
The Highwayman – Jayden Dwight 

 

The dusty purple moor, littered with moonlight and leaves is covered 

with hoof prints.  The rotting trees casting shadow over his charming 

face, his lace cuffs encasing his hands.  Here he comes riding, riding, 

riding up to the old inn door.  His whip banged on the shutters, I 

opened the door to see his eyes, a swirl of green waves and his white 

curls bouncing as he rides towards me. 

No longer am I waiting, waiting, waiting; waiting for him to appear 

his claret velvet jacket soft as his silver hair.  His eyes flashed over 

the stables – why did they do this?  Then he spoke his voice silky and 

smooth.  One kiss my bonnie sweetheart – the gold bullion will be 

ours when the clock strikes midnight.  As soon as those words 

escaped his lips he pushed his spurs in his stead and galloped to the 

west. 

Hours later ten redcoats thundered into the inn, they shouted “Oi 

les’ get some o’ that beer, that oughta fill the ‘ole in me belly.”  Then 

they ran towards me and pushed me into a side room.  Tied up and 

gagged they stuck muskets in my side.  They kiss me their breath 

smelt of stale beer and cod, tlot-tlot, tlot-tlot – here he is; he kept his 

promise.  My gag prevents me from screaming or do anything to 

warn him, my fumbling hands finally touch the cold gun.  It’s now or 

never it’s getting louder, he’s getting closer, it’s my life or his. 

On foggy nights he still comes to see me, his white face handsome 

and luminous.  His stallion skeletal and transparent.  Here he comes 

riding, riding, riding here he comes riding up to my room’s casement.  

The blood is still on the floor a reminder of the gesture of love that I 

showed him; here he comes to embrace me once again. 

  



The Highwayman – Anton Gardener 

My hooves clatter and echo down the moor, propelling me and the 

Highwayman forward breathtakingly fast. The masked and slender 

highwayman digs his spurs into my side, signalling me to go faster 

yet.  The mist disappearing in front of us as we thunder along the 

cobblestone bridge; materialising in front of us was the old Inn.  As I 

slow to a halt a figure peers out of a gap in the shutters and the 

Highwayman gives a casual wave.  He is acting as if it’s a familiar face 

to him, although I haven’t seen it before. 

As I stop in front of the house the figure seems to vanish.  The 

Highwayman laughs, although I’m as pale as a ghost – he gets off and 

pounds on the door three times.  The door is answered and he steps 

inside the rotting doors of the Inn.  The doors stays open and I can 

hear everything they’re saying, he will steal some gold from town 

and will return to the Inn on me by midnight.  I lay waiting for the 

Highwayman to finish his conversation realising that the other 

person is a young female. 

I was about to fall asleep when a figure in ripped clothes darted in 

front of me and put his ear to the door listening to where they were 

talking.  Ignoring the listener I hear the Highwayman mention her 

name Bess.  All of a sudden that name becomes familiar to me and I 

refocus my attention on the listener.  He had no shoes and his feet 

were purple, his clothes poorly stitched together with holes in them 

and his hair was wild and bushy like a jungle.  After hearing their 

conversation he gets furious and starts banging on the wall.  I hear 

the Highwayman leaving so the figure rushes off.  The Highwayman 

comes out of the Inn and closes the door, climbing on me he digs in 

his spurts to my side so I dash back down the misty moor. 

Later that night as the Highwayman slept I rode back to the old 

rotting Inn.  Through the smashed window I spotted a group of drunk 

and musty King’s guards.  Then I saw her, Bess, staring out of the side 



window, leaning so far if she slipped she would fall.  Her dark wavy 

hair was swaying and her face was blank.  Although she looked at the 

forest covered with green, her face was blank as she waited for 

someone to appear.  All of a sudden the King’s guards starting 

shouting, they took Bess and faced her towards the cobblestone 

bridge, shoved a gag in her mouth and put a pistol to her chest. 

The King’s guards positioned Bess at the window and started to wait 

– for the Highwayman I suppose! Luckily they didn’t see me.  My 

hooves smashed on the cobblestones as I galloped towards the 

town, back to the Highwayman.  I awaken him as he remembers he 

must meet Bess, as he dresses and climbs on me I try to warn him 

but he still climbs on.  As we ride towards the Inn the Highwayman 

stops me as he hears gunshots and sees blood flowing down the side 

of the Inn – Bess has warned him with her death. 

The Highwayman commands me to storm towards the Inn, following 

his commands I ride on.  The guards are ready; I keep riding, riding, 

riding, BANG!  The Highwayman falls and lies motionless on the dusty 

ground, there is blood all around and I grow pale with fear knowing 

my fate is to join him.  He is dead.  I ride forwards………BANG! 

  



The Highway Man – Maddison Arthurs 

Back when Highwaymen ruled the countryside a tragedy came to the 

village.  Let me tell you the tale of the Highwayman.   

As the mist fell on the moor, I heard the hooves of the Highwayman’s 

horse galloping towards the Inn.  Bess was waiting anxiously for the 

Highwayman to come.  Bess was filled with joy when he appeared in 

style.  Mr brother, Tim the Ostler, was hidden in the shadows.  He 

heard the Highwayman stop, he saw the beautiful Bess in the 

window. I could tell he was jealous as Tim listened to the dangerous 

conversation.   

Later that day Tim was filled was so much anger that he told the 

guards what he had heard.  So the guards took action at twilight and 

kidnapped Bess for bait.  Then they tied Bess up and attached guns 

to her.  They waited!! 

She heard him galloping towards the danger.  She knew she had to 

make a sacrifice for her love.  She pulled the trigger.  He galloped 

along the highway with devastation in his blood.  The guards were 

waiting and shot him dead. 

  



The Highway Man – Lewin Oyedokun 

 

The Highwayman came riding, riding, riding – the Highwayman came 

riding to the old inn.  My hooves clatter as we move faster, we arrive 

at the inn; my master starts to talk.  The highwayman wore thick 

leather boots, black and red with a white and black scarf.  “Bess my 

love, I’m going for a bounty tonight, I’m going to steal the yellow 

gold and I’ll be back by the morning.” 

As my master spoke I was attracted to a body in the shadows.  As I 

walked over I could hear muttering; all I could make out was “Bess, 

my darling Bess.” The ugly stable hand (who no-one knew existed) 

stood frozen staring at Bess.  I tried to listen more but my master 

shouted it was time to go. 

As we trotted back we heard a gunshot and turned rapidly and fled.  

My master was possessed with anger as he heard the news of Bess.  

How the guards burst in and brutally tied her up, kissed her and put 

guns onto my masters love. To show her love for him she had 

managed to get hold of the trigger and warn him with her death. 

The next day my master was furious, he was possessed with anger.  

He climbed onto my back and dug in his spurs; we were going so fast 

there was no going back now.  We charged up towards the old inn 

but my legs were shot out – I kicked the Highwayman off me – he 

was on the floor dead.  In the end it was all for nothing. 

  



The Highwayman – Ryan Dawson 

 

As I reached the old inn door the landlords daughter Bess came out 

plaiting a red love know into her hair and these words came out of 

my mouth.  “I will get the yellow gold by dawn but if I don’t come 

search for me by moonlight, though hell should bar the way.” 

As I came back I heard a gunshot I didn’t know what they were 

shooting at so I rode away as quick as I could. But when I heard that 

Bess was caught and killed I went back for revenge but I knew I was 

going to die. 

As I was riding the dead trees were swaying behind me and the sky 

turned pitch black, the moon was the only light. My black hat with 

gold stitching shone and my spurs clattered against my horse.  I 

arrived I saw the guards with their guns and came charging towards 

them.  I was actually charging to my death. 

  



The Highwayman – Vijay Butters 

 

I was on my break when a scruffy ol’ boy with hair like mouldy hay 

came from the stables next to the Inn, he was not well educated.  He 

told me about a robber who was coming back to the inn at moonlight 

with gold from the stagecoaches.  That’s when a suspicious character 

caught my eye, the character walked into the Inn but I could do 

nothing as I was told to prepare at the Inn. 

We entered the Inn and drank ‘til we were drunk.  We busted the 

gal’s door down and tied her body, legs and arms to a chair; then we 

gagged her.  She was really pretty so we tormented her to and asked 

her questions about what she knew about the Highwayman and his 

plans.  All she answered was that her name was Bess she didn’t 

answer the other questions, we did threaten to shoot her but she 

still didn’t answer so we gave up and put muskets to her chest.  

It was almost midnight and Bess was fidgeting with the rope, she was 

trying to undo the knots.  Clot, clot, clot he’s ‘ere – quick – positions 

– BANG! She’s dead, what happened?  She shot herself that’s what 

happened.  We rushed outside and there he was about 20 metres 

away; he turned and rushed towards us.  I don’t know what he was 

thinking – FIRE!!  It’s like her was pushed off his horse as the bullets 

all hit him. 

  



The Highwayman – Owen Kilpin 

 

I was standing at the window then I saw some person riding towards 

me.  He got closer and closer I could make out that he was the 

Highway Man.  His hat was a back and gold shining hat and his 

clothes were shining gold, bluish clothes.  The highwayman’s pistols 

was glistening gold and sparkling with a black mask and boots. I was 

tying a red love knot in my long black hair, then he started talking.  

He said he was going to catch gold and then he was gone. 

In one minute I was captured, I don’t know why.  It’s the guards who 

captured me, I’m not sure why.  I said to them get off me idiots, 

please get off are you going to kill me?  Then they tied guns on my 

back. 

I didn’t want to die I was yelling for help but it didn’t work.  I don’t 

know why the guards are doing this to me.  I needed to warn the 

highway man to stop his death because I’m going to die anyway.  I’m 

getting brave, now time to pull the trigger. 

  



The Highwayman – Paige Hemmings 

 

Deep in the woods, trees like giants, twisted branches lay in a leafy 

ground.  As I walked through I noticed a light and realised that it was 

home.  Although the inn was tatty and broken I loved it as it was my 

home.  As I stood on the porch the wind caught my hair, I swept my 

hair off my face and saw Tim.  Tim is our stable boy that I don’t care 

about, his hair is like mouldy hay and his clothes are like old rags that 

have been through a shredder. 

The Highwayman is my true love, his golden laced hat that made him 

look proud.  His pistol butt shone in the moonlight and his eyes 

shimmered like the moon.  Suddenly I heard a clatter of hooves just 

like horses feet and I gasped – it was him, the highwayman.  I wanted 

him to look at me and say WOW so I made my lips all juicy and red 

and tied a love knot in my thick black hair.  I heard a ‘thwack’ on the 

shutters and a ‘bang’ on the door, it’s time I thought he’s here. 

I twisted my hair as the highwayman stared into my dark black eyes.  

Finally he spoke “One kiss my bonnie sweetheart I’m after a prize 

tonight” he said this with love in his eyes. WOW I thought he’s brave 

and bold he’s the one for me.  Then he said “But I will be back with 

the yellow gold before the morning light” – WAIT he’s getting me 

gold and I didn’t even ask! “Yet if they press me sharply and harry me 

through the day, wait for me by moonlight, watch for me by 

moonlight though hell should bar the way.” 

As he tugged at the reins of the snow white horse under the blinding 

moon he galloped away to the west.  I was devastated that he had to 

go so quickly but I knew he had to.  He did not come for me in the 

dawn and he did not come for me by noon; What if he’s hurt and 

needs my help?  I was about to close the shutters and go to help him 

when I saw a troop of soldiers; soldiers with blood red jackets.  They 

stormed into my home without speaking to my father and started 



drinking and chatting and then all of a sudden they stopped and 

started tying me up. 

“Why do you want me?” I screamed at them as they kissed me as 

well as tying me up.  Their breath smelt of beer and alcohol, “Get 

away from me” I screamed.  They started shoving muskets up to my 

chest until they reached my breasts, I tried to shout again but they 

gagged me.  I had to warn the highwayman he was galloping straight 

for the inn, I shuffled my hands struggling to untie the knot. But I had 

an idea which I knew would save him. 

  



The Highwayman – Lily Leach 

 

I wonder if he will show today.  I am waiting, waiting, waiting for the 

highwayman to come riding down the path.  Will he come riding 

down the road of moonlight to see me again today?  Will he come to 

the great inn door whistling his song? 

My heart stopped beating, was it just me?  I heard the hooves of the 

Highwayman’s horse galloping down the path.  Quickly I tied a dark 

red love know into my plaited hair; I opened the casement to meet 

my darling there.  He started talking about his plan. 

He said to me; my sweet darling Bess, I will ride off into the mist and 

return in the moonlight with the gold as my prize for you.  Promise to 

wait in the moonlight for me to come for you my love.  He suddenly 

stopped, said goodbye for the last time and blew me a kiss.  I blew a 

kiss to my one true love and went inside the pub. 

Inside I noticed the guards.  They were having a drink but suddenly 

they stopped and approached me, They shouted at me drunkenly “Oi 

you missy, you need ta come wiv us now!” “Yeah what ‘e said come 

‘ere.”  They viciously grabbed me, I tried to pull away but they would 

not let go.  They started to tie me up once I was tied I could not 

move.  They ugly, drunk, beer smelling guards came closer, I wanted 

to know what they were about to do, they came closer and I knew.  

Finally they stopped kissing me and started waiting, waiting, waiting 

for the highwayman to come down the ribbon like path. 

I can’t believe I did it I got hold of the cold heartless gun and I had to 

do it.  I know it will destroy him but I just know I have no choice, It’s 

now or never, I’m doing it right now………. 

  



The Highwayman – Tyler Giles 

 

I came riding, riding, riding to the old Inn door. The moon is 

shimmering through the night sky.  My master jumps down from my 

strong back and whistles a tune to make his presence known.  His 

silver hat trim glowing as if caught a spur of light from within the 

night sky.  I look on watching with curiosity, he is talking to a slim girl 

with black, beetle like eyes; he is deep in conversation with her.  It 

looked like true love through one’s eyes.  The moon was shining 

elegantly against the vast moor as the stars twinkled in the night sky. 

As a gaze on nonchalantly my attention was drawn to a silhouette 

among the shadows. I take a closer look.  Unwisely I revers my 

attention to the discussion being held by my master.  My interest is 

sparked as I heard him whisper with care, “I will be back before 

moonlight with all the gold.” Here – my master called me – 

unwillingly I strode towards him.  As he flamboyantly jump on my 

middle back he blows a kiss directed towards his love.  In return she 

loosened her hair in a flittering fashion. 

The whiteness of the moor lay a perfect pathway towards the inn. I 

ride slowly, trying not to draw the attention of those who may be 

watching.  Step by step I hear the cobbles sounding a distinguishing 

noise as my hooves hit the illuminated cobbles.   I heard what 

sounded like a gunshot echoing round the surrounding area.  I bolt 

backwards trying to get away from the situation but I couldn’t my 

master was pulling the ropes, making me go back towards the inn. 

I spur forwards towards the inn, the cold night breeze bouncing off 

my body.  I could hear my master cursing in the night sky.  What lay 

ahead, I was not expecting.  The guards were stood over Bess using 

foul words towards her.  They aim and fire; the highwayman falls, my 

back legs drop, I feel blood trickling down my upper thighs. 



The Highwayman - Amy Carter 

 

I was in the dark and musty woods, all I could see is the red moor 

along the road, shining in the moonlight, reflecting off the trees.  All 

of a sudden I saw someone posh and rich on a horse.  I could hear 

galloping up to the old inn door as I was tying a bright red bow into 

my black dark hair. 

He started to talk to me. I loved him, so kind and so loving.  He was 

talking about getting the gold tonight and coming back to me, 

thought hell will bar the way.  I truly loved him, he galloped off with 

his pistol and his sword, such a loving little fellow. 

I didn’t know that Tim the Ostler was watching us all along.  You’re 

probably wondering who Tim is, he is horrible and disgusting and his 

job is to look after the horses. 

Suddenly the guards burst in and tied me up.  I was confused, I had 

to warn the highwayman quick.  They put the top of the gun on the 

bottom of my ribs, I fiddled with the trigger behind me and I pulled 

the trigger. 

  



The Highwayman – Lily Moyes 

I looked out of the window waiting, waiting, waiting, waiting.  I 

wondered if the Highwayman was coming to visit me tonight.  It was 

dark outside and it made the moon twinkle like a star.  The trees 

blew gently; the gusty leaves flying around like majestic birds.  I 

could hear hooves clopping on the dirty path, I could see a ghostly 

horse trotting along and riding on the horse was my beloved 

highwayman.   He wore a red as blood velvet jacket with leather 

boots up to his thighs.  Upon his head was a French revolution style 

hat which rested upon a grey curly wig.  He jumped off his horse, I 

slammed the window shut and opened up the creaky door for him.  

He gently kissed my cheek and said that he was going to steal gold 

tonight and I was to wait for him. 

He kept staring at something hiding in the darkness but I couldn’t 

find out what.  Little did I know that a stable boy with dirty clothes 

and hair was listening.  A few moments later after he had rode away I 

started to get bored so I tied a red love knot into my hair.  Then I 

tried my best to stay awake but I couldn’t help drifting to sleep….. 

I woke up but I couldn’t move I looked down and saw a bundle of 

rope tied around my wait trapping my hands.  Two guns were tied 

towards my face.  I managed to swivel my head to look out of the 

window abd saw the King’s guards holding guns.  Suddenly O could 

hear a familiar sound of clip clopping hooves down the path. 

I knew I must warn him about the guards but how?  Then I 

remembered the guns digging into my sides – I had a plan!  I 

breathed in and my hands fumbled around with the trigger.  I 

hesitated then imagined the Highwayman getting caught by the 

guards and thrown into prison.  Gently I pushed the trigger on the 

gun and a hard bullet hit my chest releasing a pool of blood.  I could 

hear a horse neighing and turning around and then I knew my time 

was up. 



The Highwayman – AJ Leach 

 

As I was riding down the purple moor wind rushed at my face. I 

found Bess, I walked up there and started to talk.  Jeff Ostler was 

peeking out of the window, he listened and ran away. The 

Highwayman went to get some gold and Jeff called the King’s guards 

and they came and tied up Bess and Bess was shouting please help 

me.  Bess killed herself to warn the Highwayman and the 

highwayman went the other way. 

The next day the Highwayman came back for revenge but the guards 

were secretly hiding in dark corners of the inn, waiting, waiting for 

the perfect shot.  So highwayman and Bess were together forever. 

  



The Highwayman – Zarah Oyedokun 

 

One rainy day the sky was black, no sound only rain dripping like a 

tap.  Frost covered trees waving in the breeze, all silent and peaceful.  

Until tlip, tlop, tlipty, tlop I saw a strange figure lurking in the 

distance coming towards me. All I knew was that someone was 

riding, riding, riding; all I knew was that someone was riding across 

the hill. 

With a smart gold laced hat and boots to the thigh he instantly 

caught my eye.  I knew who it was from neck to knee it was my dear 

Highwayman.  Before he came I made my lips bright red so he can 

see me and checked my hair in my pocket mirror, he would be 

impressed. 

The Highwayman noticed my red love know I was plaiting in my hair, 

he said “One kiss my dear Bess” I knew he loved me.  He talked 

about getting me some gold, I said I was interested.  Before I could 

say more he galloped away into the dust, I was worried would my 

dear be fine? 

I heard some noise, the King’s guards in my grounds.  I just know 

they are after my dear Highwayman looking for him in every spot in 

every space.  I gulped in guilt, could it be, don’t come to me…travel 

far, travel deep, travel across the seven seas. 

They tied me up, help I yelled but not anymore as the gagged me.  I 

thought what can I do, it’s one girl against ten guards and then it 

came to me. 

  



The Highwayman – Jessica Clifton 

 

Whilst I was plaiting my long black hair I heard the hooves of a horse.  

I looked out of the door – it was the Highwayman.  He came with a 

bag of gold and told me he’d be back with more by moonlight. 

At moonlight I heard more hooves, clot-clot, clot-clot.  He was back.  

He had a mountain of gold, I loved the Highwayman with all my 

heart. 

In the morning when I heard hooves again I thought the Highwayman 

was back but instead I saw the King’s guards.  They gagged me and 

put guns to my chest.  What are these guards doing here?  Why have 

they gagged me and why are they acting like they own the place?  I 

wonder why I am tied up and if they want the Highwayman, 

somehow I have to warn him.  How though when I am tied up, what 

can I do? 

Maybe the only way is to warn him with my death.  It’s my life or his.  

I would do anything to save him, I must free one of my hands.   I 

hope he turns away, I hope he takes my sign. A rope comes loose 

and I get hold of the trigger.  I hope he goes away when I shoot 

myself, it’s a sign, goodbye my love, I‘ll warn him with my death….. 

 

  



The Highwayman – Charlotte Kitching 

 

As I hear the whistle I fling open the door and it is my love, the 

Highwayman.   The highwayman’s gold rim of his hat shimmered in 

the moonlight.  I was tying a love know as he whispered in my ear “I 

will be back tonight or tomorrow with bags of gems and gold.” 

So I untied my love knot and my hair fell down then he left in a flash 

before I could say goodbye.  So I shut the shutters and went to my 

bed. 

After I came downstairs the King’s guards were there so I went up to 

them and they grabbed me.  They took me to a bed and strapped me 

to it, I was really frightened they would kill me.  They stuck guns into 

my chest, kissed me and they were drinking. 

The highwayman was coming so I tried to warn him but I could not – 

so I said in my head, I could kill myself but I would die but he would 

live.  So I put my finger on the trigger and I pulled it to warn him.  

  



The Highway Man – Skyla Frampton 

 

Suddenly I heard a clatter of hooves coming from the old inn yard.  

Not long after I heard a whistle coming from outside, I wondered 

what it was.  I peeked out the window and what did I see but the 

Highwayman waiting, I quickly opened the window and a tall figure 

was smiling at me.  He had a jet black hat propped on top of his head 

with gold lace plaited in his hair.  He whispered in my ear I will be 

back by dawn I have something important coming up and I must go 

my dear.  With a blink of an eye he was gone.  I waited an hour, I 

waited two then I heard a clatter of hooves – it’s him I thought. 

Before I could hide they bashed open the door, tied me up and 

gagged me, I prayed he would come and rescue me then they placed 

a musket under my chest and started calling me names.  It was cruel 

I wanted him to come but at the same time I didn’t want him dead.  I 

slipped my hand out of the rope and reached for the trigger of the 

musket.  My hands slipped the trigger BANG…… 

 


