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Message from the Tomb 

Oh why have you forgotten Me 

When all is broken in the Wasteland? 

Have I not with yearning awaited your heroic Return? 

Remember when you swam the great River of Death 

While Beasts of the Waters sought your life? 

Remember when you entered the Cathedral of Terrors 

And descended the steps into that dread Womb? 

Remember when your hand was forcibly held... 

Cruelly burning in the flame, 

And your attempts to fool the dark Priest 

With pretended pain? 

Remember when you called out loud: 

"Behold the Light!" 

And how the White Stone was struck 

With a sudden, blinding Illumination; 

Lighting up that dark Cathedral Cave 

With Glorious, effulgent Light? 

Remember when you fearlessly fought 

The dark ones in the Labyrinth, 

And at your mere touch 

Their garments burned with sudden flames? 

Oh... when will you Return? 

 

There you stand upon the far River bank, 

Yet, will you dare repeat the Awesome Task? 

Come then my Hero,  

Heal this dreadful curse 

Which binds with cruel cords thy King; 

To Heal the Wasteland 

And bring the Light of Spring! 

From Keys for Escaping Prisoners by Matthew Sutherland.  
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Editor’s Introduction 

This story takes the form of a closet drama. In other words, one 

intended to be read rather than performed. However, it may be truer 

to say that it is intended to be performed; though not in a theatre, 

but rather, in the imagination of the reader. In this sense it follows 

in a long line of such plays, a tradition stretching back even to 

Classical theatre.  

It is perhaps above all else psychological. Its subject matter is 

formed of the thoughts and emotions of a single individual, 

gathered together in a sustained act of introspection and self-

reflection. It is a crystallisation of the often nebulous and 

ambiguous art of knowing oneself. As such it is perhaps 

reminiscent of the pantomime, which was originally a dance 

performance in which all the parts were performed by one dancer. 

Because it is the outward projection of an essentially inner drama, it 

is inevitable that it contains elements particular to the individual 

that produced it. It is profoundly their experience and nobody 

else’s. However, we will all recognise parts of our own drama in it. 

Human nature is not so diverse as to make another’s path 

completely unrecognisable from the standpoint of our own.  

The universal struggle of goodness with its contrary; the corruption 

of innocence and the joy of its return; the sense that the here and 

now is but the tip of an iceberg; the consequences - both good and 

bad - of our thoughts, words and deeds; these are but a few of the 

themes that characterise each and all of our journeys through life. If 

we are willing to read it well, each of us will see in in it something 

of ourselves.  

The style in which the drama is written requires of the reader a 

certain „willing suspension of belief ‟, a phrase coined by Coleridge 

who believed it a necessary part of what he called „poetic faith‟. It  
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may be that he based this on his interpretation of Aristotle.  

Certain scenes owe something to the fantasy genre in that they 

involve magic and adventure in settings other than the real world. 

These otherworldly elements are most apparent in what is referred 

to as the dreamtime scenes, scenes which also bring to mind the 

masques popular in the 16th and 17th centuries.  

Each reader must decide for themselves what these are intended to 

represent, but it may be worth noting here that the term dreamtime 

is often used by anthropologists to describe beliefs ascribed by 

them to the aboriginal Australians. It is, they explain, a „time out of 

time‟ an „everywhen‟. 

The style is also melodramatic in the sense that it is sometimes 

extravagantly theatrical and, when push comes to shove, gives 

priority to plot and physical action rather than to the development 

of its characters in any realistic way. Though it has not always been 

the case, these days the term is usually a pejorative one.  

It is true that some of the play’s participants can be described fairly 

as stock characters, instantly recognised as types, rather than as 

real, complex, human beings. However, the reader should not lose 

sight of the intention: we are dealing here with allegory. The 

drama’s underlying emotional force is not derived from the realism 

with which its characters are depicted. Rather, it comes from the 

inner recognition of what they represent.  

Finally, these brief introductory remarks began with a reference to 

closet dramas. It may therefore be fitting to end them with a 

reminder that originally the closet was a place for private devotion 

and meditation. As it is said in Matthew: 

“But thou, when thou prayest, enter into thy closet, and when thou 

hast shut thy door, pray to thy Father which is in secret; and thy 

Father which seeth in secret shall reward thee openly.”  
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Dramatis Personae with Dress Colours 

 

KINGFISHER: The Master or Fisher King. He is mysterious and 

powerful. He has the appearance of a wise ancient. He carries a 

large staff. His dress is a pure White Robe, open at the front, 

through which the inner colours may at times be seen. These 

mainly consist of bright blue, turquoise and salmon red, with hints 

of bright red, gold and green. His long hair and beard are pure 

white.  

WHITE EAGLE: A dreamtime character. The ‘image’ of 

Kingfisher. His dress, hair and beard are all pure white. 

WHITE FALCON: A dreamtime character. An apparition of 

Falcon's father. His dress and hair are pure white and he is 

surrounded with a misty white aura. 

NIGHTINGALE: The youthful Messenger. A constant source of 

song, wise thoughts, beauty and happiness. His dress is a light 

copper-brown, copper-red and gold, with hints of red and yellow. 

His hair is copper brown. 

GOLDEN YOUTH: A dreamtime character. The 'image' of 

Falcon's Higher Self. His dress is a sparkling gold and rich yellow. 

His hair is golden blonde. His whole appearance is shining and 

beautiful beyond description. 

RED EAGLE: The Lord Chief Justice. He has a noble bearing, 

inspiring immediate respect. His dress is brilliant red with white 

edging, and he wears a long white wig of the legal profession. 

FALCON: the hero of the whole Quest. He is transformed during 

different phases of the Work. His dress is mainly slate grey with 

black and white markings here and there, and with thin lines of 
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bright yellow in places. After his transformation in the Castle, and  

for the rest of the play, his colour is a bright, happy, golden yellow, 

toned down in places with splashes of brown and copper. His hair is 

at first dark brown, almost black, but after his transformation, a 

reddish blonde. In the dreamtime he is hawk-masked and dressed in 

black. 

CAPTAIN ROBIN: a military officer and gentleman whose 

trustworthy character combines courage and humility. He is the 

future husband of Lady Wren. His dress is brown, orange-russet 

and bright red. His hair is reddish-brown. 

MERLIN: a man of virtue and moral courage. He is the friend of all 

who still have any spark of decency left in them. His dress is slate-

blue with reddish brown stripes here and there. His hair is almost 

black. 

BONXIE: Falcon’s close friend. He is large-framed and athletic, 

with a good, strong intellect. His dress is mostly a dark ruddy with 

a buff front, and with splashes of bright red which give the feeling 

of health and strength. His hair is reddish brown. 

GADWELL: a large, stout fellow, full of the joy of life. He is a 

defender of the weak. His dress is black and white, with bits of 

grey, grey-green and brown. He is partly bald, his hair and beard 

are greying brown. 

HOBBY: a good man, dutiful, a fine friend and loyal partner. His 

dress is slate grey with black and white markings like Falcon’s, but 

with rusty red included. His hair is dark brown. 

PINTAIL: a seeker of truth and beauty. He is a logical thinker, but 

at times is prone to doubt and scepticism. His dress is grey, brown 

and white. His hair is a very dark brown. 
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CROSSBILL: a soldier. He is courage pure and simple, tried and 

tested, a good soldier and a man of the world, full of honesty and 

simple directness. His dress is brown and rosy-red. His hair is 

brown. 

PIPIT: a boy of around 12 years of age. He represents the 

innocence of youth corrupted by evil and made pure again by 

simple love. His dress is olive brown and rusty pink, with small 

amounts of yellow. His hair is fair and matted. He wears an old 

rusty-brown hat. 

PEEWIT: a soldier. Though courageous in the heat of battle, he is 

the mocker of anything unusual or ‘different’. His dress is black 

and white with purple greens. His hair is quite black. 

LORD TAUNABY ASHINOWL OF TEALDALE: once 

respectable, he is in truth a representative of corrupted power, 

ambition, cruelty and lust. He is a pawn in the hands of the lower 

powers and unconscious of any real understanding, love or pity. He 

is tall and quite thin. His dress is mainly pitch-black, with some 

rusty orange brown. His hair is silver grey.  

BLACK EAGLE: a dreamtime character. He is the lower reflection 

of Lord Ashinowl, and represents the ever feared and mysterious 

Priest-King. He is the cause of tears and lamentations, but also of 

eventual purity. His dress is pitch-black. He is tall with a long, 

grey, cruel face and wears an unusual square black hat. 

RAVEN: a rebellious and spiteful character whose slim, wiry 

appearance belies his surprising physical strength. He is depraved 

and selfish. He lusts after gold, base pleasures and material power. 

His dress mainly consists of a very long pitch-black coat, with an 

under-vest of a very dark green shade. His hair is pitch-black. He 

wears a wide-brimmed black hat.  
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BLACK FALCON: a dreamtime character representing the lower 

‘image’ of Raven. He is a malicious, selfish, cruel and greedy man. 

He is sometimes prone to hilarity and buffoonery. He is another 

pawn in the hands of lower powers. His dress and hair are both jet 

black. 

JACKDAW:  similar to Raven, but weaker. He is a drunkard. His 

dress is black, with lots of greys and off-whites. His hair is almost 

black.  

LAME-CROW: a dreamtime character. He is a weird reflection of 

Jackdaw, and is Black Falcon’s fool. His dress is jet black and his 

hair is the same. He moves awkwardly with a bizarre, limping gait. 

RAZORBILL: Lord Ashinowl’s manservant. He is the slave and 

snake-like servant of evil power as it manifests on earth, feeding on 

the crumbs of its temporary success. His dress is black and white. 

His hair is black with grey flecks through it. 

LADY DOVE:  an aristocratic woman of great classical beauty. 

She symbolises the mystic Water Lady. After her Test she becomes 

the Bride of Purity. Her dress is a brilliant white with golden 

threads. Within its folds are contained countless delicate pastel tints 

of rose, pink, blue and green. Her hair is a beautiful light golden 

blonde, flowing in complicated ringlets and waves, and she wears a 

beautiful sparkling diamond tiara. 

TEMPTRESS IN THE FIRE: a dreamtime character. She is an 

apparition of Lady Dove.  

QUEEN OF PLEASURE: a dreamtime character. She is a lower 

‘image’ of Lady Dove. Her dress is a tight fitting black gown. She 

wears a jewelled eye mask. 

LADY WREN: loyal servant to Lady Dove. She is quick, 

intelligent and fiery, a precious friend and formidable enemy. Her 
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dress is reddish brown with touches of bright red and green. Her 

hair is a light coppery auburn. 

BLUEBIRD: a very beautiful young woman and the future bride of 

Nightingale. Her dress is an intense electric blue with scarlet red 

beneath. Her hair is golden blonde, decorated with jewelled 

butterflies of various colours. 

GOOSANDER: a good natured woman. She is full of life and joy. 

She loves all things sweet. Her dress is a mixture of white, grey and 

coppery chestnut, with small amounts of cream and green. Her hair 

is fair. 

EIDER: a middle-aged woman of goodwill. Her appearance is 

rather rounded. She is the typical mother, nurse and friend to the 

afflicted. Her dress is olive brown and black with bits of white. Her 

hair is white. 

MISS DABCHICK: a young woman. She represents a misdirected 

search for love and security. One day she will penetrate heaven like 

a spear of rose and gold. Her dress is mainly red and rich light 

chestnut with white and pink edges. Her hair is brunette. 

CAT GODDESS: a dream-time character. She represents the 

dreaded Goddess of the lower powers. She can take on a glamorous 

or horrible appearance at will, although her face is usually grey and 

she is normally dressed in pitch-black. Her hair is blue-black. 
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Other Characters 

The appearance and dress colours of these characters are left to the 

imagination of the wardrobe: 

Raven’s gang of mercenaries 

Red Eagle’s guards  

Two guards at Captain Robin’s camp 

Mr Jay, a merchant 

Two guards at Ashinowl’s castle 

Executioner 

Three horsemen at the pass 

Fighting men of Rosecross 

Ashinowl’s soldiers 

A priest of Rosecross. 

The good people of Rosecross 

Travellers in the Redpoll Inn 

Elemental beings outside the castle 

Forge dwarfs 

Male and female slaves in the hall of pleasure 

Monks and nuns in the castle 

Eider’s dog 
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 Act. 1.  The Quest Begins  



Act 1  Scene 1:                                                                      

Dunnock Bay 

 

(Our drama begins with a storm at sea. A gale force wind is 

blowing with lashing rain and almost constant thunder and 

lightning. Falcon hangs on for his life to a floating container as he 

is dashed about by enormous waves which break violently upon the 

rocky shore on the western edge of Dunnock Bay. Just as he is 

about to go under, perhaps for the last time, a surge in the current 

takes him beyond the rocks towards a small sandy cove. Seizing the 

moment, he desperately swims towards the shore, scrambles clear 

of the crashing surf, and collapses to the sand utterly exhausted). 

 

End of Scene. 

 

 

 

Act 1  Scene 2:                                                                                    

Lady Dove's Country Home in the Godwit Forest 

 

(The dawn begins with a blaze of rose and golden flames tinting all 

the trees and meadows of Godwit Forest with fiery hues and subtle 

light effects. The secretive deer peeps shyly from the cover of the 

leafy glades, patiently watching the clearings with their beautiful 

large eyes, reflecting the dawn like deep mysterious pools. The 

branches of the trees rustle with the electric movements of the busy 

squirrels, who are constantly being chastised by the many birds 

that share with them the trees. 
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Nearby, a sparkling river flows swiftly over mossy rocks or lazily 

ripples over shingle sands, glittering like jewels in the early 

sunlight. Occasionally a resplendent salmon, bedecked with gem-

drops, bursts suddenly from the waters with amazing agility, vigour 

and power to take one of the flies that skim over the billowing 

surface. A flash of blue dazzles in the air as the swiftly zooming 

Kingfisher dashes by on rapid wings like lightning. The whole 

atmosphere on this glorious morning scintillates with an added 

vitality never to be forgotten, and all the elements, plants and living 

creatures are filled to overflowing with a life-force and activity 

rarely seen or felt – exhilarating, full of joyful rebirth and new 

beginnings.  

On such a day as this our drama begins to unfold... here, near this 

very river on the edge of the Godwit forest, where stands the 

country home of Lady Dove, surrounded on all sides by well-kept 

lawns and beautiful gardens. All the beds and borders are 

brimming with multitudes of lovely flowers, bewitching to the 

senses, against a backdrop of gorgeous trees of every description. 

The old walls, which surround the house, are covered from head to 

foot with avalanches of roses, honeysuckle and all kinds of sweetly 

scented climbing plants. 

At the rear of the house, at the bottom of an emerald green lawn, 

there is a large lily pond naturalistically edged with lovely 

coloured rocks. It is filled with white water lilies displaying 

magnificent golden centres, glowing like royal souls who have at 

last conquered the lower waters of mystery and illusion, and now 

float in utter peace upon its mystic surface. Around the margins of 

the pond can be seen marsh marigolds, water forget-me-nots, and 

masses of reeds and grasses of many unusual varieties, all adding 

to the tranquillity and enchanting beauty of this part of the garden. 
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The house itself is covered in a dense blanket of ivy - the plant of 

wisdom, inner vision and immortality - and is fronted by a 

magnificent oak, some six hundred years old. It towers like 

Jupiter himself, with its massive girth and wide-reaching branches, 

and its royal vibrations spreading out to encircle the whole garden 

with a subtle but powerful protection.  

Today Lady Dove has risen early, and she is now sitting at the edge 

of the lawn, gazing into the pond. Last night, just as it was during 

the two preceding nights, her sleep was informed with visionary 

dreams. After much reflection she has finally decided on a course 

of action, and so has with some urgency sent Lady Wren to find 

Nightingale. 

The scene opens in a strange room at the top of the house, which is 

lit by unusual coloured lanterns and packed full of all kinds of 

strange objects: a collection of beautiful wings, sprays of feathers, 

string and wind instruments and tapestries hanging on the walls, 

decorative globes of the earth and other planets. Lying here and 

there are books, large and small, some left open. There are quills 

and ink stands and hanging from the ceiling are strange, sparkling, 

star-like objects like Christmas decorations.  

At the centre of this Aladdin's Cave there is a large bed covered in 

furs and banked with pillows and cushions, where Nightingale is 

half lying on his side, lost to the world and looking with deep 

delight through a large spy glass at precious stones upon a tray. At 

this moment, he is suddenly brought back to the here and now by 

the sound of Lady Wren hurrying to his door and knocking upon it 

urgently).  

 

LADY WREN: (Excitedly) Nightingale! Nightingale, can I come  

 

3 

 



in? Nightingale! I have the most wonderful news! 

NIGHTINGALE: (Picking up a lute and singing). 

Whoever knocks on my inner door, 

Will lose the world forever more… 

LADY WREN: (More sternly) Nightingale! 

NIGHTINGALE: (Singing) 

Whoever knocks on my outer door, 

Will find a fool upon the shore... 

LADY WREN: (Exasperated) Nightingale! Will you let me in? 

NIGHTINGALE: (Continuing to strum the lute) If that be a busy 

little Wren, well then, both doors are open! 

(Lady Wren opens the door and bursts into the room, banging the 

door shut behind her. She hurries over to sit on the bed next to 

Nightingale and gains his undivided attention by shaking his arm). 

LADY WREN: Nightingale! Listen! Last night Lady Dove had 

another one of her dreams. She has finally seen him clearly! 

NIGHTINGALE: (Suddenly just as eager) Well, does she know 

him? 

LADY WREN: Yes, she said that she does, and that he awaits her 

with such longing. It must be unbearable for them both. 

NIGHTINGALE: Well, who is he? 

LADY WREN: (Rising to her feet) She wouldn’t say; that’s why 

I’m here! She wants to see you in the garden straightaway. (She 

tugs him by the arm) Come along, hurry! 

NIGHTINGALE: (Gathering together his precious stones) I’ll just 

put these away first… 
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LADY WREN: (Almost dragging Nightingale to the door) Oh, 

leave them for now. Come along! You can put them away later. 

Would you have me burst? 

(Lady Wren and Nightingale hurry along the landing, down the 

stairs and out into the garden. They cross the lawn to the lily pond 

where they find Lady Dove seated on soft furs. She is surrounded by 

flowers and the singing of birds). 

LADY WREN: (Sitting and half out of breath) Here he is, my lady. 

He was up in his secret nest all along! 

LADY DOVE: (Gesturing to Nightingale) Sit here Nightingale. 

Now, I’m sure Lady Wren will have already told you all she knows, 

so I will merely add the final colours. (Taking hold of their hands 

and regarding them both with a smile) His name is Falcon. 

LADY WREN and NIGHTINGALE: (In unison) Falcon?! 

LADY DOVE: Yes, Falcon... and as he stood before me in the clear 

light of day I thought I might dissolve. It would appear that I am 

now the willing prisoner of Love. 

LADY WREN: My Lady this is all most strange, but truly, truly 

wonderful! 

NIGHTINGALE: Where does he reside, my Lady? 

LADY WREN: Yes where… do you know? 

LADY DOVE: We shall meet in a place called the Secret Garden. I 

understand that it is a concealed garden somewhere near Rosecross. 

NIGHTINGALE: Rosecross! But that’s miles away, a hundred and 

fifty at least! 

LADY DOVE: And it is for that reason I have sent for you 

Nightingale. I want you to ride to the army barracks at Stonechatford 
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this very day, and seek out a certain Captain Robin… 

(At the mention of this name Lady Wren appears startled. Unknown 

to Nightingale and Lady Dove, she and the Captain had met while 

Lady Wren was out walking in the woods. It may be an 

understatement to say that they regarded each other with mutual 

admiration. She tries to conceal it but Nightingale notes her 

reaction). 

LADY WREN: (Feigning indifference) Captain Robin? 

LADY DOVE: Yes. Though neither of you know him, he is a good 

man. I would trust him with my life. Now, Nightingale, (handing 

him a small parchment) I want you to deliver this message to him. 

It requests him to provide us with an escort to Rosecross, as both of 

you will be coming with me. 

LADY WREN: (Jumping to her feet) To Rosecross with a personal 

escort! How wonderful! With your permission, my Lady, I’ll make 

preparations immediately! 

LADY DOVE: Yes, by all means, but... 

(Lady Wren leaves hastily). 

Such haste! And did you see? She seemed somewhat teary eyed. 

 NIGHTINGALE: Perhaps, my Lady, she is a little overwhelmed at 

your news and at the prospect of the trip… I’m sure the expectation 

of meeting the good Captain has nothing to do with it. 

LADY DOVE: Aahh... I understand… at least I think I do… 

(Short pause) 

But tell me Nightingale, what do you think of my dreams? I cannot 

tell you how marvellous they seem, and yet so real. Nay, they were 

more than real. It was as though I had been somehow transported 
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for a time to a fairer and finer world than ours. 

NIGHTINGALE: (Rising to his feet to pace pensively) Well my 

Lady... all I can say is that I have flown to realms where all things 

and beings are dressed in such radiance that they and the country 

they inhabit are impossible to describe. And yet they occupy the 

very space we move in… though it appears that we may often be 

unaware of each other’s pitch. (Sitting down again and leaning 

toward her) And dreams, my Lady, at least of the kind you 

describe, are but one of the many channels through which may flow 

our most important visions! 

LADY DOVE: And yet, real as they may seem to us, when others 

hear of such things, they are so often incredulous. 

NIGHTINGALE: More often than not, my Lady. But why should 

you feel the need to prove anything to anyone? I have seen my 

beloved Bluebird many times in the most marvellous visions. I 

know beyond any doubt that I am destined to find her, and that 

when I do we shall never be parted again. But I would never try to 

prove such things to anyone. My own mind is the best judge of 

them. And anyway, they never can be truly proven, except they be 

known first-hand… and it’s generally the case that openly voicing 

such things is injurious both to the speaker and to the poor sceptical 

listener, who so often becomes even more irritated than they 

already were. 

LADY DOVE: I’m sure you are quite right Nightingale. How could 

anyone else understand the true nature of my visions, never having 

experienced them? The idea is quite absurd! But Nightingale... 

perhaps we might talk more of this another time. You had better 

make haste, for the sooner the escort is arranged the better. And if 

at all possible, I should like to hear Captain Robin's reply before 

tonight. 
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NIGHTINGALE: (Rising to his feet sprightfully) Then I will leave 

immediately, my Lady. And I will return with his reply before 

nightfall. Farewell! 

(He holds his arms out sideways like wings, and with his face 

turned upwards as if in soaring flight, he runs around Lady Dove in 

ever widening circles, pretending to fly, making her laugh. He 

eventually dashes out of sight while still calling).  

Come my wide-winged Pegasus, come... I am ready to fly! I am 

ready to fly… beyond the Godwit forest. But have no fear, I shall 

return.... before the Sun of Day descends into the dark underworld. 

Farewell my Lady! I will return... (He is out of sight but can still be 

heard calling) farewell... farewell…! 

 

 

End of Scene. 

 

 

Act 1       Scene 3: The Rosecross Inn 

 

A hundred miles south of Godwit lies the northern part of the 

Tealdale Valley, carved out of granite and limestone by the river 

Teal, which, from its source high up on the moors, travels some 

ninety miles to Dunnock Bay. On its way it crashes down through 

creeks, gullies and dark wooded ravines, in places sixty feet deep 

beneath thundering waterfalls, plunging down from dizzying 

heights between solid granite walls with sheer faces. However, on 

reaching lower ground it glides through forest and flowery 

meadow, before meandering serenely amid sweetly scented vales and 
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pastures, its soft, green banks occasionally overhung by trees 

covered from crown to trunk with perfumed blossoms. 

Sometimes, she, for that is how the river is referred to by the good 

folk of Tealdale, flows through some charming hamlet like, for 

example, Martinbridge, with its Redpoll Inn, stables, Greenshank's 

wood store and, dotted here and there, a few small cottages. It is an 

important cross-roads connecting Tealdale with the Turnstone 

valley; and also Godwit to the north with Dunnock to the south.  

Martinbridge is ten miles upriver from the ancient town of 

Rosecross, at the southern entry of which, adjacent to its extensive 

stables and the blacksmith‟s forge, stands the Rosecross Inn, where 

our action now continues.  

The main room of the inn is furnished with heavy oak tables and 

benches, while the shelves behind the bar are stacked with beer 

tankards made of shiny copper or silver pewter, as well as brass 

vessels of various shapes and sizes. Swords and shields are 

mounted on the walls to either side of the shelves, while on the rest 

hang tapestries depicting scenes of hunts and battles, save where 

the great fireplace stands as the focal point of the whole room. 

Gadwell, the innkeeper, is in happy conversation with his friend 

Merlin at the bar, while his daughter, Goosander, is sharing some 

gossip with Hobby and Pintail over near the window. Business is 

quieter than usual and apart from these there are no other patrons.  

We join them just as Bonxie enters. He has not been seen since 

leaving the town nearly a year ago, and his appearance is totally 

unexpected). 

MERLIN: (With happy surprise) Well would you believe it… look 

who we have here Gadwell, it’s Bonxie! Fill a couple of mugs will 

you. 
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(With arms outstretched) Bonxie, Bonxie, Bonxie! My good friend! 

(The two embrace warmly). 

I can’t tell you how good it is to see you again. You’ve been 

missed. We weren’t expecting to have you back quite so soon. Ha, 

ha, ha... this is a good day I tell you, a very good day! 

(They walk over to the bar). 

BONXIE: I thank you Merlin, and it’s right good to see you 

again...and you as well Gadwell! Be good enough to stick a poker 

in mine will you? For sure, my bones have caught the damp! 

(Gadwell makes his way to the fire. Goosander approaches with 

Hobby and Pintail). 

GOOSANDER: (Excitedly hugging Bonxie) Bonxie! My clever 

Bonxie’s back! Ooohhh... I am so pleased to see you, Look 

everyone, the old confuser’s back! 

BONXIE: Disputer, Goosander. Disputer of what seems to be but 

never is. (He takes both her hands with an admiring expression). 

Although I must admit that maybe there is something that cannot be 

disputed: that you are even more beautiful than I remember.  

GOOSANDER: (Hands on hips, feigning disbelief) Why Bonxie! 

From you of all people! (Shaking her finger) Sugary words won’t 

turn this lady’s head. 

(They all laugh together). 

BONXIE: It’s good to be back with my old friends again. Why, my 

heart is full of happy flames already, and I haven't touched a drop 

yet! 

(Merry laughter). 
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HOBBY: What brings you back so soon? 

PINTAIL: Yes, we all reckoned that we wouldn’t see you back here 

for many a year.  

BONXIE: (Thoughtfully) Well, it’s true, you have caught me 

quicker than I expected. But something has happened to change my 

plans. It concerns you all, and you will be right happy to hear it. 

GOOSANDER: (Clapping her hands) Oh, wonderful, good news 

for a change! For a moment I was afraid something bad had 

happened. 

BONXIE: (Placing his hand gently on her shoulder) Well, 

Goosander, you’ll be all the happier when I tell you that the subject 

of my news is Falcon.  

ALL: (With great surprise) Falcon?! 

PINTAIL: I was beginning to think we might never hear of him 

again. It must be five or six years. 

BONXIE: Seven. Seven long years seeking a treasure, when all 

along it lay right here under his very nose... 

GADWELL: (Interrupting) Hold on just there… treasure? 

BONXIE: (Holding up his mug) Patience good friends, let the flow 

be straight and pour unquestioned, at least till the mug be empty. 

(He takes a large drink). 

Now... I was, but two weeks since, at Dunnock Bay with a mind to 

apply to the Shearwater colleges. I was staying at the Plover Inn 

and was befriended by an old sea-dog by the name of Knot. Well, 

Captain Knot was like me a bit of a disputer, and he promised me 

free passage to the islands if I continued to dispute with him during 

the voyage.  
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GOOSANDER: And very brave he must be to suffer it. Yet, I’ve 

heard tell that there are people who will pay to be tortured! 

(All laugh)  

BONXIE: I learned from him of a stranger who had recently turned 

up there. He had been seen wandering the coves beyond the bay. 

The local people were unsettled, thinking him an omen of some 

sort. Well, it piqued my interest, and though initially sceptical, I 

decided to investigate. Maybe, I thought, I could interrogate him…. 

gently of course. 

MERLIN: (Nodding knowingly) I myself have been exposed to it,  

and I can assure you there’s nothing gentle about it.  Though I can’t 

deny it turned out to be for my own good at the time. 

GOOSANDER: Shush... Merlin, I want to hear the rest of the story! 

Well, what did this mysterious stranger have to do with treasure 

and with Falcon?  

BONXIE: (Taking another drink of ale) Well... I was searching the 

coves for him when I began to hear a voice calling out in the 

distance. The noise of the wind and waves meant I could hardly 

hear it at first, but as I approached, it grew louder and there was 

something about it which filled me with the strangest feelings. 

Then, quite suddenly, as I clambered around some rocks, I came 

face to face with him! And may God strike me down if it was not 

Falcon himself! 

GOOSANDER: Falcon?! But what was he… 

(The others echo her surprise).  

BONXIE: (Holding up his hand) Friends, there's no need for 

urging. I’ll tell all. Now listen…  

End of Scene. 
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Act 1 Scene 4: The Coves near Dunnock Bay 

 

(Bonxie is scrambling over rocks and shingles along the lonely 

coves near Dunnock bay. All along the coast powerful waves are 

beating like thunderous cannons against the broken rocks and 

shooting up great plumes of shattered spray, filling the exhilarating 

air with excitement and dizzy thoughts. He makes his way along the 

gem-powdered beaches, until a raised voice can be heard 

intermittently echoing above the din. As he reaches a more 

sheltered part of the cove the voice is more audible). 

VOICE: Greetings Lady of the Rose, flying like a glittering cloud 

of flaming sparks, all the way up the cliff face to thy noble bush! 

And thanks be to God for thee, Lady Coraline, goddess of the sea 

beds. I greet thee in gratitude as thou risest on the swell. Thou, 

whose magic guided me to the safety of the shore and saved me 

from the perils of the watery deep. I hear thy call unearthly, in tones 

like silvery bells… 

(Bonxie navigates his way around a great heap of recently fallen 

rocks at the foot of the cliff and comes face to face with Falcon. 

Rooted to the spot he stares at the figure in amazement. Falcon 

rushes forward to greet him). 

FALCON: (Gripping Bonxie by the arms. Both are covered in sea-

spray) Bonxie! It's me! 

BONXIE: (Staring in disbelief) Falcon? Falcon, is it really you? 

FALCON: Yes! My dear friend! Oh, the gods have spoken by 

sending you to me. 

BONXIE: (Warmly but confused) What in God's name are you 

doing here? Don't you know the locals think you an evil omen? What 
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madness has taken you? 

FALCON: Never mind any of it Bonxie. Come, there’s a cave 

above the tide line. Come along... it's just up here. 

(He leads Bonxie towards the cliffs). 

 

 

End of Scene 

 

 

Act 1 Scene 5: A Cave Near Dunnock Bay 

 

(Falcon leads Bonxie into a very deep cave. Here and there in 

nooks and crannies are stacked boxes and various supplies. Thick 

furs are on the floor near a fire. As they enter the sound of the 

waves almost disappears. The fire is almost out so Falcon revives it 

with more timber. He lights more candles, and their soft light plays 

gently upon the sandstone walls of the cave, producing a wholly 

mystical atmosphere. Bonxie is fascinated. Falcon pours two mugs 

of mulled cider and the two sit by the fire to dry themselves). 

BONXIE: Well Falcon, I’m waiting….are you going to tell me 

what in heaven’s name is going on? 

FALCON: I will, but only the bare essentials. As for the rest, you 

must learn as you run. And I can only speak at all if you agree to 

honour a seal of secrecy, for there are certain things which must not 

be known until the appropriate time.  

BONXIE: Of course I agree! 
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FALCON: When I left Rosecross I decided… perhaps just as you 

did… that I would seek enrolment in the Shearwater colleges… 

BONXIE: But how... 

 FALCON: (Raising his hand as Bonxie tries to speak) Suffice it to 

say that the thoughts of true friends are sent forth and received, 

however far apart they may seem to be. If the gods wish it so, and if 

we are able to crystallise them, we may become aware of such 

thoughts in the here and now. Anyway… I had my heart set on 

joining the college at Manx.  

BONXIE: I have heard about Manx from Captain Knot. He 

reckoned it the most beautiful of all the islands. He also said that 

the college there was far too exclusive, and that it wasn’t worth me 

even trying.  

FALCON: It’s true that entrants must prove worthy before being 

accepted…which I’m happy to say I did. 

BONXIE: (Beaming with happy surprise) Good heavens, Falcon, 

congratulations! Well done! 

FALCON: Thank you my friend, but not so quick. My graduation 

was subject to a further condition and one far more difficult. I was 

told that I must return to the mainland unassisted, in a craft of my 

own making, without aid of sails or compass, and once there, to 

seek out and find a lost Treasure. 

BONXIE: That's a three day voyage on a sea-going vessel! To 

attempt it on a raft is madness. The currents are notorious. 

FALCON: Precisely! And all my efforts to learn more of this lost 

Treasure were met with a stony silence. Nevertheless, such was my 

ardour that I built a good, sturdy raft with a large rudder and oars, 

loaded and secured all the necessary supplies, and set off with my 
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spirits high, committing the safety of my soul to God. 

BONXIE: I’m amazed you made it! 

FALCON: I tried to steer by the stars by night and by the sun 

during the day, but although the weather was good, I was constantly 

battling the currents. I endured six or so days of this before a storm 

broke, and after a long fight to keep the raft afloat, she finally 

overturned. I went under many times, and I swear was on the verge 

of drowning when I was washed towards the shore on a strong 

incoming tide. Only God truly knows how I escaped the rocks, but 

anyway, I managed to scramble ashore intact together with at least 

some of my supplies. 

BONXIE: What of the lost Treasure? Have you found it? 

FALCON: I will tell what I can on our journey. But forgive me…

that is, if you are willing to put on hold your own aspirations for a 

while and return with me to Rosecross? 

BONXIE: There is nothing to forgive; and of course I’ll return with 

you, not least for the sake of my own peace of mind. Knowing what 

I now know I couldn’t contemplate just leaving you to it. What in 

God’s name will they make of it all at Rosecross? They’ll be sure to 

want to help any way they can, I’m certain of that. The whole affair 

is utterly remarkable! 

FALCON: (Rising to his feet) Excellent! Then let us get started 

right away. When we arrive, I shall be going straight to the Garden, 

for there are some preparations to make. 

BONXIE: Then if you wish, I will stay with you there, until you are 

ready to meet your old friends again. 

FALCON: Agreed! But come Bonxie, let us take what we need and 

leave, for I am eager to be back as soon as possible. 

End of Scene 
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Act 1 Scene 6: The Rosecross Inn 

 

(After hearing Bonxie‟s tale, the group of friends appear stunned 

until Goosander breaks the silence).    

GOOSANDER: Are you saying that Falcon is in the Secret Garden 

at this very moment? 

 BONXIE: I am. 

GOOSANDER: (Embracing Merlin) Oh Merlin, let us visit him 

right away! 

BONXIE: What’s this? You two seem mighty close. 

MERLIN: You are right, Bonxie (looking deeply into Goosander‟s 

eyes) we are truly in love. 

BONXIE: Well, I couldn’t be happier for you both! This is turning 

out to be the best of days! But with regard to Falcon, we have time 

yet. He asks to be left in peace for a few days – he reckons he needs 

time to prepare. He didn’t say for what, and I didn’t ask. You’ll see 

a change in him. He’s not the same man that left. 

GADWELL: Well until then you must stay here with us. But right 

now I think we should have dinner. You certainly look as though 

you could do with a good feed! 

BONXIE: Invitation accepted Gadwell (patting his stomach) not 

least out of sheer hunger! 

(Our scene ends with the sounds of happy conversation and 

laughter. The merriment drowns out the soft, purring call of a 

Turtle Dove, concealed in the hedgerow outside the inn, as she 

longs for her returning lover). 

End of Scene. 
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Act 1 Scene 7: The Barracks Near Stonechatford 

 

(To the east of the Godwit forest, just beyond the village of 

Stonechatford, are the barracks in which Captain Robin and his 

body of men are permanently billeted. They number a hundred or 

so. Most of the soldiers have seen action at some time or other, and 

some of the surviving veterans have known little else but soldiering 

for the whole of their adult lives.  

Nightingale is there to request an escort for Lady Dove‟s trip to 

Rosecross. On his arrival he happens upon an old soldier named 

Bullfinch, who is washing horses outside the stables. Nightingale 

dismounts and tethers his horse nearby). 

NIGHTINGALE: Good day, sir! 

CROSSBILL: Good day young man, whoever you be! (Noticing 

Nightingale‟s lute strapped to his back) But to save you any 

trouble, you ought to know there be no need for minstrels here. 

There be no audience yer see, none here but soldiers, men o' the 

world, like! 

NIGHTINGALE: Are they then, all deaf and blind to the arts of the 

minstrel? 

CROSSBILL: Ah, well... seeings how I’m due a few minutes, 

happen I’ll tell yer something about us soldiers. 

(He sits at a nearby table, and is joined by Nightingale). 

Now young man, if you keep your ears pricked you might learn 

something! First off, when we’re in the thick o' the action there be 

no need for minstrels I can tell you. It's arrows and swords that does 

the singing, and those who be fluttering on the end o' ropes that 

does the dancing.  
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But when we’re at a loose end we most likely as not are up to our 

elbows in work details, or up to fun and games in some tavern or 

other. We all likes the drink and we all likes the women. Minstrilin’ 

never comes into it.  

NIGHTINGALE: From what you say then, it seems a soldier would 

choose the tavern before anything else. And that if he had the funds 

he would never be seen out of it. 

CROSSBILL: Ha! The thirst for action my lad’ll never be 

quenched in any tavern, flush or not. But in any case young 

minstrels don’t really come into the picture, (winking) though I’ve 

heard tell that there still be a few here and there that take to wearing 

their coats inside out. 

NIGHTINGALE: (Standing and speaking in a more formal tone) I 

see… well, I thank you for your time, good sir, but I must be about 

my business. I have a message from Lady Dove to Captain Robin, 

and I would be grateful if you could direct me to him.  

CROSSBILL: Ahhh...well why didn’t you say so, lad? So I’ll not 

be suffering them strings o’ yours (pointing at Nightingale‟s lute)? 

Maybe just as well – after all these years my ears be better tuned to 

the beat of the blacksmith’s hammer, to the hooves of a good horse 

and to the banging o’ empty mugs on tavern tables.  

(Pointing across the fields) If you makes your way over to that 

farm house, just beyond the trees, you'll find Captain Robin tucked 

up inside, no doubt marking the work details. When he’s at a loose 

end he be right sharp with the details. 

NIGHTINGALE: I thank you! I am also grateful for your insights 

into the world of soldiering. I am certainly wiser than I was! 

(Peewit appears, but remains out of sight, listening to their 

conversation and wearing a mischievous grin). 
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CROSSBILL: Speaking plain, son, if truth be known you know 

little or nowt! (Showing Nightingale a bayonet-like dagger) Till 

you've poked a feller’s vitals with this, my lad, and seen his eyes 

roll and goggle, turn to pleading afore emptying out his precious 

life and giving up the ghost... well, then you'll be none the wiser in 

the mysteries o' soldiering! It’s a bloody business… that it is. 

Fighting and killing were never like the news o' nervous gossips. 

No... it always were, and ever will be, a blunt and brutal thing… all 

sweat and trouble. Aye... (spitting disdainfully) and made all the 

more bitter by the crimes of those devils unfit to be called 

soldiers… And then there be the curse o’ sudden fear that comes 

from nowhere… a terror like no other… a weakness o’ the legs just 

when a soldier needs them most… But it be not all bitter… there be 

few things in this world sweeter, (making the sign of the Cross) 

thanks be to God, than to behold, now and again, the blessed spirit 

o’ courage… There! yer have it! 

NIGHTINGALE: (With enthusiasm) Am I right in thinking then, 

good soldier, that but for this spirit of courage we would all have 

long since been put to slavery, or maybe even destroyed altogether?  

CROSSBILL: Aye, true enough! (Stabbing his dagger into the 

ground). You’ve got to be made for it. When I was but a lad back in 

my village, old mother Goldeye… a reader of the stars… told me 

how it would be for me. She told me then and there that courage be 

an iron cup, full o' fiery, red spirits… a gift from Mars she 

reckoned… to any soul with the pluck to mock at death with good 

faith and determination! Looking back, I reckon she knew I be one 

o’ they. 

NIGHTINGALE: (Giving a short salute) Well sir, I salute you! 

And I am in your debt. And as I have listened attentively, to my 

profit I might add, perhaps you will allow me a short song. You may 
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 like the tune. 

(Enter Peewit, still wearing a mischievous grin. He leans against a 

large cartwheel and begins slicing an apple with a short knife). 

PEEWIT: (In a mocking tone) Ha, ha, ha... Well, I never thought to 

see the day when old Crossbill’d be teaching the likes o' young 

minstrels here (pointing at Nightingale with his knife) the unwritten 

code. Why, a wax-worm must o' lodged in yer ear and eaten its way 

through to yer brain! 

CROSSBILL: Now mind, you just watch that tongue o' yours. 

Peewit, or I’ll have to show the lad the treatment for it. 

PEEWIT: There's no need being out with me, just because I caught 

yer. 

CROSSBILL: (Shaking his head in exasperation) Alright then lad, 

I'll hear you sing. That is, if you can put up with Peewit here. Here, 

use this brush-box… and you hold that tongue o' yours, so I hear 

the lad in a proper fashion! 

(Nightingale stands on the box and delivers his speech as if to a 

large audience.  Each of the key statements is accompanied by a 

different chord. They awaken strange emotions in Bullfinch). 

NIGHTINGALE: I hereby declare that the only soldiering allowed 

by God is for the defence of the people against evil enemies. This 

defence is sacrificial and rooted in Love. It mobilises invincible 

forces, advances them with a clear conscience, and at the most 

critical moment, utterly overwhelms, scatters and puts to rout all 

manifestations of evil, leaving its ranks broken, bewildered, 

confused and in total disarray. They dissolve like a child’s sand-

castle washed away by a sudden surging of the tide. And these… 

PEEWIT: Hey! Mebbey a tin drum and a trumpet would help it  
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along a bit! Ha, ha ha... 

CROSSBILL: (In a threatening tone) Hold your tongue Peewit! 

Unless you wants it cut out by the roots?! (Peewit is silenced) Now 

you just carry on my lad! 

NIGHTINGALE: (Continuing unperturbed) ...and these most 

excellent forces are impelled by justice and by clemency. Thus do 

they prove themselves superior in every way, both in times of 

trial…when the people are suffering temporary defeat… and in 

times of glorious victory.  

This is the only soldiering allowed by God. And though it be the 

duty of soldiers to carry it out with courage and with skill, it is for I, 

the messenger, to sing it as it is, whether men believe it or not! 

CROSSBILL: (Standing to applaud) Bravo! Bravo! Well tie me to 

the pig-pen and whip me if I ever heard the like before! Now tell 

me your name young friend. (Putting his hand on Nightingale‟s 

shoulder) For I wish to remember it, along with your sermon on the 

box. For it stirred something I haven’t felt since I were a boy, 

something good, like. But I won’t lie, I be mighty relieved yer 

spared us the twangin o’ they dreaded strings (pointing at the lute). 

PEEWIT: (Scratching his head with a confused expression). You 

must have summing wrong wi’ yer. Yer could hear them plain as 

day. They were like a swarm o' bees buzzing about the place! 

CROSSBILL: (Ignoring Peewit) What be your name then lad? 

NIGHTINGALE: My name is Nightingale, sir, and it is surely to 

your credit, not mine, that you recognise simple truth when you 

hear it, as good folk always do. For with badness comes loss of any 

real understanding.  

The first spawn of this dark condition is suspicion of simple truth.  
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Before long this is followed by the worship of gold and thus the 

slavery of the people by cruel, greedy and arrogant rulers, hell-bent 

on material power, if only for a few wasted and foolish years.  

All this pollutes the simple truth which in better times flows free, 

crystal clear, like a mountain stream bubbling with liquid 

diamonds. But till such times return, it seems there must yet be a 

shedding of many a golden tear. 

But please good soldier, tell me your name also, that I might keep it 

close to my heart and remember it, along with the wise words of 

experience you have so kindly shared with me. 

CROSSBILL: I be Crossbill! And now I know, young Nightingale, 

why Lady Dove has yer for her messenger.    

But listen... (Patting Nightingale warmly on the back) I better get 

on with these horses, or the snows o' winter’ll be upon us afore I 

get to see another tavern. And that my friend would be a cut too 

deep to mend, I can tell you! 

PEEWIT: Aye, his ale would leak through a cut like that. And he’d 

waste away wi’ weepin’ at all the lost drinkin’ time. Ha, ha, ha... 

CROSSBILL: (Smiling) Farewell young Nightingale and I hope we 

get to talkin’ again sometime. 

NIGHTINGALE: (Mounting his horse) Farewell Crossbill, and you 

Peewit. And may the Lord of Mars fill your iron cups whenever 

danger strikes. 

(Nightingale rides off over the fields in the direction of the 

farmhouse). 

 

End of Scene 
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Act 1 Scene 8: Captain Robin’s Headquarters 

 

(Nightingale arrives at the old farmhouse which now serves as 

Captain Robin‟s headquarters. The two soldiers on guard outside 

ready themselves to challenge the approaching figure before 

relaxing again, assessing the threat of a young minstrel bearing 

nothing more than a lute to be of little consequence. Nightingale 

dismounts). 

1ST GUARD: Hey minstrel boy, give us a tune! We hasn't heard a 

decent song since we be posted here.  Do you know The Turnstone 

Caper? Or maybe The Duck Dancer's Choice? 

NIGHTINGALE: I am sorry friend, but I fear I must disappoint 

you. I have important business with Captain Robin. But perhaps I 

may sing for you when I next return to Stonechatford? 

1ST GUARD: Ah well... Stonechatford it'll have to be then. He’s 

inside… first door on your left. 

2ND GUARD: Aye... in yer go lad, but mind, have a care how yer 

speaks wi him today. He's been in a right foul mood all week long, 

and he might just toss yer out o' the window, like he did t’ the last 

messenger boy.  

NIGHTINGALE: (With a cheeky grin) Well if you do see me come 

flying out of the window, then you will know that I am at last free 

from my earthly duties! 

(Nightingale enters the farmhouse and knocks on the door. 

Meanwhile the guard gives a puzzled look to his comrade, who 

shrugs his shoulders in response. Receiving an „enter‟ from within, 

Nightingale enters the room. Captain Robin is at an imposing desk 

inspecting a large map). 
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NIGHTINGALE: Good day sir. My name is Nightingale, and I am 

the bearer of a message from Lady Dove. Do I have the honour of 

addressing Captain Robin? 

CAPTAIN ROBIN: I am he. Lady Dove you say? 

NIGHTINGALE: Yes, a message of employment.  

CAPTAIN ROBIN: (Rising from his seat).  Lady Dove… a wind of 

fortune if ever there was one! Tell me.... um.... is a certain Lady 

Wren still in service to Lady Dove? 

NIGHTINGALE: (With a quizzical expression) She is, and also her 

dearest friend and protector. 

CAPTAIN ROBIN: Then it seems I may see her again. 

NIGHTINGALE: You already know Lady Wren? 

CAPTAIN ROBIN: Indeed I do. We met at the end of last summer 

as I was returning with game from the Godwit forest. I will admit 

that she made…what shall we call it… an impression, and I have 

since been at great pains thinking of the best way to approach her. 

But alas, each and every plan I devised ran the risk of rejection. 

However, it now seems that out of the blue you might bring the 

simple answer to my problem… will you share a glass with me? 

NIGHTINGALE: Thank you, I will, for if I may be so bold, I have 

further intelligence which may give you yet more reason for hope. 

(Captain Robin pours two glasses of wine). 

CAPTAIN ROBIN: Be as bold as you wish young man… I am at 

your mercy. 

NIGHTINGALE: Lady Wren is my friend and sister. She tells me 

everything… so long as it carries no hurt. That she has kept your 

meeting secret from both me and from Lady Dove can mean but one 
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 thing, don’t you think? 

CAPTAIN ROBIN: I don’t dare think anything… tell me what you 

think. 

NIGHTINGALE: Well, the only secrets I can envisage she might 

conceivably keep from us are her bridal thoughts, held by her as 

sacred. I can think of no other reason. And further, at the mention 

of your name - it was but this morning - she came over quite 

emotional. She was all a-flutter, though at pains to conceal it. 

CAPTAIN ROBIN: (With a slightly dazed expression) If you are 

but half right Nightingale, then the stars have this day aligned. My 

future, whatever else is poured upon my path, is as bright as it can 

ever be in a world of so many cares. A fortunate day indeed! 

NIGHTINGALE: If I am right, then fortune smiles on you both. 

But if you will permit it, I should like you to hear Lady Dove’s 

message... 

CAPTAIN ROBIN: (Adopting a more business-like demeanour) 

Forgive me sir, I was so taken that for a while I forgot the business 

at hand! 

NIGHTINGALE: No need captain; for the lover forgets even the 

radiance of the sun itself when possessed by the beauty of the 

flower. 

(Nightingale produces a small parchment and reads). 

To Captain Robin from Lady Dove delivered by the trusted hand of 

my messenger, Nightingale:  

My dear Captain Robin, I seek your aid in a matter of great 

personal importance. I request that you, together with six of your 

most reliable volunteers, provide an armed escort for me and two 

servants. We travel from my home in the Godwit forest to the town 
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of Rosecross on the day of the coming New Moon.  

I await your reply with much eagerness. 

Warmest Wishes,  

Lady Dove. 

Well sir, your response? 

CAPTAIN ROBIN: (In a formal manner) You may inform Lady 

Dove, that I look forward to the pleasure of meeting with her again. 

And that I will arrive on the morning of the new Moon with six 

volunteers, my best men, to escort her and her party to Rosecross. 

NIGHTINGALE: I thank you sir! I will deliver verbatim your most 

welcome reply… However, I wonder… can I ask that you make no 

mention of our conversation regarding Lady Wren? I do not wish 

her any embarrassment. 

I now beg leave to return and in doing so shall leave you as you are, 

glowing like a contented winter Holly, displaying to the world its 

jolly red berries.  

CAPTAIN ROBIN: My discretion is assured. You have my word 

both as an officer and as, I hope, a new found friend. 

NIGHTINGALE: That hope is shared sir. Where there is an inner 

affinity it takes but little time for it to manifest itself in Friendship. 

And to mark it, allow me to offer a gift. (He produces a small 

rowan wreathe from beneath his coat) It is a wreath of Mountain 

Ash, a powerful talisman against many ills. It will protect the 

wearer from harm at the hands of evil, and particularly from those 

tragic falls to which all men are prone in dangerous times.  

CAPTAIN ROBIN: (Smiling) I’m not given to such superstitions 

Nightingale, but I shall happily keep it right here in my breast  
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pocket, as a mark of our good will. Fare thee well! 

(The two shake hands and Nightingale leaves). 

 

End of Act 1 
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Act 2.  Dark Clouds Gather 



Act 2  Scene 1: Castle Ashinowl 

 

(Deep in the thickest part of the forest near the Turnstone Ridge, 

stands the ancient Castle Ashinowl. Its current inhabitant is Lord 

Taunaby Ashinowl of Tealdale. His evil influence has spread like 

secret tentacles throughout the whole region, destroying any 

stability that may have once existed. The castle itself has a long, 

bloody history of wicked crimes perhaps better forgotten, and it 

stands in the gloom like a stone monster surrounded on all sides by 

the trees of what the locals call the Black Forest. 

The very air seems heavy with the weight of evil memories. Here 

and there the wandering shell of a lost soul wails its revenge, 

polluting the air with its waste-making hatreds. The trees nearest to 

Castle Ashinowl are almost all barren, stunted in their growth and 

twisted into torturous shapes, as if in constant agony and despair. 

Few birds come near the place during the day, but at night the air 

pulsates with the weird flapping of large bats, leaden winged and 

mysterious. The near silence is oppressive and pierced only by the 

ominous hooting and screeching of hunting owls. 

On this particular night Lord Ashinowl is sitting by the fire of his 

private study. The large shelves lining the walls are stacked with all 

kinds of evil books and ancient manuscripts on witchcraft and the 

black arts. In the corner, on a long chain, is a green-eyed, black 

puma, which, now and then, when the weight of boredom descends 

upon him, Lord Ashinowl takes delight in teasing to the point of 

ferociousness. At other times, he throws it large lumps of raw meat, 

sometimes human, for this evil Lord has the blood of many on his 

hands, especially of the innocent and defenceless, but also of those 

misguided men who wander too long and too deep in the gloomy 
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woods, and of those in his employ who give their master offence, 

however slight.  

He is expecting a visitor, Raven, who he intends to hire to carry out 

the evil kidnapping of the beautiful Lady Dove. The scene opens 

with his manservant Razorbill knocking on Lord Ashinowl's study 

door, for Raven has just arrived and is waiting in a lobby near the 

Castle‟s entrance). 

LORD ASHINOWL: Enter! 

(Razorbill enters the room and walks towards Ashinowl casting 

fearful glances in the direction of the puma, which he gives a wide 

berth). 

My Lord... Raven has arrived! 

LORD ASHINOWL: Put him in the games room. I will be down 

shortly! 

RAZORBILL: (Nervously, as the puma snarls at him and takes up 

the slack in the chain) Y...yes my Lord! 

(Ashinowl laughs as Razorbill hurries from the room). 

 

End of Scene 

 

 

Act 2  Scene 2: A Lobby in the Castle 

 

(Razorbill descends the stairs to the lobby where Raven is waiting) 

RAZORBILL: Follow me, Raven. His Lordship, will see you in the 
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games room. 

(As they walk) I'm giving you the same advice I give them all. 

Show his Lordship due respect, unless that is, you’re sick of living. 

RAVEN: (With a sly grin) Mind... I bet yer've seen some things in 

this place over the years, eh, Razorbill? 

 RAZORBILL: I'm paid too well to be troubled with a memory, 

that's for certain. I can't remember anything more than five minutes 

previous. A memory in this place is more than your life's worth! 

Come on, follow me. 

(Both exit the lobby through a door to the right). 

 

End of Scene 

 

Act 2  Scene 3: The Games Room 

 

(On the walls of the games room are displayed all kinds of weapons 

and here and there the heads of large wild animals, impressive 

trophies of the big game hunt. Some of the weapons are clearly 

those of use in the hunt, while others are designed for war. There 

are various cabinets containing rare collections of fine swords, 

many of which are ornately engraved; and there are also unusual 

daggers, mostly displayed half-drawn from highly decorative 

scabbards). 

RAZORBILL: Just wait here. Lord Ashinowl will be along 

shortly. Help yourself to a glass of wine, and remember… respect! 

(Exit Razorbill. Raven pours a glass of wine and swaggers around 

the room, grinning with satisfaction, and inspecting the various  
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weapons with evident interest. Enter Lord Ashinowl. He has an air 

of cold, calm authority). 

LORD ASHINOWL: (Looking Raven up and down) So Raven, we 

meet at last! 

RAVEN: Aye! That's me label alright, and right proud of it. 

LORD ASHINOWL: (Pouring wine) Yes... I’ve heard the odd 

spicy tale. Speaking of which, how are things between you and 

your old friend Jackdaw? I suppose, though it was but a pittance, 

the loss of the cash, and his long weekend in the stocks must have 

been a tad irritating? 

RAVEN: (With a sly expression) Now how would somebody like 

you know about that? …And it was a bit more than a pittance, I tell 

yer that! 

LORD ASHINOWL: Oh, I know a lot more than that about you, 

Raven. For I have ears in every chapel, store and drinking place 

from here to Dunnock, and, if the truth be told, further afield than 

that. And I can assure you that is no empty boast.  

RAVEN: I reckon those ears’ll have tongues an’ all, so what they 

been sayin’ about me? 

LORD ASHINOWL: (Wandering around the room in a casual, 

confident manner) Not quite so quickly, my good fellow… the man 

I am looking for must have a little local knowledge, so a little test 

perhaps... Ah yes... I wonder… do you happen to know of a certain 

wheel-wright. He goes by the name of Greenshank I believe? 

RAVEN: That's an easy one! Works in the old wood store over at 

Martinbridge. At  least, till he upped sticks not so long back.  Did a 

proper disappearin’ act. A bit too flush wi coin for a wheel-wright, 

if yer askin’ me. And he wasn't shy o' splashin’ it about neither. 
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LORD ASHINOWL: I assume then, that you would not have any 

trouble  recognising him? 

RAVEN: Ha! I never forgets a face that splashes the coin about, I'll 

be known! If yer after findin’ ‘im I could track him quicker than a 

bloodhound in a moor fog. 

LORD ASHINOWL: Not exactly. What do you think… (opening a 

large wooden cabinet)… does this one match the scent? 

(He reveals the head of Greenshank nailed to a log with a heavy 

spike through the brow. Raven recoils slightly, momentarily 

stunned by the horrific revelation. However, he quickly regains his 

poise, well aware that he is being scrutinised by Ashinowl for any 

sign of weakness).  

RAVEN: Aye, that’s ‘im. I always thought he was a bit of a 

blockhead…ha, ha. He must o' really got on the wrong side o' 

somebody this time, I'll be known! (Leaning forward towards the 

cabinet with a raised voice) Hey! Greenshank! Yer not splashin’ it 

about now though, is yer, eh? Shame… he can’t hear me. Ha, ha, 

ha. And him all high and mighty as he was. Now I knows why his 

purse was never empty... he was one o' yer ears all the while, eh? 

Aye, yer learns summit every day in this game... 

LORD ASHINOWL: Actually, he earned quite nicely for the use of 

his ears and his tongue. But, as another of my little helpers 

discovered, it was busy wagging in the wrong company. In fact, if 

you examine the mouth, you will see that I hacked the offender out. 

Once, that is, I’d had the fun of making it wag to the end. 

 RAVEN: (Grinning) Aye... better to know than be sorry, that's 

what I always say! 

LORD ASHINOWL: Once I removed a few of his spokes he told 

me all I needed to know. When he finally gave up the ghost, I 
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chopped his ugly head clean off. (Taking a large executioner‟s axe 

from the wall) Beautiful is it not? I then nailed his head to the log 

and put it in the cabinet… especially for you, Raven. 

RAVEN: For me? 

LORD ASHINOWL: Indeed! Not merely to discover if you 

recognised him, you understand, but to demonstrate what happens 

to those who let me down. 

RAVEN: (With a rising temper, resenting the implied slur) Let yer 

down?! Now listen here Ashinowl, I've never let anybody down in 

me life! That's why I'm leader o' the pack, and trusted by them 

that’s under me, as yer paid tongues'll have told yer. And I don't 

need lessons from anybody, not even you…I tell yer that! 

LORD ASHINOWL: (Dispassionately) Calm down my dear 

fellow. That is why I sent for you. Nevertheless, as long as we do 

business together, you would do well not to forget that I am the 

Paymaster General sitting on the sacks of Gold Eagles. That would 

indeed be a foolish mistake for someone of your undoubted abilities 

to make. 

RAVEN: (Regaining his composure at the mention of Gold Eagles) 

Mind, I won't argue wi that now. For it's the one wi the coin who 

ever calls the tune. And the day that law's broke, I'll take up knittin’ 

for a livin’. Anyways, seeings how we're on the subject o' gold 

eagles, I'm thinking that yer ready for business, eh? 

LORD ASHINOWL: (Refilling Raven‟s glass) I want something 

very important to me Raven, and I want it brought to me in the 

strictest secrecy. It's worth more to me than any price I could pay, 

so I am happy to settle at… what shall we say… two hundred gold 

eagles? 

 RAVEN: (Spluttering wine in amazement) Two hundred gold 
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eagles! That's more than I could snatch in five years o' cut and 

thrust! (Looking suspiciously) Now, wait a minute…. what in the 

hell could be worth that amount o' gold, that's what I'm wonderin’. 

It'll not be for any midnight apple raids, I'll be known! 

LORD ASHINOWL: On the contrary. Indeed, apple raiding is not 

far wide of the mark. The sum I’m prepared to offer is in no way 

connected with the danger of the task, at least not for the likes of 

you. No, it’s not related at all. Rather, it is connected with the 

importance of the booty to me. (In a determined tone) I must have 

it… and I will have it Raven, do you understand me?  

RAVEN: Now it’s a right rosy message if them eagles turns out to 

be easy rakin’. But come on Ashinowl, drag it out the hat and name 

it! 

LORD ASHINOWL: (Pacing slowly as he talks) There is a very 

beautiful apple by the name of Lady Dove, who at this very 

moment is about to set off from Godwit on a journey to Rosecross. 

I met this juicy young fruit less than a year ago, and from the 

moment I set eyes on it, I have been burning for it. And I will have 

it, Raven. And when I get it, I intend to peel it apart and take my fill 

of it! Then I will get rid, pip's and all.  

RAVEN: (Grinning wildly) Ha! I never thought I'd land that sort o’ 

coin for a bit o' fruit snatchin’, and that's a fact! Consider it done. 

How many guards is in tow, and what's their metal like? 

LORD ASHINOWL: A mere half dozen foot pounders led by a 

Captain Robin. They will have seen little action. In any case, a 

surprise attack at night will soon deal with them. But you must 

bring the fruit directly to me un-bruised, in mint condition! 

Otherwise, our deal is off and do not doubt that there will be hell to 

pay. 

 

36 

 



RAVEN: Now don't yer be frettin’. I'll bring it tied and gagged as I 

have to, but it'll be wrapped in soft furs and in the same state I finds 

it in. And you have me word on that. 

 LORD ASHINOWL: (Ringing for Razorbill) No doubt you will 

have expenses… fifty to get you started. 

(Raven takes the bag and tucks it eagerly into his coat) 

You will receive the rest when you bring her safely to me. 

(Enter Razorbill, hastily). 

RAZORBILL: Yes my Lord? 

LORD ASHINOWL: Show Raven out. Inform the guards that until 

I say otherwise he may come and go as he pleases. 

RAZORBILL: (Surprised) Yes my Lord. 

LORD ASHINOWL: Off you go then Raven. Bring me the fruit 

before I burn. 

RAVEN: Aye. There'll be a delivery soon enough, I promise yer 

that! 

(Razorbill accompanies Raven to the main gate). 

RAZORBILL: Well you certainly break all expectations! Free to 

come and go as you please?! I've never heard the like in twenty 

years. But you want to be careful, Raven, I've seen more than few 

come here lookin’ for success, but endin’ up fallin’ flat on their 

over-ambitious faces. 

RAVEN: (Shaking the bag of gold in front of Razorbill‟s face) But 

I isn't lookin’ for success yer old shuffler… I’ve bloody well found 

it…I already has it here in me mitts! Ha, ha, ha... See yer soon. 

(Exits through the main gate) 

 End of Scene 
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Act 2  Scene 4: Martinbridge 

 

(At the centre of Martinbridge the small stone bridge over the river 

Teal leads to the  Redpoll Inn, Greenshank‟s Timber Yard, some 

agricultural buildings, and scattered here and there a number of 

homely-looking cottages. 

Young Pipit has just arrived after hitching a lift from Rosecross on 

a stores wagon. He is sitting on some old timber planks near the 

bridge, passing the time by throwing stones at any rats brave 

enough to appear on the nearby rubbish heap. He is waiting for the 

coach to arrive from Turnstone; for as usual, he hopes to earn a 

coin or two by doing chores or running messages for any travellers 

breaking their journey at the Redpoll Inn. 

Unknown to Pipit, Raven is fast approaching the bridge. He is 

seeking out Jackdaw, his old thieving friend, to arrange the 

kidnapping of Lady Dove. Had he known, Pipit would have made 

himself scarce, but by the time he sees Raven‟s horse crossing the 

bridge he realises that it‟s too late and he can‟t escape.  

Despite his fear he attempts to bluff it out. He runs over to Raven as 

he dismounts, greeting him with feigned happy surprise. However, 

Raven regards the boy with a malicious grin while tethering his 

horse to a fence-post). 

PIPIT: (Holding his crumpled hat and smiling) Why it's right good 

to see yer again, Mr Raven sir! The news is bad though… I'm right 

hungry and could do wi a coin to buy some grub. If there's owt yer 

needs doing and done real sharp, I'll be kickin’ me heels, and that's 

the latest! 

RAVEN: (Grabbing Pipit by the hair and shaking him about) It'll 

be more than yer heels that gets a kickin’ when I'm finished wi yer. 
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Yer little shit flea! Yer done a runner a'fore the job was done and 

Jack ended up in the stocks for it. Yer little sewer rat yer! 

PIPIT: (As Raven continues to shake him by the hair) Aaahhhh!... I 

never! I was outside freezin’ all night! Aaahhhh... I come back to 

watch, just as yer told me to, Aahhhhh..., honest I did! But they'd 

already banged him in leg irons, so I took off quick.  Aaahhhh... 

Aaaaahhh... Let me go Mr Raven sir, I begs yer, let me go... 

Aaaahhh! 

RAVEN: (Ceasing to shake him, but still holding him by the hair) 

Ha, ha, ha... Aye, yer sharp took off alright. Pipit the whippet! Ha, 

ha, ha... Yer lying little foot-pad yer! Anyways, I'm looking for 

Jack, have yer seen him hereabouts? 

PIPIT: I haven't seen him Mr Raven sir.... honest I haven't. I just 

come on the last wagon. 

 RAVEN: (Leaving go of Pipit‟s hair and making a play of tidying 

him up) Come on then, cheer up yer little shrimp. Here's what I 

owes yer off last time...  

(Raven puts his hand in his pocket and with some relief Pipit holds 

out his hand, but Raven suddenly punches him violently on the side 

of his head, sending the young boy crashing to the ground. He 

follows this with a heavy kick to the buttocks, causing Pipit to cry 

out and roll across the ground in agony).  

Ha, ha, ha...Now up on yer skinny little pins and get over to the 

Redpoll. Have a quick shifty round the door and see if Jacks' in. Go 

on now… Skip it, Pipit! Ha, ha, ha... 

(Pipit struggles to his feet and picks up his hat from the ground. Try 

as he might, he cannot conceal his anger). 

Go on! (Threatening with his fist) Get a move on, yer rotten little 
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maggot, or yer'll be getting’ more o' the same, I'll be known! 

(Pipit dusts himself down and hobbles over to the inn, opens the 

door an inch or two and peeps into the inn‟s main room. Jackdaw 

is leaning back in a chair with his feet up against the table top. 

With manifest pride he is showing off a large knife to one of the 

travellers staying at the inn. The traveller appears very ill at ease 

to have found himself in such low company. Pipit quietly closes the 

door and returns). 

PIPIT: Mr Raven sir... if Jackdaws' not in the front room yer can tie 

a rock to me feet and chuck me in the river Teal... Is there anything 

else yer'll be wantin’, Mr Raven sir? 

RAVEN: Aye! I'll be wantin’ yer to clear off right quick, and forget 

yer seen me, or I'll skin yer alive the next time I sees yer. 

(Raven aims a blow which Pipit dodges deftly). 

Yer little guttersnipe! 

 PIPIT: I’ll not say a word t’ anybody… me beaks' shut tight as a 

clam… (holding out his hand) even tighter if yer helps me out wi’ 

some grub money. 

RAVEN: (Throwing a coin into the rubbish pile) Here y’are then. 

Fetch it boy… fetch it! Ha, ha, ha... Now if yer the little sewer rat I 

thinks yer to be, yer'll find it afore it gets dark, unless yer wants the 

ghosts t’ get yer.  

(With obvious amusement he watches Pipit‟s desperate attempts to 

find the coin, before swaggering over to the Redpoll Inn. He 

ignores the front door and makes his way towards a side entrance. 

As he does so he attempts to kick the ducks and hens that get in his 

way. The commotion alerts Eider‟s dog which, taking an instant 

dislike, rushes forward and attempts to bite him. Raven is delighted  
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at the sudden challenge, and kicks out at the dog. He fails to make 

contact, so begins to throw stones at it. One particularly heavy one 

hits the dog flush on the head, causing it to yelp and make a rapid 

retreat. Elated and grinning madly, he opens the door which leads 

via a short passageway to a snug at the rear of the Inn). 

 

 

End of Scene 

 

Act 2  Scene 5: The Redpoll Inn 

 

(Enter Raven. The snug is empty but through a serving hatch he 

sees Eider busy with chores).  

RAVEN: (Gruffly) Hey! Yer overgrown warthog, yer! Bring me 

two mugs o' ale. And none o' yer slops neither, or something heavy 

might fall on yer fat, ugly head.  

(He slumps down on one of the benches in the corner and throwing 

his hat on the next table he has a few noisy stretches. Enter Eider 

with a stormy expression on her usually placid face. She bangs 

down two mugs of ale, causing them to splash on the table). 

EIDER: There!!... And if it don't choke yer, don't yer be rejoicing 

too soon. For I swears to God something right bad is waiting for the 

likes of you, make no mistake. 

RAVEN: Ha, ha, ha... Here... (throwing two coins across the table) 

There's yer slop money, yer ugly old bat. Now piss off back to yer 

mugs and buckets.  Cos I reckon the only thing right bad round here 

is your smell, and I don't want it hangin’ about me any longer! Ha,  
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ha, ha, hee, hee, hee... 

EIDER: (Looking back with anger in her eyes as she leaves) It'll be 

a blessing from heaven not to be breathing the same air with the 

likes of you, and that's the gospel truth! But as God's me witness 

(pointing at him threateningly) if yer speaks to me like that again, 

I'll blister yer good and proper with a bucket o’ scalding water, 

yer... yer wicked beast! 

(Raven pulls ugly faces and makes rude grunting noises at Eider, 

who storms off in disgust. He takes deep, refreshing mouthfuls of 

ale, some of it dribbling from his mouth on to his chin and chest. 

Wiping his mouth roughly with his sleeve he makes his way over to 

the door connecting the snug to the inn‟s main room. He opens the 

door no wider than is necessary to gesture across the front room to 

Jackdaw. After a short while Jackdaw joins him in the snug).  

JACKDAW: Well, well... I haven't heard so much as a whisper 

since I was tossed and cabbaged over at Rosecross. Mind, you 

sharp done a disappearin’ act when the lamp was lit, and that's no 

mistake!  

RAVEN: Ah well... there's no use crying over spilt ale, is there 

now? 

JACKDAW: (Knowingly) Aye, specially when it’s somebody else’s 

ale! 

RAVEN: Stop yer gassin’ and come over ‘ere wi’ me. I wants a 

chin-wag wi yer. 

JACHDAW: (Looking slightly worried) If it’s about the coin, it had 

nowt to do wi me, I swear it. 

RAVEN: Naw... forget it Jack! Forget it. There's no use diggin’ for 

what by now'll have been well scattered. It's easier to snatch salmon 
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with greasy digits, than get yer mitts on coin once it’s lost, I'll be 

known! But listen, If yer still has the fire and coals for it, I'll have 

yer in on a caper, if yer'll tie the knot wi a few coins? 

JACKDAW: (In a suspicious tone) I’ve ‘eard that one afore, and 

look where I ended up. In the bloody stocks! I don’t have any coin 

to waste no more. 

RAVEN: Listen, yer only has yer self to blame for that. I warned 

yer over and over, not to mess with her from the Rosecross, now 

didn't I?  

JACKDAW: Aye, that yer did. But never mind, I still likes her 

bonny shape an’ her nice tight skin. She'll feel me drum-stick right 

enough, when the dust settles. There'll be a right good bangin’, and 

I’ll not get caught next time, I tell yer that!  

And... (Pointing angrily with his knife) It’ll not just be ‘er that gets 

a seein’ to… ‘im that goes by the name o' Merlin… he's the one 

that got me pegged down for three stinkin’ days! I'll slit ‘im from 

crop to tail when I sees ‘is ugly beak again, make no mistake! 

RAVEN: Forget all that, Jack. Here, wet yer whistle and prick yer 

ears while I tell yer what's downstream for you and me both. That 

is, if yer've not gone all work-shy and lost yer taste for the yeller 

stuff? 

JACKDAW: (Rubbing the table with the palm of his hand) Keep 

talkin’. There must be some of it hereabouts… me hand's itchin’ 

like the pox!  

RAVEN: Well first off, I've tied the knot wi someone who'll drop 

me plenty coin for little sweat. Now... tied the knot wi who, I hears 

yer ask? Only old money-bags ‘imself, Lord Ashinowl, that's who! 

JACKDAW: (Wide-eyed) Ashinowl! 
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RAVEN: Aye! (He looks around slyly before producing the bag of 

Gold Eagles, shaking it in front of Jackdaw‟s face). And there'll be 

more o' the same for them that wants t’ dig for it, I tell yer that! 

JACKDAW: (Gleefully rubbing his hands together) Heh, heh, heh, 

Yer in with the big beaks now Raven. Mind, I always said yer'd 

strike it big one day, didn't I? Well, come on, didn't I? 

RAVEN: (Leaning back) Aye... that's the truth Jack, carved in stone 

and never forgot. Yer always said as much.  

JACKDAW: That's why I always stuck wi yer… through thick ‘n 

thin. 

 RAVEN: Aye... right enough. Yer were always shy o’ takin’ any 

o’ the big fightin’ cocks on, but yer was always there to hold me 

coat Jack, and that's a fact. 

JACKDAW: (Somewhat sheepishly) I was always there t’ back yer 

up… t’ step in if needed, like… Aye, but come on now. Raven. 

What's the caper? And what’ll be the damage t’ me? 

RAVEN: The damage? Nowt more than a night's drinkin’ money 

for a dozen or so cocks. And the caper? Well... 

JACKDAW: (Impatiently) Aye? Well? Come on then, out with it! 

RAVEN: To snatch a treasure that Ashinowl'd think nowt of licking 

the floor for, and, well.... (pausing) 

JACKDAW: I don't give a monkey's nut what he licks! Just paint 

the picture! (Rubbing together thumb and forefinger) How much 

coin and what for?  

RAVEN: (Nonchalantly) Well... if you're in... 

JACKDAW: (Banging the table with his fist) I'm in Raven! I'm in! 

Now didn't I just  say so?! 

 

44 

 



RAVEN: Aye well, seein’s how yer blowin’ strong, and yer horse 

is keen... (He pulls Jackdaw close and whispers) Listen close Jack, 

for I thinks yer wouldn't waver at the chance o' fifty Gold Eagles, 

would yer now....? 

JACKDAW: Fifty Gold Eagles!! 

RAVEN: (Taking hold of Jackdaw and shaking him while 

whispering) Quiet!! Yer noisy crow... Quiet! (Glancing slyly 

towards the serving hatch) Unless yer wants us t’ swap our coin for 

lashes! Well does yer? 

JACKDAW: (Whispering) But fifty Gold Eagles! If that's not what 

I calls a fortune, yer can whip me skin off with a stick o' brambles. 

(Leaning back and looking to the ceiling) Fifty Gold Eagles... we’re 

made, and that's no mistake! 

(Suddenly his expression changes and he leans forward 

suspiciously.) 

Ah... ah... Now what's so special about this treasure... for 

moneybags to be thirstin’ after it so bad? It has t’ be a right heavy 

hook for a bag o' fifty, make no mistake… not to mention the whip 

and the rope for them as gets caught. 

RAVEN:  Naw Jack... taking candy... taking candy! Snatchin’ a 

certain upper-crust dish what goes by the name o' Lady Dove. I 

followed her train for a couple o' mile, just last night to get a quick 

shifty at the guards and the like. Well, Jack…like peaches and 

cream she is, all fancy silks and ribbons, like. I've been on fire ever 

since! 

JACKDAW: Heh, heh, heh... She sounds a right hot-cake. 

RAVEN: Aye, she’s that right enough...  

JACKDAW: Heh, heh, heh... Looks like I’ve fell in the honey pot 
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with yer this time. Raven! Heh, heh.. Let’s seal this caper and be 

done wi’ it. 

(Both spit on their hands and shake on it while holding each other‟s 

wrist with the other in a ritualistic grip). 

RAVEN: (Slapping Jackdaw on the back) Ha, ha, ha... Now, drink 

up Jack, and go and fetch me some fightin’ cocks afore midnight 

tomorrow. Buy them a skin full, and put their eyes out wi the 

promise o' three gold eagles apiece. And bring them well tooled up, 

cos she’s got half a dozen foot pounders in tow. Meet me at Jay's 

Point, (pulling him close) and don't let me down Jack, whatever yer 

do. We'll not be getting’ a chance like this again, I’ll be known! 

JACKDAW: I'll keep a grip o' this one, I swear it. Don't yer be 

frettin’, now. It's tied tight as a bulldog for a beatin’. 

RAVEN: Make sure them fightin’ cocks are hard. Little wit and 

plenty grit. Then we'll get busy wi some fruit snatchin’, ha, ha, ha... 

JACKDAW: Aye! I knows just the bunch for it. 

(Both hear the coachman‟s call). 

That's the coach to Turnstone. I'm off. I'll see yer tomorrow 

midnight, over at the  ash wood by Jay's Point – the usual spot. 

Heh, heh, heh... 

RAVEN: Aye, away wi yer. Jack, and I'll mix wi yer later. 

(Exit Jackdaw. Raven sits alone grinning with satisfaction that his 

plan is coming together. Just as he finishes the last of his ale he 

hears a voice from outside. Recognising whose it is, he hurries over 

to the window to listen). 

MISS DABCHICK: (From outside) Farewell Mr Jay! Don't you 

forget to call again when you're next in Martinbridge. Give me 

notice and I'll cook you a meal you'll never forget. 
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MR JAY: Goodbye Miss Dabchick. Rest assured I’ll be back, 

perhaps sooner than you think. 

MISS DABCHICK: Farewell! 

(Raven listens with a grin on his face then puts on his hat and 

hurries out of the inn). 

 

End of Scene 

 

Act 2  Scene 6: The Coach Yard at the Redpoll Inn 

 

(Miss Dabchick is waving the coach off as it leaves the yard. Raven 

sneaks up behind her and grabs her roughly by the arm). 

RAVEN: Gottya!! 

MISS DABCHICK: (Startled and turning to face him) Eeeeehhhh!! 

Why Mr Raven... You gave me such a fright! You shouldn't come 

up so sudden on a lady like that. Look at me, I’m shaking like a 

leaf! 

RAVEN: A Lady! You? Ha, ha, ha... why it's a wonder the cobbler 

hasn't put a sole and heel on yer back, what wi all the lyin’ down 

yer've been doing lately. Ha, ha, ha… 

 MISS DABCHICK: Mr Raven! How dare you?! You're a wicked 

man to say such things… very wicked. They are not the manners of 

a gentleman… more like those of the devil himself! 

RAVEN: (Feigning dejection) Me?! Wicked… the Devil… Why, I 

don't know what to make of it and that's a fact. Here's me employed 

by some rich gent to surprise yer with a present, and yer ends up 

callin’ me a devil… that’s the thanks I get… 
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MISS DABCHICK: But Mr Raven I…  

RAVEN:  Well drag me to chapel and preach to me, if yer haven't 

put me right off workin’ for rich gents again. (Taking off his hat 

and looking at the ground) Haw... I thinks I'll go back in the 

Redpoll and get meself another drink (turning away as if to leave). 

MISS DABCHICK:  Oh, don't go Mr Raven. Forgive me. I know 

you were only playing. You ought to be gentler with the ladies, 

that's all. But come, accept my apology and tell of this surprise 

present.  

RAVEN:  (Fumbling with his hat) Aye, well... that's what he paid 

me for. 

MISS DABCHICK: Oh, I am sorry for what I said, Mr Raven. If 

I’d realised that one of my gentleman friends had employed you… 

RAVEN: (More cheerfully) Well... seein’s how yer sorry and all 

that... I'll take yer to it. (Putting on his hat and taking her by the 

arm) Come wi me Miss Dabchick. It’s waitin’ to be unwrapped in 

Greenshank's wood store, just down the bank here. And it's a big 

one, I can tell yer that! The gent said yer'd be the luckiest lady in 

Martinbridge when yer got it. 

MISS DABCHICK: (As they get to the woodstore) Oh Mr Raven, 

I’m so excited. I do love nice surprises. I can’t wait! 

RAVEN: (Sneering) Aye, me neither! 

(Shortly after the door closes behind them a piercing scream is 

heard, interrupted abruptly. The following silence is almost too 

intense to bear. Pipit is hiding in nearby trees, watching and 

listening.  

After best part of an hour he sees Raven emerge from the store 

tying his belt and laughing to himself. In mocking tones through the 

half-open door he calls to Miss Dabchick and throws two coins).  
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RAVEN: Here y’are, Grubby-chick. There's a couple o' coins for 

believin’ in fairy tales, ha, ha, ha... And seein’s how yer were a 

right good bounce and cheap at the price, I might call back 

sometime for more o' the same. If I'm real desperate that is, ha, ha, 

ha... and don't yer be forgettin’ what I told yer… keep yer little 

beak shut, or I'll be back for certain, and make a right mess o' that 

pretty face o' yours, make no mistake! 

(Raven bangs shut the large door and makes his way along the path 

to where his horse is tethered, adjusting his hat and grinning with 

satisfaction. Meanwhile Pipit, out of sight behind thick 

undergrowth, follows him. He knows to some extent what has just 

happened and his eyes fill with tears. 

As Raven unties his horse Pipit throws a small sharp stone which 

strikes the horse and causes it to rear up, knocking Raven heavily 

to the ground. Raven quickly jumps to his feet, hatless and raging 

as he struggles to regain control of his horse. Pipit wills much 

worse to happen, but it does not do so. Cursing, and all the while 

looking around him suspiciously, Raven is eventually able to 

mount. 

Still concealed by the bushes Pipit makes his way silently back to 

Greenshank‟s wood store. Opening the door he peers into the 

gloom). 

PIPIT: Miss Dabchick... Miss Dabchick… Are yer there? 

(As his eyes adjust to the light he sees her sitting on a pallet, dirty, 

bruised and weeping. He runs to comfort her with all the love and 

affection he can muster). 

Miss Dabchick, is yer alright? Don't yer cry none. It’s over now. 

I'm here to look after yer now. I seen that Raven fetchin’ yer down 

here, and I knows he's been beltin’ yer, the big pile o' dirt that he is! 

MISS DABCHICK: (Weeping) Oh, Pipit.... 
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PIPIT: (Embracing her tenderly then with clenched fists standing to 

speak passionately) I'm wi yer now Miss Dabchick, don't yer 

worry... One day, when I’m a man, I'll beat the likes o' him to 

death. You see if I don't, and that's the latest! 

MISS DABCHICK (Wiping her eyes with her torn dress) Oh, 

Pipit... Pipit... You must not tell anyone what's happened to me... 

please... or he'll be back to finish me good and proper... 

(Quite suddenly she utters an uncontrollable and loud cry, as if 

trying to empty herself of all the anger, pain and bitterness). 

Monsterrrrrr!! 

(She continues to weep) 

PIPIT: (Fighting back the tears) Come on, Miss Dabchick... let's 

get yer home now... afore someone hears yer, eh? 

(Mustering all the courage that she can, Miss Dabchick stands up 

abruptly, and although in pain and somewhat unsteady on her feet, 

she carries her head unnaturally high and makes her way to the 

door with an exaggerated and wholly pretended air of unconcern). 

MISS DABCHICK: I've learned a very hard lesson today Pipit. But 

I swear to the good Lord, it won't be the breaking of me. No, never! 

Not for that filthy, evil beast it won't! He won’t be getting the better 

of me! That were not a real man who done this Pipit, no, not a real 

man, but a dirty, cruel devil. And I'll not be looking for gifts 

anymore neither. No, not me... Never again! And that devil will be 

struck down sooner or later, you'll see. 

PIPIT: (Passionately) Aye! 

MISS DABCHICK: Now you come along with me Pipit, back to 

the cottage... and you can have some fresh bread and butter from 

your aunty Dabchick... 

(Pipit ignores her show of defiance and supports her as the two 

 

50  



make their way along the track towards her home). 

PIPIT: Aye! That's it... and don't yer be cryin’ anymore now. For 

when the good Lord hears what that Raven's been up to, like what 

yer says, he'll be struck down right sudden…and that's the latest! 

MISS DABCHICK: Yes Pipit…struck down. The filthy beast.... 

Struck down! 

 

End of Scene 

 

Act 2  Scene 6: Lady Dove's Encampment 

 

(It is twilight and Lady Dove‟s party are making camp in the ash 

wood near Jay‟s Point. Large tents have been erected and sentries 

are being posted. Lady Wren is folding linen by the light of a lamp 

at the entrance of her tent. Nightingale sneaks up on her from 

behind the tent and impishly gives her a surprise). 

NIGHTINGALE: Busy-busy-busy! 

LADY WREN: Nightingale! (Hitting him playfully with a piece of 

folded cloth) Can you not see how busy I am? 

NIGHTINGALE: Busy bees and little wrens are much alike. 

Always on the go. Always busy with something or other.  

LADY WREN: Unlike you, eh my dreamy Nightingale? But you 

can’t fool me, you know. As you so often say yourself, appearances 

can be deceptive. When others accuse you of laziness, I thrash 

those fools with my busy tongue. Just as I will thrash you if you 

keep me from my work! Look how quickly it grows dark and I 

must get these things ready. Lady Dove will soon wish to retire. 

NIGHTINGALE: (Smiling) Well my Jenny Wren, it seems that  
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neither of us is fooled. For however sharp the lashing from your 

tongue might seem to be, I see full well the nectar that lies 

concealed beneath it. It has always been so, and will always be so. 

LADY WREN: (With an expression of doubt) Perhaps not 

always… I remember a time… granted we were both young and 

foolish… when I made you weep like a jilted girl. 

NIGHTINGALE: Do not be so sure my sister… for it was not you 

but my Love for you that defeated me. Without that, all your tests 

and trials were in vain. Though for all their bitterness at the time, 

they are to me now as nectar is to the bumble bee.  

But I’ll let you win once again and leave you to your chores… for I 

must go now and speak with Lady Dove, before communing with 

the stars. 

LADY WREN: Nightingale, I hope you’re not wandering off again 

tonight…. I have felt uneasy about this place ever since we arrived. 

NIGHTINGALE: But sister, it's lovely here!  Look, (pointing to the 

sky) the first stars are already appearing. Cast out your dark doubts! 

For are we not protected by Captain Robin and his brave men? I 

must go… 

LADY WREN: Of course you are right... when you see her, inform 

her that I will be along shortly. 

(As Nightingale exits, she sees Captain Robin approach from the 

trees). 

Oh, Captain Robin... 

CAPTAIN ROBIN: Good evening my Lady. Our preparations are 

complete. The sentries are posted and all is well. Is there anything 

you need… anything at all? 

LADY WREN: No, thank you Captain, all is in hand here too. In 

fact, I am just about to inform Lady Dove that her bed is ready. 
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CAPTAIN ROBIN: (Touching her arm tenderly) Will you permit 

me to say Lady Wren, that this is indeed a rare and pleasant duty 

for me. (Gesturing to his surroundings and taking a deep breath of 

the evening air). Here, in the heart of Nature, free from my usual 

routines, far from the clash of arms…and, if I may be so bold, 

happily serving two most beautiful ladies… well, it would bring 

hope into the heart of anyone. 

I wonder…when we are at Rosecross, may we walk together…

when your duties permit of course… and talk of this and that? 

LADY WREN: (Teasing) Why, Captain, I do believe there is more 

in your words than walking and talking! 

CAPTAIN ROBIN: Whatever else I might dare to hope, to merely 

have the opportunity to walk with you, would, I assure you, be 

heaven for me. 

LADY WREN: (Taking him by the hand) And for me too, Captain 

Robin, truly! 

CAPTAIN ROBIN:  So you will walk with me then, when we 

arrive? 

LADY WREN: I will. But only when Lady Dove grants me leave, 

which is certainly not likely until after she has met her Falcon. 

CAPTAIN ROBIN: (Pensively) I must admit that I have given 

much thought to these visions of hers. And it concerns me that she 

may be deeply hurt if we find no Secret Garden… and even more 

so if this Falcon fellow turns out to be a product of her imagination 

and no more. 

LADY WREN: (Indignantly) Captain Robin! How could you! If 

she has seen her Falcon in a Secret Garden, then I for one have no 

reason to doubt it. And it makes little difference whether she saw 

him with these two eyes, or with the eye of inner vision. 
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CAPTAIN ROBIN: Forgive me…. I did not intend any upset. I do 

not for a moment doubt her good judgement. But it must be clear to 

you that as a soldier I cannot afford to rely on so-called visions. I 

fear if I did so I and many others who depend on me may not live to 

tell the tale. 

LADY WREN: (Taking hold of his hand again) Of course I 

understand. We must all follow our best judgement. But you may 

receive proof of her vision sooner than you think.  But be that as it 

may… and however much your company pleases me… I must 

leave you now and attend to Lady Dove… Goodnight, my Captain 

Robin! 

CAPTAIN ROBIN: (As Lady Wren leaves) Goodnight Lady Wren: 

till tomorrow! (To himself) And may the good spirits embrace you 

with happy dreams, and reveal how much I truly love you... 

Goodnight, my beloved Wren... goodnight... 

 

 

End of Scene 

 

Act 2  Scene 7: Outside Lady Dove’s Tent 

 

(Lady Wren arrives at her mistress‟s tent to find Lady Dove and 

Nightingale sitting outside deep in conversation. She sits down and 

listens. There is an air of calm contentment). 

LADY DOVE: (Looking up to the night sky) …and so, the night 

has come, dressed in her glittering gown of many stars. 

(Emotionally) Oh, on nights like this, when all is calm, the mind 

can spread its wings and take flight into vast and universal 

mysteries... Do you think we see the eyes of the Gods, Nightingale? 
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NIGHTINGALE: (Looking skywards) Indeed I do, my Lady. The 

invisible vibrations of certain stars play through all our actions 

here. And we, the dreaming actors on this ever changing stage, play 

out their tunes for good or ill. 

LADY DOVE: And yet there are some as constant as yon Pole Star, 

who, after many labours, compose their own bright actions… 

regardless of the changing patterns of the stars. And in thought, 

word and deed, they make this earthly play a better one. 

NIGHTINGALE: Then their roots must be in the Most High. But 

the rest of us the starry gods wear as instruments of pleasure and 

pain, drawing us in and sending us out, according to our thoughts 

and acts… sooner or later we all reap what we sow. 

LADY DOVE: Truly spoken, Nightingale. But do you remember, 

just yesterday you told me that Venus had come to Earth, and so for 

three days would be helpful to lovers? Come then, sing to me of 

Love before I retire. 

NIGHTINGALE: (Taking up his lute) 

My Love is like the royal Oak,  

Who stands within the Sun of Day, 

He calls me Home to Paradise 

And bears my Heart away! 

When the dream of life with Love does shine, 

When I am yours and you are mine, 

No more will I in darkness pine... 

In your Garden I shall stay! 

 

He dried the tears of Sophia's eyes,  

As she lay weeping in the deep,  

He placed fair flowers on her head  

And woke her from the Sleep.  

With the flaming Dawn did she arise,  

 

55 

 



With Love and Wisdom in her eyes,  

She saw eternal Golden skies...  

No more to pine nor weep! 

 

My Love is like an ocean Wise,  

Where sparkle Fish in colours bright,  

I seek within His crystal depths  

And fill me with delight.  

I will sing my Song of Praise to Him,  

Wing forth my prayer from deep Within,  

And I his Love shall surely win...  

To dwell in Peaceful Light! 

(Both ladies applaud warmly. Lady Dove embraces Nightingale 

affectionately and taking hold of his hands, speaks emotionally). 

LADY DOVE: Nightingale.... while you sang, I felt for one 

magical moment that Falcon was here with me. Oh, never, ever 

leave my service. Without you this world of shadows would be all 

the darker! 

NIGHTINGALE: You are too kind my Lady. But I bask only in 

your royal light and borrow sweet inspiration from your secret 

beams…. I reflect them back to you that this heavy dream of life 

rest lighter upon your heart. 

LADY DOVE: So speaks the Nightingale, and shakes the dreaming 

trees to wakefulness. But I must retire now…for tomorrow we 

arrive in Rosecross. Pleasant dreams! 

NIGHTINGALE: God keep and protect you both! 

LADY WREN: Good night, Nightingale! 

(Exit Nightingale) 

My Lady, your bed is set for the night. 
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LADY DOVE: (With a contented sigh) How blest am I to have 

such servants. 

LADY WREN: It is we who are blest, my Lady. And more so to be 

with you now on this path to your beloved, who surely even now 

awaits you in the Garden. 

LADY DOVE: Oh, let it be so my dear Wren... Let it be so...  

(The two make their way to their tents and all is hushed in silence). 

 

End of Scene 

 

Act 2  Scene 8: The Ash Wood Near Jay’s Point 

 

(Raven is hiding in the trees above the clearing which was his and 

Jackdaw‟s usual meeting place in the wood. He observes 

approaching horses on the track below. It is Jackdaw and a gang of 

tough-looking fighters. Jackdaw looks around the clearing 

anxiously for Raven, before calling out in a loud whisper). 

JACKDAW: Raven! Raven! Where the hell are yer? 

(The gang are alarmed at the sound of someone or something 

crashing through the trees nearby. They draw their swords and are 

ready for action. Raven appears from the darkness. He appears non 

too pleased and grabs Jackdaw roughly by the arm). 

RAVEN: SShhhh! Quiet! Yer noisy Crow! Quiet! Or we'll be 

pegged a'fore the morning! There’s guards posted near here, and 

yer go bellowing about like a castrated bull! 

JACKDAW: Aye Raven, I've got the point… I've got the point! 

There's no need in whipping a dead horse is there now?  
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(He turns to the gang with a shrug of his shoulders and a grin, 

feigning confidence but unable to fully conceal his embarrassment). 

Nowt's the bother men. Just put yer feet up while we has a quick 

word. We'll be back in two shakes and then we'll get cracking, I 

promise yer. 

(As Raven and Jackdaw walk out of earshot the gang cast 

suspicious glances. Their nervousness is clear). 

Now look Raven, maybe I was a bit out o' order there, but don't 

make me look like a soft tit in front o' the fighting cocks again, or 

I'll be easy pickin’s later on, when I'm flush wi coin and spendin’! 

RAVEN: The mask calls the face a liar most o' the time, and that's a 

fact. But don't yer be fretting over this bunch o' brainless batterers, 

for they's easy directed. I'll soon have the lot o' them dancin’ to a 

merry tune! 

JACKDAW: (With a worried expression) Aye, but I think yer'll 

have to get a good firm grip o' them Raven, make no mistake! They 

look right put out and that Bustard’s not to be messed with I 

reckon. He’d stick yer as soon as look at yer. 

RAVEN: (Grinning) Watch and learn Jack, watch and learn. I'll 

kick up some dust, and paint them a picture that'll rein them in so 

tight, they'll think they was born wi me on their backs. And gold'll 

be the main colour scheme, if yer catch me drift? 

JACKDAW: Aye, I catch it... I'm right behind yer. 

(Raven and Jackdaw return to the gang. Although unspoken there is 

an air of distrust and menace). 

Listen up men! This is Raven, who I told yers about. He's gonna 

tell us what's been chalked up for the night. 

(Raven approaches the gang, returning their silence with interest. 

He regards each of them in turn with a wild and forceful expression 
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on his face. He fixes their gaze one by one, but does not speak. The 

tension is palpable and the atmosphere becomes electric. Individual 

members of the gang appear jumpy and cast nervous glances at one 

another, not sure what to do. 

Raven approaches Bustard and spits on the ground. He calmly 

paces from one member to another, inspecting their weapons, 

occasionally bending forward to touch a blade and nodding 

knowingly. 

Jackdaw is finding the tension almost unbearable and is visibly 

relieved when Raven eventually begins to speak). 

RAVEN: I'm impressed! I likes the clip o' yer! And I sees yer've 

come tooled up good and proper. Now listen! I know I rattled yers 

just now, when I come through the trees like I did, but long afore 

yer turned up I’d planned a little test for yers.  

Yer see the last lot I took on were a right sorry bunch, make no 

mistake. Just when things was on the boil and busy cooking, they 

all took fright, and scarpered like a flock o’ startled Tits! 

(Bustard and one or two of the gang laugh at this which clears the 

air. Raven is in full flow and is beginning to get them under his 

spell). 

Aye, a right sorry bunch they was, I’ll be known! At the first bang 

o’ the startin’ drum, the lot o’ them just dropped their tools and ran 

like the clappers all over the countryside, like a bunch o’ headless 

chickens. So yer can see why I had to test yers like I did.  

Anyways, how much o’ the old brass did Jack here promise? 

BUSTARD: (Forcefully) We was promised none o’ the old brass. 

More like three gold eagles apiece. 

RAVEN: Well for starters, I’ve some news for the lot o' yer. 

Seeings how yer a couple o’ hundredweight more than I was 
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expecting, and seeings how I’m really impressed wi yer, I’m 

upping the stakes to four gold eagles apiece. 

(The wage rise is well received and one or two of them nudge each 

other like playful bullocks while broad grins spread across all of 

their faces). 

Listen though… hear me out!.. I say four... if, that is, yer carry the 

caper to the bitter end. And yer’ll be gettin’ nowt if yer don’t. And 

I’ll have no time for wrangling neither. Any one o’ yers as doesn’t 

like it can piss off now and no arguments. But for them that carries 

his load well tonight, there'll be a lot more eagle-work to come. 

And yer have me word on that!  

Now, listen up lads, cos yer’ll hear it but once. This is what yer 

need to do… 

(They all gather round with enthusiasm, their trust restored. 

Jackdaw hovers at the fringes of the huddle before pacing around 

with a new-found confidence.) 

 

End of Scene 

 

Act 2  Scene 9: Crossbill’s Sentry Post 

 

(It is midnight and Captain Robin is checking the sentry posts 

around the encampment. He is stealthily approaching Crossbill‟s 

post when he is challenged). 

CROSSBILL: Who goes there?! Friend or foe?! 

CAPTAIN ROBIN: Friend! 

CROSSBILL: (Brandishing a large sword) Show yourself. Slowly! 
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CAPTAIN ROBIN: (Stepping out from the trees) It's me: Captain 

Robin. Well done soldier. Stand easy. 

CROSSBILL: (Lowering his blade) Right good to see you sir. All’s 

quiet here save for the owls and mice. 

CAPTAIN ROBIN: Crossbill, isn’t it? Would that all soldiers 

followed their orders so, and with but half your vigilance. 

CROSSBILL: Thank you Captain sir. If orders are not to be carried, 

or if they are done in a sloppy fashion, then I fails to see the point 

in any soldiering. 

CAPTAIN ROBIN: Well said soldier… Your name brings to mind 

another who shares it… 

CROSSBILL: Who might that be, Captain sir? 

CAPTAIN ROBIN: A sword maker from Turnstone. One of a 

family dedicated to the art. 

CROSSBILL: Aye, Captain sir, related I would be, and proud 

enough of it.  

CAPTAIN ROBIN: Was the life of a smith not to your liking then? 

CROSSBILL: It wasn’t so much that, captain, I did my fair share 

helping around the place as a lad, and liked it fair enough. But it 

were never enough to draw me from the centre.  

CAPTAIN ROBIN: Why was that? 

CROSSBILL: Well, Captain sir, since I were a lad, soldiering were 

what I aimed for. An old woman told me that Mars was visitin’ the 

Ram, rising in the East when I took the first breath, like. She 

reckoned I’d be a soldier or be ever boiling over wi’ the fever of it 

on me. Sure enough, I’ve had a thirst for it since afore I can 

remember. 

CAPTAIN ROBIN: I myself felt the same overwhelming passion as 
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a boy. But now... well, now I look to settle in calmer waters and 

maybe find a good woman with whom to share my life. My thirst 

for adventure was long since quenched. It seems I have turned full 

circle and face the nest again. 

CROSSBILL: Well, I wish you all the luck you’d wish yourself in 

that, Captain, sir, indeed I do. Though I reckon as far as women 

goes, what’ll be’ll be. When the right one comes along, I doubt 

you’ll have much say in the matter, for you be tripped up and hog-

tied afore yer gets a sentence out. 

CAPTAIN ROBIN: I hope you’re right, good soldier – for you and 

I both.  

Now then, let me see if the others follow your example…goodnight 

Crossbill. Stay vigilant! 

CROSSBILL: ‘Night Captain, sir. 

(Captain Robin has travelled but a short distance when he hears 

noises through the trees to his left. Suddenly, a loud call rings out 

and all six posts come under attack. There is much hand to hand 

fighting. Captain Robin runs through the trees and comes upon one 

of the gang. He swiftly kills him, but is immediately set upon by two 

more. He bravely fights them both, but in doing so falls headlong 

down a deep ravine.  

The ravine is so precipitous that the two fighting cocks are almost 

certain that he has fallen to his death. In order to avoid the danger 

of climbing down to confirm it, they agree to tell the others that 

they have killed him in combat. 

The fighting is soon over and they join their comrades who are 

gathering over by the tents). 

 

End of Scene 
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Act 2  Scene 9: Lady Dove’s Tent 

 

(Lady Dove has quickly dressed. Enter Lady Wren. She is 

distressed. Sounds of fighting and general commotion can be heard 

outside). 

LADY WREN: My Lady! Quickly now! We are under attack and 

without protection! 

(Offering Lady Dove one of two daggers) Here, take this! 

(To Lady Wren‟s astonishment Lady Dove smiles and calmly takes 

both daggers and throws them to the back of the tent). 

 But... but my Lady, how are we to defend ourselves? 

LADY DOVE: Be calm my Wren... We have no need of any such 

male defences. For if these weapons have failed our brave soldiers, 

what could they accomplish for two Ladies? Rather, let us hold on 

to sweet peace, and have faith in Holy Providence, the mighty 

power of which outstrips the little plots of men. 

(Taking her by both hands with tenderness) Let us be calm and full 

of trust, and face what is to be as valiant Sisters of Light, and in so 

doing prove the secret strength of women. 

Where is Nightingale? I pray God that he is safe. 

LADY WREN: I know not, my Lady. He made mention of 

climbing a hill to the East of here, to meditate upon the stars. 

LADY DOVE: This is most excellent news. For if it be the case 

that Nightingale has escaped, you may be sure he will bring 

assistance. But in the meantime let us pray for protection and 

guidance. 

LADY WREN: (With resignation) As you wish, my Lady. 
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(They stand side by side crossing their arms and resting their hands 

lightly upon their shoulders. They look upwards in deep devotion, 

their gaze fixed upon the distance, as though reaching out to a far-

off realm).   

LADY DOVE: Oh Spirit of Goodness throughout our Solar 

Cosmos; grant us the Strength of Peace, that we may bear the heavy 

burden of this dark trial. For then, all our impurities will be washed 

away and the scales will fall from our tired eyes. So Mote It Be. 

BOTH: (Making the sign of the cross) Amen. 

LADY WREN: My Lady... If it be granted us to overcome this trial 

with gentleness, then so be it. But if not, then other strategies may 

fall into my hands. For though we may seem at times to give way 

like a flexible sea, yet shall we drown these unwelcome men in our 

sirenic mysteries! 

(They hear the sound of men approaching the tent). But listen... 

someone approaches! 

(Enter Raven followed by Jackdaw carrying a length of rope and a 

strip of cloth). 

RAVEN: Well, well, well! Feast yer eyes on this Jack! Two 

beauties for the price o' one! (Pointing to Lady Wren) Looks like 

that one’s up for grabs! Seems my fire’ll be fed after all! 

JACKDAW: I'll cut this tackle in half!  

(He goes down on one knee to cut the rope and gag in two with his 

knife. Lady Dove ignores them and addresses Lady Wren with an 

air of unconcern). 

LADY DOVE: Now you can see at close quarters, my Lady Wren, 

the venomous snakes that bite the ankles of Ladies, and yet, will 

never dare to look us constant in the eye... (turning to Raven with a 

smile) lest their bestial fire be suddenly frozen. 
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RAVEN: What in the hell is yer spouting off about? Just cut the 

nagging or yer'll feel me foot up yer cat-flap! 

LADY WREN: (Coming between the two) How dare you threaten a 

Lady in such a low and disgusting manner!? You venomous, flea-

bitten, gutter rat! Your rotten brain is like a hive of evil bees; but 

mark my words, they will sting you grave-wise in the end! You 

warped and twisted excuse for a man! 

RAVEN: (Slowly clapping in mock applause, then pulling comical 

faces of pretended alarm) Hey, Jack! Hurry up and get this noisy 

slut tied and gagged will yer! It's likely to talk me into an early 

grave, I'll be known! 

LADY WREN: You vile creature! If I were a man, I would have 

you put in irons, dragged to the stocks and lashed without mercy! 

(Jackdaw grabs her roughly from behind and begins to tie her 

hands together). 

You ignorant servant of the devil! I swear to God, I will kill you 

both before this day is done! 

RAVEN: (Grinning) Aye... That's it jack, tie the loose fish up for 

the sake of me good health! And get a move on wi’ the gag will 

yer… her sermons'd drive a dead horse preacher to drink, and that's 

no mistake! 

LADY WREN: You filthy black heart! There will be a heavy 

reckoning sooner than you think! Then you will aah... (The gag is 

tightened, although she continues to struggle). 

LADY DOVE: My Lady Wren, be calm. For such creatures are but 

the testing tools of a secret Destiny. 

RAVEN: Yer’ll know all about tools afore long… And yer’ll be 

whistling a different tune when a certain night-bird gets your kettle 

boiling ha, ha, ha... And as for this foxy little fire-witch here...  
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(brutishly slapping Lady Wren‟s buttocks, then whispering 

menacingly in her ear)…I’ll be planning something right special for 

yer… But business first, pleasure after... Jack, go and sort the lads 

out and get shot o’ them. I’ll load these two in the cart. 

(Jackdaw approaches the fighters who have gathered outside.  

Some are wrapping wounds, Two of the nine have been slain, but 

nevertheless morale is high. They are congratulating each other 

and bragging about their exploits). 

JACKDAW: Well done men! Raven's as pleased as a greyhound 

among the rabbits! Here yer are then... four gold eagles apiece, as 

promised. And listen! Listen now... Raven wants me to tell yer, 

he'll be banging on yer door afore any others, seeings how yer've 

done him right proud tonight. 

(He counts four Gold Eagles into the hand of each fighter) 

Anyways, I'll be seeing yers over in Turnstone real soon, and happy 

spending to the lot of yers! Heh, heh, heh... 

BUSTARD: Now, not so fast matey! (The atmosphere suddenly 

becomes tense). There's two of us less than when we got started, 

and we wants them other eight eagles an’all. Or there'll be more 

blood spilt afore morning! 

 JACKDAW: (Nervously) Why, that'll be no bother at all! I forgot 

about them other two that's all. Here y’are then, another eight 

pieces. 

(The gang cheer loudly and congratulate Bustard. They are happy 

to have such a strong and clever leader). 

Anyways, how did they get the chop? Did anybody see? 

IST GANG MEMBER: I saw Kite get it (thumping his chest) right 

through the bird cage. One o’ the guards killed him. He was a bit of 

a wild man, shoutin’ stuff about the spirit o’ Mars and a load o’  
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other crap. Anyways, I snuck up behind him and cleaved his head 

in (drawing his heavy sword to demonstrate the blow. The gang 

cheer as he does so). 

2ND GANG MEMBER: It was me that killed the Captain and 

dumped his body over the ravine! 

3RD GANG MEMBER: Aye! I vouch for that! 

2ND GANG MEMBER: He was the one who done fer Magpie. It 

took the two of us to finish him but I poked him right through the 

pump house! (He points to his heart. The gang cheer again). 

BUSTARD: We're off now Jack! And yer can tell Raven from me 

that we all left right happy to be flush wi eagles, and we'll be 

chewing on the bit till he gives us another shout. Anyways, I'll see 

yer in the Blackcap the next time yer over in Turnstone, eh? 

 JACKDAW: Aye! I'll be there sooner than yer think! Tell that 

Madam Redshank, to get her best rooms up topside ready. 

(The gang laugh before heading off through the trees to where they 

had concealed their horses. Jackdaw returns to the tent and he and 

raven finish loading the tied and gagged ladies into the back of a 

cart, covering them over with furs. Raven and Jackdaw disguise 

themselves as tinkers before driving off towards Castle Ashinowl).  

 

End of Scene 
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Act 3  Tests and Trials 



Act 3 Scene 1: The Dungeons 

(The scene opens as Raven, Jackdaw and Razorbill lead the ladies 

to the dungeons below Castle Ashinowl. The corridor is dimly lit. 

However, as Razorbill unlocks the heavy creaking door of the first 

cell it is clear that there is no light within). 

RAZORBILL: Put her in here. 

RAVEN: Cut her loose, Jack. 

JACKDAW: Come on, yer sweet peach... 

LADY DOVE: (At the threshold) But it is pitch dark. Will you be 

kind enough to supply a light, that I might use the room as a lady 

should? 

RAVEN: (Still holding the struggling Lady Wren) Listen to it 

spouting off again! She thinks she's just popped in for a friendly 

chat over wine and fruitcake! Ha, ha, ha... 

(Razorbill and Jackdaw laugh). 

 Razorbill, tell her majesty what's in store for her once Ashinowl 

gets cracking! 

RAZORBILL: To be brief, my sweet little pig, his Lordship intends 

riding you through the mud! (All three laugh). Anyway, Lord 

Ashinowl reckons if you're as pure as he thinks you are you’ll light 

up the dungeon yourself.  

RAVEN: Ha, ha, ha... Look at the gloomy mug on it now! Yer not 

so high and mighty now is yer, eh? Ha, ha, ha... Get it locked up 

Razorbill, before it spouts anymore sickly sermons! 

(Jackdaw roughly pushes Lady Dove into the dungeon and 

Razorbill locks the door. Raven unties Lady Wren, takes off her gag 

and pushes her towards the next cell). 

In yer go, yer foxy bitch! I'll see yer in a bit since! Ha, ha, ha… 
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LADY WREN: Raven! I need to tell you something very important. 

Speak with me alone! 

RAVEN: Later on slop-mop. I'm flagging like a ship wi no sails! 

But don't yer be fretting, I'll be back for yer later! 

(Raven pushes her over the threshold and slams the door. Razorbill 

turns the key). 

LADY WREN: (From inside) Raven! Please listen to me! 

JACKDAW: (With a wink) she's burning for yer Raven, that's what 

it is! Heh, heh, heh... 

RAVEN: Hey, Razorbill… we needs t’ bed down afore we fall 

down. 

LADY WREN: Raven! I beg you! 

 RAZORBILL: Follow me, I’ll show you to your rooms. 

(The three make their way up the stone steps. Lady Wren can still 

be heard calling for Raven in the distance until the heavy door is 

closed and all is silent).  

 

End of Scene 

 

 

Act 3  Scene 2: The Oak Wood 

 

(Nightingale staggers through the woods utterly exhausted. He 

stops and leans against a large oak tree to catch his breath. He is 

in great distress and in his despair tears and lamentations flow 

from him unchecked). 

NIGHTINGALE: Falcon! ... Falcon! If you can hear me, hide  
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yourself... I come to slay you... Now my message will be dark as 

pitch... that all the world will think this Nightingale a crow... 

(Looking to the sky tearfully) Oh, Lords of Life, grant me the 

strength to play the Crow, that I may carry my evil news to distant 

Rosecross... and plant it like a black dart straight into Falcon’s 

heart!... 

(He slowly sinks to the ground and sits with his back against its 

trunk, his head lowered in grief. Enter Kingfisher. He steps from 

the trees and leaning on a large staff, addresses Nightingale). 

KINGFISHER: For such unfortunate words as these, I carry certain 

remedies, my son. 

NIGHTINGALE: (Jumping to his feet and drawing a dagger) Stay 

back dog! Back I say! For I swear to God, this blade will do the 

work of any butcher! 

KINGFISHER: (Calmly) Dog you say?... and butchery?! Perhaps 

you have the fever. 

But... (waving his hand) I forgive you in the name of youth, and the 

awful heaviness of your burden, whatever it be... 

(Turning to leave). 

NIGHTINGALE: (Steadying himself) Who are you? And what is 

your business in these woods? 

KINGFISHER: I am Master Kingfisher, though some know me as 

the Fisher King. My business is with Light and Life. In short, I 

labour with the elements, and use hard earned skill and a hidden 

knowledge to help, where I can, Mother Nature… (fixing 

Nightingale‟s gaze with a radiant expression) while bearing love to 

all, my son. 

(Realising Kingfisher‟s goodness and dignity Nightingale sheaths 

his dagger. He is somewhat ashamed). 
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NIGHTINGALE: Forgive me Master Kingfisher... I was wrong to 

be suspicious in the blindness of my troubles. 

(Bowing respectfully) My name is Nightingale: a minstrel, poet and 

messenger, in loyal service to Lady Dove. I repeat: please forgive 

me... 

 KINGFISHER: (With a kindly smile) If it is forgiveness you seek 

Nightingale, then it is yours. My single eye, being more penetrating 

than common sight, saw the ugly colours of your sorry tale, but not 

the roots of it. So tell me, if you will, what appalling grief wounds 

you so, making such a young bud appear so withered? 

NIGHTINGALE: The dear ladies, who I serve with love and 

loyalty, have been kidnapped by a gang of murderers. Our escort of 

brave soldiers were attacked during the night. Outnumbered and 

taken by surprise, they were all most cruelly slain! Oh, God rest 

their valiant souls... 

KINGFISHER: How did you escape from such a vicious pack? 

NIGHTINGALE: I had climbed a steep hill and was perched upon 

a high ledge contemplating the stars when I heard the terrible 

clamour of the attack below. I quickly made my way down to the 

encampment, where all the guards lay horribly mutilated. 

As I was descending I observed to my horror the two ladies being 

bundled into a cart and driven off through the trees. My plan was to 

follow the cart until some opportunity should present itself. But an 

urgent voice, (knocking against his breast with his fist) deep within 

me, impossible to ignore, commanded me to seek out Falcon of 

Rosecross. But now I am truly ashamed that I did nothing to help 

them in their time of greatest need... 

KINGFISHER: Be not ashamed my brave Nightingale. You did 

right. Had you not heeded that inner voice you would never have 

found me! Though Destiny ever lends a helping hand to stout   
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courage, action sometimes bolts the door to Liberty.  

And anyway, what could you have done that soldiers had failed to 

do? And did not your inner voice – which we all should ever obey – 

command you to bear the news of these evil events to Falcon? 

NIGHTINGALE: (With renewed vigour) You are right Master 

Kingfisher. I must travel with all speed to Rosecross, and seek him 

out while my strength lasts! 

I thank you for your kindness and for your wise advice. However 

heavy the message I bear, I must lose no more time and be on my 

way. 

KINGFISHER: Wait, my son. The quickest route from here to 

Rosecross is a journey over marshland, mud-flats and bogs. It is not 

without its dangers. The forest route, though safer, is a good twenty 

miles or so. If you were a real Crow, these were not impediments; 

but see, you are a tired and foot weary messenger, unfit for such a 

journey.  

Let us instead employ swifter means to bring your Falcon here. 

NIGHTINGALE: How on Earth can we do that, Master? 

KINGFISHER: Nature's Laws to a certain measure can assist the 

willing soul. But come, let us not pass the time with idle gossip. We 

have work to do! 

(Kingfisher busies himself. He creates a protected area in the 

centre of the clearing; he lights a small fire which at one stage 

appears to flare up in many brilliant colours. The air above their 

heads sparkles, the ground vibrates, clouds of incense rise to the 

sky; and when Kingfisher holds a bowl of water it bubbles and 

glitters like liquid diamonds). 

NIGHTINGALE: Master! I can hear tiny bells ringing all around 

us! How pure and sweet they sound! 
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KINGFISHER: They are my little helpers. Most musical when 

most active. Now, be silent! 

Although Nightingale did not observe how it came to be, a globe 

suddenly appeared above their heads. It was in appearance not 

unlike the Earth seen from a great distance floating in space, 

spinning upon its axis. It shone with a beautiful translucence.  

NIGHTINGALE: (Excitedly) What is it Master?! 

KINGFISHER: (Laying his hand upon Nightingale‟s head) Be 

calm my son! Turn your thoughts to recent events; and do not let 

them stray! 

(As Nightingale concentrates, the globe gradually darkens and 

becomes dense like smoke. As Kingfisher burns more incense 

Nightingale follows his instructions after which he sits down 

exhausted.) 

NIGHTINGALE: (Full of sorrow, looking up at the globe) How 

dark and horrible it has become! Oh Master, how sad to behold the 

thoughts of evil. 

KINGFISHER: How right you are, Nightingale! But our work is 

not yet complete… 

(When the two had completed all that needed to be done 

Nightingale sank to the ground, sitting with his head in his hands). 

KINGFISHER: Come now my son, this is not the time for despair. 

The situation is not without hope… for even now, I hear your 

mistress’s voice calling from within her darkness. Do you not hear 

it? 

(Nightingale immediately hears a voice calling in the distance. It is 

faint at first, but gradually becomes clearer. It is unmistakably the 

voice of Lady Dove. Eventually it becomes so clear that it is as if he 

is in the dark dungeon with her.  
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Suddenly he stands bolt upright, his eyes fixed in a distant stare, 

trancelike. He sees an angelic apparition of Lady Dove shining in 

the icy darkness, her beautiful eyes glistening with jewelled tears. 

Nightingale feels as though his heart will be rent in two, but he is 

powerless to break the magnetic bond and so looks on.) 

LADY DOVE: (Looking up through the darkness) Nightingale… 

Nightingale… Hear my voice… Oh, hear me, my trusted 

Nightingale… Fail me not… If you sleep, then awaken! If you rise 

to fly in spirit form, I know in my heart that you will hear me…  

Tell my love that an evil hand has snatched his beloved Rose, and 

cast it like some poisonous weed into this icy darkness… Tell him 

that I love him with all my Heart and Mind and Soul… Tell him 

that if he cannot save me then I forgive him, and will with all 

patience wait for him in Paradise…  

And tell him, my dearest Nightingale, that however dark and 

desperate his life may seem, he must not end it by his own hand, for 

that would part us for many long ages… 

Hear me, my trusted Messenger, and fail me not! Oh, I beseech 

you, fail me not! 

(The vision fades and Nightingale is released from his trance). 

NIGHTINGALE: (Tearfully) Oh, Master… I fear my heart shall be 

broken… And I fear that I shall not live to breathe a word about 

these evil times… 

KINGFISHER: I think not my son! I am here… and I shall help. 

And even were I not, I know you would have fought like a tiger all 

the way to Rosecross, whatever pains may have plucked your 

sensitive strings.  

But listen! Do you hear another’s voice? 

(Nightingale is held in trance again and hears the voice of Lady  
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Wren. He beholds an image of her face surrounded by darkness. 

She wears an expression of fiery determination). 

LADY WREN: Nightingale! Nightingale! You will hear me! I am 

separated from Lady Dove and unable to help her. Do your duty! 

Quickly now! Find Falcon and inform him! Do not worry about 

me… but remember the evil name of Ashinowl, for it is he who 

pulls the strings of this affair. 

I know you hear me Nightingale, and I know you will do your duty. 

Fail her not or never more will I call you friend or brother! 

(Fading) Remember!... Ashinowl!... Ashinowl!... 

NIGHTINGALE: (Returning tearfully once more to his normal 

awareness) Master! I must inform Falcon that the one who bears 

responsibility for this evil is called Ashinowl! Who could this 

monster be? 

 KINGFISHER: It is better to wait upon Falcon for an answer to 

such a question, my son. 

NIGHTINGALE: (Angrily) I will do as Lady Wren commands, but 

if I ever get within spitting distance of him (drawing his dagger) I 

will kill cut out his black heart! 

KINGFISHER: Nightingale! Such violent thoughts are better left to 

those who wise destiny has tied to more fiery horses. Your task, my 

son, is to form an unbroken thread with Heaven’s secret harmonies; 

to distil the purest dew-drops of truth, beauty and goodness, and let 

them gently rain, undistorted, into this hall of tears and sorrow… 

But come, you must eat something and rest. Very soon Falcon will 

arrive. And ask yourself while you do: who or what could ever 

overcome conditions such as these, but love itself, firmly fixed on 

duty! For though pure love be the gentlest flower that ever bloomed 

in Eden, it is ever the greatest warrior on the battlefield. 

NIGHTINGALE: (Ashamed) Once more your wisdom shames me. 
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Once more this common boy seeks your forgiveness. 

KINGFISHER: Common boy?! (Smiling and placing his hand 

upon Nightingale‟s shoulder) Nay, my dear Nightingale, we are 

brethren! though as yet you sleep somewhat deeper than I. For long 

ago, like the early bird, I roused myself, caught the material 

worm… and digested it. As you shall one day! 

(Leading Nightingale to a small table set with bread and wine). 

Now, eat and drink, then try to rest for a while. 

 

End of Scene 

 

 

 

Act 3  Scene 3: The Secret Garden 

 

(Falcon‟s friends are approaching the secret garden. It is a place 

known only to a chosen few from in and around Rosecross. Each of 

the trusted comrades has committed themselves to secrecy. 

It is hidden among the marshlands, bogs and quick-sands which 

surround it on all sides. The way to it is so dangerous that more 

than a few unguided inquisitive treasure seekers have lost their 

lives as the mists descended to conceal the narrow path from view. 

There is a somewhat wider path which forms a longer route, and 

just about passable on horseback if the rider knows and heeds the 

points of danger.   

Not without reason, some have believed it to be under the 

protection of powerful spirit-beings not unlike earth gnomes. The 

garden itself is very beautiful. It contains many blossom-laden trees 
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which can be found in no other place but there. The trees are 

surrounded by powerful auras and even the smallest plants and 

grasses seem to glow with an inner radiance. 

However, most remarkable is its atmosphere: magical, magnetic 

and of the deepest peace. The high vibrations within this secluded 

precinct have enabled some to reach levels of perception which 

would otherwise have proved impossible for them. 

As our friends enter the concealed narrow entrance they 

immediately encounter the waiting Falcon). 

FALCON: (With outstretched arms) My good friends! Welcome! It 

is so good to see you all again, especially here. May the secret 

bonds of our eternal friendship be strengthened once again! 

GADWELL: (Embracing Falcon warmly) By God Falcon, look at 

you! Fisher’s ancient Oak! 

GOOSANDER: And just as handsome! 

HOBBY: (Slapping him on the shoulder) Welcome back Falcon! 

This certainly takes some beating! First Bonxie, and now we meet 

again after all these years. 

MERLIN: (Shaking Falcon‟s hand vigorously) Yes, welcome back 

Falcon, welcome back… (Turning to address them all) Do you 

know dear friends, I’ve been thinking, perhaps we find ourselves in 

one of those rare occasions, when all the planets gather for some 

secret meeting! In fact, I would not be at all surprised if something 

quite special was about to happen! 

GOOSANDER: And in the sacred month of May! 

PINTAIL: (Somewhat concerned) I am so very pleased to meet 

with you again Falcon, indeed I am. But did we not all agree that no 

more than three of us should meet here at the same time? 

FALCON: Quite right Pintail, quite right! But like Merlin, I believe 
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something of great importance is about to happen to us all, and we 

should therefore strengthen our bonds in preparation. 

GOOSANDER: Oh, I love mysteries, and I do hope it will be 

something good. But Falcon, what do you think is about to happen? 

 FALCON: I cannot say, Goosander. But it is most certainly 

connected with the reason I am here. 

GADWELL: Well for my part, I'm too long in the tooth to be 

worried about what might or might not happen at some unknown 

time in the future. I’d rather sit with my feet up, with a joint of beef 

(slapping his belly) and a decent mug of ale. I reckon I’m built for 

comfort! 

(All laugh merrily) 

Until that is, whatever is to be grabs me by the scruff of the neck 

and hurries me up! 

(More laughter) 

GOOSANDER: You’ve always been an immovable stone. But 

really father, can you not see the wonderful possibilities of…. 

Aaaahhh!! 

(Goosander jumps back in alarm as a black object, flashing red, 

shoots past her. Falcon who had been standing next to her falls to 

his knees. He holds his head in his hands and with an expression of 

utter despair begins tearing at his clothes and calling out wildly). 

FALCON: No! Please God, it cannot be... Take me instead! Oh... 

My Lady... No!!... No!! 

(Ignoring his friends‟ bewildered questions he leaps to his feet, 

brushes everyone aside and with tears streaming down his face 

runs out of the garden to his horse). 

Not much time... must save her quickly... Save her or die! 
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GADWELL: Hurry! Back to Rosecross! This means trouble, I’ll be 

bound. We'll gather men and horses and follow him. 

GOOSANDER: Oh Merlin! What is happening?! 

MERLIN: (Caressing her tenderly then looking deeply into her 

eyes) Goosander, Listen to me! Listen to me! We will soon sort this 

out. I promise! Make your own way back to Rosecross and wait for 

me there. There's no time for talking now! 

(He runs to catch up with the others). 

GOOSANDER: (Tearfully) Merlin! Wait for me! Please... Merlin! 

 

End of Scene 

 

Act 3  Scene 4: The Redpoll Inn 

 

(Falcon‟s friends and a group of armed volunteers arrive at 

Martinbridge after a ten mile trek from Rosecross. They are about 

an hour behind Falcon. The four friends hurry into the Redpoll Inn 

while the others lead the horses to water. Pipit follows them into 

the inn unnoticed. The main bar is quiet, with only two patrons 

sitting near the window). 

GADWELL: (Banging on the bar with his fist) Eider!! Eider!! 

Come quickly! Eider!! 

EIDER: (Enters from the kitchen) Bless my soul, what's all the 

shouting and fuss?! Gadwell! What’s all this? 

GADWELL: (Urgently) Eider! We're looking for Falcon. We need 

to find him quickly. Have you seen him? 

EIDER: Falcon! Good heavens no! It’s been years since I last set  
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eyes on the lad. And apart from these two gentlemen here, the 

Redpoll's been empty all morning. What’s going on? 

(Gadwell and the others exchange concerned glances. They are at a 

loss as to what to do. At this point Pipit approaches Gadwell with 

his hat in his hands. He is nervous and has tears in his eyes). 

PIPIT: Sir... I knows what bad things’s been going on round here... 

But I had nowt to do with it... I swears on it sir... And that's the 

God's honest truth! 

GADWELL: What on Earth are you talking about boy? 

PIPIT: About this bad business sir... I knows two days ago Raven 

was planning a snatch… but I was right scared to tell.  That Raven 

sir, he's a right bad'n, and that's the latest! And if he finds out I was 

listening at the snug window, well… and if he finds out who’s 

blown the whistle on him, well… he'll snap me neck like a 

chicken's, and that's the latest, sir! 

MERLIN: (Putting his arm around Pipit) Now don't you worry lad, 

we are all good men here. And we won't stand for young lads being 

threatened by grown men, and (pointing to himself) you have 

Merlin's word on that! Now out with it. What are you trying to tell 

us? 

PIPIT: I'll be telling alright. Merlin sir! Honest I will! But I could 

do wi a drink to set me off, seeings how me mouth’s like a bag o' 

sawdust! 

MERLIN:  No trouble at all young lad! Eider! Bring the lad a drink 

will you. 

EIDER: (Hurrying over from behind the bar) Here's a half mug o' 

ale for yer Pipit. Have no fear of these good gentlemen. Just tell 

them everything yer know, that's a good lad. 

(Pipit quickly empties the mug). 
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And Gadwell, mind yer listen to the lad! Just as he says, that Raven 

and another one called Jackdaw were here, just the other... 

MERLIN: Jackdaw! 

EIDER: Aye, that’s his name. And after being foul mouthed with 

me, they were whispering and laughing in the snug, but two days 

since, as young Pipit here says. I knew even then that something 

right bad were in the air. As God's me witness, it were hard to 

breathe the whole time they were in, especially that Raven. 

MERLIN: We had Jackdaw put in the stocks for three days not long 

since. He was caught trying to steal from Pintail here’s store. And 

he threatened violence to Goosander, Gadwell’s daughter, when she 

found him out. 

PINTAIL: To my mind, a very lenient sentence indeed! 

EIDER: There's a storm brewing! God help me, I can feel it in me 

bones! 

GADWELL: But what has all this to do with Falcon? I say we split 

up and get moving along the different tracks, before we lose him 

altogether! 

MERLIN: Patience Gadwell: let us hear what the boy has to say. 

(Turning to Pipit) So Pipit's your name is it lad? Well Pipit, we 

don't have much time, so you just tell me what you overheard this 

Raven fellow saying the other day. 

PIPIT: Well sir, Merlin sir, I was listening at the snug window, 

without them knowing it… for I knows they had the Devil's hooves 

on and was up to no good… and that's when I hears Raven telling 

Jackdaw that there's fifty gold eagles in it for him, if he helps him 

snatch a dish of treasure called Lady Dove for Lord Ashinowl, and 

he told him to meet... 

BONXIE: Lady Dove! (Putting his hand on Pipit‟s shoulder) Did 
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you say Lady Dove lad?! 

PIPIT: Aye, sir! That was the name I heard, honest! 

BONXIE: That's the very name Falcon entrusted me with. He told 

me that it must remain under the seal of secrecy… until what he 

called the appropriate moment. And this, I believe, is that very 

moment! It is now plain to me, that this kidnapped lady is no other 

than Lady Dove. He has been much disturbed by visions of her, and 

she was the reason for his return. He is besotted. If something were 

to happen to her, I don’t know what he would do. It certainly 

explains his distress in the garden. 

GADWELL: Visions, ladies kidnapped, gold eagles, and bad men 

in the hire of Taunaby himself! My head is spinning with the whole 

mix of it! How, in the name of God are we going to sort this lot 

out? 

BONXIE: The more we find out the more sinister it grows! We best 

be on our toes! But let us also be patient. I believe our young Pipit 

here, is beyond question the key to its unravelling. 

HOBBY: What else then good Pipit? Don’t you worry. We are all 

good friends here.  

PIPIT: (Struggling to hold back tears) Well sir... if that Raven 

never grabbed Miss Dabchick with his dirty hands, when he was 

here the other day, yer can tie a rock to me feet and chuck me in the 

river Teal! And I hopes to see God strike him down for it. 

(Beginning to weep)… For I knows he done dirty things to her, and 

beat her right bad, over in Greenshank's wood store! But she made 

me promise not to tell... He said if she told he would come back and 

make a right mess of her pretty face, and that's the latest sir! 

GADWELL: (Loudly and with passion) Good God! (Banging his 

large fist heavily upon a table, causing mugs and wooden plates to 

jump into the air) This is too much for the ears of good folk to  
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stand! And it's a bad day when a child should be the bearer of such 

vile corruption... is it not now Eider?! (She nods and wipes tears 

from her eyes). 

I promise you all here and now that when I get my hands on this 

filthy Raven, he's in for a horse whipping he'll never forget, I can 

tell you! And if he lives through it, he'll never treat women and 

children like that again, or let me die right here where I stand, never 

to be remembered! 

(The atmosphere is intense until Merlin eventually breaks the 

silence). 

MERLIN: Come on now Pipit, no need to cry, it's alright my lad. 

Now tell me, do you know anything at all of Falcon? We think he 

must have passed through here within the last hour? 

PIPIT: (Glancing nervously between Gadwell and Merlin) Well... 

about an hour ago sir a man what could be him… I don’t know who 

he was in truth… passed me on a white horse. Riding like the devil 

he was, over to the oak woods on the east side o' here, and that's the 

latest, sir! 

HOBBY: That's the old forest track to Godwit. I have been along it 

many a time. I say we get moving now, and try to catch him up 

before we lose him! 

GADWELL: You’re right. Let's go and let’s get this knot untied. 

MERLIN: (As everyone leaves the inn) Come along Pipit, you can 

ride double with me. And the good you've done this day, young lad, 

will not be forgotten. I am a happier man for meeting you… and, as 

you might say, that's the latest! 

EIDER: (Wiping her eyes with her handkerchief) Take you care, 

Gadwell... all of yer! And Merlin, mind yer let no harm come to 

young Pipit! 
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MERLIN: There's nothing more certain Eider! 

 

 

End of Scene 

 

Act 3  Scene 5: The Oak Wood  

 

(High above the ancient trees, a Golden Eagle scans all below with 

its keen, electric eyes, soaring upon the currents of an easterly wind 

and gliding across the Tealdale Valley in the direction of 

Turnstone. It was perhaps a prophetic token of our approaching 

hero and saviour. 

Far below, and in the distance, a white horse gallops through the 

trees. Meanwhile, Kingfisher sits at the base of a massive oak, 

bathed in mystic silence and surrounded with an aura of utter 

peace and healing. A pair of yellowhammers land upon a lower 

branch of the Rowan tree, just above the sleeping Nightingale, and 

chirp and tweet at him merrily.  

Kingfisher has already detected Falcon's approach. He rouses 

Nightingale). 

KINGFISHER: (Waving his staff over Nightingale) Awake! 

(Nightingale sits bolt upright as though surprised). Nightingale, 

Falcon approaches. 

NIGHTINGALE: (With a confused expression) Falcon! So soon?! 

(Jumping to his feet) How could I have slept so soundly? 

KINGFISHER: Never mind, there is important work to do! Conceal 

yourself and whatever happens, remain silent. I shall offer Falcon 

wine. When you see him take it, lead his horse to the stream. It will  
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be in need of water. By the time you return, you will see that he is 

in better tune. 

NIGHTINGALE: As you wish, Master. 

(Nightingale conceals himself in the trees and soon after Falcon 

arrives at a gallop. He dismounts and with a wild look in his eyes 

unsheathes his sword). 

FALCON: This is the place! You! Old man! Have you seen anyone 

pass through this way? Tell me now, or meet thy maker! 

KINGFISHER: (Unmoved) Calm yourself Falcon. There is urgent 

and dangerous work for you to do. That is, if you wish to rescue 

your Bride, who even now is in the hands of evil. But I must warn 

you that there is not much time! 

FALCON: Who are you? How do you know me? How do you 

know so much of my affairs? What is your involvement? Speak old 

man! 

KINGFISHER: How is unimportant. Suffice it to say that I am the 

Fisher King, and that it was I who sent for you. 

FALCON: (Bewildered) Sent for me? What do you mean? (Aside) 

What is happening to me? Do I lose my mind? Oh, I wish that I was 

never born! Oh Lord, take this bitter cup from me! 

(Falcon leans upon his sword, his head bowed with the heavy 

weight of grief and sorrow. He feels an overwhelming sense of 

hopelessness. Kingfisher points his staff at him and speaks in a 

powerful voice). 

KINGFISHER: If you wish to do your duty, then hear my words! 

(Falcon raises his head) 

Do you, Falcon of Rosecross, consider yourself truly worthy to take 

the hand of the Grail Bride: the one known as Lady Dove? 
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(At the mention of her name Falcon is suddenly roused. He rises 

above his despair to answer with utter determination). 

FALCON: I do! 

KINGFISHER: And are you ready to fight to overcome whoever or 

whatever would bar you from your beloved? 

FALCON: I am! And I vow to God, that I shall overcome all 

obstacles, or lose my useless life in trying! 

KINGFISHER: Then hold out your sword. (Pouring water over the 

blade) I bless this weapon with holy water, that none may break it 

nor take it from you. Use it with wisdom my son, and forget not the 

blessings of mercy. Now, step into the circle and be seated in 

silence... (Offering Falcon a crystal glass) Drink this holy wine. 

(As soon as he drinks the wine Falcon‟s appearance changes and 

he enters the dreamtime. He appears completely black. Along with 

the other dreamtime characters he wears a half-mask. Even his 

horse, which is now bareback, is covered in strange tattoo-like 

designs. The atmosphere becomes mysterious, and everything is 

eerily bathed in silvery light.  

On one knee, Falcon raises his sword aloft by the blade to form a 

cross). 

FALCON: My Beloved Lady Dove. I know that you are imprisoned 

in the Castle across the waters, but I will free you, or lose my life in 

trying! 

(He sheathes his sword, mounts his horse and gallops off through 

the woods. After travelling but a short way he rides through a defile 

at the exit of which he is confronted by three fierce looking 

horsemen with swords drawn. They wear horrific face masks. 

Without a moment‟s hesitation he charges to engage them. One by 

one he slays them and gallops on without once looking back. 
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He rides through woods, mountains and bleak wilderness before 

arriving at a wide, fast flowing river. During an unsuccessful 

search for a boat, he notices shadowy shapes at the edge of trees on 

the far side of the river. To his horror he realises that it is Lady 

Dove being pursued by a group of dark, spectre-like characters. 

Without thought of the dangers he immediately dives into the 

river‟s dark waters. After a long and exhausting struggle with the 

current which almost pulls him under several times, he scrambles 

on to the far bank. However, Lady Dove and her pursuers are 

nowhere to be seen. 

What appeared from the other side of the river to have been a wood 

is in fact a confusing maze of small hills topped by trees. In failing 

light and deepening shadows he wanders along narrow, 

labyrinthine paths until he eventually reaches a clearing, at the 

centre of which burns a campfire. He conceals himself at its edge in 

order to observe). 

 

End of Scene 

 

 

Act 3  Scene 6: Black Falcon’s Camp 

 

(Black Falcon sits at the campfire eating a recently roasted wild 

pig. He eats noisily and greedily. Greasy juices drip down his chin 

which at intervals he wipes with his sleeve. 

He knows that Falcon has arrived, though he chooses to conceal 

the fact. He sniffs the air and casts sly glances towards Falcon‟s 

hiding place). 
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BLACK FALCON: Caw! What's that sickly smell? It's putting me 

right off me roast! 

(He jumps to his feet and swaggers around the camp sniffing the air 

in an exaggerated, comical fashion. Eventually he makes a great 

play of discovering Falcon). 

Well boil me in a tub o' drippin’! The expected one! Ha, ha, hee, 

hee, hee... 

(Falcon steps from the trees but remains silent). 

What's that? Hey? Hum? Eh? Cat got yer tongue?  Oh, silence is it? 

Another empty duck egg?  Squeak or for ever hold yer piece! (He 

grabs between his legs, and hops about squeaking) Eeeh! Eeeh! 

Eeeh! Ha, ha, ha... still quiet eh? Maybe... yer in a trance… in awe 

of my splendour… Hogglin’ the hog are we? Ha, ha, hee, hee, 

hee… Oink-oink! Oink-oink! Hee-hor! Hee-hor! 

FALCON: Silence foul shadow! Or the boil will be lanced. 

BLACK FALCON: (Continuing to strut in a comical fashion) Well 

now, what think you of these thrusts, mind you, these manly 

thrusts, look you now! Ha, ha, ha, hee-hor, hee-hor, hee-hor! Well? 

Look you, oink-oink! Know you what skills I got in the engine 

room? Oink-oink! 

FALCON: I know you, spirit of blood, beef and bone. Even the 

common flea has the same paltry skills... 

BLACK FALCON: (Suddenly confronting Falcon with a menacing 

demeanour) Paltry eh? I’ll boil yer blood till yer burn wi the need! 

And just when yer ready to take the dive, I’ll freeze yer 

straightaways and split me sides wi laughin’! 

FALCON: I do not fear you! Remove your counterfeit fire now and 

I’ll warm myself with a Living Flame from Paradise! 

BLACK FALCON: Living flame? Living flame?! Ha! Cold milk 
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more like! Yer toothless tiger yer! 

FALCON: It will be cold and lifeless for you, dark shadow, unless 

you bend and offer me obedience! 

BLACK FALCON: (Swaggering once more) Whoooo! Piffle! 

(spitting) I spit on it, yer frozen lump o’ mutton! Yer piss-poor 

excuse for a man! Yer good for nowt without the real fire burning 

in yer! Now, yer slippery moon-fish, take a look at a bit o’ real life. 

(He waves his hand theatrically towards the fire. It flares up and in 

its lurid light appears a most beautiful woman. Although her face is 

partially covered with a delicately webbed eye-mask, Falcon 

recognises her instantly as his Lady Dove. She is almost naked and 

is gesturing to him in a wanton, seductive manner. 

Her jewellery sparkles and dazzles with hypnotic light, red, green 

and silver. Falcon feels light-headed, as though intoxicated. He is 

utterly fascinated. She begins moving lasciviously, drawing him to 

her. Just as they are about to touch, there is a flash and she 

instantly disappears. 

Falcon is at first bewildered but is brought back to his senses by the 

sound of Black Falcon, who is hysterical with laughter, rolling 

about the ground, clapping his hands and kicking his feet). 

BLACK FALCON: Ha, ha, ha, ha, hee, hee, hee, ha, ha.... Well fry 

me wi onions if I ever, ha, ha… if I ever seen the like before, ha, 

ha, ha, hee, hee, hee... and here's me thinking yer'd lost yer taste for 

the hot and spicy… ha, ha, ha, ha, hee, hee, hee... 

FALCON: You vile shadow! 

BLACK FALCON: Spineless milksop! 

FALCON: Poisonous demon! 

BLACK FALCON: Perfumed flannel-jack! 

FALCON: (Taking hold of Black Falcon and throwing him aside) 
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Clear the way! Your poison infects the air, and I've heard all I'm 

going to hear! 

(Falcon leaves the clearing by a narrow, stony path that takes him 

through a thick stand of tall trees. He has not travelled far when he 

realises that he had been but a few steps from the castle all along. 

He runs to the gate, but finds it locked. He returns with some 

urgency to the clearing). 

Who holds the key to the castle gate? 

BLACK FALCON: (Pretending to search the clearing) Ha, ha, 

ha... Now, where in the name o' Bunyan the funny'n, did I put that 

key? Ah, well, (sitting down to his meat in mock comfort) here 

today, gone tomorrow, as the chopper said to the eunuch, ha, ha, 

ha.... 

FALCON: So you have the key?! 

BLACK FALCON: (In a mocking tone) Oh, be not out with me 

kind sir, I beg of you! For I am but a weak and brainless bird, as 

you can see! Good for nowt except to stir yer soup and mend yer 

shirts! (Crawling on his knees) Oh key, lovely key! Wherefore art 

thou missing key?! Boo, boo, boo... (addressing Falcon with a 

grin) Oink-oink! Oink-oink! 

FALCON: Give me the key, you hateful shade, or I’ll end your 

wicked life! 

BLACK FALCON: (Jumping to his feet with surprising agility) 

My, my, my... what a turnip for the books! Here's me thinking yer 

were nowt but bread and milk, and now... well, here yer stand on 

two meaty chops, ready for action!  

FALCON: (With passion) This is your last warning! Give me the 

key! 

BLACK FALCON:  Well... I’m pleased to see yer acting like the 
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real you, that's to say, like me! For as yer well know, I’m the real 

meat of yer! So how could yer kill me without killing yerself? Now 

just try answering that one, mutton head! Why don't yer just hop off 

the twig, kick the bucket and go west, eh? Take yer mystic waffle 

elsewhere. Try feeding yer weird bird droppin’s to some other fool! 

(Whispering in Falcon‟s ear) Nit-wit! Don't yer know it's a load of 

old palaver, hocus-pocus and moonshine, invented by a bunch o' 

Tommy Noddies in queer hats? If yer really….  

(They are distracted by the entrance of Lame-Crow who comes 

staggering through the trees. He is drunk, and carries a small 

barrel with a side-tap). 

LAME-CROW: If beer be the, hic, juice of love! Flow on! hic! 

flow on! flow on! Yes if beer, hic, be the juice of love, hic, flow on, 

flow on, hic, flow onnnnn... (He falls over and continues to sing on 

his knees) When I've, hic, had a few, and I'm feeling blue, hic, just 

give me a woman to lie on.... (Seeing Falcon he stops singing and 

staggers to his feet) Whooo, hic, a visitor from, hic, up aloft! 

(As Lame-Crow continues to stagger about, Falcon takes hold of 

Black Falcon) 

FALCON: The key! Now I say! 

BLACK FALCON: (Struggling) Yer catch me keyless, yer 

perfumed tripe! 

(While they are struggling, Lame-Crow takes a dart from his coat 

pocket, sneaks up behind Falcon and stabs him in the leg). 

FALCON: (Throwing Black Falcon aside) Aaaahhh! I will kill you 

both!... (sinking to his knees) I... I will kill the... ughh! (He passes 

out) 

BLACK FALCON: Ha, ha, ha... Well, just lie there kipping, why 

don’t yer, yer lazy bird yer! 
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LAME-CROW: Lazy bird! Lazy bird! 

BLACK FALCON: Don’t you worry, son, you just stay there, 

you’re obviously shagged out! When I get round to it I'll hop to and 

get yer bird-cage ready. Ha,ha, ha... (Grabbing hold of Lame-Crow 

and shaking him about playfully) Come here, yer mucky little 

Cupid yer! Get that sword off him while I gets me a drink! 

(Black Falcon sets the beer barrel on a rock, goes down on his 

knees, turns on the tap and drinks thirstily from the barrel, while it 

splashes down his chin to his chest. Lame-Crow tries 

unsuccessfully to remove Falcon‟s sword belt). 

LAME-CROW: Hey boss, hic! It won't budge! I can't, hic, unfasten 

the buckle! 

BLACK FALCON: (Pushing Lame-Crow, causing him to fall 

backwards to the ground) Out o' the way, yer useless, flat-fingered 

paddler yer! (He too fails to remove the belt or the sword) It must 

be glued to the creep! There's witchcraft in this, I'll be known! 

Well, he can keep it! (Kicking Falcon) It won't be any use to yer 

anywise. I've orders to tie yer up good and proper before we cage 

yer! Ha, ha, ha, hee, hee, hee... 

(Tying his hands and feet, they put the unconscious Falcon in a 

strong wooden cage, which they drag to the castle gate. Leaving the 

cage there they return to the fire and to their meat, drink and 

revelry) 

 

 

End of Scene 
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Act 3  Scene 7: The Castle Gate 

 

(The next day, as the effects of the drug wear off, Falcon comes to 

with a thumping headache. He finds himself in a cage, bound hand 

and foot. The sun beats down on him with almost unbearable heat. 

There is a bowl of water on the floor of the cage. In order to drink 

he must go down on his knees and lap from it like a dog. 

However, whenever he does he is immediately harassed by a group 

of small, devilish, elemental beings who encircle the cage, throwing 

small stones and persistently jabbing and poking him with 

sharpened sticks. While doing so they abuse him with weird, animal

-like noises and laugh at his expressions of pain, though they 

quickly scatter when he roars at them. 

He suffers in this way all day until nightfall. Eventually something 

gives inside him and he cries out). 

FALCON: (Struggling with all his strength against his bonds) I 

can't stand this any longer! Untie me! Let me out of here! Let me 

out! 

(At this moment the heavy gates open and a group of monks dressed 

in black robes file out of the castle and process around the cage, all 

the while in low tones chanting a strange, unsettling chant. They 

are masked and their heads are covered in black cowls.  

While the rest continue to chant, one of them leaves the procession, 

unlocks the cage and unties Falcon‟s hands. They return to the 

castle, leaving one of the gates ajar. Falcon quickly unties his feet 

and enters). 

 

 

End of Scene 
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Act 3  Scene 8: The Oblong Room 

 

(On entering the castle Falcon unexpectedly finds himself in an 

empty room. It is oblong shaped and has a door at opposite ends of 

each of the two long walls. One is jet black; the other is a shining 

white. The castle‟s entrance gate has somehow disappeared. 

Feeling slightly bewildered, he wonders what he should do. 

As he ponders his next step the tall figure of Black Eagle enters 

through the black door. His features are those of Lord Ashinowl, 

although his face is a strange ghostly grey and is stern with 

impending cruelties. He is wearing a square black hat.  

At the same time White Eagle enters through the white door. He 

bears a strong resemblance to Master Kingfisher. He has twinkling 

eyes and smiles at Falcon compassionately.  

Neither of the two utters a word. Falcon looks from one to the other 

and back again. He realises that he must choose. Eventually he 

feels compelled to follow Black Eagle through the black door. As 

soon as he takes a step in that direction White Eagle leaves the 

room with a glance towards Falcon of kindness mixed with sadness 

and deep pity. The door closes behind him with a sound not unlike 

a sigh. 

Falcon follows Black Eagle through the black door which shuts 

behind them with an ominous thud). 

 

 

End of Scene 
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Act 3 Scene 9: The Forge 

 

(Black Eagle leads Falcon down a steep, narrow, spiral staircase. 

Without speaking they descend in a clockwise fashion far into the 

Earth. After what seems like an age-long descent Falcon begins to 

hear the distant sounds of hammers beating on metal. They become 

louder and louder, and an orange-red glow begins to be reflected 

on to the stairwell from below. 

When they eventually reach the bottom they enter a large 

blacksmith‟s forge. The walls appear to have been roughly hewn 

from the Earth itself and the floor is inches deep in dust. Everything 

in the forge glows with the light cast from a huge fire contained by 

a thick stone casing and an enormous metal grate. The fire burns as 

fiercely as the very fires of hell. Large pieces of metal are stuck in 

the fire and metalworking tools lie all around. Other pieces lie red-

hot on massive stone benches, while great clouds of steam and 

smoke hang in the stifling air. 

Falcon counts seven dwarf-like workers. They are extremely 

muscular and appear tremendously strong. They are naked except 

for black leather aprons and collars. Their immense upper arms 

are adorned with thick metal bands. They are so intent on their 

work that they fail to notice his and Black Eagle‟s entrance. 

With obvious authority Black Eagle loudly claps his hands twice. 

Immediately two of their number rush over and grab Falcon by the 

arms. They lift him high in the air as though he was a feather and 

carry him across the floor of the forge. Mounted on one of the walls 

is a large, heavy, timber disc, which has four metal loops bolted on 

to it. Falcon is stripped to the waist and his hands and feet are 

placed in the loops. They snap tightly shut automatically, gripping 

him firmly. 
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Following the same double-clap from Black Eagle one of the 

workers presents to him, with some degree of ceremony, a black 

oblong box. Black Eagle opens it and removes a black metal 

instrument of an extremely complicated construction. The opposite 

end to the handle is pincer-like. He makes a number of adjustments 

to the instrument and then offers it to Falcon‟s chest. 

Although the details of the ensuing work cannot be scrutinised, 

poor Falcon‟s screams leave the audience in no doubt that the 

operation is painful in the extreme. The process appears so cruel 

that many would doubt whether Falcon can survive it). 

 

End of Scene 

 

Act 3  Scene 10: The Cathedral 

 

(Falcon lies lifeless on the ground outside the castle gates. One of 

the castle gates is slightly ajar. A distant echoing voice can be 

heard calling from somewhere within the castle. It appears to be 

that of Lady Dove). 

VOICE OF LADY DOVE: Falcon... Falcon... Help me!... Do not 

forsake me! Save me from this darkness! Falcon!... Help me!... 

(Falcon awakens with a start, as if from a dream, and jumps to his 

feet. To his amazement he finds himself unharmed. In fact he feels 

stronger than ever. His experiences in the forge have left him 

confused. As he ponders their meaning Lady Dove‟s voice is heard 

more clearly). 

Falcon!... Falcon!... Help me!... 

FALCON: (With passion) Lady Dove! I am here! I am here! 
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(He bursts through the gates and re-enters the castle. It is dark 

except for the light coming in through the gate. When his eyes 

adjust he sees that he is in some sort of vestibule leading to a 

descending stairwell. As he descends the dressed stone steps he 

leaves behind much of what light there was. Indistinct shapes flit in 

the weird half-light, and he hears unsettling whispering noises all 

around him. He draws his sword as the sound of chanting voices 

come up the stairs to meet him.  

Reaching the bottom of the stairs he makes his way towards what 

appears to be a doorway. Suddenly phantom-like shapes rush 

towards him screeching and screaming. He stands firm, sword at 

the ready, but as they reach him they melt into thin air. 

Undaunted, he reaches the doorway and enters a cathedral-like 

space of vast proportions. A wide central aisle stretches out before 

him. Along aisles to his left and right nuns and monks are 

processing up and down in labyrinthine patterns, and chanting in a 

language he does not recognise. 

Falcon strides down the central aisle towards the East. He reaches 

the point at which the aisle crosses the line of the north and south 

transepts and feels compelled to stop. As he collects himself he can 

see Black Eagle standing alone in the sanctuary, waiting for him at 

the foot of the altar steps. He suddenly remembers that he has been 

here before, in what seems to have been the long-distant past. The 

memory flashes into his mind: he had been unceremoniously 

ejected from the place, but not before being tortured by having his 

hand held forcibly in a flame. 

He strides along the rest of the aisle, through the great choir, and 

stands facing the dark priest-king). 

FALCON: Where is Lady Dove? 

BLACK EAGLE: (In a deep voice of great power) Silence!! 
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FALCON: The last time I was here you held my hand in the fire.  

But this time I seek my Bride of Light, and nothing will stop me 

until I... 

 BLACK EAGLE: Silence trespasser! I care little for the discourse 

of fools! Ask me the necessary question! 

(Suddenly, a beautiful, shining apparition of White Falcon appears 

in the air and speaks to Falcon from above the head of Black 

Eagle, though the dark priest can neither see nor hear it). 

WHITE FALCON: (In a soft voice accompanied by the enchanting 

sound of tiny bells) Beloved son, slay him now, for he holds the 

secrets of my death, of the Grail and of the Grail Bride of Purity. 

Free me from this dreadful curse, and raise me once again to life! 

Slay him Falcon...slay him now! 

BLACK EAGLE: Trespasser! I will wait no longer! Ask the 

necessary question, or suffer the dread consequences! 

(Falcon rushes forward with his sword in both hands. He strikes 

Black Eagle, beheading him with a single mighty blow of the 

charmed blade. Immediately, crashing sounds like thunder and 

dazzling flashes of lightning send the nuns and monks fleeing from 

the building in panic.  

Gradually the storm subsides and the cathedral begins to glow and 

brighten. Coloured lights shoot with great velocity across the 

vastness of the vaulted space: exhilarating yet gentle withal. 

The body of Black Eagle has disappeared and in its place arises a 

golden youth who approaches Falcon, smiling radiantly). 

GOLDEN YOUTH: Brave Knight! You have ended the curse. 

Come with me. 

(The Golden Youth leads Falcon by the hand up the three steps 

leading to the altar. They stand before it expectantly as heavenly  
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singers pour forth their sacred melodies and resplendent lights spin 

and flash far above their heads. Beautifully coloured beams shine 

down upon the pair, as if pouring through divine stained glass 

windows. The scene ends suddenly with a flash of almost blinding 

white light). 

 

Act 3  Scene 11: The Secret Garden 

(Falcon finds himself in the secret garden. At its centre a well of 

rose marble has appeared, and he stands before it accompanied by 

the Golden Youth. Upon a white cloth on the rim of the well stands 

a shining silver cup filled with water. The pure liquid sparkles and 

scintillates like many coloured jewels. 

The Golden Youth takes the cup in his hands, and as he does so he 

is lit up with marvellous light effects. He carries the holy cup to 

Falcon who immediately goes down on one knee. He makes the sign 

of the cross before reverently drinking. As soon as he does so his 

appearance changes and he radiates a wonderful golden light. 

Falcon is bathed in light, and is light himself. He now understands 

his Destiny, though this remains the unbreakable secret of his 

Higher Self, protected even from his own lower intellect). 

 

End of Scene 

 

 

Act 3  Scene 12: The Oak Wood 

 

(Falcon comes to his senses suddenly. He is in the oak wood 

clearing with Kingfisher. He holds the crystal cup in his hands. He 
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still radiates a golden light, though it is somewhat toned down 

compared to that in the dreamtime secret garden. He jumps to his 

feet. 

FALCON: Master Kingfisher! How did I get back here? (He is 

amazed at his transformed appearance) And I am changed! How 

can this be? So much has happened. I can’t begin to explain! 

KINGFISHER: (With a twinkle in his eye) Why, you have never 

left this little clearing in the woods my son! A mere ten minutes 

have elapsed since you drank the holy beverage! 

FALCON: (Bewildered) But how can that be Master? 

KINGFISHER: Time is but the reflection of endless duration, my 

son. 

FALCON: This, and many other things this day, I do not pretend to 

understand. But, if what you say is true, then it is perhaps not too 

late to rescue Lady Dove?! 

KINGFISHER: Quite right, my son. And if your present 

appearance is anything to go by, it seems that you are now, at last, 

truly worthy of her! 

(He takes the cup from Falcon and carefully leads him out of the 

circle.) Now, it is time for you to solve the mystery, with the good 

help of your friends and allies, beginning perhaps with Nightingale. 

But you and you alone must find the solution. 

FALCON: Nightingale, Master? 

KINGFISHER: He is the brave young messenger in service to Lady 

Dove. He escaped the kidnapping to inform you of the deed. Look, 

here he is now, returning with your horse. Listen to him Falcon, for 

my work is done! 

(Nightingale enters leading Falcon‟s horse). 
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NIGHTINGALE: Could you really be the same angry Falcon I saw 

but a short while ago?! The shadowed moon is now the splendid 

sun! 

FALCON: I beseech thee, tell me all. Time is short and my life 

hangs by but a thread. Do not delay me a second more. Who has 

kidnapped my beloved, and where has she been taken? 

NIGHTINGALE: My Lady saw you in her visions. She was utterly 

determined to find you. She hoped to meet you in what she referred 

to as a secret garden somewhere near Rosecross. It was on our way 

there that we were ambushed. 

My task, which now weighs more heavily on me than ever it has 

before, is to receive and transmit. And I have, this very day, 

received two important messages: one from my Lady Dove and the 

other from her friend and protector, Lady Wren, who is too held 

captive with her. 

FALCON: Quickly, what from Lady Dove? 

NIGHTINGALE: (With tear-filled eyes). That if you cannot save 

her from that which is about to befall her, then she forgives you 

with all her heart, and will wait for you in Paradise. And that if this 

evil is to be, then above all else you must not submit to dark 

despair; for to die by your own hand would part you both for many 

an age to come. 

FALCON: (Looking up and fixing his gaze high above the woods) 

Oh, my love... I will never, ever fail you! Even unto death! 

NIGHTINGALE: And from the brave Lady Wren I am informed 

that my mistress is unprotected and even now is in the very hands 

of wickedness; and that the name of he who pulls these foul strings 

is Ashinowl. 

This, my friend, is all I know.  
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FALCON: Ashinowl, Lord of Tealdale! What has possessed him to 

perpetrate such an outrage! He has several residences - at which of 

them are they being held? 

NIGHTINGALE: This, I do not know. 

FALCON: God help us now, for there is little time! (Turning to 

speak to Kingfisher) Kingfisher! Kingfisher!.... Where has he 

gone?! We have need of him now more than ever! 

NIGHTINGALE: The circle and all his implements are gone. But 

how could this be? He was here but a few seconds ago! 

FALCON: Listen! I can hear horses on the track below us. Quickly, 

up this tree! Tell me what you see. 

(With Falcon‟s help Nightingale climbs the tree to get a better 

view). 

NIGHTINGALE: There are a good twenty horsemen passing below 

us, but I cannot make out who they are! 

FALCON: Call for them in my name Nightingale, hurry! 

NIGHTINGALE: (Shouting loudly) Up here! Up here for Falcon! 

Up here! Falcon, they are turning and coming up through the 

trees…up here for Falcon! Up here! 

(Nightingale jumps to the ground just as Bonxie and the rest come 

through the trees into the clearing. Dismounting, they are amazed 

to see Falcon and are somewhat bewildered by his transformation). 

BONXIE: Good Lord, Falcon! What has happened to you? 

MERLIN: This is all beyond my understanding! Never have I seen 

the like! 

FALCON: Now is not the time. We cannot delay a second. This is 

Nightingale, loyal servant to Lady Dove, and now a trusted friend. 

How on Earth did you know I had come this way? 
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MERLIN: (With his hand on Pipit‟s shoulder) With the help of 

young Pipit here. Not only that, he informed us who the culprits 

are: Raven and Jackdaw. And worse still, it may be that both are the 

hirelings of Lord Ashinowl himself. 

GADWELL: They’ve taken her to Castle Ashinowl. 

FALCON: Castle Ashinowl! Once more the powers that be are on 

the move! Then let us too get moving, for time is precious! 

PINTAIL: Falcon, these rogues Raven and Jackdaw aside, should 

we not have more proof before moving against Lord Ashinowl? 

How can we be sure that he is implicated? 

FALCON: With the help of Nightingale here, I was informed of his 

complicity by a certain Lady Wren. And she should know, for she 

was kidnapped along with Lady Dove! 

GADWELL: Two ladies! It seems the deeper we get, the more 

rotten it becomes! 

FALCON: (Addressing the assembled men) Let us with God’s aid 

fulfil our task and save these two good ladies from their 

destruction. But let us do so with a clear conscience. Our aim is to 

take all guilty parties alive and bring them before the lawful 

authorities. However, if this proves impossible kill them quickly 

and with mercy. No torture; no brutality. We shall not fight evil 

with evil.  We shall not stain our good names this day, and pretend 

that we do well. Is that clear? 

ALL: Aye, kill them quick. 

FALCON: Is there a horse for Nightingale? 

GADWELL: Aye, that there is. 

(Nightingale mounts one of the spare horses). 

FALCON: (After mounting his own horse) This snake Ashinowl  
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has been corrupted. He has fed for too long on poisons sucked up 

from the bogs by his own black roots. So let us in the name of 

justice deal the ace of spades to him and all his deluded crew! 

ALL: Aye!! 

(Led by Falcon they all gallop off through the trees). 

 

End of Scene 

 

 

Act 3  Scene 13: The Castle Dungeons 

 

(Lady Dove is sleeping restlessly on an old birch wood pallet in the 

Ashinowl dungeons. Her movements suggest that her sleep is 

disturbed by dreams. Suddenly she wakes and opens her eyes to 

discover that a tall, glamorous lady is in the dungeon observing 

her.  

Lady Dove rises from her bed and faces her. The figure looks her 

up and down with an air of authority and power). 

CAT GODDESS: So, it is true my princess. You can light up a 

dungeon after all! 

LADY DOVE: (Calmly) Who are you? How did you get in here? 

CAT GODDESS: Such things are not important. But what I will tell 

is why I am here. It was I who inspired the idiot Ashinowl to bring 

you to me, though he is ignorant of this, and of much else besides. 

LADY DOVE: You? But why? I don’t understand! 

CAT GODDESS: Because you, my princess, are my daughter and  
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the heir to my throne! Why now, you might ask? Because I recently 

became aware of Kingfisher's reckless plan to have you married 

off, and this I cannot allow. 

LADY DOVE: Your daughter! 

CAT GODDESS: Yes, my daughter. This is not the first time you 

have been kidnapped. When you were but a child, Kingfisher, the 

fool he is, took you and hid you from me. But now I have you back 

I will open your eyes to all the glories of your future inheritance! 

LADY DOVE: If you really are my mother, then you should know 

that I have no need of glories. I only wish, with all my heart, for the 

hand of Falcon in... 

CAT GODDESS: (Suddenly inflamed) Stupid girl! How could you 

know what you want when you have never tasted the fruits of real 

power or real pleasure?! (Waving her hand) Behold!... 

(Lady Dove suddenly finds herself in a great hall with marble 

pillars and lavish furnishings. She is seated on a raised gold and 

ebony throne which is draped in folds of red silk. She is dressed in 

a skin tight black dress and is wearing a delicately webbed, 

sparkling eye-mask.  

From her throne she beholds an orgy of naked men and women of 

all types and races. Some of them make obeisance to her, crawling 

around her on all fours, licking and kissing her feet. Muscular 

youths stand ready to fulfil her every whim and wish. Lascivious 

young ladies bear tropical fruits, choice meats, golden cups of 

wine, and silver opium pipes. Others beckon, inviting her to join 

them. Strange, hypnotic music fills the air. 

She feels intoxicated and almost overwhelmed by sensual ecstasy. 

As her head swims the Cat Goddess approaches her, and adopting 

a haughty, self-satisfied tone addresses her). 

CAT GODDESS: (With a wave of her hand) These, my daughter, 
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are your stupid slaves. They are yours to do with as you wish. And 

this is not all, for it is but a mere foretaste of your true destiny! 

(With these words Lady Dove suddenly becomes aware of her 

situation. She summons all her determination and breaks free from 

the spell). 

LADY DOVE: (Making the sign of the cross) I repent. I repent it 

all. God free me from this hall of serpents! 

(Immediately she returns to her previous state and appearance, 

except perhaps even more radiant than ever before. The slaves flee 

the hall in every direction. 

The Cat Goddess is filled with a great rage. Her appearance shifts 

sporadically: one moment cat-faced, the next, owl-faced, before 

finally glowering with the reddened eyes of a great she-wolf. Her 

fury echoes throughout the hall).   

CAT GODDESS: I am the Triple Mother of Hell! I am the Black 

Goddess of Night! I am the Enemy without Mercy of all who would 

offend me! I am the Mighty Foe of those who dare to show 

allegiance to the Light! 

Foolish, foolish daughter…prepare thyself for Death. 

(At the wave of her hand several ugly monsters appear as if from 

nowhere and rush towards Lady Dove, grunting and growling in a 

most horrible manner. However, as they attempt to grab her their 

hands burst into flames and they run off into the shadows howling 

in pain. 

Lady Dove, undaunted, takes a step towards the Cat Goddess). 

CAT GODDESS: (In a terrible, screeching voice) How dare you!? 

How dare you confront me!? 

LADY DOVE: (Softly, but firmly) Darkness cannot overcome the 

Light. My purity has been tested and found worthy in the eyes of  
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God, and so shall remain inviolate forever. Know, mother, that you 

cannot harm me. And as the Light dissolves the darkness, so shall I 

dissolve you. 

(As Lady Dove continues to approach her the Cat Goddess projects 

a circle of roaring flame which forms a protective circle around 

her. Without hesitation Lady Dove walks straight into the flames 

and for a while is enveloped by fire. However, she emerges 

completely unharmed and continues to approach the evil goddess.  

When the flames are suddenly extinguished, the Cat Goddess‟s 

response is swift. She sends forth a hail of the most awful little 

monsters whose sole purpose is to tear Lady Dove to pieces. They 

have the faces of bats, owls, wolves, cats, ravens, rats, as well as 

those of strange, infernal creatures never before imagined by man. 

But as they come into contact with the Lady they are immediately 

transformed into glittering shoals of beautiful little beings, divinely 

radiant with all the colours of the rainbow. Their release is 

accompanied by the most enchanting sounds. 

Still Lady Dove approaches her mother. As she comes close enough 

to embrace her, the Cat Goddess is obscured by a vortex of black 

smoke, twisting and whirling like a powerful tornado. With great 

claps of thunder and a loud, hissing sound it, along with the 

goddess, disappears beneath the marble tiles of the dreamtime 

palace. 

Lady Dove sits bolt upright on the bed. After a few moments of 

bewilderment she realises it has all been a dream. She stands in an 

attitude of prayer, arms crossed and hands resting lightly upon her 

shoulders). 

LADY DOVE: (Silently) Oh Falcon! Come quickly... The dark 

powers seek my life, and I know not what evil fate awaits me... Oh 

come quickly, my love... come quickly. 

End of Scene 
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Act 4.  Heroes and Heroines 



Act 4 Scene 1: The Road to Ashinowl 

 

(Falcon and his men are travelling at a gallop on the road to 

Ashinowl. They come across a lone man travelling on foot in the 

same direction. It is Captain Robin. He is injured and has a blood-

stained rag wrapped around his head. As they approach him he 

holds a small bag aloft and calls out).  

CAPTAIN ROBIN: Hold! Hold! In God’s name, hold! Lend me a 

horse! Which of you for pity’s sake will lend me a horse? Look! I 

will pay you in gold! Who will lend me a horse?! 

(Nightingale recognises Captain Robin and immediately pulls up 

his horse, dismounts and runs to greet him. This causes Falcon and 

the rest of the party to stop. The two embrace). 

NIGHTINGALE: I can hardly believe my eyes. 

CAPTAIN ROBIN: (With joyful amazement and holding his friend 

by the arms) Nightingale! I thought you were dead! 

NIGHTINGALE: And I thought you dead! Oh, thank God! But 

how did you survive? 

CAPTAIN ROBIN: It's a miracle I’m still in the game, I can tell 

you… nothing short of a miracle! I fell two good oak lengths down 

into a ravine, and the fools left me for dead. (Pulling out from his 

breast pocket a small rowan wreath) I think I must have this to 

thank - and I bless you for it!  

When I came to and climbed back up to the woods I found all my 

men slain and you and the ladies missing. I feared the worst until I 

interrogated one of the bandits who had too been left for dead. With 

his dying breath he confessed that the ladies had been taken to a 

Castle Ashinowl in the Black Forest.  

NIGHTINGALE: Well, my friend, if the power of the rowan has  
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been a surprise, then this may prove an even a greater one. 

(Gesturing to Falcon) this is your imaginary Falcon! And we 

follow him to Castle Ashinowl to rescue the Ladies! 

CAPTAIN ROBIN: Falcon!? Let me touch you! (The two shake 

hands) So Lady Dove was right all along. You are real. If my 

prayers be answered, I’ll never doubt her again! 

FALCON: They will sir, of that I can assure you... but let us be 

moving quickly, for every moment may count! 

(Captain Robin mounts one of the spare horses and they all gallop 

off). 

 

End of Scene 

 

 

Act 4  Scene 2: The Castle’s Private Quarters 

 

(Raven has slept all day. He wakes with a stretch and loud grunts. 

As he becomes aware of his surroundings he suddenly jumps to his 

feet with surprising force and agility. He grins wickedly and throws 

water from a nearby bowl on to his face). 

RAVEN: Aahh, that’s better. (Shaking his hair roughly) Now to 

grab the coin and get cracking wi that fiery little Wren! Ha, ha, ha... 

(Making his way to Lord Ashinowl‟s private quarters he encounters 

Razorbill preparing a table in the dining room). 

 RAVEN: Hey! Razorbill! 

 RAZORBILL: Ah... Raven, you’ve stirred! 

RAVEN: Where's Ashinowl? I wants the rest o' me coin! 
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RAZORBILL: Not to be disturbed, I’m afraid. (Passing three bags 

to Raven) But he asked me to give you these.  

RAVEN: (Snatching them) Ha, ha, ha.... More welcome to me than 

breath to a dying man, I tell yer that! 

RAZORBILL: My Lord would not have you leave the castle with 

Lady Wren in case you are observed. Instead he invites you to stay 

the night and enjoy her properly. I have set a table for two in the 

games room. 

RAVEN: (Grinning) I’ll be taking him up on that. Razorbill, for I 

likes the sound of it! Aye! I likes the sound of it! 

(Inspecting the solid silver dinner service) Ha, ha, ha... I can see 

Ashinown’ll be right busy tonight!  I reckon we’ll both be busier 

than barn rats in a bag o’ grain! 

RAZORBILL: (Slyly) Listen Raven, a favour if you will. (Leaning 

to speak quietly in Raven‟s ear) If it’s still breathing when you’re 

finished, let me have the bruised fruit will you? I never did like 

mine too fresh. 

RAVEN: Aye, if there's owt left of it I will. But in return don't yer 

be telling Jackdaw how many eagles I've landed, for as the old 

saying goes… 

RAVEN AND RAZORBILL: (Together) What a Jackdaw don't 

see, nobody grieves over. 

RAVEN: Ha, ha, ha... So yer knows it, eh? Anyways, he gets his 

fifty like I promised, and that's the end of it. 

RAZORBILL: It's close with me Raven, you know that. 

RAVEN: Aye, I reckons I do! Well... I'll go and get him waked, 

paid and chased. I don't want him flapping about in the middle o' 

me fun and games. 

(Pleased with himself, Raven struts his way to Jackdaw‟s room. He  
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finds him sleeping awkwardly on a chair, half on, half off, with an 

empty mug in his lap. He is snoring loudly. Raven wakes him by 

pushing him heavily with his foot) 

RAVEN: Come on Jack... up on yer hooves! It'll be dark in two 

shakes of a donkey's! 

JACKDAW: (Stretching and rubbing his face) Aaahhh!.... I slept 

like a badger, and that's a fact! (Slouching back in the chair) When 

will this Ashinowl be paying us, that's what I'm wanting to know?! 

RAVEN: (Throwing him a bag) Here! I've been and done it while 

yer was acting the badger! 

(Jackdaw catches the bag and immediately comes to life. He jumps 

to his feet, knocking over the chair in his excitement. He begins 

shaking the bag of coins and making strange guttural noises). 

JACKDAW: (Rolling the bag between his hands) Gottya! Yer little 

beauties yer! Heh, heh, heh... 

RAVEN: There's fifty eagles in that bag, and they're all desperate to 

be out and flying. So keep it tight Jack... keep it tight! 

(Jackdaw opens the bag and eagerly grabs some of the coins. He 

savours the feel of them in his hands, the glint of light that comes 

from them, and the jingling sound they make as they fall back into 

the bag). 

JACKDAW: Heh, heh, heh... Aye! There's nowt as certain as that 

Raven! Heh, heh.. Nowt as certain! Just look at them will yer; like 

golden cherubs full o’ glee! And just listen to 'em singing! (Shaking 

the bag) Heh, heh, heh.... Angels from heaven, that's what yers are! 

(Kissing the bag) Angels from heaven! (Stuffing the bag securely 

into a concealed pocket in his coat) Heh, heh, heh... I’ve done right 

well out o' this caper o' yours. Raven, and I thanks yer for it, I tell 

yer that! Heh, heh, heh… 
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RAVEN: (With his hand on Jackdaw‟s back) It's time for yer to get 

cracking out o' here Jack! I’ll be hanging back for a while, for I've 

some unfinished business… (in a comical, high-pitched voice) in a 

red hot den with a fiery wren, ha, ha, ha... 

JACKDAW: Heh, heh, heh... just imagine, if any comes asking 

after her Razorbill'll say (adopting the same comical voice) 'the 

wren's with a feller, down in the cellar', Heh, heh, heh... 

RAVEN: Poets I tell yer… poets, the two of us! 

JACKDAW: Heh, heh, heh... Aye, well, I best be off Raven, 

straight over to Turnstone! (With a faraway look in his eye) And I'll 

be getting meself turned out wi some sharp new togs and wraps! 

And when I makes me entrance in the Blackcap Inn, those fighting 

cocks'll look up to me as the chief whip and king o' the eagles, I tell 

yer that! And they'll wipe tables and pull chairs for me, and tell me 

the drinks is on them! It’s funny that when yer're flush, them wi 

less always wants yer to have some o’ theirs as well! Heh, heh, 

heh... 

(Raven and Jackdaw leave the room and make their way to the 

stairs that lead down to the castle‟s entrance hall). 

JACKDAW: (With a happy grin) ...anyways, if yer be needing me 

anytime, I'll be living like a king… up topside wi backache, in the 

best rooms at Madam Redshank's! Heh, heh, heh... 

RAVEN:  Aye Jack, I'll sharp give yer a shout if and when I needs 

yer. And Jack... 

(Raven grips Jackdaw‟s head tightly in both hands and stares 

intensely into his eyes. Any merriment melts away and is replaced 

with a sinister chill. Raven begins to stroke Jackdaw‟s hair and 

face in mock affection and whispers menacingly) 

Yer done well, Jack... right well... And it's chiselled in stone... But 
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yer'll not be forgettin’ the first rule o' the night birds, will yer now? 

For I don't want the name o' Raven soundin’ out in the Blackcap... 

or any place else... Seein’s how I likes it real quiet! Real quiet Jack! 

And I wants yer to remember it for the sake o' yer good health! 

(Raven releases him and Jackdaw steps back, smiling but unable to 

conceal his nervousness). 

JACKDAW: (Straightening his hair) Don't you fret now, ehhh... 

Hey... would yer believe it… I can't remember yer name anymore! I 

must've lost me memory! Now fancy me forgettin’ yer name after 

all these years! Nowt's the bother though but… I'm bound to 

remember it, when yer gives me another shout! Anyways, I'm off, 

and I'll see yer the next time yer lands, eh? 

(Raven merely nods and watches him descend the stairs and walk 

across the hall to the main door. Jackdaw shares a joke with the 

two guards as they unlock the door to let him out. Once he is 

satisfied that he has left Raven grins mischievously before heading 

back along the landing to the dining room. He is surprised to find 

Lord Ashinowl inspecting Razorbill‟s preparations). 

RAVEN: Well... I never thought to see yer up and about this early, 

Ashinowl! If yer owt like me yer’ll be right happy the waitin's over. 

I could eat a horse and scatter me seed in a dozen unploughed 

fields! 

LORD ASHINOWL: (Slapping Raven on the back) Well done. 

Raven! Well done! Yes, I suppose we are somewhat alike. At least 

in some respects. I hear you caught yourself a little peach of your 

own, to go with your well-earned eagles; a little fire-bird by the 

name of Lady Wren, I believe. Well tonight my motto is... enjoy! 

Enjoy! 

RAVEN: Aye, I'll be giving the horse a good whipping tonight, I'll 

be known! 
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LORD ASHINOWL: Come along then, both of you. Let us collect 

my special dish and bring it to the dinner table! For I am full of fire 

and ready for a long, long night in hell! 

RAVEN: Aye! I wouldn’t mind seein’ it one last time, before yer 

finishes it off. Ha, ha, ha... 

LORD ASHINOWL:  And Razorbill... I will not be disturbed for 

the rest of the night. Do you understand?! 

RAZORBILL: Yes my Lord!  

(They all leave the dining room and descend the stairs leading to 

the dungeons). 

 

End of Scene 

 

 

Act 4  Scene 3: The Castle Dungeons 

 

(Lady Dove is praying in her cell when the door opens and 

Razorbill enters. He takes her by the hand and leads her to the 

corridor outside where Raven and Lord Ashinowl are waiting). 

LORD ASHINOWL: (Looking Lady Dove up and down) My, my, 

my.... The pure, white, virgin bride, all ready to be wined, dined 

and de-feathered! 

Gentlemen! This will be one of those rare nights, never to be 

forgotten. The mere memory of it will be to relish for many years to 

come. 

RAVEN: Aye, and bring Uncle Percy to attention in feverish 

remembrance! Ha, ha, ha… 
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LADY DOVE: (With pity) Lord Ashinowl, do you not realise that 

because of these outrageous actions you will forfeit your life? You 

destroy your name and family’s reputation. Desist from this 

wickedness now, I beg you! The diabolical crimes you have in 

mind will be discovered and you will be punished, have no doubt. 

Perhaps if you cease now and repent, then I might be able to 

intercede and plead clemency with the Lord Justice of the Peace.  

 LORD ASHINOWL: Desist?! Desist?! Do you not realise I have 

had Razorbill here working his poor fingers to the bone nearly all 

day, preparing everything we two love birds might possibly need? 

(Raven and Razorbill laugh crudely) 

Our table is set with my best silver. A candle-lit dinner, I hope you 

might agree, will give the evening a real touch of class! And have 

no worries love-a-dove, for tonight no one will dare disturb our 

experiments.  

Oh... I nearly forgot! Our mutual friend Raven here is about to 

collect your fiery little friend, and he has similar plans for her! So it 

seems that the two of you will be ploughed, sown and reaped in a 

single evening! Now, is that not very considerate of him? I think 

you should thank him in some sweet way, don’t you? 

LADY DOVE: (With sad resignation) I see now, that all three of 

you have been possessed by the most obscene demons of the lowest 

order, and that they have seduced and enslaved you by means of 

your own lascivious desires. It appears also that you have been 

rendered incapable of any real pity. 

RAVEN: There she goes, spoutin’ off again! 

LADY DOVE: I accept my fate and place my unworthy self in the 

hands of God. 

LORD ASHINOWL: (Seething with anger) You are in my hands 

now, and you may discover them to be far more instructive than  
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those of any imaginary God of yours!  

 LADY DOVE: (Her lovely eyes glistening with tears) No matter…

the truth is purity…so very rare. And such purity cannot be harmed 

by evil of any kind. For the deeper the darkness, the brighter is its 

light! 

RAVEN:  Hey, it’s windin’ up fer more o’ the same! 

LORD ASHINOWL: Let her finish... I must say, I find it rather 

entertaining! 

LADY DOVE: And if God (Looking heavenward and making the 

sign of the cross) in his wisdom and mercy should find me truly 

worthy, (returning her gaze to Lord Ashinowl) he will send a 

saviour to rescue me. Then all three of you must needs submit to 

the rod of justice... or die! 

LORD ASHINOWL:  Ha, ha, ha.... Is that the sound of the barrel 

bottom being well and truly scraped? Speaking of saviours already? 

(Leaning close and speaking in a menacing tone) You may be very 

certain of one thing, my little Snow White... you will have begged 

for a hundred saviours before I am finished with you! 

Raven, I may call for you later to see my handiwork, after I have 

transformed miss high-and-mighty here into a wanton little Jezebel! 

Ha, ha, ha... 

(Raven and Razorbill laugh at her cruelly and mock her with crude, 

bawdy noises). 

Razorbill! Bring it to the dining room! 

RAZORBILL: Yes my Lord. (Turning to Raven as he leads Lady 

Dove away) Raven, here's the key to your fire-wren. 

RAVEN: (Grasping the key) Another piece o’ gold coming my 

way!  
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(Lady Dove and Razorbill are followed up the stairs by Lord 

Ashinowl. He speaks to her in a harsh, threatening tone). 

LORD ASHINOWL: I think you’ll find that once I have made you 

eat your words we both shall get our just desserts! 

 

 

End of Scene 

 

 

Act 4  Scene 4: The Black Forest  

 

(Hobby and Pintail have been sent ahead to surveil the castle 

entrance.  Falcon, Bonxie and Captain Robin are discussing how 

they might gain entry. Nightingale and Pipit have taken the horses 

to water and the rest of the men are resting).  

CAPTAIN ROBIN: ...yes, but if someone should hear us, we would 

never have enough time to reach them! 

BONXIE: Would it be possible to get two men on the roof with 

ropes? 

FALCON: (Pacing up and down) In the name of God! We must 

come up with a plan soon, or I fear.... 

GADWELL: Someone's coming this way! 

(Everyone is silent. Some of the men slowly draw their swords and 

ready themselves for action. Suddenly, Hobby bursts through the 

trees into the clearing. He is breathing heavily). 

HOBBY: Falcon!... Quickly!... Pintail has spotted Jackdaw leaving 

the castle... He will be about a mile along the track by now! 
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FALCON: Thanks be to God. This is our opportunity! 

BONXIE: We must intercept him before he reaches the fork, or we 

may lose him. 

MERLIN: (Pressing forward) He's mine Falcon! Let me take him! 

GADWELL: (With passion) And mine! Don't forget Goosander. 

FALCON: Go, both of you. But I must have him alive. We will 

need him to gain entry into the castle. 

(They make haste to their horses, mount and gallop off through the 

trees). 

 

 

End of Scene 

 

 

Act 4  Scene 5: Ashinowl Castle 

 

(Raven unlocks the door to Lady Wren‟s dungeon, grabs her 

roughly and begins to tie her hands). 

RAVEN: Come on, yer little fire-raiser yer... It's time to get the 

party started! 

LADY WREN: A party that could have started a lot sooner if only 

you had listened to me. There’s no need to tie my hands. I will 

come with you willingly. A real man will make a change from the 

flannel-jacks I’ve been used to putting up with. 

(Raven is in no mood to take chances, so he ties her hands and 

leads her up the stairs. As he leads her by the arm towards the  
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games room she presses herself against him in a wanton, lustful 

manner). 

RAVEN: (Confused, but aroused by her actions) If yer want it so 

bad, how come yer was spoutin’ all that bilge back at the camp, eh? 

That's what I'm wantin’ to know. 

LADY WREN: A man with your brain should be able to see it easy 

enough! I didn't want her Royal Highness knowing how I felt about 

you. If you’d been caught, how would it have looked for me? I 

quite like your friend Jack too, in a funny sort of way. Where is he? 

RAVEN: Never mind Jack-Sprat. I sent him packin’. So there's just 

the two of us for the whole night. Seems like I’ve landed me a juicy 

little mackerel if yer can do more than talk…and we’ll find that out 

soon enough! 

(They enter the games room. A large table has been set with large 

amounts of food and wine). 

RAVEN: Just feast yer little eyes on that lot! Make no mistake me 

pretty little bird we’re right on the edge on the mud slips… till I 

drags yer down wi’ me that is…can yer feel it stickin’? Now let's 

get some piggin’ done afore we gets too hot and bothered! (Untying 

her hands) And I don’t think we need this, seein’ as how yer right 

eager.  

LADY WREN: Let's eat and drink the whole lot if we can…stoke 

the fires of hell! 

(She rushes to the table, grabs some meat and pushes it greedily 

into her mouth. She throws pieces of food at Raven and giggles. 

Laughing, Raven ducks and throws some back at her, while 

consuming meat by the handful). 

RAVEN: Hey! Yer little harlot yer! I'm getting’ hotter than a 

blacksmith's forge, I tell yer that! Hold on a bit..yer little bitch!... 

Hold on, while I get these mugs filled! Ha, ha, ha, hee, hee, hee.... 
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(He hands her a mug of wine full to the brim. She slops some of it 

as she empties the mug in one gluttonous swallow. This causes 

Raven to cheer while banging the table heavily with his fist). 

Ha, ha, ha... Well lash me wi a twist o' flaming brambles! At last! a 

red hot woman whose not a'feared o' piggin’ it! And I'll bet yer a 

right one in the pig pen, I'll be known! (Trying to grab her) Just 

wait till I gets yer down there... Ha, ha, ha, hee, hee, hee... 

LADY WREN: (Pushing him away) Now, now, the longer we wait 

the better it will be! Eating and drinking for now and when we get 

down to it later you'll find out I'm a lot wilder than anything you've 

had before! And that's a fact warm enough to brand a bull with! 

(Raven flops into a large armchair with one leg cocked over the 

side. He is aglow with happiness. For a few moments he seems 

distracted as though transported somewhere in thought. Lady Wren 

takes the opportunity to conceal a small knife in the folds of her 

dress). 

RAVEN: (Grinning wildly) I tell yer what though! You and me'd 

make a right solid team! What wi’ you on the inside and me on the 

out! We'd be stinkin’ rich in two shakes of donkey's, I'll be known! 

We could grab our own Travellers Hen House, and have twenty or 

more young Tits on the bounce, bringin’ in the coin day and night!   

Ha, ha, ha, hee, hee, hee... 

LADY WREN: (Playfully feigning jealousy) I’m not so sure I like 

the idea… there’d be nothing left for me when I'm in the mood! 

RAVEN: (Laughing) Aye, yer’d have t’ be on yer guard with all 

that fruit about! But think about it… and in the meantime pass a 

joint o' that meat over here! 

(She drops a large joint of meat in his lap). 

Owwch!! Yer stupid bitch! Watch what yer doin’, I’ve got plans for 

him tonight, I tell yer that! 
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(Laughing, she fills a mug with wine. Holding it high in the air she 

toasts him in a loud voice) 

LADY WREN: To Raven! If all his plans work out the devil will be 

right happy tonight!  

RAVEN: (Holding his mug high) Aye! To me! And if on’y half o’ 

them work out I'll be happier than the devil every night from now 

on! Ha, ha, ha, hee, hee, hee.... 

 

End of Scene 

 

 

Act 4 Scene 5: The Black Forest 

 

(Merlin and Gadwell take a direct route through the trees and 

reach the track ahead of Jackdaw. They tether their horses further 

back in the trees and prepare a trap at a bend in the track just 

before it forks. Merlin climbs up onto a large tree branch 

overhanging the track while Gadwell hides in nearby undergrowth. 

As Jackdaw approaches the overhanging branch Gadwell shouts 

loudly and waving his hands jumps out from his concealed position 

directly in front of Jackdaw‟s horse causing it to rear up in alarm. 

Immediately, Merlin drops from above on to him pulling him from 

the saddle onto the ground. After a brief struggle he is 

overpowered, disarmed, tied and gagged. He is roughly searched 

and his bag of gold is taken from him. While he is still lying on the 

ground Gadwell takes hold of him shaking him violently).  

GADWELL: Now... you know who I am don't you? You filthy 

mongrel! You're mine now and if the law allows God help me, I'll 

skin you alive this very night!  
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MERLIN: Come along Gadwell, let's get him back! 

(They heave Jackdaw onto his horse and lead him back along the 

track. On arriving back at camp Merlin throws the bag of coins to 

Falcon). 

MERLIN: Here he is! And he had this bag of dirty eagles on him! 

FALCON: (Catching the bag) Well done Merlin. Gadwell, remove 

the gag and bring him here. (Gadwell drags Jackdaw from his 

horse, unties the gag and pushes him before Falcon). I want to 

know who paid you. Quickly now, or I promise you will die a very 

slow and painful death. 

JACKDAW: (Spitting and in a blustering tone) Die?! What in hell 

are yer talkin’ about, die?! Who is yer anyways, that's what I'm 

wantin’ to know?! 

FALCON: (Calmly with an air of unconcern) Very well. (Turning 

away) Gadwell, as I promised, he is yours. But take him deeper into 

the forest. I don't want Ashinowl's guards hearing his screams. 

(Gadwell takes hold of Jackdaw and pushes a wide-bladed knife to 

his throat, producing a trickle of blood from his neck. Fearful for 

his life, Jackdaw makes strange wheezing sounds, He struggles in a 

sudden panic, but is held firmly by the powerful Gadwell). 

GADWELL: I said you were mine, didn't I? You're dead meat now 

Jackdaw! But not till I've pegged you down real tight and skinned 

you alive! You'll wish you’d never crawled out of the dung heap 

when you see your skin hanging from the branches, and feel your 

nerve ends singing in the wind! 

JACKDAW: (Continuing to make wheezing noises and crying out 

tearfully). Raven... Raven... it was Raven! 

GADWELL: (Dragging him off) Too late. You had your chance! 

JACKDAW: Please! Don't let him… I'll help yers... (At this  
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Gadwell stops and turns Jackdaw to face Falcon) It wasn't my 

idea.... I just helped a bit... that's all... I swears it! Raven paid me... 

Raven.... 

FALCON: Loosen off Gadwell! Where are the ladies being held? 

Tell me now, or Gadwell can have you for certain! 

JACKDAW: (Wide-eyed with fear) They're banged up down below, 

sir.... in the dungeons... Razorbill's got the keys.... 

CAPTAIN ROBIN: (Punching Jackdaw forcefully in the chest) I 

say we kill him now and be done with it! 

FALCON: (Calmly) Where will we find this Razorbill? 

JACKDAW: In his room at the back o' the castle... at the back... 

CAPTAIN ROBIN: (To Falcon) Kill him now Falcon…unless he 

can get us through the gate! 

JACKDAW: Aye! I’ll help yers... I said I’d help yers didn’t I… 

that's the truth.... I swears it! I'm right sorry for ever being part of it 

now... 

FALCON: If you were to return to the castle, would they let you in 

without suspicion? 

JACKDAW: (Seizing his chance) Why, they'll be right glad to see 

me back again... there's only two o’ them on the gate... the rest o' 

them'll be in the guard room at the back o' the castle.... I can show 

yers to Razorbill's room, if yer can snuff the first two wi little 

noise! 

FALCON: (Turning to address the men) Listen men! If we are 

detected kill every last one of them, including Jackdaw here. Once 

we’re in, on the order to arms make for the guard room at the back 

of the castle. We’ll deal with the others! Is that clear?! 

ALL: Aye! 
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FALCON: Then let us get this over with! 

 

End of Scene 

 

 

Act 4  Scene 6: The Castle 

 

(The advance party accompany Jackdaw to the castle gate and 

position themselves out of sight on either side of the doorway. The 

rest remain concealed in the trees. Jackdaw hammers heavily on 

the door three times). 

JACKDAW: Open up!  Come on…It's me, Jackdaw! 

(After checking through a spyhole the guards unlock and open up 

the gate). 

1ST GUARD: Jackdaw? What are you doin’ back so soon?! 

(Jackdaw enters quickly and pushes past them, drawing their 

attention away from the entrance). 

JACKDAW: I'll be in and out in two shakes of a donkey's.... Can 

yer believe it? I left half a dozen eagles up in me room! Me! 

Forgetting gold eagles... 

(The two guards are facing Jackdaw and have their backs to the 

entrance. They are heavily coshed by Bonxie and Captain Robin 

rendering them unconscious. They are tied and gagged without a 

word being spoken or a sound being made. At Falcon‟s signal the 

rest of the men emerge from the trees and silently enter the castle. 

The advance party are led by Jackdaw, accompanied by Gadwell 

wielding his large knife, across the hall to a corridor to the right of 

the stairs. Awaiting the call to arms, the rest are stationed near the  
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left hand corridor leading to the guardroom. Arriving at 

Razorbill‟s room Jackdaw knocks on the door). 

JACKDAW: Razorbill! Open up! It's me, Jackdaw! I've come back 

for some eagles I left upstairs! 

RAZORBILL: (Opening the door) Jackdaw? You... forget gold 

eag… 

(Bonxie grabs Razorbill with a vice-like grip to the throat and 

pushes him back into the room. The others enter the room silently 

and the door is closed behind them. Bonxie whispers menacingly in 

Razorbill‟s ear).  

BONXIE: If you make a sound I will cut your throat. Tap on my 

arm if you understand me. 

(Razorbill, in sheer terror for his life, wastes no time and 

immediately taps Bonxie‟s forearm. Bonxie release his throat grip 

and jerks razorbill‟s head up by the hair to face Falcon). 

FALCON: Tell me where the ladies are now, or die! 

RAZORBILL: (Trembling) Lady Dove... is upstairs in the dining 

room... with Lord Ashinowl... 

CAPTAIN ROBIN: (Aggressively) Where is Lady Wren?! 

RAZORBILL: In the games room.... with Raven. 

CAPTAIN ROBIN: (Grabbing hold of him) Where is it? Tell me 

now or in God’s name… 

RAZORBILL: (Speaking quickly and shaking with fear) Down the 

corridor to the left of here.... the large red door.... I have a key... I 

haven't a key to the dining room... Lord Ashinowl keeps it 

himself.... 

FALCON: (With his hand on Captain Robin‟s shoulder). Take the 

key and go to her, but wait until you hear the call to arms before  
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you enter. Otherwise Ashinowl may harm Lady Dove. 

CAPTAIN ROBIN: Agreed. But for pity’s sake do not leave me 

waiting long! 

FALCON: Hobby and Pintail! When you hear the signal, get 

Jackdaw out of here. Merlin and Gadwell come with me. Bonxie, 

you go with Captain Robin. 

(All exit Razorbill‟s room). 

 

End of Scene 

 

 

Act 4  Scene 7: The Dining Room Landing 

 

(Falcon, Gadwell and Merlin are led by Razorbill to the landing 

outside Ashinowl‟s dining room. Gadwell holds his knife to 

Razorbill‟s throat. Lord Ashinowl can be heard laughing inside the 

room). 

GADWELL: (Whispering) Now bring the snake out of its hole, or I 

swear to God, you'll die. And if he so much as suspects anything 

you die! 

RAZORBILL: (Knocking on the door) My Lord! 

LORD ASHINOWL: (From within) Damn your eyes Razorbill!! 

RAZORBILL: (Urged on by Gadwell and his knife) My Lord! I am 

sorry to disturb you, but there is trouble outside the castle! My 

Lord, can you hear me? It is imperative! 

LORD ASHINOWL: (Raging) I'll have your skin off… (opening 

the door) I’ll feed you to the cat, mark my words! 
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(As the door is unlocked and opened Lord Ashinowl is grabbed and 

pulled out onto the landing. After a brief struggle he is 

overpowered. Gadwell shouts loudly „to arms‟ and the fight is 

underway. Nightingale quickly enters the dining room. Jackdaw is 

removed from the castle. The guards come under attack by the men 

of Rosecross and either die fighting or surrender. Merlin pins Lord 

Ashinowl to the floor as Falcon ties his hands). 

 

End of Scene 

 

 

Act 4 Scene 8: The Games Room 

 

RAVEN: (Drunkenly throwing his empty mug to the floor) Ha, ha, 

ha, I've had enough! (Belching as he flops down onto a daybed) 

Come here, and let's get down to it! 

(Hearing Gadwell‟s raised voice) What's all the noise out there? 

(Shouting) Quiet! Yer’ll put me off! Ha, ha, ha... 

(The door suddenly bursts open and Captain Robin and Bonxie 

rush in with swords drawn). 

CAPTAIN ROBIN: Lady Wren! Are you harmed? 

LADY WREN: (Overjoyed) Captain Robin! At last my prayers are 

answered! 

RAVEN: (Jumping to his feet with a wild look) Hogs breath! I'll kill 

the lot o' yers! 

(He pulls down one of the many swords displayed on the walls of 

the games room and makes a grab for Lady Wren, intending to take 

her hostage). 
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Come here you! 

(She slashes him across the face with the knife she had hidden in 

her dress. Raven is momentarily stunned as blood pours from his 

face through his fingers). 

LADY WREN: (With passion) There.... You poisonous beast of a 

man! Did you think… did you really think I would give myself to 

filthy scum like you?! 

RAVEN: (Thrusting his sword at her) Bitch! 

(Captain Robin intervenes and counters Raven‟s blow. They come 

face to face with swords crossed). 

CAPTAIN ROBIN: Coward, fight me instead! 

RAVEN: (Pushing Captain Robin away forcefully) Aye, I'll fight 

yer alright! Yer bag o' bones! Yer thinks yer can kick up dust near 

me, eh?! I'll chop yer up right good and proper! 

(They rush at each other, clashing swords with ferocity rarely 

encountered. Tables and chairs are knocked over, glass cabinets 

are shattered and fine ornaments thrown. Both are wounded 

several times but neither backs down. Eventually Raven is wounded 

deeply in the arm causing him to hesitate. Captain Robin seizes the 

opportunity and smashes the sword from Raven‟s hand and with the 

hilt of his own knocks him to the ground. He turns to pick up 

Raven‟s sword. As he does so Raven pulls a dagger and lunges at 

him from behind).   

LADY WREN: Captain Robin! Behind you! 

(He turns quickly, counters Raven‟s thrust and with a powerful 

stroke hacks the knife from his hand. A second blow cuts his leg 

almost to the bone. Raven slumps to the floor in agony).  

CAPTAIN ROBIN: (Standing over Raven and shaking with anger 

he points his sword at his opponent‟s throat) If we were on the  
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battlefield, and not under law, then so help me God you would be 

back in hell with your own kind!  

RAVEN: (Spitting) Get it over with, yer yeller belly... What yer 

shakin’ for? Yer frightened yer Jack Pudding yer! Ha, ha, ha, hee, 

hee... Yer frightened! 

(Captain Robin places one knee on his chest and holds him by the 

throat). 

CAPTAIN ROBIN: Believe me, there is nothing I desire more than 

your miserable death… nothing more than to send your black soul 

to the hell from whence it came. But you shall face the Lord Chief 

Justice, and that's the end of it! 

(Bonxie pulls Captain Robin away as Hobby and Pintail come 

rushing into the room). 

BONXIE: Captain, take her away from all this. We’ll see to him. 

(Lady Wren helps the bloodied Captain from the room to the sound 

of Raven cursing them both. The others pull Raven to his feet). 

Come on you! On your feet, dog! 

 

End of Scene 

 

 

Act 4  Scene 9: The Duel 

 

(Lord Ashinowl is being held by Falcon, Gadwell and Merlin on the 

landing outside the dining room. The victorious company of men 

from Rosecross are gathering in the hall below. The wounded are 

being tended and prisoners secured. Lady Wren hurries up the  
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stairs. She glares at Lord Ashinowl as she passes and enters the 

dining room. Very soon afterwards she returns and speaks privately 

to Falcon).   

LADY WREN: Falcon, Lady Dove begs time alone to compose 

herself. She is unharmed but wishes to make preparations before 

you meet.  

FALCON: I understand… and I thank God that you both are safe! 

LADY WREN: Yes, let us all thank God… and for our part we 

must also thank you and the courage of all these good men.  

(She returns to her mistress). 

LORD ASHINOWL: (Seething with anger as he is held by Gadwell 

and Merlin) Trespasser! You dare to hold me… here within these 

walls! You shall die for this outrage! 

FALCON: (In a raised voice so all can hear) Lord Taunaby 

Ashinowl I charge you in the presence of those here assembled with 

murder and kidnapping. And once our investigations are complete 

I’m quite certain you will face much more besides. You shall return 

with us to Rosecross, and shall there stand before the Justice of the 

Peace! 

LORD ASHINOWL: You quote law to me trespasser?! Fool! The 

law provides remedies enough to deal with the likes of you. I claim 

my ancient right of duel, granted to my class to deal with those 

foolhardy enough to make their challenge while still within the 

precincts of my realm. 

PINTAIL: (Shouting up from below) Falcon he speaks the truth and 

quotes the letter of the law! 

FALCON: (Gesturing to Gadwell and Merlin) Release him! 

(Merlin does so, but Gadwell is at first reluctant). 
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Gadwell stand aside. We shall not this day violate the law. 

LORD ASHINOWL: (Stepping forward to face Falcon) So.... you 

are Falcon, the expected one? It may surprise you to discover that I 

know more of you than you know of yourself…. but of that, more 

later.  

In the presence of those assembled here… (striking Falcon across 

the face) I, Lord of this place, in accord with my ancient right, 

challenge you to a duel! 

FALCON: (Wiping a smear of blood from his cheek) I accept the 

challenge!  

LORD ASHINOWL: (Addressing the men below) I name the place 

as here. I name the time as now. And I name the weapons as twin 

swords! 

FALCON: As you will! 

LORD ASHINOWL: (Shouting) Razorbill, wherever you are 

hiding, bring the duelling twins! 

(After a short while Razorbill appears with two cases). 

RAZORBILL: (Breathing heavily) Here are the swords... my 

Lord... 

LORD ASHINOWL: Away traitor! I shall deal with you once I’ve 

educated this deluded fool! 

(Taking a finely engraved sword and another of half its size from 

one of the cases) Take up your swords, trespasser! 

(Falcon unbuckles his sword belt and gives it to Gadwell. He takes 

the two swords from the other case and gauges their balance by 

turning them in his hand). 

LORD ASHINOWL: Yes, admire them now, for your time is short! 

(He lunges at Falcon. Falcon expertly counters and they begin  

 

133 



fighting in earnest to cheers from the men below. The struggle is 

long and hard. Eventually blood begins to seep from a wound in 

Lord Ashinowl‟s arm, but just as he seems to be faltering he 

wounds Falcon deeply in the side. He moves in swiftly and smashes 

Falcon‟s larger sword out of his hand so hard that it clears the 

landing rail and falls with a clatter on to the floor below. 

Falcon is on one knee, bleeding heavily and with only a short 

sword to defend himself. Ashinowl‟s confidence returns and he 

begins to goad him). 

LORD ASHINOWL: Is this then your leader of men?! Why, he 

cannot even hold a sword properly! Ha, ha, ha... Yield your 

weapon, trespasser, and beg for my forgiveness. 

FALCON: Never….what are you waiting for? End it now and be 

done with it all! 

LORD ASHINOWL: Did I not promise you an education? Why, 

my foolish nephew, you are as ignorant as your father ever was. 

And just like him you have paid a heavy price. 

FALCON: Nephew?! What do you mean… nephew?! 

LORD ASHINOWL: Let not those who shall hereafter judge me 

say that I failed to enlighten! Before you die, know that your 

spineless, weak-kneed father was my brother, Lord Falcon of 

Tealdale, and it was I who ended his miserable little life. 

He was unfitted to his rank, so I killed the fool and made it look 

like an accident! And now it is that I fulfil at last my destiny and 

slay his deluded son! 

MERLIN: Murderer! 

LORD ASHINOWL: (Coldly smiling) I would have destroyed you 

then, but before I could, someone took you and hid you in some 

hovel far from here, and raised you as their own. I knew well that  
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sooner or later you would return. And I knew also that I would kill 

you. It has long been your fate and mine. 

(On one knee and bleeding heavily from his side, Falcon cries out 

in his grief. His voice seems to echo throughout the castle. Lord 

Ashinowl stands over him savouring the moment). 

FALCON: (Looking heavenward) Father! I will avenge thee and 

punish the crimes of your evil brother… or I shall die in God’s 

name trying. 

(Addressing Lord Ashinowl) May God and all the powers of 

goodness grant me the strength to bring thy black heart to Justice! 

LORD ASHINOWL: (In mocking tones) Ha, ha, ha... Get up off 

your knees and fight like a man, or shall I finish you now like an 

old scullery maid!  

(Lady Dove appears across the landing. Her white gown and 

diamond tiara radiate light. Her utter beauty brings an astonished 

intake of breath from the assembled company, followed by a hush 

of silence. There is enchantment in the air, and all but Lord 

Ashinowl are in awe of her loveliness and innocence. She calls to 

Falcon in the sweetest of tones). 

LADY DOVE: (With heightened emotion) Oh Falcon... My beloved 

Falcon... If you die, I shall die with you… for I live only in your 

heart! You must know, my future Lord and Husband, that it is 

God’s Will that I, your Lady Dove, shall grant thee the strength you 

need... 

LORD ASHINOWL: (Full with rage and bitterness) You?! You 

give him strength?! Ha! This is too much for words! Watch, my 

little peach… watch and learn! 

(Pushing Falcon heavily with his foot) Get up trespasser… get up 

and meet thy doom! 
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(Lady Wren suddenly appears with Falcon‟s large sword. At Lady 

Dove‟s behest she has retrieved it from the hall below). 

LADY WREN: Falcon! Take it, and kill the beast! 

(Falcon refuses). 

LORD ASHINOWL: (Scornfully) Is there no end to fools and 

women?! You would have him break the law! It is written that 

neither man nor beast may assist a dueller in any way, so long that a 

duel is in progress. In breaking this law he would forfeit his life! So 

get back to your laundry and leave such things to men!  

LADY WREN: (Defiantly) Quite right, Ashinowl. Such is the law. 

But I am neither man nor beast. I am a woman… and it appears that 

it is you who are the fool! 

(Falcon grasps the sword and jumps to his feet. All the men cheer 

from below. Realising his mistake Ashinowl steps back and 

prepares to defend himself). 

CAPTAIN ROBIN: (With great passion) Kill him Falcon! Kill him 

now! 

ALL: Aye, kill the beast! Death to the murderer! 

(Falcon fights like a tiger. Blow after mighty blow follows until he 

beats Lord Ashinowl back. The banister prevents further retreat 

and Falcon hacks first the short sword and then the long sword 

from Lord Ashinowl‟s grasp. He thrusts his sword straight through 

Lord Ashinowl‟s body with such force that he is pushed screaming 

over the banister to the stone floor below. The men crowd around 

his crumpled body, but step back in astonishment when his eyes 

suddenly open, and with a glare of fury he points up at Falcon and 

utters his final words). 

LORD ASHINOWL: (Hissing) I curse you Falcon... I curse you 

and all these fools who follow you… 
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(His arm then slumps to the floor and he dies. There is a brief 

silence, and then the men begin to cheer, realising that victory is 

finally theirs. With some difficulty Falcon approaches Lady Dove 

and goes down on one knee before her. All return once more to 

silence, each man straining to hear what is being said up on the 

landing). 

FALCON: (Gazing up at her with utter devotion) Oh, my Lady… 

my Lady Dove… blesséd… blesséd be Thy Name! (Dropping his 

gaze in sorrow) I have imagined this moment a million times. But 

alas, they were, as it now seems, but dreams. This is not how it was 

meant to be…my hands are stained with blood and death… I am 

not worthy… 

LADY DOVE: (Smiling at him radiantly) Nay, my love... thou art 

worthy… have no doubt, thou art worthy! (Taking his hand) During 

these dark days of trial, we each have fashioned in the other 

something which could not have been created in any other way.... I 

speak of Love. (Raising her voice and addressing the men below) 

For without Love, we are nothing but dark shadows. Without Love, 

we are but empty cups. 

(Turning back to Falcon) Oh, Falcon... request my hand in 

marriage… that we be complete at last. 

FALCON: Then, my Lady, may I, your humble servant, request 

that we be joined in holy matrimony? Do you wish, as I do, that we 

two become one, never to be parted? 

LADY DOVE: I do. 

(Falcon rises and the two embrace. They kiss and all the men of 

Rosecross cheer as they descend the stairs. The whole castle is 

filled with happiness and rejoicing). 

 

End of Scene 
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Act 4  Scene 10: Rosecross Town Square 

 

(Two tough-looking guards stand below a wooden stage which has 

been erected at the centre of Rosecross. The town square is 

remarkably quiet and almost deserted, as everyone is either in or 

surrounding the Chapel celebrating a wedding. Indeed, not one 

wedding but three: the triple marriage of Merlin and Goosander, 

Captain Robin and Lady Wren, and of course, Falcon and Lady 

Dove. 

The two guards are discussing recent events).  

1ST BODYGUARD: ...Aye, and they say he was born in the Black 

Forest. His mother was a witch they reckon, from somewhere near 

Turnstone. 

2ND BODYGUARD: Do you not think though, even if he was a 

murderin’ villain, he showed a bit o’ courage at the gallows? 

IST GUARD: Aye, true enough… that he did. But courage in the 

likes of him is more a kind of madness boilin’ up from the sumps.   

(Enter Mr Jay, a merchant. He approaches the guards looking 

somewhat confused). 

MR JAY: Excuse me, gentlemen, what’s going on? Why are things 

so quiet? I’ve just arrived on the coach from Dunnock and I’ve 

never known the like. Where is everyone, and what is the purpose 

of the stage? 

IST GUARD: You aren’t a resident here then, sir? 

MR JAY: A travelling merchant. 

2ND GUARD: Well sir, there's a bunch o’ weddings over at the 

chapel today. And you'll do well to stick around, for when they’re 

over and done with the Lord Chief Justice will declare a new Lord  
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of Tealdale, on account of the death of Lord Ashinowl. 

MR JAY: Weddings! How wonderful! And not bad for business 

either, I’ll wager. The news of Lord Ashinowl’s death has flown 

from town to town before me. I’ve heard a dozen different versions 

now, and I must say I’m not sure I believe any of them.  

There have also been reports of a rogue who goes by the name of 

Raven, but the details seem to have evaded everyone. 

IST GUARD: We were just talkin’ about him afore you arrived. Do 

you know anything? Trial? Sentencin’? 

MR JAY: No, nothing at all! But I would be very pleased to hear 

whatever you can tell me. (Leaning forward and speaking in a 

confidential tone) It is well known in our circles that the merchant 

bearing topical news sells more goods than any other. Pray, what 

have you heard? 

 2ND GUARD: Heard? Why, we were there during the whole 

affair, us bein’ in service to the Lord Chief Justice! 

MR JAY: Well, it's indeed fortunate that I've met you! But please, 

tell me what happened to this Raven fellow, that I might pass it on 

to my customers, and enlighten those still in the dark. 

IST GUARD: Loosen their purse strings more like… but then 

there’s nowt new in that, I suppose. I’ll tell of the hangin’, startin’ 

with us all gathered at the prison yard waitin’ for him to be brought 

out… 

 

End of Scene 
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Act 4  Scene 11: The Gallows 

 

(On the outskirts of Rosecross stands a prison. Attached to the 

building is a large stone enclosure, at the centre of which is a 

gallows. Beneath a brooding sky a large group of men are gathered 

in silence. Three officials are seated on a slightly raised wooden 

stage. A priest stands to one side of the platform. 

Raven is led from the building into the enclosure and taken to the 

gallows. A masked executioner follows behind. Raven‟s hands are 

bound and he is in leg irons, which jangle noisily as he shuffles 

along. A noose sways ominously in a stiff northerly breeze. 

The Chief Justice, who has travelled to the prison from his 

residence three miles to the West, addresses the prisoner). 

LORD CHIEF JUSTICE: (With authority) Lady Dove has 

graciously pleaded mercy and leniency to all those who repent their 

involvement in this evil affair. All of your fellow criminals have 

done so, and by order of this Office have been transported to Rook 

Island. There they shall live out the remainder of their earthly lives. 

As is my duty, I ask you a final time to repent your crimes. 

RAVEN: (Insolently) Save it for the pigeons will yer, and let's get 

crackin’ a'fore I drop dead from all the chin-waggin’. I wouldn’t 

want t’ cheat yers all out of a good hangin’ now would I? (Nodding 

over to the priest) And yer can get rid o' the penguin while yer at it! 

(The Lord Chief Justice gestures to the priest who leaves the 

enclosure with a dark look in the direction of Raven). 

Go on! On yer way! There’ll be no blood here for yer t’ suck at! 

Ha, ha, ha... 

 LORD CHIEF JUSTICE: You leave me no alternative. I solemnly 

declare that the accused, having been found guilty of murder, rape,  
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kidnapping and theft, is hereby sentenced to be hung by the neck 

until dead! (Turning to Raven) And may God have mercy upon 

your soul! 

(A voice calls out from among the gathered men. It is Nightingale). 

NIGHTINGALE: My Lord, I beg leave to deliver a message from 

Lady Wren  

LORD CHIEF JUSTICE: You may proceed sir, but please be brief. 

NIGHTINGALE: Thank you your Lordship! 

(Turning to face Raven) 

Raven, I have a message from Lady Wren. Will you hear it? 

RAVEN: (Playing to his audience and grinning mischievously) I 

might as well... seeings how she’s the last women I’ll be hearin’ 

from. (Touching the wound on his face) and the only one who ever 

left her mark. Away then lad…let the rabbit out the hat! 

NIGHTINGALE: She begs your forgiveness and regrets the terrible 

wound she inflicted in a moment of anger and weakness. 

(Raven‟s grin widens). 

She also begs you to repent your misdeeds and turn your great 

strength and courage to the defence of the good laws of the land we 

share. And lastly, but most importantly, she extends her forgiveness 

to you. For she has realised that she has learnt more from her days 

of dark adventure at your hands, than from those of all her previous 

life.  

She sends, with utmost sincerity, her wish that you turn to the 

immortal Light for help and guidance! 

(Turning to the Lord Chief Justice).  

Here her message ends. Thank you for your indulgence, my Lord. 
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(The men appear slightly bewildered and here and there a murmur 

of disapproval can be heard. However, Captain Robin smiles 

proudly with glistening eyes. Some of the wildness disappears from 

Raven‟s face. He is no longer grinning, and is wearing an 

uncharacteristic serious expression).  

RAVEN: (Raising his voice to address the assembled men) Now 

just listen to me, yer pile o' dung! She’s got more fire than the lot o' 

yers put together!  

(Turning to Nightingale) And you, messenger boy, yer can tell her I 

forgives her for the cuttin’ o' me face, and for all her clever 

tricksiness. She’s the only women who ever throwed me in the 

shade, I’ll be known! And tell her right proper, wi’ all yer fancy 

airs ‘n’ graces, seein’ as she’s the only one who ever showed a care 

for me.  

But yer can tell her I’ll not be doin’ any repentin’! And if I was 

loose today, I’d be after bags o’ coin and juicy women like a 

starvin’ greyhound after rabbits. 

NIGHTINGALE: I thank you, and will deliver your reply to her. 

LORD CHIEF JUSTICE: Before we proceed and complete the sad 

task before us, you may make a final request, and if it be in our 

power to grant it we shall. 

RAVEN: Aye! I’d have yer weigh me anchor right quick and get 

me launched while I’m still in good spirits! 

EXECUTIONER: Will yer take the hood Raven? 

RAVEN: Naw! I’ll not be swingin’ like a horse wi his head in a 

feedin’ bag! I wants t’ look the Reaper straight in the eye. I’m no 

frightened preacher! (Spitting and in a defiant tone) Anyways, 

when I’m kickin’ and swingin’ about, I wants this lot to see me 

starin’ down at them… t’ keep them tossin’ and turnin’ all night 

long! Ha, ha, ha.... 
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(The noose is tightened around his neck and after a short period of 

expectancy the floor of the platform suddenly falls away. The rope 

stretches leaving Raven hanging in mid-air. He kicks violently for a 

short while until eventually he is limp. There is utter silence among 

the men, but this is broken by a collective intake of breath and the 

loud cawing of a huge black crow which swoops across the prison 

yard, as if snatching the soul-spark of Raven and carrying it back 

home to be among those of his own kind. More than a few of the 

men make the sign of the cross). 

 

End of Scene 

 

Act 4  Scene 12: Rosecross Town Square 

IST GUARD: ....and as everyone left the prison enclosure, no one 

spoke so much as a word. Aye... (thoughtfully) And it seemed like 

the end o’ something, and that nothin’ would ever be the same 

again! 

MR JAY: Well, if this tale cannot get me into more trade, then 

nothing ever will! Here, (giving both guards a coin) a piece of 

silver in return, for a story well and truly told! 

IST GUARD: Why, thank you sir! 

2ND GUARD: (Surprised) Aye, from me an’ all. Though never a 

word passed my lips! 

MR JAY:  You are more than welcome! I think I shall make my 

way to the chapel. Perhaps I will see the wedding party leave. 

Farewell to you both. 

GUARDS: Goodbye, sir! 

 

End of Scene 
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Act 4  Scene 13: Inheritance 

(As the three pairs of brides and bridegrooms leave the chapel they 

are loudly cheered by those waiting outside and are showered in an 

avalanche of sweetly scented flower petals. They and all their 

guests make their way to the centre of town. The air is full with 

love, joyful laughter and happy conversations. Gadwell follows 

closely behind the three couples, holding Eider close to him). 

GADWELL: Just look at them, Eider. I tell you, it's enough to 

make a grown man cry! 

EIDER: (Wiping her eyes with her handkerchief) Aye Gadwell. 

More than enough... As God's me witness, more than enough... 

GADWELL: Come on now Eider, many more tears and you won't 

be seeing another blessed thing today! 

EIDER: I'll be seeing everything Gadwell, and don't yer be thinking 

otherwise! And anyway, even if I were blind I would know it all by 

the very sounds of goodwill that fill the air around us. 

(Not far behind them walk Bonxie, Pintail and Hobby). 

BONXIE: I must say I have never seen so many cheerful people in 

one place. The whole town seems like one happy family. And there 

isn’t a dispute worthy of the name to be heard anywhere. Why, 

today I am very likely to burst! 

PINTAIL: Well, I must admit, it’s like nothing I can ever 

remember. Let us just hope nothing happens to spoil it! 

HOBBY: Really Pintail, not today of all days! 

PINTAIL: (After a moment‟s reflection) You know Hobby, maybe 

you are right! Maybe I shall try to be less of a Doubting Thomas 

from now on. Maybe I should trust a little more… 

BONXIE: (As they reach the town square) With all that’s happened 
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Tealdale will surely never be the same again… look, the Lord Chief 

Justice is already on the stage. 

(The space around the raised platform is now set out with meats, 

loaves of bread, cheeses, delightfully decorated cakes and fruits of 

every kind. Against the wall behind the stage there are barrels of 

ale and large casks of wine. 

The Lord Chief Justice is flanked by his two guards who are now 

armed with ceremonial pikes. When he is satisfied that everyone 

has arrived he begins to speak. There is a respectful silence among 

the guests). 

LORD CHIEF JUSTICE: Good people of Rosecross! Welcome…. 

Welcome indeed! It is this day the happy duty of this Office to 

declare the right and title of the Tealdale Inheritance. 

Falcon… Lady Dove… can you please stand before me. 

(There is a great cheer as the two climb the wooden steps on to the 

stage. The cheering crowd only subsides to silence when the Lord 

Chief Justice raises his hand). 

I hereby let it be known that from this day forward all the land and 

venison subsisting therein and contained by the ancient borders of 

Tealdale shall be the rightful inheritance of a new Lord and owner. 

(Turning to address Falcon and Lady Dove) 

And in the name of my Holy Office I solemnly declare, and 

proclaim before the people of Rosecross, that you, Falcon, being 

the rightful heir, shall henceforth be known as Lord Falcon of 

Tealdale. 

(Hats are thrown into the air and more than a few guests embrace 

each other. There is again much cheering until the Lord Chief 

Justices raises his hand once more). 

If any person present here disputes this declaration let them assert it 
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now, or never more speak it! 

(There is a slightly nervous silence as they wait. When he is 

satisfied, the Lord Chief Justice hands Falcon a rolled parchment 

containing the official title deeds). 

So be it! Accept from me these deeds. I hereby confirm that from 

this hour until the hour of your death, you shall be Lord Falcon of 

Tealdale… and may you both live long and prosper! 

(More happy cheers until Falcon turns to the guests and begins to 

speak). 

FALCON: My Lord Chief Justice of the Peace, my dear friends and 

all the good people of Tealdale, we thank you. It is impossible in 

words, however sincere, to tell you how much we are in your debt. 

These are new times… golden times. The shadow of evil has been 

removed from our midst. And it is so because of our good faith, our 

courage, and our trust in God. As long as good people stand 

together; as long as they share the burden in times of trial; as long 

as they will it so, then evil cannot gain supremacy for long… as the 

events of recent times have so clearly proved. 

The list of those who have played their parts, and who we hold 

secure in our hearts… and will do so forever… is a long one. We 

believe that they will know full well who they are. Nor do we wish 

to delay you from your festivities. However, let us each remember 

that but for young Pipit here, we would not today stand before you 

as happily as we do! 

(As the attention of the guests is suddenly focused on Pipit, he 

blushes, smiles awkwardly, takes off his hat, and nods and bows in 

as formal a manner as he can manage. At the same time he expertly 

hides behind his back a pie recently purloined from a nearby table. 

Of course, Eider has noted all).   

And so, to each and all of those who call Tealdale home, we pledge 
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our personal protection, and we stand united with them against all 

who would wish them harm. And from this day forth, Tealdale… a 

precious gift from God… shall be freely open to all. Let the 

landlord tear down his fences, and may the tenant rejoice. Truly 

friends, there is a better life before us, and much for us to do. But 

today, let us rest… let us give our thanks to God… and let us enjoy 

to the full our celebrations! 

(More cheering as Falcon and Lady Dove descend the steps to join 

the delighted throng. Unable to contain their happiness, some of 

the guests give themselves to song or dance as they disperse. 

Meanwhile, Eider takes hold of Pipit while Gadwell watches on 

with a wide grin). 

EIDER: You come here my little Pipit! What have yer got buried in 

those deep pockets of yours, eh? Come on lad, that’s it, empty them 

out. Why, bless my soul, what have we here? Three pies... two 

apples, bread and cheese... where on earth were yer going to put 

this Pipit? Yer'd burst like a swollen pea pod if yer ate all this! 

PIPIT: I’ll be payin’ for it later Eider, honest I will! I’m only 

borrowin’ Eider, only borrowin’! I hopes to be eatin’ for three or 

four days with this lot. Anyways, it’ll not be missed, seeings how 

there's enough grub on these here tables to feed an army…and that's 

the latest! 

EIDER: (With merry laughter) Well Pipit, for starters yer can eat as 

much as yer pleases today! For don't yer know, yer silly lad, that all 

this food is free? So yer won't be stealing it… or borrowing it… 

only eating it, just like all the other folks here! Ha, ha, ha... the 

joke's on you Pipit so it is, and yer've been fooled good and proper 

this time! Ha, ha, ha... 

(Pipit wears a somewhat bewildered expression). 

And as far as eating goes in the days to come, I've decided yer can  
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live and work at the Redpoll with me… that is, if it’s what yer 

want. Then yer can eat as much as yer likes! Ha, ha, ha...Well, what 

does yer think of that then Pipit, eh? 

PIPIT: (His eyes welling up with tears and flinging his arms around 

her) Why, aunty Eider, If I doesn't love yer like me own lost 

mother, then yer can tie a rock to me feet and chuck me in the river 

Teal. I'll work for yer right hard I will, you see if I don't! And if yer 

let's me wear one o' them robin red coats, I'll be kickin’ me heels, 

and that’s the latest! You watch, I'll make sure them travellers 

know that the Redpoll Inn’s a right good place to be eatin’, suppin’ 

and kippin’ in… an’ that's the latest an’ all! 

(Eider pulls Pipit more closely to her and hugs him tightly, her eyes 

sparkling with tears). 

GADWELL: (With high emotion) That boy'll make you right proud 

Eider, you mark my words. He’s like a lost pigeon that knows when 

it’s home! 

 

End of Scene 

 

Act 4  Scene 14: The Woods Above Rosecross 

 

(Nightingale is standing slightly apart from the festivities, 

observing them with a glad heart. As he does so he notices a brief 

flash of white light in the trees just beyond the centre of town. He 

decides to investigate, but when he arrives at the spot there is 

nothing to be seen. As he is about to return he sees the flash of light 

again slightly further up the slope. This occurs several times. 

Before long he is deep in the woods and the sounds of the festivities 

have faded to an echo in the distance.  
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He emerges from the trees into a clearing and is shocked to see 

Kingfisher leaning on his staff as if waiting for him to arrive. 

Kingfisher smiles warmly. Nightingale runs to greet him, but stops 

short before reaching him and bows with the utmost respect). 

NIGHTINGALE: (Radiantly happy) Master Kingfisher! Oh Master, 

where have you been!? It was as if you simply vanished. I thought 

you had gone forever. Oh so much has happened… so much! 

KINGFISHER: And I intend to vanish again, my young 

Nightingale… though this time perhaps not so unexpectedly. I have 

called by to bid you farewell, for I am off to fish in other lands… so 

very far from here. 

NIGHTINGALE: (Sadly) Will I never see you again then? 

KINGFISHER: (Smiling) Of course you will… sooner or later. Just 

put your mind on good works and let time do the rest. (There is the 

sound of music). But wait! Listen! Can you hear? It sounds so very 

beautiful, does it not? Well I never … do you have a clue what it 

might be? 

NIGHTINGALE: If I did not already know exactly where I had left 

it, I would swear someone was playing my lute! I would recognise 

its tone anywhere. It’s not very far… I’ll soon find out! 

(Nightingale hurries through the trees following the exquisite 

music. He is full of wonder. He reaches a clearing in the trees 

where he is shocked to behold the female type of himself, lute and 

all. She is stunningly beautiful, and is dressed in brilliant electric 

blue and scarlet red beneath. Her golden hair is decorated with 

jewelled butterflies. She is leaning against an ancient oak tree and 

smiles as he approaches).  

NIGHTINGALE: (As if in a trance) How beautiful you are! I have 

always loved you… I have never forgotten… Oh, at last…my 

Bluebird! 
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BLUEBIRD: (Singing with the sweetest of voices) 

My name is whispered among the stars, 

And I in every dew drop live, 

I seek my Nightingale among the trees, 

My Heart and Eye and Tongue to give! 

Yes, I am Bluebird. I have wandered in this realm of dreary 

shadows and deep illusion, until I should meet the one called 

Nightingale! I have loved him always… I have never forgotten… 

and you I know are he! 

NIGHTINGALE: (Singing) 

My name is whispered among the stars, 

And I in every dew drop live, 

I seek my Bluebird among the flowers, 

My Heart and Eye and Tongue to give! 

(The two face each other utterly enchanted. In deepest devotion 

they embrace and kiss). 

BLUEBIRD: Oh Nightingale, now will our harmonies be Magical 

and full of High Mysteries! Now will the Solar Cosmos pulse with 

our songs of Wisdom, Purity and Goodness! 

NIGHTINGALE: And now will the dark birds of night fold up their 

heavy wings and hide beneath the darksome roots of the common 

ash! Until the dread legions of night approach once more and call 

them forth on their errands of spite! 

BLUEBIRD: And, now that we have each the other found, will the 

fairy beings from the four kingdoms… of fire and air, water and 

earth… all come with us to dance and fly and sing our heart’s 

content! 

NIGHTINGALE: Yes! Now shall we sing deep magic into all good 

hearts, until their inner eye be opened to the glories of the Light!  
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And now my love let us fly to distant Sirius… and once we have 

there refreshed ourselves, let us return with sweetest harmonies of 

deep delight.  

But hold… I almost forgot… Master Kingfisher! We must bid him 

farewell… he is just through the trees. (Leading her by the hand) I 

can’t wait for you to meet him! 

BLUEBIRD: (Her laughter sounds like tinkling bells) Ha, ha, ha… 

But Nightingale, don't you know it was the wonderful Fisher-King 

who brought me here, that I might find you? 

(Utterly stunned, the bewildered Nightingale is for once lost for 

words. They arrive at the clearing where Nightingale had left the 

Master, but he has already gone). 

NIGHTINGALE: Bluebird, he has vanished... but this time 

expectedly... like he said he would... 

BLUEBIRD: (Emotionally) Then my love, there is nothing to keep 

us in these dark abodes any longer, let us fly, let us FLY....! 

(Hand in hand they both begin running, singing joyfully, and as 

they do so, they both begin to shine with a wonderful light, before 

fading and disappearing altogether. All is then quiet in the woods, 

except for the distant celebrations below in Rosecross and the 

sweet, echoing call of a distant Nightingale). 

NIGHTINGALE and BLUEBIRD:  (Fading to silence) 

To Sirius we shall fly as one and two, 

All dressed in gold, red and royal blue, 

We shall return with Wisdom and Love, 

To Inspire Lord Falcon and Lady Dove… 

 

The End 
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Postscript 

 

“And,” continued  Singing  Nightingale, “all  the  Planets and  the  

Stars  are  the Birds  of  the  Imagination  of  God!  There they fly 

in the Night-sky and sing their Music of the Heavenly Spheres. . . . 

until they too shall disappear into a Greater Moon,  and  the  

Universe  of  Time  and  Space encloses  all  that  sleeps  with  its 

protecting  Pinions  folded around That which was. . . . not. . . . but 

has been translated now in Bliss Divine.” 

(The Teachings of Li Wang Ho). 
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