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Robin and Marian 

By Madeleine Hagan 

The stone walls of the castle slowly retreated behind Marie as she stormed deeper into the 

forest. Father was going away again and this time for months, and he hadn’t even said how 

many. She might be only twelve, but she could always tell when he was worried. He didn’t seem 

happy about going either, and now her uncle was coming to stay in her father’s place. Beady-

eyed Uncle John whose robes were always too shiny and his rings looked like they strangled his 

stubby fingers. 

Leaves and fallen branches crunched under her little slippers and she wished she had 

thought to change into attire more suitable to tromping through the forest, but it couldn’t be 

helped now. With fistfuls of her dress in each hand she made her way deeper into the forest as 

fast as her feet would take her, not caring about the direction as long as it was away from the 

castle. 

The edges of her vision grew blurry and she swiped away hot tears she hadn’t realised 

had appeared. Rocks were scattered across the forest floor that hurt beneath her soft shoes, 

forcing her pace to slow. It didn’t take long to be used to the silence of the forest and the sound 

of her footsteps, so when a bird gave a loud chirp above her she glanced up in surprise. 

The trees grew tall and their branches spread out with soft, broad leaves that glowed at 

the edges from the morning sun. Now that she was actually there, she could not understand why 

so many seemed uneasy when referring to the forest. It seemed so calm and green, and it was 

often her first choice as an escape from the castle and her more “ladylike” classes. The bird 

called from its perch again, and she saw flashes of speckled feathers amid the green leaves. 
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Green leaves and…rope? Not even stopping to think she came closer and found that a rope was 

indeed hanging down against the tree trunk. Grasping the very end with both hands she gave it a 

hard enough tug that the coarse fibres burned her hands. Nothing. She gave it a harder tug. Still 

nothing. The rope didn’t even budge a tiny bit. It seemed to be tied up above her around one of 

the many branches.  

Again she wished she had changed out of the long satin dress she wore as it kept seeming 

to get in the way, but she wasn’t going to let it stop her. Holding tightly to the rope she put one 

foot on either side of it and began pulling herself up the tree. As Marie swung her legs over the 

branch the rope stopped at she found herself inside what must be a treehouse. The thought 

almost made her smile. A treehouse to hide away in while Uncle John was visiting, but the 

thought of her uncle just reminded her that Father was leaving again and she sat down in the 

farthest corner of the treehouse as if she could somehow hide from the idea.  

Looking around her she found the treehouse was not entirely empty. A stack of long thin 

branches leaned up against the corner to her left and there was a little square cut away from 

one of the walls as if for a window with a wooden chest beneath it. The bird she had glimpsed 

earlier was sitting on the edge of it watching her.  

“I wouldn’t mind coming here more you know,” she said to it. “It’s a nice little hide 

away.” 

“Who in Sherwood’s trees are you?!” Came a loud shout from somewhere below. 

“What’re you doing in my treehouse?!” A boy’s head came into view from where she sat and he 

spoke again as he climbed over the last branch and into the doorway. “Now you tell me who you 
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are and why you’re invading my treehouse or I’ll throw you over—” he stopped short as he saw 

her in the corner.  

Marie didn’t know what to say. He looked like one of the townsfolk boys, a bit taller  

than her, with plain clothes and light brown hair. He stood there for a moment in the door 

looking at her then came closer as if he couldn’t believe he was seeing properly. 

“You’re a girl.” He said matter-of-factly, squinting at her. 

“Yes.” Her voice cracked and she frowned at how scared she sounded. She didn’t fancy 

the idea of being thrown over anything but she certainly wasn’t scared. 

“You look upset.” He said, again like he was checking off facts in his head. 

Marie had forgotten she’d been crying and she quickly reached up to wipe the tears from 

her face. 

“Now this won’t do.” The boy said, sitting down in front of her so close he almost 

touched the hem of her dress. She pulled her knees up to her chest, putting a few more inches 

of space between them. 

“I can’t have crying girls in my treehouse. Treehouses are much too fun for crying. Did I 

scare you?”  

Marie found she could see his eyes better now that they were level with hers and saw 

the same concerned look her father gave her when she came in late for dinner or after dark. 

“Cause I only wanted to scare you if you were a boy,” he continued. “Those horrible twin 

sons of old Mr. Croft have been trying to find my treehouse for years. I won’t throw you over the 

side though.” 
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“You didn’t scare me. And I’m sorry I didn’t know this was your treehouse. I was just 

running and I saw the rope and climbed up.” 

He frowned. “Must’ve forgotten to hide the rope last time. Well if I didn’t scare you then 

why’re you crying?” 

Marie looked down at her knees but let it tumble out. “I found out my father is going 

away, and I don’t know when he’s coming back, so I’m sad because I’ll miss him. I’m alone 

otherwise you see. And my horrible uncle is coming to stay in his place and look after things but 

he doesn’t like me much and is no fun to play with.” She stubbornly clamped her mouth shut 

realising she’d been babbling. 

The boy nodded gravely. “That is sad indeed, and I’m sorry he’s leaving. But now you’ve 

found this treehouse, and so of course me. And I happen to be very good at playing, so doesn’t 

that make it better?”  

“You’ll let me stay?” Marie asked, with a slight smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. 

He nodded getting to his feet. “Oh sure, you weren’t trying to steal my treehouse, so that 

means I can let you use it.” He extended a hand to help her up and she took it. 

She brushed off her gown a bit and he let out a whistle. “That’s a nice dress you got 

there. What’re you wearing that in the woods for?” 

“I keep asking myself that. I should’ve changed before I left.”  

He shrugged. “I’m just surprised you managed to climb up here in that.” 

“Well I have arms and legs, don’t I?” She raised her chin, daring him to contradict her. 

The corner of his mouth twitched as if he knew something of great amusement she 

didn’t.  
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“Now, what did you mean before about the treehouse? Use it for what?”  

His face lit up and he walked over to the chest she had seen earlier beneath the window. 

He slid the latch and pulled out a bow along with a thick quiver of arrows. “Practicin’.”  

 

“I’ve never shot a bow.” Marie said when they got to the ground again and the boy 

handed it to her.  

His jaw almost dropped. “Never?” 

“No. I don’t think my arms are strong enough.” 

He was still shaking his head. “But not ever?” 

She giggled. “It’s just shooting a bow. It’s not like, I don’t know, eating or something.” 

“It’s practically eating to me! This won’t do. This won’t do at all. I’ll just teach ya and then 

ya can be a girl that knows useful things instead of just that cooking and stitching nonsense 

everyone says girls only do.” 

He held the bow out to her again and this time she took it. “I don’t know about cooking. 

But I do learn embroidery, but just so you know, I hate those classes.” 

“Of course ya do! Just sounds boring by the name of it.” He was shaking his head again, 

but she laughed.  

“Now here. Hold the bow like this.” 

And thus began Marie’s first day of archery lessons. She practiced with him until her 

forearm burned and fingertips were numb, and then he took the bow back and practiced 

himself. She was convinced if he could see it he could hit it. Knobs on tree stumps, bright red 

leaves he’d pin up against trees several metres off, even acorns on the ground from up in the 
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treehouse through the window. He would shoot and the arrow would fly, followed by another 

and another and Marie would take off running to retrieve them.  

The hours went by fast though, and Marie suddenly noticed the light was fading from 

above the tall trees.  

“I have to go.” She gave him the last of the arrows he had shot. “My nurse will be looking 

for me. And Father would worry if I was late for dinner.”  

He took the arrows from her and slid them into the quiver. “Will you come back?”  

She shrugged. “I don’t see why not. That is if you don’t mind?”  

The boy smirked. “Not dressed like that you won’t.” 

“I certainly don’t plan to. You have no idea how annoying these dresses are.” 

“Funny enough, I’m perfectly fine with that.” 

“Well, what do I call you?”  

“I’m Marian. But everyone calls me Marie.”  

His eyebrows raised and he looked skeptical. “You’re the princess? How can princesses 

like treehouses and archery?”  

She frowned. “Well I’m sure they can. Don’t call me princess though. Not here. Just 

Marie.”  

He gave one exaggerated bow. “Alright. Marie.” And ruffled her hair, leaving it messy 

with bits of leaves and dirt from his gloves throughout it. 

She opened her mouth to protest, but he cut her off.  

“Ah ah.” He shook his head smirking. “A princess would complain. Are you leaving the 

princess at the edge of the woods or not?” 
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She stifled a protest, scowling.  

He just laughed and pulled up the hood of his cloak. “See you around, Marie.” 

“Wait!” She called after him. “What shall I call you then?” 

He turned back for one more grin. “Robin.” 

*** 

“Sherwood’s trees, Marie. What’re you in one of those fancy dresses again for?”  

 Marie pulled off the hood of her cloak and scowled at him where he was perched in a 

nearby tree.  “Honestly Robin, last time was four years ago. You make it sound like a regular 

occurrence.” 

 Robin crossed his arms. “That doesn’t explain why you are now.” 

 She threw up her hands. “Because I only just escaped! Apparently, sixteenth birthdays 

are so important a princess must try on every dress she owns to find the perfect one for the 

occasion. I managed to escape while my maid went back to the closet for the next three!” 

 Robin shook his head, beginning to grin. “Nope. Not good enough I’m afraid. How could 

there not have been enough time to change between your room and the nearest exit?” 

 Marie pulled her bow from her back. “I don’t care how skilled you are, one cannot 

change, grab a bow, and climb out of the nearest window in under twenty seconds.” 

 “Oh please.” He jumped down from the tree, landing soundlessly on the forest floor. “I 

could.” He unslung his own bow from his back, reached for an arrow, and laughed suddenly. 

 “What’s so funny?” Marie asked. 

 “I’m trying to envision you climbing out of your window and down the castle wall in that 

dress. It had to have been infuriating.” 
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 She scowled at him again. “I’m glad you’re amused.” 

 He ruffled her hair and she swatted his hand away, walking ahead of him deeper into the 

forest. 

 “Good. You’re getting faster at that.” He smirked, catching up with her easily. 

 “I can’t stay long. They will worry today if I disappear for hours. I just needed a break 

from the dresses.”  

 “I was about to go fishing you can come along if you like.” 

 “You’re too kind.” Marie said dryly.  

 They made their way through the forest, heading straight for the lake. Marie’s jaw had 

dropped when Robin brought her there the first time. There was a misty waterfall on the left 

side, and a river trailed away on the far end. Many days they had followed that river, until their 

feet were sore and their stomachs’ growled, but Marie’s favourite day was when she had 

managed to shove Robin in the lake. Despite the fact that shortly afterward he dragged her in as 

well, she considered it a great achievement. 

 “No you can’t push me in again.” He said, as if she had spoken her thoughts aloud rather 

than in her head. “That triumphant grin is giving you away.” 

 “But it was truly the most fun I’ve had in weeks!” 

 He raised an eyebrow. “Do you forget that I chased you down and threw you in too?” 

 “Of course I remember. And that can’t happen today by the way. If I return with my hair 

any messier than you’ve already made it my maid will have a heart attack.” 
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Robin sighed. “Fine. I guess for the sake of your maid’s heart your hair can be spared the 

lake.” He thought for a moment and then threw a sideways glance at her. “But if you get any 

ideas about trying to push me in instead I can’t make any promises.”  

 “As entertaining as that was, I can’t. You have to look presentable later too.” She grinned 

as he froze. 

 “You were joking yesterday when you said I had to come tonight.” He said, like he was 

trying to convince Marie and himself. 

 “Nope. I need an accomplice to help me escape from the visiting jesters.” 

 Robin smirked. “Poor Marie, too many adoring admirers.” 

 “They’re ridiculous! My uncle keeps trying to set me up, but he’s not getting rid of me 

that easily.” Marie stuck her chin in the air again. 

 The corner of Robin’s mouth twitched. “You know, you really look like a spoiled little 

princess when you do that. But fine, I’ll come. Under one condition.” 

 Marie crossed her arms. “What?” 

 “You have to say ‘Please’ anytime you ask me to do anything tonight.” He grinned 

proudly at Marie’s frown. “C’mon, let’s put those manners you learn in that castle to the test, 

shall we?” 

  

At any other party, Marie would have been bored. There were too many smiles and forced 

laughs to share. She knew what her father would say, that she could recognise when they were 

greedy for her title or arrogant with their own, but she should keep the knowledge to herself as 

a source of amusement during any conversation with them. This did amuse Marie some of the 
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time, making the endless conversations about rule, fortune, and shallow compliments on her 

appearance remotely bearable.  

These were still present of course, but at her request Uncle John begrudgingly agreed 

that the party could be a masquerade. This granted Marie infinitely more fun because there was 

now a possibility of escape. She wouldn’t have to talk to anyone if they could not find her. No 

one knowing if she had stayed, masked among the dancers like everyone else, or escaped from 

the start.  

 Marie glanced at the entryway again, wondering when Robin was going to get there. She 

had left not long after he had agreed to come, but not before deciding to shove him in the lake 

again. Marie had run back to the castle before he could swim out and catch her, and she hoped 

that hadn’t made him decide against coming.  

She had no intention of staying long though. Marie had managed to avoid conversations 

with Lord Elleroy’s sons, with mostly her mask to thank for that, but the longer she stayed the 

sooner someone would recognise her.  

 Marie reached for another pastry, watching the entrance from beside one of the 

refreshment tables. A tall man in an elaborate costume with glaringly yellow feathers came in  

the main hall and Marie rolled her eyes.  

 Great, Marie thought. Lord Oswald. Yet another person to avoid. 

 “Oh please introduce me to him.” Came a low voice behind her. 

 Marie spun around to find Robin grinning at her behind a black mask. He had swapped 

out his normal forest attire for all black clothes, with the exception of a clean white shirt, she 

could see since one side of his cloak was thrown over his shoulder. 



H a g a n  | 11 

 

 She smiled at him. “Look at you. You own clothing that doesn’t have mud on it.” 

 “What? Surprised I can clean up after being pushed in a lake?” Robin crossed his arms. 

“And what did I say about manners? I can still walk right back out that door.” 

 Marie managed not to frown this time. “My apologies, Sir. And how did you find me so 

quickly?” 

 He laughed. “I know how to recognise you, Marie. Who else would be dressed as a silver 

swan?” 

 “Anyone could be dressed as a swan!” Marie protested. 

 “Oh it’s your hair too.” He added, smirking. “A bit messy for a princess who’s been 

relaxing in palace luxury all day.” 

 Marie waited, ready to swat his hand away when he reached out to ruffle her hair as he 

always did, but he shook his head.  

“Not as fun without muddy gloves. Besides I will be true to my word and not give your 

maid a heart attack by ruining your hair.” He glanced over Marie’s shoulder. “Your yellow 

feathered friend is coming this way.”  

Marie groaned but didn’t turn around, hoping he’d pass by and not recognise her. “He’s 

not my friend. That’s Lord Oswald and what is probably his attempt at trying to be a golden 

finch.” 

Lord Oswald passed her and Robin without a second glance, and she watched him make 

his way to where her uncle was seated at the front of the room.  

“He looks like an overstuffed pigeon.” Robin said grinning, making Marie almost choke on 

her pastry as she laughed. 



H a g a n  | 12 

 

“A yellow overstuffed pigeon.” Marie agreed, still laughing, but that laugh turned into a 

grimace as she saw her uncle point towards her. 

She turned away from them abruptly as Robin took her hand with a bow. “My lady, 

they’re looking this way. Time to disappear, right?” 

Marie nodded and ran with him into the crowd of masked dancers, him spinning her 

through the many costumes, cloaks, and feathers until they could slip unnoticed through one of 

the tall side doors leading out to the east terrace. 

Marie, seeing no nobles around, promptly sat down at the base of one of the many 

pillars, and Robin sat cross-legged across from her.  

“Why’d they have to find me, I hadn’t finished eating!” Marie laughed, still catching her 

breath.  

Robin pulled two pastries out from under his cloak, and Marie clapped her hands.  

“You see!” she exclaimed. “This is why I asked you along.” 

Robin smirked at her. “To watch me eat?” He ate one pastry and then, to Marie’s 

frustration, the other.  

He grinned. “Oh what’s the matter, little princess? We both know I’m only here for the 

food. And besides, you didn’t say please.” 

Marie tried to keep scowling at him, but he was laughing again and she just failed, the 

corners of her mouth betraying her.   


