Robin Hood notched a green-tipped arrow to his longbow with a shaking, withered hand. Once or twice his bow almost slipped, causing Much the miller’s son to stoop and attempt to catch it.
Robin batted Much away. “I want to do this,” he mumbled.

“Robin… you’re weak,” protested Much. Most of the remaining merry men appeared to agree with him, judging by the way they were nodding their heads and mumbling.

“But I can do this,” wheezed Robin. “I may be dying, but I was always able to… to…”

And he let his arrow fly.

“Wherever that arrow lands,” Robin commanded, “it shall be my grave.”

Robin died three days later, surrounded by his men. The designated grave site was just that, with a solemn ritual presided over by Friar Tuck. Little John, incidentally, died a month afterwards, his strength sapped, even though he had carried the body of his friend to his resting place single-handedly. Many said that he had no reason for living now that Robin Hood was dead.
The outlaws gradually dispersed. There was no need for them any more; they had lived their heroic lives. Sherwood Forest was deathly silent after a mere eight weeks and two quiet deaths.

Treguard of Dunshelm was slammed against the floor of his own antechamber.

“But I…”

“But nothing!” yelled Lord Wraith, and it was clear that he meant what he said, even through a communications view screen. “You’ve been a thorn in my side for a year and that’s already more than enough! Now you’re going to stop sending Dungeoneers into my dungeon, or…”

“Your dungeon?” screamed Treguard. “YOUR dungeon? Might I remind you that, as technically it is part of my castle, it is MY dungeon…”
“It WAS your dungeon,” corrected Wraith, “until Lord Fear kindly removed himself from it, for my personal use only. Now are you going to heed my warning or not?”

“Not,” sighed Treguard.

“Look, my puffed-up friend, you’re all washed up as a Dungeon Master. You’ve got the new look and that’s all you’ve got. You’re in a backwater castle in the middle of nowhere, in the boundary between this world and the real one. You’ve got no assistants left and no henchmen in the dungeon. Nothing… except Merlin, and a doddering old fool hardly counts. It’s the end of your era, Treguard. Now be a good Saxon, and get out of here.”

Treguard forced a communications blackout. No more conversations with the wretched Wraith for him. He sadly looked round at his dilapidated antechamber and couldn’t help thinking to himself that Wraith had been right – partially. The fire was out and the candles didn’t bring him much light. Sadly, he slumped over to his favourite chair and sat himself down in it.

There was something else that Wraith had pointed out. Henchmen. He had them, and Treguard hadn’t, apart from Merlin.

Merlin… 

…of course.

“No, Merlin, I don’t want to be brought back to life.”
“But you said you wanted to be brought back to life.”

“Merlin, I said I wanted a hero brought back to life.”

“Oh.”

“So can you do it?”

“Erm… come again?”

Treguard sighed and started pacing around Merlin’s little room. “Merlin. Listen. We’re alone in the Dungeon. We don’t have anyone to help us. Villages are being destroyed around here, and we’ll be next if we don’t hurry up. Now, I want a hero brought back. One of the old heroes of the folk tales.” He hesitated. “Someone like King Arthur would be nice.”

Merlin blanched. “King Arthur? Oh, I didn’t like him.”

“You didn’t like…? Oh… Merlin… of course…”

“He was always a bit too big for his regal boots, if you know what I mean. And besides, he wouldn’t enter into servitude. He’d rather not spend the rest of his life in a dungeon.”

“The Dungeon isn’t all a dungeon,” interjected Treguard. “Some of it’s a forest.”

“Exactly. So that’s why we need someone like, erm, uh…”

“Yes?” sighed Treguard.

“That man who lived in the forest.”

“Robin Hood?”

“Yes! Robin Hood! What a good idea, Treguard! I wish I’d thought of it.”

Treguard sighed.

Days later, Merlin found it. Stacks of books littered his chamber’s floor as he cleared his bookshelves in search of an old dusty tome that he just knew he had somewhere. After almost a week of wandering around tripping over books and cursing, there it was – right at the back of a shelf – Merlin’s Old Dusty Tome That You Just Know You Have Somewhere. Not that it was a very assuming title, but then again, it did contain very dangerous magic.

Merlin picked it up, gently. It really was very fragile. Hoping he didn’t trip over any books, he made his way back to his chair… and tripped over a book. Cursing for the thousandth time, he straightened himself, sat down on the chair, and opened the Old Dusty Tome on his lap.

His crystal ball buzzed and he heard his pre-recorded message sound. “Hello… this is Merlin… at least, I think it is… leave a message if you…” Merlin pressed the crystal ball down and the message stopped. “Hello? This is Merlin. Who is it?”

“It’s me, Merlin.”

“Treguard? What a surprise.”

“Well?”

“Well what?”

“Have you found it yet?”

“Found what?”

“The book, Merlin… the book you’ve been searching for this past week?”

“Books? I’ve got lots of books here, Treguard.”

Treguard sighed (again). “The book about raising someone from the dead.”

Merlin even managed to sound confused over an audio communication. “Oh… erm… well, I wouldn’t know about that… hey! Look! It’s here on my knee! How did it get there? Books are amazing! Aren’t they, Treguard?”
Treguard sighed, and wandered off into his castle’s bedrooms for a lie down. That, and perhaps a quick prayer that Merlin would get it right.

Merlin was immersed in complete darkness. Steadily (or as steadily as he could), he held his golden wand right in front of him, and closed his eyes, concentrating on the image of Robin Hood. The green and brown outfit… the bow and arrows… maybe a beard, maybe not. Long hair… the whole thing. He needed the image in his mind.

Merlin opened his eyes the tiniest fraction, and saw it. Floating in the darkness before him, the extinct lifestream of Robin Hood. There it was, and it was green.

He had to be quick. Merlin shot his wand forward, and the lifestream froze. It hovered in the darkness for a moment, before fluttering down into Merlin’s outstretched hand. Merlin snatched it, dropped it, grabbed at it to catch it again, dropped his wand, and grabbed that too. He had to grab, rather than bend, because he was floating in the realm of the dead, and anything that was dropped would be lost forever.

Sweating, Merlin blew on the lifestream, and it began to glow with an eerie gold light, illuminating Merlin’s area in the endless black void around him. With his wand, he guided it into an empty space in front of him (well, there was plenty of that…) and concentrated hard on it, keeping the image of Robin fixed into his mind.
And as he stared, it grew. There it was – a human shape! A human shape that was, to Merlin’s joy, growing into the image he’d had! A couple of anxious minutes of waiting, and the majestic, yet dead form of Lord Robert of Loxley floated before him.
Merlin gave a whoop of joy that turned almost at once into a gasp of horror, and he noticed something about Robin’s body… it wasn’t growing up… it was growing down.

With another gasp of horror, Merlin noticed the angle of his wand. It was all wrong, and in the wrong hand! Robin’s rapidly diminishing body would eventually shrink to a baby, and then disappear forever… Merlin had to act fast.

“Spellcasting,” he thundered, “H – A – L – T.” It was his only hope. And as he finished the spell, the blackness around him was wiped, and he tumbled onto something solid. There were many small crunching, crashing noises as he felt himself slide down some sort of incline and come to rest on some rough ground.

Merlin opened his eyes and stood up, staggering. It took a few minutes to come into focus, and another few minutes to remember what he was supposed to be doing.

Treguard and Merlin stood in the antechamber of Dunshelm Castle, looking down at the body.

“Are you quite sure this was Robin Hood?”

“It was… I think...” said Merlin sheepishly. “I may have made a little mistake…”

“This man is no older than 23!”

“Yes, well, that was the mistake.”

“Oh dear. What a pity… never mind…” muttered Treguard. “I suppose you can raise him?”

“What?”

“Bring the body back to life?”

“Body?”

“Merlin! Please concentrate! Robin Hood’s body! Bring it back to life!”
“Oh… of course…” muttered Merlin. He pointed his wand at Robin and commanded, “Wakizashi!”
Nothing happened.

“Merlin?”

“Hmm?”

“Nothing happened.”

“Oh,” Merlin blushed. “That must have been a mistake. Enervate.”

Robin’s body’s eyes snapped open, and both Treguard and Merlin stepped back in terror. Unfortunately for Merlin, the dungeon portal was behind him, and he disappeared with a fizzle, leaving Treguard on his own.

The figure in green and brown leapt up with a youthful spring, and landed, barefooted, on Treguard’s antechamber’s floor.

“W… welcome back… Robin…” Treguard stammered.

The youthful man looked at Treguard.

“Robin?”

“You are Robin?”

“I’m Robin… wait, wait…” muttered Robin. “I remember! I’m Robin Hood!”

“So you don’t actually know how to use a longbow?”
“Not as such, no.”

Robin sighed heavily, holding a blue-tipped arrow in his right hand. The arrow was cold and heavy, weighing him down on one side. This lack of skill wasn’t usual to Robin, but – as he had explained to Treguard many, many times – back in his Loxley days, when he was 23 for the first time, he had very little idea how to use a longbow, and his skills were merely picked up during his many years as an outlaw. Glancing down the glade in which he had been practising, Robin rather thought Treguard might have noticed something already, judging by the amount of arrows which had failed to hit the target – exactly all of them, in fact. The target had been grazed once or twice, but Robin would have been grateful for a little break.

Treguard urged him on. “Come on, Robin, you know you can do this. Can’t you remember anything?”

“I can remember many things,” replied Robin, “but that doesn’t mean I can do them.” He notched his final arrow to his longbow. Shaking himself up mentally, he closed one eyelid, and peered through the other eye, focusing on the pristine paper bull’s-eye at the end of the forest glade. With baited breath, he fired… and watched the arrow fly across the glade… and miss the target completely… and disappear into the trees.
Treguard let out a noise that was something between a sigh and a snarl.

“Damn that Merlin! Can’t he do anything right?”

“Hey!” Robin put in. “He brought me back to life – and look at me! I was dead, and now I’m in peak health!”

“Yes,” replied Treguard, “and also completely unable to do anything whatsoever.”

“I resent that!” yelled Robin, giving Treguard a shove.

Treguard, quick as a flash, not meaning to do anything violent, unsheathed Wrymslayer and whirled around, with a move borne of his old Saxon Knight days. The blow would have killed the young Robin in an instant, but – to his surprise as much as anyone else’s – Robin vaulted high over the blade, somersaulted in the air, and landed on the other side.

Treguard and Robin suddenly looked at each other in surprise.

As if music had suddenly appeared in the air, Treguard, without a word, picked up one of his old, rusty swords that he had brought from the castle and handed it to Robin. The minute it touched Robin’s hand, it looked natural there, and the energy seemed to swell around the pair of them both… Treguard stood there, and suddenly brought Wyrmslayer swinging towards Robin.

The duel only took a couple of minutes. Every blow that Treguard aimed towards the young, green-clad one was parried within what seemed like a few milliseconds. Robin was fighting with incredible energy and skill, and Treguard was amazed. So amazed, in fact, that he let his concentration slip for a second. In that second, he felt a sudden jolt, and turned to see Wrymslayer spinning off and landing a couple of metres away with a soft thud.
A sneaking suspicion, connected to one of Merlin’s earlier mistakes, began to dawn on Treguard’s brain as he bowed deeply to the grinning Robin. It looked as if he would be able to find a use for him after all.

The bell of Dunshelm Castle rang for the first time in what had seemed like an eternity. Treguard was about to walk into his antechamber to discover an uninvited guest there… but a few hundred metres away, in the surrounding forests, Robin was taking a stroll around his new residence… residence, that is, in a secret hideout in the trees – after all, that was what he was used to.

Robin felt unusually jolly as he was strolling along. The spare sword that he had used to disarm Treguard was firmly placed in his belt, so thoroughly polished that it was completely unrecognisable from the rusting old blade that it had once been. He took a swig from a small bottle of drink, intending to have a quick rest before he headed towards the local inn which, Treguard has informed him, would be the place to meet Dungeoneers… whatever they were.

“You’ll need a helper.”

Robin swung round, his sword-arm tightening on his sword’s hilt. Merlin looked completely out of place for where he was – after all, you rarely see the most powerful wizard on earth standing in the middle of a dense thicket of trees. The man behind him, however, looked perfectly in place – a short, scruffy man with stubble and a collection of brown rags for clothes. He looked completely unfamiliar to Robin, but Robin just couldn’t help feeling something in the air about him.
“I hear you’ve sworn your services to the Powers That Be,” continued Merlin.

Robin nodded mutely.

“Well, I’m grateful. Anyway, I reckoned you’d be a bit lonely here, and after all, you need a drinking partner.”

“That’s what I was going to the Crazed Heifer to –”

Merlin held up a hand and Robin fell silent.

“I had another little experiment while you were training. You remember Little John?”

“Of course…” started Robin.

“This little man here,” said Merlin, indicating the one who had accompanied him, “is him.”

Robin looked quickly at the man, who grinned.

“No it’s not. He looks nothing like John.”

“Ah,” muttered Merlin. “Yes – well – I made another little mistake. This man is – well – was Little John. But while I was casting the spell my mind was also on a man I met once, and this is the result.”

“I don’t mind,” said the short man suddenly. “I’m as pleased to be alive again as anyone would be!” And he shared a grin with Robin.

“So… so…,” began Merlin, who appeared to have lost his thread. “I said you’d need a helper, Robin Hood, fighter for the Powers That Be.”
The short man stepped forward.

“This is Lance,” declared Merlin with a huge smile. “I think you’ll find him suitable.”
