
 

The Highwayman 

 

Year 5 and 6 children, at home and at school, have 

been reading the poem ‘The Highwayman’ by 

Alfred Noyes. They then wrote narrative stories 

based upon the poem. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Highwayman 

                                                                                                                                              

In the cold darkness, the wind whipped 

through the skeletal branches. The moon 

was engulfed inside the gloomy clouds. 

As the purple moor was glowing in the 

moonlight, the mighty wind took another 

deep breath between the trees. Then the 

ghostly moon sailed across the clouds 

until a shadow figure showed itself out of the mist. Tlot, tlot. 

The horse’s hooves raced down the road as fast as lightning. 

There he was; the highwayman. 

 

His rich clothes sparkled in the moonlight and his pistol shone 

in the star light. Entering the courtyard, there was a complete 

silence at the inn. The highwayman started to whistle and 

gently he tapped on the window shutters. Out of the window, 

the beautiful landlord’s daughter, Bess she was named, was 

plaiting a velvety-red love knot in her long dark hair. 

 

“What are you doing here so late at night, my love?” whispered 

Bess with her soft voice as she gazed at her lover. Her heart 

pounded with happiness that finally her rich lover has visited 

her. She finished plaiting her velvety-red love knot and heard 

the highwayman say- 

 

“I’ve come to see you,” replied the highwayman confidently, 

“my bonny sweetheart.” Standing on his steely- grey horse, he 

stretched his arms to Bess and looked in her in her black 

sparkling eyes. 

 

However, in the dark wooden stable quietly listened Tim the 

ostler. He listened intently at the conversation that ran between 



Bess and the highwayman. Jealousy flew through Tim’s veins 

and he wanted Bess just for himself. He glanced at Bess 

thinking what could have happened if she had oved him. The 

only thing that could make that happen is if the highwayman is 

dead. 

 

“I shall be back with the yellow gold before the morning light,” 

exclaimed the highwayman quietly with his perfume drifting 

by his breast, “yet if they press me sharply and harry me 

through the day, then look for me by moonlight, watch for me 

by moonlight.” He kissed her hair for good luck and galloped 

away to the West. 

  

Out of nowhere, red troops were seen in the distance. Closer 

and closer, they came to the inn, who the most unpopular 

soldiers, King George’s men. When they came in, they said 

nothing to the landlord but drank his delicious ale. They 

walked upstairs to Bess’s room and started to torture her. They 

tied her to the bedroom post and gagged her harshly with 

muskets next to her breast. She tries to untie herself; her red 

blood comes flowing down her hands. 

  

“Now keep good watch!” shouted the soldiers and they kissed 

her on the cheek. Selfishly, they tease and laughed at Bess 

sarcastically. She does not give up on untying her hands. After 

some time, she gets one of her finger on the trigger on the 

musket. 

 

Tlot, tlot. Tlot, tlot. The highwayman is on his way. Bess 

recognised the sound of horse’s hooves as they raced down the 

highway but sadly the soldiers do too. They load their muskets 

using a ramrod ready and Bess knows exactly what she needs 

to do. The highwayman was warned by her sudden death… 



 

… A few hours later, the highwayman never returned in the 

cold dark winter. The gunshots scared him away like a tiny rat 

and he rode like a madman with his rapier high up in the sky. 

He hit his horse with a spurs until they shot him down on the 

highway. His shining- red blood was rushing down his body as 

he lay still on the highway. 

 

On a cold winter’s sunset, they say, when the moon and stars 

are shining brightly; a highwayman comes riding up to the old 

inn door...  
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The Highwayman 

 

The moon was a ghostly galleon floating in clouds as the 

moor reflected off of it. The heather glistened as the flurry of 

wind went over the moonlit road. The silence reigned the 

land. Tlot. Tlot. Tlot.  Riding along the road was a man who 

looked as if he was floating through the mist. He was wearing 

a pair of brown doe skin breeches and a French– cocked hat. 

The highwayman. 

At last he arrived. His heart was racing as his horse came to a 

stop in front of an inn. Slowly he grabbed a lot of pebbles but 

stopped in case anyone had heard him. He tossed the pebbles 

at a casement on the second floor. “Please come out…” he 

slowly whispered to himself “…Bess come out please.” 

“I’m here my love,” Bess whispered”, I’ve missed you.”  He 

almost fainted at the sight of her 

“I can’t believe you’re here I have to go without seeing you 

but clearly I don’t have to because you came.” he told her as 

thoughts raced through his mind. Tim the ostler –who was in 

love with Bess – was lurking silently in the shadows of the 



stables listening intently to the whispered conversation 

between Bess and her lover. “I’ll be back soon,” The 

Highwayman said, “One kiss my bonnie sweetheart, I’ll get 

gold as well as jewels and I’ll be back by midnight 

tomorrow.” 

By midday, soldiers from King’s castle were ordered to kill 

the Highwayman. They said no word to the landlord just 

drank his beer. They went marching into Bess’ room. The 

soldiers gagged her and tied her to the foot of her four post 

bed with a musket to her breast to lure in the highwayman. 

Tied up to attention, she writhed her hands behind her back 

until the tip of her finger was on the musket’s trigger deciding 

whether she should kill herself to save the Highwayman. She 

shot herself. BANG! He speedily turned around and rode 

away not knowing who the maiden who sacrificed herself to 

warn him. He rode away into the town and did not come back. 

As he went through the town, he heard people talking about 

the girl who had been killed. “Did you hear about the 

landlord’s daughter, she is dead,” a stranger whispered quietly 

so the landlord would not hear. 

He rode off back to the inn as he rode past the soldiers - who 

had hidden so they could shoot him- shot the highwayman. 

His body fell to the floor as his steely grey horse rode away 

on to the highway .BANG! The bang echoed around the trees 

as the blood poured off of his lace collar and onto the road 

that. If you go over the hill on a winter night you can see the 

highwayman riding up to the old inn door and throwing the 

pebbles at the second floor. Out would come Bess the 

landlord’s black-eyed daughter tying a love knot in her dark 

black hair. The ghosts would whisper and haunt the old inn 



and the landlord’s guests who come through the old inn door. 

Their ghosts haunted the soldiers. Their story started again. 
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                                                The Highwayman       

                                             

 The gusty strong wind blew through the trees as the branches were 

getting thrown about. The dark gloomy clouds covered the moon as 

the rain started. There was rain drop by drop faster and faster until it 

started pouring with rain and the lightning was striking and the wind 

started blowing and whistling through anything in its path. Out of the 

mist, came a dark gloomy shadow. It was the highwayman with his 

French cocked hat on his head with his steely grey horse beneath 

him. 

His eyes peeked through the darkness of the mist and he could see 

an inn .It was a brown old inn with a dusty road in front of it .When 

he arrived at the inn he quietly knocked on the door and whistled a 

tune towards the window. And who should be waiting there. It was a 

very precious meeting for the highwayman. It was the landlord’s 

black eyed daughter his beloved love Bess. She was tying a velvety 

red love knot into her hair on the edge of the window. 

‘’Hello my beloved love,’’ Bess whispered softly. 

‘’I’ll be after a prize tonight,’’ replied the highwayman. 

‘’When I’m gone look for me by moonlight,’’ whispered the 

highwayman. 

Then he said ‘’I’m going to come back by moonlight.  

Bess heard horses and she rushed to a window in her room, and she 

looked out of the window and Bess was in shock. It was soldiers. 

They started marching up to the old inn door with their guns in their 

hands.  

Then she started screaming in fear. They tied her up that she could 

not even move once .She could only move her finger she tried to get 



one finger on the musket beneath her breast. Finally, she got one 

finger on the trigger and it felt almost as if years went by.  

She waited and waited and she heard tlot, tlot, tlot, tlot, her eyes go 

right open for a minute. And she takes one last breath and waited 

until he got close enough and in the silence of the darkness her 

breast shatters into pieces.  

The highwayman turned around to the west with dust behind him. 

Then he knew what happened and he was full of rage. He went to 

seek revenge to kill those soldiers who killed his beloved Bess.  

The soldiers opened fire on him and sadly he was killed. His blood 

poured out of his chest and onto the lace at his chin. 

 

                                             Nicolas       

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Highwayman 

 

As the cold windy sky blew the tree’s branches, the 

purple moor shone in the moonlight. There was a 

sudden silence … Then out of nowhere, a shadowy mist 

came speeding through. There he was the handsome 

highwayman came riding on his trusty grey horse. Then 

the handsome highwayman rode his noble steed up to 

the old inn door. He tapped and whistled trying to get 

the girl’s attention. There she was the landlord’s 

daughter with her elegant brown eyes. The 

highwayman said, “Hello my bonnie sweetheart,” 

“What are you doing here my love?” Bess asked. 

“I’ve come to see you,” the highwayman said. 

“You can’t be here- imagine if my father finds out,” 

explained Bess. 

 

There lurking in the shadows, Tim 

the Ostler was eavesdropping on the 

highwayman’s and Bess’s 

conversation. Tim the Ostler was a 

repulsive man he only cared about 

himself and Bess. Tim could not bear 

another minute looking at Bess and 



how she loved the highwayman and not him. 

 The highwayman said one last thing to Bess. “My love if 

I’m not here by dawn I’ll be here by midnight,” he softly 

whispered. Then of he went riding towards the 

moonlight. Then an evil planned pops up in Tim’s brain. 

The next morning, the King George’s men arrived at the 

inn.  “You’re coming with us little girl,” said the soldiers. 

They got Bess and tied her to her bedpost .They put a 

gag in her mouth so she could not warn the 

highwayman the soldiers were here .She twists and  

turns her hands trying to escape suddenly … She got her 

finger on the trigger. She waits and waits and waits 

.Until he finally came. BANG! Warning the highwayman 

to get away. Until he finally stopped. The next morning 

he heard some of the local people talking about Bess’s 

death. He was filled with anger; rage consumed his 

body. He got onto his horse and rode away. He rode so 

fast dust appeared behind him. Filled with rage he 

cursed at the sky as he rode to the inn. Finally, he 

arrived at the inn. He kept on riding – riding – riding. 

Until … BANG! The soldiers pulled the trigger. He laid 

dead on the ground as his blood surrounded him. 

Legend says when you go to that inn you can see the 

highwayman riding to the old inn door to Bess.  

Davin 

 



The Highwayman 

 

 

 

As the moon shone down, he mysteriously rode on his 

grey horse.  Blustering winds blew through the tall trees 

and the branches stretched into the gloomy sky. Tlot-tlot-

tlot-tlot! He arrived at the old inn door. The Highwayman.  

With great anticipation, he was awaiting his meeting. He 

knew it was going to be challenging but he was not going 

to give up. He was riding, riding, riding in the pitch black 

courtyard. The Highwayman tapped on the door gently 

trying to get her attention. Finally, he saw her. Bess, the 

love of his life. He saw her plaiting a love knot into her 

long hair. Tim, the ostler listened attentively. “Hello my 

love,” the Highwayman said passionately. “I have been 

waiting for you for hours,” Bess responded excitedly. They 

kissed each other before he went off on his travels. 

“Goodbye my love, I should be back by moonlight,” 



muttered the Highwayman nervously. “I will be waiting 

patiently for you my love,” whispered Bess softly.  

Marching angrily, the soldiers arrived to capture Bess. 

They tied her to the bed roughly. Her hands were tied up 

tightly and she began to wriggle until she freed her 

hands. Bess could feel the sweat and blood on her hands. 

Then Bess noticed that the Highwayman had not come 

back. Bess knew that her love was in danger so she had 

to warn him. Without hesitation, Bess pulled the trigger 

and shot herself.  

When the highwayman arrived, he realised somebody had 

been killed. A few moments later, tragic news haunted 

him. Bess the love of his life was gone forever. Raging 

like a mad man, he thought what revenge he could get. 

Unexpectedly he was shot by the soldiers on the road. 

 

Jacob 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Highwayman 

 

As the cloudy seas of the skies covers the only light of the night, the 

glistening twinkle of the moors purple started to fade away. It was a 

clear night… to HIM it was always clear night. The wind in the dead of 

the night blew the tree’s branches down like they were worshipping 

HIM. The shadows of the trees started to fade, the moor’s happiness 

flew away; he was getting closer…closer…and closer. He would go 

out on his horse every night, but never day. It was not a king or 

queen… not a carriage… it was, The Highwayman. 

He galloped slowly and silently up to an old inn door. The door had 

thousands of carvings on it: hearts, money, names and…potatoes…  

“Who’s he?” the drunk man burped,” To be honest…I really don’t 

care. You got a home sir…playing the silent game, I can play that 

game.”                                                                                       The 

highwayman mumbled to himself, “Drunks.” He slowly raised his 

whip and tapped the window with it silently. The highwayman really 

wanted to see HER so much.                                                          

“Oh my beautiful Bess, please be out when the moonlight arises,” he 

whispered to the window. “Who is it?” she whispered,” Tim I don’t 

want you to force me to ki… Oh, my love, what are you doing here so 

late at night??? You have to be really quiet you might alert my 

father… or Tim the ostler.”                                                                                                                                                                  

The highwayman replied soothingly, “I have come to see you my 

bonny sweetheart.” Bess was tying a love knot in her hair. It was as 

red as a rose blooming in the springtime. “Who’s Tim?” the 

highwayman questioned curiously.                                                                                                              

“He’s the ostler, he listens to every conversation I have but on 

Wednesdays he is always snoozing so you are in the clear,” Bess 

explained. He was watching. He was listening. He was Tim. 

 



As the ostler slowly moved around the stables, 

he could see the highwayman smell her 

beautiful, perfume-filled scented hair. “Such a 

monster, such a fool, such an imbecile, he 

doesn’t know what’s going to hit him,” he 

whispered softly. 

“Did you hear that?” Bess asked, “Probably 

just the wind.” 

“I’ve got to go,” the highwayman said. He got quieter, “I’m off to 

steal gold, I will come at midnight, my love. Look for me at 

midnight.” And before she got to say goodbye he rode off into the 

night and Tim was gone. 

 

 

 As the sun stole the moonlight from the night sky, King George’s me 

came marching. Marching. Marching. Marching up to the old inn 

door. The soldiers did not talk but they did drink the Landlord’s ale. 

Their silence worried him… and Bess. Two men walked through the 

inn door and through the pub over to the stairs. 

“OI, get away from me daughter’s room, she don’t need a man like 

you,” the Landlord shouted. 

“Let them do their job, like they’re letting you do YOUR job,” the 

soldier said. He groaned at the eight of them as he could hear the 

muffled screams and cries of her daughter. The soldiers tied her 

hands behind her and then to her bed frame; they put a gag over her 

mouth. She felt something beside her. She rubbed her hand over the 

mysterious object and as soon as she found a trigger she knew what 

it was. A musket was laid beside her and she pointed it towards her 

as she waited for midnight. Midnight struck the hour and there came 

the horse. Tlot. Tlot. Tlot. Tlot. He was stopping at the end of the 

path. She saw him look up through the misty window and she gazed 



at his handsome face one last and then… BOOM. She pulled the 

trigger and he knew who was there; the soldiers… A warning was 

made.  

He galloped off worrying about Bess.  Still not knowing of Bess’ 

death.  Meanwhile at the inn, the soldiers went pushing past the 

landlord and customers.  Pushing.  Pushing.  Pushing up to Bess’ 

door.  They barged the door open and found the musket smoking 

and pointing to her breast. “Oh no. No. No. No. No. NOOO,” the 

soldier said loudly, he ran downstairs to tell the coloured sergeant 

about Bess, “Sir, Colonel, Bessy’s dead.” 

“Shh, we see something,” Sergeant Thompson whispered, “We might 

have caught him.”  The bushes started to wriggle and out came a 

rabbit “I hate animals,” The sergeant exclaimed as he shot the rabbit.  

The highwayman started to trot along the path and heard a few 

villagers.  “Do you think the landlord’s fine?”  One of the villagers 

questioned, “Y’know after his daughter … died.”  The highwayman 

turned around and galloped back to the old inn door. 

He was near the end of the path; rapier in hand and revolver in the 

other but the horse started to wail.  The highwayman was dead his 

blood made a pool around the lifeless body and the body laid still in 

the midnight when the moonlight was arise. 

They say once someone dies, their life is repeated in spirit form.  

When it is a misty night you can see the outline of them both.  The 

moonlight arises and they are out at night always.  Repeating.  

Repeating.  Repeating every second of their lives. 

                   

Jamie 

 

 



                             THE HIGHWAYMAN 

 

As the moon shone down, the Highwayman 

mysteriously rode on his grey horse. Blustering winds 

blew through the tall trees and the branches stretched 

into the gloomy sky .Tlot-tlot-tlot-tlot! The horse was 

riding up to the old inn door .The Highwayman. 

With great anticipation, he was awaiting his meeting. 

He knew that it was going to be challenging but he was 

not giving up. Riding, riding, riding. He was riding in the 

courtyard surrounded by darkness. Tapping on the 

door quietly, he whistled a tune to attract her 

attention. Finally, he saw her. Bess, the love of his life. 

 

 She was plaiting a love knot into her long hair. Tim, the  

Ostler listened intently. “Hello, my love,” the 

Highwayman said passionately. “I have been waiting 

for you,” Bess responded excitedly .The Highwayman 

was off to steal more gold. “Goodbye my   love, l shall 

be back by moonlight,” muttered the Highwayman 

nervously. “l will be waiting patiently for you my love,” 

whispered red Bess softly. 

             

Marching angrily, soldiers captured Bess .They tied her 



to the bed roughly. Her hands were tied up tightly and 

she began to wriggle until she freed her hands. Bess 

could feel the sweat and blood on hands. 

The soldiers heard the Highwayman arriving and got 

the guns ready. Bess knew that her love was in danger 

so she had to warn him. Without hesitation, Bess 

pulled the   trigger and shot herself. When the 

Highwayman arrived, he realised somebody had been 

killed. A few moments later, tragic news haunted him. 

Bess, the love of his life was gone forever. Raging like a 

mad man, he galloped on his horse to get revenge. 

Unfortunately, he got killed by the soldiers on the road. 

 

Lily-Rose  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The HIGHWAYMAN 

 

As the crisp wind blew, across the evergreen trees, moonlight shone 

on the purple moor.  

The sight of the sky on a dark, gloomy day was hidden by shadows.  

Dark shadows of the big bushy trees along the heathery road. It was 

so windy you could have been floating. 

Up ahead, the Highwayman was riding up to the old inn door. He 

kept riding, riding and riding until he reached his destination. When 

he arrived at the inn he tried to get her attention. He knocked on the 

door and even whistled a tune. He saw Bess, after a while whistling 

and knocking, Bess was plaiting a deep red love knot in her hair. 

Tim the ostler, listened sneakily to the whole conversation because 
he was spying on Bess. Tim was lurking in the shadows so he did not 
get caught.  

The Highwayman greeted Bess quietly, “One kiss my bonny 
sweetheart.”  
Bess put her hand down towards him and said softly, “You may.”  
“Is everyone asleep?” questioned the Highwayman.  
“I think so I haven’t heard anyone,” replied Bess. 

 The Highwayman climbed on his horse and left to get some shiny 

gold.  He mentioned,” I will be back by moonlight, though hell should 

bar the way. Sooner that night the soldiers came marching up to the 

inn. One step, two steps. One step, two steps. They were known as 

the red coat troop. They said no word to the landlord. Inside the inn 

was Bess all happy until she got tied up with a tight rope. The 

soldiers bound a musket behind her and the soldier explained to,” 

keep good watch!” She writhed her hands and fingers behind her but 

the knots held tight. She did it until her hands were filled with sweat 

or blood. The kept watch throughout the night. Little did they know 



Bess could reach the end of the gun. Bess was going to shoot the 

bullet to warn the highwayman. The soldiers were coming for him. 

Bess waited to hear the sound of his galloping horse so she could 

sacrifice herself. As she used the last bullet to warn the highwayman, 

BANG went the bullet and she stood there bleeding. The 

highwayman used this chance to run. 

   He heard and ran never to return. He went as fast as he could 

hitting his horse with his spurs. As the highwayman trotted away, he 

thought of who was shot and why. 

He found out about what happened and why. Bess sacrificed herself 

for the highwayman so the soldiers would not shoot him.  

The highwayman wanted revenge and he got out his rapier so that 

he could kill the soldiers.  He hit the horse with his spurs so he could 

get back to the inn quickly.   

The soldiers were waiting at the inn. When he arrived, they shot him. 

Before you know it he fell to the ground covered in blood. The 

highwayman who was seeking revenge, died on the heathery road. 

Some people say on a dark night you can see ghosts… As the road 

was a ghostly galleon, he found himself riding back to the inn. Only 

to see Bess. He whistles a tune to the window waiting these was the 

landlord’s black-eyed daughter. She was plaiting her dark love knot 

in her hair.  

 

Mya 

             

 

 

 

 

 



 

The Highwayman 

 

A strong cold wind blew as a strike of lightning hit the ground. The 

moon was like a ghostly galleon hiding behind the clouds. The 

blustery wind bent the tall trees over. You could hear a horse’s 

hooves kicking some cobbles. A shadow of a pirate-shaped hat 

popped up under the bright moon. I know who it is! The 

highwayman. 

 

This highwayman was wearing long velvet breeches with boots 

up to his thigh. A pirate-shaped hat was a perfect fit for his 

head. He had a beautiful horse and its mane was creamy-white. 

 

There was a slight echo as the horse stopped running, 

“Finally,” the highwayman whispered to himself as 

condensation swirled out of his mouth. He lightly tapped his 

whip on the window and whistled a relaxing short tune. The 

landlord’s daughter, whose name is Bess, 

slowly opened the window and started to 

tie a beautiful red love knot in her shiny 

black hair. Tim the ostler listened with 

jealousy, because he is in love in Bess. He 

could not bear the pain that she is in love 

with another man. “What are you doing 

here so late at night, my love,” Bess 

whispered softly. 

“I’ve come to see you my Bonny 

sweetheart,” the highwayman replied  

“One kiss, my bonny sweetheart, I’m after a prize tonight but I 

shall be back with the shining gold before morning light, but if 

I don’t come by then, I’ll come to down her long black hair as 



the highwayman’s face burnt like brand. He kissed the long 

black waves of her hair and galloped off. Tim suddenly 

disappeared into the shadows of the stables madly. 

 

 Five soldiers with red uniform arrived at the old in door. 

When they came in there was no word to 

the landlord. They just drank his 

amazing ale instead. They sneaked 

upstairs slowly so nobody could hear. 

They found Bess’ room and captured her, 

gagged her, tied her around the pole on 

her bed, put a gun to her breast and 

waited, waited, waited. They waited for 

Bess’ lover. The highwayman. “Now 

keep good watch,” said one of the 

soldiers and kissed Bess. 

 

 Bess knew her lover was in danger so she twisted her hands 

and struggle them to the gun trigger. She got it! She was 

holding the trigger.  

 

 She waited, tlot, tlot, he is here. Bess was ready to warn him… 

she warned him, she warned him with her death.   

 

 The highwayman turned to the west and screamed “soldiers!” 

but he didn’t know whom was covered in their own dark red 

blood. He only found out at dawn that Bess died, “HOW DARE 

THEY DO THIS TO HER!” he screamed and swore to the dark 

blue sky. He kicked his horse so hard it was bleeding, but then, 

he was not the only bleeding one… the highwayman got shot 

dead.  



If you sit in the old inn, they say, you can hear the sound of the 

highwayman’s horse kicking over cobbles… tlot tlot, tlot tlot. 

Here he is… 

 

Nadia  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Highwayman 

 

It was a dark freezing night. The mist was a fog of doom 

that not even a candle could penetrate. Out of the 

shadows came a tlot…tlot… tlot… tlot from an ancient 

horse. It was a highwayman among the purple moor he 

went. There was a field of elegant pink heathers he was 

riding…riding…riding up to the old inn door.       

Later at midnight at the dead of night, he carefully trotted 

towards the outline of the inn. Carefully, he quietly urged 

his horse through the courtyard. This was so important to 

him he could not miss it for the world.  

The highwayman hesitantly whistled ad knocked on the 

door three times. 

Waiting…waiting…waiting for the moment to arrive, Bess 

(the landlord’s daughter) emerged from a casement (she 

was very beautiful).  “Hi sweetheart.” Bess whispered 

“Hello sugarplum. I’ve come to see you after a long time!” 

He whispered with a smile. 

“But anyway you should leave my father would wake up 

any second.” Bess was sounding sure.      

“One kiss my love and I shall be back with all the gold you 

can ask for.”  

 Tim the ostler was hidden in the shed listening to all their 

conversation he had a pale face an eyes of madness “I’m 

the only one Bess is supposed to love.” Tim whispered 

under his breath.  

“Bye my darling.” They both whispered, Bess closed the 

casement and the highwayman went to the West. 



The next morning King George’s men arrives to have a 

drink of ale, they had it in complete silence with n no 

noise. When they finished they tied Bess up to a wooden 

pole.” Keep watch.” one of the guards said and kissed 

Bess one by one .Tim went upstairs to watch all the fun 

“YOU FOOLS DIDN’T FOLLOW THE PLAN!” Tim shouted 

loudly. 

 “But sir we did was you asked us to do, Jakub if you may. 

Jakub handed the ostler a notebook, “I have written every 

word you said” Jakub said in a tough voice.  

 Tim left as Bess struggled to get out and get her finger on 

the trigger.  When her love came closer, they saw him 

coming and loaded their muskets with powder and aimed 

at the highwayman.  Just then Bess pulled the trigger and 

killed herself. 

Knowing that it was a sign he left. 

The next day, Tim was the happiest man in the world 

because he told the highwayman that his love was dead. 

The highwayman wanted to avenge Bess’ death. While he 

was riding and jabbing his horse with his spurs, he 

shouted, “YOU WILL PAY FOR WHAT YOU HAVE DONE TO 

MY SWEETHEART!”  

Out of nowhere a bullet came and shot him dead as a rat 

on the road.     

Still as a winter’s night they say, years have passed over 

both their death but the highwayman came 

riding…riding…riding up to the old inn door.  

 

Amelija 

 



The Highwayman 

As a stormy night struck the trees, the mist covered the bright 

moon. The gusty wind started to get stronger and blew off the old 

braches. Someone in the distance rode on the horse on the 

twisted glowing road. He came riding – riding - riding. The 

Highwayman. 

He came – riding- riding to the old crooked inn that sat motionless 

by the twisted road. The Highwayman whistled with a tune to get 

someone’s attention. Suddenly, his heart started pounding when 

he saw his charming Bess.  

Tim the ostler was lurking in the darkness corner of the wooden 

stable to spy on Bess and the Highwayman and Tim said ,“This 

person must not steal my love.” 

 “What are you doing here…,” Bess whispered softly, “…so late at 

night, my love?” as she tied a velvety – red love knot in her hair. 

 “I’ve come to see you my charming sweet heart,” replied the 

Highwayman as he stared into her eyes that were pods of 

darkness. 

Tim the ostler was cautiously spying on them so he told the 

soldiers. Later the tall red- coated soldiers were marching- 

marching- marching to the old crooked inn.   

When the soldiers arrived to the inn they saw Bess and tied her 

up in her bedroom and a musket was aimed at her breast. She 

twisted her hands around desperately there was sweat and blood 

dripping down her fingers with fear. She gave up for hours and 

hours but the Highwaymen arrived but he did not know the 

soldiers were there so… Bess shot herself to warn the 

Highwayman- with her death. 

The Highwayman was confused and did not know who had been 

killed. Later that day, the Highwayman was riding across the 

highway and heard about Bess’ death. Then he spurred his horse 



and shouted like a madman, “YOU WILL PAY, WATCH ME!” as he 

held up his rapier like a madman wanting his revenge.  

He rode towards the soldiers who were waiting at the inn. 

Suddenly, they shot him on the highway. “W-we got him,” cheered 

the soldiers. 

As a stormy night struck the trees, the ghostly Highwayman came 

riding - riding – riding with his ghostly horse to the inn. He shook 

the shutters but no one got his attention so he whistled with a 

tune and the landlord’s ghostly black- eyed daughter opened the 

window.  
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The Highwayman 

 

 The weak slim trees swayed side to side. But a sudden silence across 

the purple moor……… tlot, tlot, click, click, tlot, tlot, click, click. There 

was a strange sound of horse hooves trotting down the white 

ribbonny road. As the moon got covered in grey misty clouds, the 

trees grew tall reaching for the grey sky. But then the strange sound 

came again, tlot ,tlot, click, click, tlot ,tlot, click, click but who was 

riding the horse. It was……….. The highwayman! 

 The horse’s hooves started to echo across the purple moor but 

where was the highwayman going? It seems like he is getting closer 

to the old inn door. The feather on his French cocked hat swayed in 

the breezy wind, as his horse came riding, riding.  The highwayman 

came riding up to the old in door.  

He arrives at the inn, the old crooked inn but he is not there to steal 

he is trying to get someone’s attention but who may that person be? 

He holds his breath and says, “Please answer, please.”  

Suddenly, a beautiful young lady opened the wooden casement door 

tying a red love knot in her hair.” Look at his smart velvety breeches 

and glossy boots up to his thigh and his breeches have never 

experienced a wrinkle.” Bess whispered to herself. “What are you 

doing here so late at night my love?”                                                                                                                                                                             

“Come to see you my bonny sweetheart.” replied the highway man. 

But little did they know someone was listening but who must that 

person be... It was Tim the ostler! He had been watching the whole 

time! He lurked in the shadows but just then a horrible idea came to 

him. He knew how to make an end to this.  



 

Thirty minutes later, the highwayman went 

off to steal gold but just before he went he 

kissed her long, luscious black hair for good 

luck. He said to her, “I’ll be back before the 

sun rises or maybe tomorrow night but 

either way I will come to you though hell 

should bar the way.” 

King George’s men marched toward the inn but who may her be… It 

was Bess! The soldiers dragged her to the post on her bed and tied 

her as tight as they could so she could not move. She strugglesdto 

get out but she was able to get the tip of her finger onto the trigger… 

She waited and waited and waited until he finally came.  She could 

almost hear his voice as he got closer and closer but just then… 

Bang! The highwayman heard the gunshot and knew it was a sign to 

turn around.  But who was killed … 

 

Day after day he did not return but one day he was riding his steely-

grey horse across the purple moor. As he reached the inn, he heard 

an old wrinkly lady saying that the person who had died was his black 

eyed, long haired lover Bess. Emotions filled him form sad to angry to 

heartbroken.  He had never been so furious before.  He wanted his 

beautiful Bess the one who loved him no matter what, the one who 

loved him for who he was.  

The highwayman knew what he had to do so he jumped onto his 

horse had road off but he was not riding like a normal person he was 

swearing and swinging his rapier. He wanted revenge on those 

soldiers he wanted to kill them but he did not think about the 

soldiers being there ……boom! And sadly there he was lying in his 

own blood.  

Ava 



The Highwayman 

 

The sky was dark and cloudy and wind was blowing branches off the 

trees. The floating clouds were hidden by a dark shadow. The ghostly 

moonlight shinned across the inn. The purple moor in the moonlight 

glowing with its twinkling ribbon across the moor. The ghostly 

skeletal branches were waving in the blustering wind. He was on his 

way to see Bess but he was riding across the ribbon across the moor. 

The highwayman knocked on the door Bess opened the door when 

the highwayman does not go to the inn he saw Bess tied a red knot 

in her hair. When the highwayman saw Bess he was excited. His 

heart was racing and he was full of happiness because they have not 

spoken to each other or seen each other for a long time. When Bess 

saw her love she was happy and surprised. Tim the ostler was 

waiting for the highwayman to arrive to the inn so he can listen to 

their secret conversation.  When the highwayman arrived at the inn 

he greeted Bess respectfully so he can talk to her and treated her 

with joy and happiness. When the Highwayman was talking to Bess 

the highwayman said, “I would be back soon I am off to go and steal 

gold. I will come to thee by moonlight.”  

Bess said, “I miss you my love.”  

When the highwayman leaves the inn he left the inn dramatically 

and said he would be back late at night . 

When the soldiers arrive at the inn they were marching with their 

muskets in their hands. When they saw Bess they tied her up with a 

really strong rope as she was trying to escape. They put a gag in her 

mouth so she cannot talk or shout or scream. Her hands were behind 

her back and twisted and blood was coming out of her hands and 

scratching sounds but Bess wanted to escape and thinks to shoot 

herself. 



The only way to warn her love she pulls the musket trigger and it 

went bang. The Highwayman heard it so he ran away because they 

know where he is going. She took her last deep breath. The 

Highwayman runs away from the inn because the soldiers know 

where the Highwayman was when he was at the inn.  

When the highwayman heard the musket shot he ran away quickly 

because he does not want to get shot. He did not come back to the 

inn and red blood was going down Bess’ hands. The highwayman was 

at a pub and then heard his love being shot. The highwayman went 

back for Bess to go and seek revenge on the soldiers for killing his 

love. When the Highwayman was getting closer to the soldiers he 

drew out his sword and then kicked his horse and to make it to go 

faster. Then the horse was bleeding and then Highwayman got shot 

and the Highwayman said, “This is my last day on earth.”  

Some people say they can see a ghost… The Highwayman was 

walking down the road on his horse to go to the inn and to see his 

love Bess and when the Highwayman gets to the Inn he knocked on 

the door but it was locked and then he whistles to the window for 

Bess to open the window. 
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The Highwayman 

 

The faint moon illuminated the sky at the darkest hour of night. As ominous 

wisps of clouds swirled eerily in the sky like a threat, the full moon hung above 

them. Stars shone like diamonds in the spooky black sky and the ghostly moon 

outshone them all. 

As the fog warped into a thick blanket over the vast moor, the winding roads 

curved around the hills. The bleak and desolate sheets of grass stretched on for 

miles. Mist danced around the eerie moon and the air was thick and dense. 

The wind howled viciously and caused the dark silhouettes of trees to sway 

and stretch their long gnarled branches like fingers. As the gusty wind blew 

through the trees’ branches, tempestuous weather seemed like a storm. 

The lone figure of the highwayman galloped urgently towards the old inn door 

and the horse’s hooves thundered on the winding road. As the bandit held his 

pistol tightly by the grip, he continued determinedly to race forwards. His 

smart outfit included rough doe skin breaches and lace that reached his chin. 

The outlaw’s single figure rode skilfully across the moor. 

Sighing as his horse halted to a stop, he stumbled across the uneven cobbles. 

Dragging his exhausted legs across the inn-yard, which was just another 

obstacle in his mind, he straightened his lace and closed his eyes. The 

highwayman’s long journey had exhausted him and he still could not believe 

he had finally arrived. After his beneficial rest, he manoeuvred around the inn-

yard and sighed in relief as he was within touching distance of the inn. 

 Lashing his whip on the old wooden shutters, it came to his realisation that no 

one would answer him for it was too late. As his once hopeful heart sank, he 

stomped his hard leather on the cobbles in frustration. It had been a wasted 

journey and he let out a heavy sigh and used his clenched fists to punch the 

door in anguish.  

A tune escaped his lips and a smile tugged at the corners of his mouth. At this 

simple gesture the highwayman’s eyes glinted with what could only be hope. 

Slowly he paced back and forth continuing to direct his whistle towards a 

window and he willed it would work. 

And in that moment the window swung open and the landlord’s beautiful 

daughter gazed out the ancient shutters at him. His heart felt like it would beat 



out of his chest any minute as he gaped into Bess’s gorgeous black eyes. Relief 

flooded through him. There stood his one true love plaiting her perfect hair 

and smiling down at him enthusiastically. 

 

Crouching behind the wooden stable door, Tim glanced nervously towards the 

highwayman. The ostler’s hands were clammy with sweat and his face was 

shockingly pale. Tim, whose eyebrows were creased in confusion, listened and 

watched the conversation with madness in his eyes. His dishevelled figure lent 

against the door as it creaked but he went unnoticed. Shocked, he 

straightened anxiously and held his breath; he could not believe his ears.  

The voices of the highwayman and Bess sounded dreamy. “My beautiful love,” 

the highwayman exclaimed reaching his hand up to hers. She stared lovingly 

into his eyes imagining running away with him and the image brought a smile 

to her face. A gasp escaped Tim’s mouth yet it was unheard by the two lovers, 

who were still in a trance. They blew each other a kiss from their positions and 

continued staring. 

Explaining he was off to steal from rich and wealthy travellers; Bess blushed a 

violent red. Tim, who was once as pale as snow, turned red; his blood was 

boiling in his veins. Bess gazed dreamily at him until his words held a different 

meaning. “Wait! Please don’t leave yet,” she begged and he just grinned. 

“Don’t worry my darling. I’ll be back by dawn with a golden bracelet for you,” 

he vowed passionately. He gave Bess a farewell smile and clambered onto his 

horse’s back to gallop away. Tim sighed in relief as he was leaving and relaxed 

his tense muscles. One glance at Bess and he could tell she was disappointed 

that he had to leave so soon. 

The highwayman galloped away into the stormy, vast moors, his horse was 

neighing as rain splattered his coat. Not far from the stables was stagecoach 

embroidered in jewels and the highwayman gasped, “That’s the perfect one to 

steal from!” Picking up speed, he raced towards it as the faint moon glowered 

at him from the midnight sky. 

With Bess on his mind, he leapt off his horse and kicked down the stagecoach 

door t and immediately jumped back. The soldiers sat there pointing their gun 

towards his head, he trembled and went to grab his pistol when the bullet 

pierced his skull.  



Tim clambered out from the stagecoach with the soldiers and went to inspect 

the highwayman’s body. A shrill cry echoed across the moor as Bess ran 

forward from the inn. She fell to her knees beside his body and sobbed over 

him occasionally gasping for air and drying her tears with her hand. Snarling 

she grabbed the pistol and pointed it at Tim screaming, “You did this! You 

killed him!” The soldier went to snatch the pistol from her and she rapidly 

pulled the trigger. After collapsing, Bess continued to sob and slumped lifeless 

over the highwayman’s body as a bullet pierced her heart. 
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The Highwayman 

 
The wind was a breeze of ice over the majestic trees. 

The road was a winding sword flattened on the purple 

moor and if you would go outside you would turn into 

ice. And out of the creepy mist he came. The 

highwayman came riding…  

... He rode on his steel-grey horse, tlot, tlot, tlot, tlot up 

to the wooden inn door. 

With his whip he 

tapped, but no one 

came. He tapped again 

he whistled, he softly 

knocked on the 

window, and finally 

somebody came. It was 

Bess the landlord’s 

daughter, who was as 

beautiful as a princess. 

But Tim the ostler woke 

up and heard them speak.  

“Hello my love,” whispered the highwayman, as Bess 

tied a love knot in her hair. “You look so beautiful 

today.”  



 “Thank you,” said Bess whispering. “But what are you 

doing here so late at night.” 

The highwayman replied, “I came to tell you 

something. I came to tell you that tomorrow or next 

midnight, I will come to you and give you gold so look 

for me all the time,” he said quietly, then he galloped 

away to the west. 

“I will,” answered Bess.  

Meanwhile, Tim the ostler went away to tell the 

soldiers about the highwayman… 

The next day, saying no word to the landlord the 

soldiers came to the inn door and they captured Bess 

so she does not scream when the highwayman dies! 

They would shoot the highwayman when he comes but 

Bess will warn the highwayman so she takes the gun up 

to her breast and takes her last breath. The 

highwayman comes and Bess warns him with her 

death… 

He tlots away with his horse as fast as he can. 

Someone told him that Bess had died. The 

highwayman sought revenge and wanted to kill the 

soldiers with his rapier but they shot him down on the 

highway. He lay dead on the highway, with a rapier in 

his hand. 



But still they say, when the wind is a breeze of ice over 

the majestic trees, when the road is a winding sword 

over the purple moor, when the air is as cold as ice, a 

highwayman comes riding, on his steel-grey horse… 
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The Highwayman 

The sky is a mountain of foggy wind blowing in the darkness. The 

skeletal trees wave in the winds breeze grabbing them down onto 

the moonlit ground as a highwayman came riding up to the old, rusty 

inn door.  

He would clatter and crash his body over the cobble walls to 

continue his desired quest to his beloved possession. 

                The shadowy moon colours the shutters and windows in 

ghostly white light as the highwayman taps and whistles to the 

window and to who is waiting plaiting a specialised love knot in her 

hair. Bess, the landlord’s daughter, looks out of the window to see a 

wonderfully dressed highwayman and her heart was full of joy and 

excitement to finally see each other again.  

Tim the ostler listened…  

His face was white and peaked, his eyes were hollow from all kinds 

of madness and his hair was made of mouldy hay but he loved Bess; 

and he heard the robber say…  

“Hello my love, I need one kiss, I am off to steal the yellow gold 

before the sunrise .Yet if they press me sharply and harry me 

through the day, look for me in heaven.”  

“You won’t die my love!” cried Bess softly as the highwayman 

galloped into the night rapidly and dramatically broke open the inn 

door.  

King George III’s men arrived at the inn wearing their red coats and 

said nothing to Tim, the ostler. They wanted Bess. The red coats lined 

their muskets in a row and tied up Bess with her hands behind her 

back with many of the men sniggering and jesting. They put a gag in 

Bess’s mouth so she could not shout, talk nor scream.  



She writhed her hands, bleeds and sweats until at last the trigger was 

hers!                                                                   

Tlot, tlot, tlot, she hopes and waits impatiently desperate to know if 

the highwayman is fine…  Bess told the highwayman to go back by 

purposely killing herself. She knew it had to be done to save the love 

of her life. The highwayman heard the loud sound of the musket and 

dashed away to the west as he spurred like a madman. His horse was 

bleeding and his metal spur was coated in red blood.            

Later that day, the highwayman stopped at a pub with another 

highwayman. The other highwayman exclaimed that, “The landlord’s 

black-eyed daughter killed herself to save you.” The highwayman 

then dashed to his horse and back to the inn to seek revenge. He 

drew his sword and loaded the pistol with gunpowder furiously in an 

attempt to fight off the soldiers. 

He was shot. He died on the highway alone.                                          

 

The end 
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The Highwayman 

 

As everyone went to bed, there was one person awake on this stormy 

night. The moon was a ghostly galleon sailing across the sky. The moor 

was covered in purple heather that was glowing in the moonlight. The 

branches of the trees looked like a hand reaching down. A shadow 

appeared out of the mist. THE HIGHWAYMAN. 

The highwayman came riding… riding… riding… up to the old inn door, 

which was firmly closed. As he opened the old crooked door, he listened 

intently. Silence. Tlot… tlot…tlot… the courtyard was motionless. He 

whistled. “Oh!” whispered Bess.  “What are you doing my love?”                

“I have come to see you,” said highwayman. Tim, who was listening in 

the old stable, formed a plan and wondered how far away they would 

be. The highwayman said, “One kiss, my lovely.”  

Bess said, “Ok.” 

“I am off to steal gold so I can steal your heart,” said highwayman. Tim 

heard then he went to tell the soldiers. ”I will be back,” said 

highwayman.  

The soldiers arrived at the inn and said no word to the landlord. Then, 

they went upstairs to captured Bess and tied her to the bedpost. She 

struggled and tried to get her hand on the trigger. Her hand had either 

blood or sweat on it. She put her hand on the trigger. The highwayman 

came back and Bess shot herself.  

He galloped away over the hills.  He overheard people and then he said, 

“I will kill you,” and he fell and died in pain. 

Ethan 

 

 



The Highwayman 

 

As the blustery wind blew through the majestic trees, the 

ghostly moon floated across the midnight sky lighting up the 

purple moor like a ribbon stretching across it. The clouds 

looked like creepy figures   floating among the sky. Then a 

shadow appeared through the mist; it was the highwayman 

The highwayman came – riding-riding-riding along the 

cobbled road, towards the old inn door as his heart was 

pounding; he could not miss this meeting. He whistled a tune 

at the window then tapped with his whip on the casement to 

get Bess’s attention.  A beautiful shadow peaked out; it was 

Bess the Highwayman‘s love.  “It’s good to see you again my 

love,” the highwayman said softly. 

Bess replied saying, “Its midnight what are you doing here?”  

As the highwayman stared into her dark eyes, that were 

pools of darkness, Tim the Ostler was lurking and listening to 

every word they said because he loved her too. He watched 

him kiss her black waves and then saw him ride off to steal 

gold. 

Later at midnight, King George’s men came marching 

towards the menacing inn in their soldiers in there dark red 

uniform they drank the Landlord’s ale and they captured Bess 

and mad jokes and kissed her. She tried to free her hands 

then she noticed that they were wet with sweat or blood.  

Bess hoped that he would come back or he would have been 

shot. She waited then put her fingers on the trigger and 



when he came she pulled the trigger then BOOM!  The 

highwayman galloped away. 

The highwayman found out it was Bess that killed herself to 

warn him his face turned white and galloped towards and 

shouted, “YOU WILL PAY!” The highwayman was shot on the 

highway. You can still hear him- riding-riding-riding along the 

cobbled road towards the old inn door. 

 

Kelsey   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Highwayman 

  

The highwayman was riding on his horse through the dark, 

misty moors on his way to look for a place to stay for the 

night .He went for miles on his trusty horse through the eerie 

forests, roads and many more. The ghostly moon, which hung 

like a medal, was behind the wispy, spooky clouds. The trees 

were swaying in the cold stormy weather. They greeted the 

highwayman with a wave as he went past. 

 

Finally, the highwayman managed to arrive at the inn after a 

long, hard journey.  He was full of excitement, joy and his 

heart rose like a star in the midnight sky. He banged his stick 

on the shutters but no one was awake to answer the door.  

 

Later on, a young woman called Bess peered out of her 

window to see a tall man standing outside the inn. The 

highwayman and Bess had a talk for a while and greeted each 

other. 

“Hello, my beautiful Bess,” The Highwayman cheerfully said, 

“why are you awake so early?” 

 Bess replied, “Hello sir, you look very smart on this dark, 

eerie night. What are you doing here anyway?” 

“I came to stay for the night, my love,” the highwayman 

explained. “Well, I’m off to a prize tonight so I’ll be back in a 

few hours.” 

 



The highwayman jumped on his horse and off into the 

distance he went. The highwayman knew who he was going 

to steal from (it would be a rich traveller) because he wanted 

the best jewels to make Bess fall in love with him. 

Unfortunately for the highwayman, Tim, who was in the 

horse’s stable, heard everything the highwayman had said... 

By Tyler  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Highway man  

  

The brown branches were a twisted finger under the 
ominous sky, which was filled with wispy, 
spooky clouds.  He came riding and riding into the 
old inn yard.  
 

It was the darkest hour and the moon 
shone dimly though the midnight sky was a cloak 
of darkness covering the inn and 
the village.  The moor was an everlasting field of 
sadness. The sky was as dark as coal. The 
Highwayman was riding rapidly through the mud-
splatted moor. The Highwayman was riding, 
riding and riding into the old inn yard. As the 
fearless Highway man road on his horse, the moon 
shone grimly. 
 
After hours of galloping through the 
bleak moor, the Highwayman finally caught sight of 
the old inn. Relief surged through his body as he 
careered into the cobbled inn yard.   
 

He tapped firmly on the old inn door, but no 
one stirred. His heart sank because as no one was 
there. A moment later, he glanced upwards at the 
window and let out a subtle whistle. He willed that 
she would be there- wished with all his energy.   
 

As the highway man arrived at the old inn yard, he 
whistled a familiar tune and looked up and saw Bess 
in the window of the inn. Relieved, the 
Highwayman’s heart leapt with joy when he saw 



Bess and an elated beam spread across his face. 
Bess waved eagerly back at him, with a joyful smile. 
The wind blew past the Highwayman and it 
was perishing.  
A few yards away in the stable, Tim who was 
the disheveled ostler, spied stealthily at what was 
happening in the inn yard. He listened intently to the 
conversation; he could not believe what he was 
hearing. The sky was a blanket of darkness covering 
the land down below.  
 
The Highwayman exclaimed that 
he would steal a yellow gold. As the 
wind blew past the, 
the Highwayman exclaimed that he 
would not return until he had won some 
yellow gold.   
 
 

Bess wondered, cautiously if or when the fearless 
Highway Man would return.  
  

The landlord’s daughter watched and listened as the 
highway man was shot dead by the soldiers and he 
fell on the ground. A red liquid poured out of his 
neck. As the blood red sky looked down on them, 
the lifeless villain lay on the floor. On the same 
cobbled road he had road on with his horse.  

  

   

A highway man comes riding,riding,riding...  
 
Reece 
 



 
The Highwayman 

 

 The sky was dark and rainy because the moon was hiding behind the 

clouds. The moor was purple because it was a blanket of heather. The 

trees branches looked like fingers.  

The Highwayman was riding to the inn door because he want to see 

the landlords black eyed daughter.  

 

The Highwayman arrived at the inn very slowly so no one can hear 

him. The Highwayman knocked softly on the big wooden shutters but 

no one answered. then he whistled softly. The shutters opened and the 

Highwayman could see landlord. The landlord daughter had black 

eyes with red lips and long black hair with a love knot in her hair.  

 

Spying from the stable Tim the Ostler listened to the conversation, 

Tim the Ostler is angry because he loves landlords daughter and the 

Highwayman loves her too. The Highwayman is looking up and said 

“I will be off to steal gold for you “and the landlords daughter said 

 “Don't get caught by the nasty officers.” 

 

The Highwayman was riding quickly to the gold when the soldiers 

arrived at the inn. There were 6 soldiers and they were wearing red 

coats and black boots.  

 

They catch the landlords daughter and tried her up with a rough harsh 

rope and a unwashed rag between bright red lips.  

 

She struggles with her hands behind her back with twisted and 

scratches.  

 

The landlords daughter wants to escape but she can't, thinks she has to 

shoot herself when the Highwayman arrives.  

 

She warns the Highwayman by pulling the trigger.  

 

The Highwayman didn't want to go to the inn because there were 

soldiers with their muskets. Along the road there was a 



HIGHWAYWOMAN said “Your loving black eyed maid had shot 

herself at the inn.” The Highwayman is angry so he grabbed his sword 

and he go to kill the soldiers but the soldiers shot the Highwayman 

and he let out a tear. 
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                                        Highwayman 

  
   It was one of the darkest hours, midnight. As the night 

grew darker and darker, the highwayman thundered 

rapidly across the winding road. There were diamonds 

in the sky and streaks of moonlight. 

    Below the coal black sky, a vast expanse of land, 

stretched as far as the eye could see. One lone road, 

covered in a thick layer of fog, meandered around the 

hills for miles. As the eerie moon shone down onto the 

bleak moor, the highway man galloped across the 

tempestuous road. 

   As the long, knarred branches creaked over the land, 

the moon shone down at it like a spotlight. The gusty 

wind blew through the trees as the eerie branches, 

waved like a hand. 

   The whole place was empty except from a smartly 

dressed man, and his powerful horse. Skillfully the 

highwayman raced across the road. 

   After hours of galloping on the windy ribbon like 

road, the highwayman came across a creaky inn door. 

Relief surged through his body as he walked into the 

run-down inn yard.  



   Using the tip of his knuckle, he knocked on the inn 

door, but no one stirred. His heart sank, his smile 

slowly faded away and his mouth gaped open. He 

realized he was too late. 

     His eyes cast above him as he whistled a subtle tune 

to the window. He willed she would be there. 

  An elated beam spread across his face, but who was 

there? It was Bess the landlord's daughter. His heart 

soared as he waved at her eagerly with a joyful beam. 

She smiled showing her pearl white teeth and waved 

back and him giggling.  

    A few yards away behind a stable door, a disheveled, 

exhausted ostler named Tim listened intently to the 

highwayman’s conversation with Bess. As he spied 

stealthily, he could not believe what he had heard. 

     “Hello, my beautiful Bess,” the highwayman smiled. 

He passionately blew a kiss to Bess as she giggled 

nervously. Tim could not believe it, a criminal and a 

beautiful girl. How is it possible? 

      “I’m off to receive a prize tonight Bess,” the 

highwayman explained, "I will bring you back gold 

necklaces and jewelry.” Tim was shocked. As he 

clenched his fist in anger, his face turned bright red. 

        “I will be back before the morning light,” the 

highwayman assured her affectionately. Before lifting 

on his strong well-looked after horse he blew Bess a 



kiss as she giggled waving goodbye. The highwayman 

rid of into the night sky leaving his true love behind. 

        The highwayman rode and rode and rode. He was 

riding for hours until he got the rich traveler's house. 

When he arrived, he took all the gold he could find, he 

took necklaces, he took bracelets, he even took knives 

and forks. The highwayman snook out of the door in the 

pitch black but the sky was getting lighter and lighter, 

and he is not on his way to the inn yet. He got his horse 

and rode like a flash but that was not fast enough for the 

constable. The constable (police officers) saw the 

highwayman with shock and quickly rode to him two 

times faster than the highwayman's horse because the 

constables where specially trained. He caught up to the 

highwayman, grabbed him by the arm, and told him,” 

You really thought you were going to get away with 

this well you thought wrong Mark I thought you only 

did good, but we are all full of surprises.” The 

highwayman's name was Mark and everyone thought he 

was good that’s why Tim was so angry and shocked. 

That is why Bess loved him because she thought he was 

good and that is why the constable was shocked they all 

thought he was good but turns out he is a criminal... 

    

 


