles began to tire. His sword was getting heavy in his hand, and he was having 
difficulty focusing on Robin's quick, clean movements. 

 Clearly, it was time for a change of tactics. 

 The wicked man allowed the young outlaw to back him up again, almost into the surrounding 
wall of Merrie Men. A quick twist and flick of Robin's blade sent the sheriff's sword spinning from his 
hand, and he stood before his proud foe, unarmed and apparently beaten.  All laughter left Robin's 
voice as he placed the cold tip of his sword beneath his enemy's chin. “And now, sirrah, here is  
retribution long overdue – not only for me and mine, but all those under your iron rule that you have 
oppressed without mercy!” 

 A breathless silence fell over the gathering as they all waited for their beloved leader to deal 
the death blow. For a moment, fear shone out of the sheriff's dark eyes – then, in one swift  
movement, he snatched the sword that dangled at the side of the man behind him, batted aside  
Robin's weapon, and struck. 
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The cruel steel blade sank into the young man's chest, piercing his heart, and he froze. For a moment 
he stood there, transfixed by the sword that protruded from his chest; then the sheriff withdrew it, 
and the legendary outlaw, the hero of Nottingham's peasantry, collapsed dead to the forest floor. 

 Not wasting any time, the sheriff took advantage of the pall of shock that had taken hold of 
the rest of the band and ran to where his horse was tied to a slender tree. Cleaving the line with one 
desperate stroke of his blade – still smeared bright red – he pulled himself into the saddle and kicked 
the horse straight into a gallop, his heart pummeling in his chest. 

 His victory was short-lived; an arrow from Little John's massive longbow struck him in the back, 
slaying him on the spot. He toppled from the stallion, further impaling himself on the wooden shaft, 
but nobody paid him any mind. They all gathered around their fallen leader where he lay, bathed in a 
pool of golden sunlight and crimson blood. 

 Robin Hood, England's greatest hero and Prince John's most elusive foe, had passed into the 
silent arms of Death. 
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About This Magazine 

Fellowship and Fairydust Magazine is a publication of Fellowship & 

Fairydust Publications. F&F is an online literary blog and magazine 

that aims to inspire faith and creativity and explore the arts through a 

spiritual lens. F&F came into being when the blog and online  

magazine The Fellowship of the King merged with the online  

magazine Ink and Fairydust in January 2017. To learn more, visit  

fellowshipandfairydust.com. 

Copyrights

All articles and artwork belong to their respective creators and may 

not be copied without permission. Any copyright infringements are 

purely accidental. The works mentioned within this magazine are 

owned and  copyrighted by their respective publishers and studios 

and are used here for entertainment purposes. 

There’s More Where This Came From! 

Did you like what you saw here? There’s more where that came 

from! Plus, these are only a fraction of the many fandoms we cover! 

To learn more, visit fellowshipandfairydust.com and follow us on 

Facebook at Fellowship & Fairydust Publications and on Twitter 

@FandFMagazine. 
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Join us for our next issue... 

A Celtic Celebration 
Whether you can trace your ancestry back to the Celts,  

or you love Celtic music or mythology or anything about  

Celtic culture - past or present - then our next issue is for you! 

 

We’re looking for  

facts & fanfiction,  

original fiction & poetry,  

movie & book reviews,  

artwork & more! 

 

Please fill out our sign-up form at  

https://goo.gl/forms/iRxeTkUDebiGDmwG2 

. 

ALL  SUBMISSIONS  ARE DUE  BY 

 SEPTEMBER 4TH  2018 

Please email final submissions to CampionsBrag@aol.com 
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