L.O. To continue a legend about Robin Hood

                    

                     


 “Trapped!” roared a voice Robin knew only too well, “like rats at the cheese…”

 
Before you could blink, Robin and Will were tossed into a dungeon cell. The Sheriff laughed like a hyena laughing at his prey as he locked the rusty, black door. Still laughing, he skipped down the passage, (because he was so happy, now he had Robin in his dungeon) leaving the keys with a brave, fearless guard dog.

“I will deal with you in the morning.” said the Sheriff in the eeriest voice Robin had even heard. There they sat staring in every direction. The dungeon cell was dark and blood-stained, with moss growing in every corner. 

Meanwhile Marion was staring at the dog holding the keys in his large, dribbling jaws. She slowly crawled towards it as if she was a baby crawling to its mother.
“Give me the keys, good dog.” whispered Marion to the dog.

“Grrrrrrrrrr!” growled the brave creature, but as he did so the keys dropped from the grip of his yellow teeth.

“Yes!” yelled Marion as she ran to the two men’s cell with the rusty keys in her cold hands. When they were out of the cell, Robin ran to Marion and hugged her then the three of them slowly marched to Mortimer’s hole. Robin stopped and whispered to the two outlaws,

“I have a plan to trap the sheriff…” 

 
Ten minutes later, the three, who had escaped from the sheriff, were crawling out of Mortimer’s hole, leaving bones under blankets as if it was them sleeping. 

  Wearily walking back to the Merry men, the trio were thinking that the sheriff would have a new plan soon but they know they would beat him again.

As the moon slowly walked up, up into the pitch black sky, sitting next to the gleaming stars, down on the hard, rough forest ground, six men sat around a warm, lively fire telling the story I have just told you.  

By Annabel
