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Preface

This story opens in merry England in the year 1194 toward the end of the reign of King

Richard I, also known as Richard the Lionheart.

In 1192, King Richard, returning home during the Third Crusade, was captured by the

cruel Duke of Austria and sent to prison, where he was held for ransom.
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SYNOPSIS
A group of Normans travel to Rotherwood on their 
way to the great tournament in Ashby.

The Unknown Knight defeats Bois Guilbert on the 
first day of the tournament. This angers Prince 
John, who is plotting to seize the throne of King 
Richard, his brother.

Gurth, the herdsman, makes his way through the 
forest one night, when a band of men stop him and try 
to steal his gold.

On the second day of the tournament, the Unknown 
Knight is saved from defeat when a mysterious Black 
Knight comes to his rescue. When the Unknown 
Knight collapses, his helmet is removed and, to 
everyone’s surprise, he is found to be none other than 
Wilfred of Ivanhoe.

Prince John learns that his brother, King Richard, 
has gained his release from prison. Meanwhile, 
Rebecca attends to Ivanhoe’s wounds.

When De Bracy learns that the Black Knight is King 
Richard, he wastes no time in getting the news to 
Prince John. Secretly, they plan to do away with the 
king.

When Rebecca is accused of being a witch, she pleads 
for a trial-by-combat to prove her innocence.

Bois Guilbert blames himself for what is happening 
to Rebecca. He hates himself, for he can do nothing 
to save her.

When Ivanhoe, the Black Knight and Wamba are 
attacked on their way to Athelstane’s funeral, 
Locksley and his men come to their rescue. Locksley 
learns that the Black Knight is King Richard, and 
the king is not surprised to learn that Locksley is the 
famous Robin Hood.

Ivanhoe defeats Bois Guilbert in battle and Rebecca 
is freed. King Richard pardons his evil brother.



CTR E-51

Saxon Meets norman
^<c . - ' /V'' •/ >.

Eager to find shelter from the coming storm, Gurth and Wamba round up the pigs.
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Saxon Meets norman

Dark clouds cracked with lightning 
and began to cover the pink western 
sky. Thunder rolled down through the 
green hills of Sherwood Forest. A 
strange pair of companions drove a herd 
of pigs before them. They were eager to 
escape the coming storm. Both were 
servants of Cedric of Rotherwood, the 
Saxon lord whose lands bordered the 
forest.

Gurth, the herdsman, wore a tunic, 
or jacket, of rough goat skin from neck 
to knee. He carried a long knife and 
hunting horn in his belt. His face was 
fierce and he growled when he spoke.

His companion was small of build 
and light hearted. He was Wamba, the 
jester. He wore a cloth tunic of bright 
purple and a short red cloak with yellow 
lining. He wore silver bracelets and a 
stocking cap into which tiny bells were 
sewn. They jingled to his light, pranc-
ing steps.

Wamba carried a make-believe 
wooden sword in his belt. The little 
sword seemed to make fun of a world 
ruled by kings, princes and knights in 
armor with frightening swords and 
battle-axes of iron.

As they made their way, Gurth 
spoke. “Since William and his cruel 
Normans took this land from us, we 
have known nothing but trouble.”

“Yes, my friend, and matters are 
worse with good King Richard captured 
by his enemies on his way home from 
the Crusade. He’s in an Austrian 
prison. His brother, Prince John, rules 
in Richard’s name, but he’s no friend to 
Saxons. His Norman followers rob from 
us and throw us off our lands. Even our 
good master Cedric must soon fall to 
them."

As they spoke, men on horses came 
near to them. “I am Prior Aymer of 
Jourvaulx Abbey. We seek lodging for 
the night. Please direct us to 
Rotherwood.”

“Be quick about it,” roared a knight 
in armor, riding at Prior Aymer’s side. 
“We have no time to waste on Saxon 
servants.”

Gurth grew red in the face. His

hand slid to the handle of his knife. 
“Now, what if we refuse?” he growled.

“Saxon dog. Ill split you open,” 
said the knight, reaching to undo his 
great, broad sword.

“Now, now,” said Prior Aymer, 
“here are a few coins for good directions, 
my children.”

“Along this path, an hour’s ride, 
you will come to a fork at the large oak 
tree. Take the left fork and in another 
hour you will be at Rotherwood,” said 
Wamba. At that, the party of Normans 
rode off.

“Well done,” laughed Gurth. “The 
left fork will put them deep in the bog. 
They’ll be tramping around all night. 
Ho, Ho on you, knight in rattling ar-
mor.”

Coming to the fork, the party of 
Normans found a pilgrim resting be-
neath the great oak tree. He was 
wrapped around in a long, gray, woolen 
cloak. A walking stick lay at his side. A 
large cross hung at his chest. A wide hat 
cast a shadow hiding his face.

“I am Brian de Bois Guilbert, 
Knight of the Holy Templar. We seek 
lodging at Rotherwood. Shall we take 
the left or right fork?”

“By all means, the right fork. The 
left leads to a bog. I will lead you there, 
for that’s where I’m going tonight,” said 
the pilgrim.

At Rotherwood, Cedric, in his din-
ing hall, scowled at the thought of feed-
ing Normans. But by custom, he had to. 
Cedric was a strong, handsome man of 
60 years. Blue eyes blazed in a wide face 
beneath a head of thick, blond hair that 
fell to his shoulders.

The Norman party entered the 
great dining hall and took their places 
at the table. Lady Rowena was last to 
enter. She was a Saxon princess with 
blond hair and green eyes. Cedric was 
her protector.

The lord of Rotherwood was a fiery 
man. He and his guests soon began 
arguing over the courage and skills of 
Saxon and Norman warriors.

As tempers flared, Isaac of York, a 
Jewish merchant said to have great,

but secret, wealth, entered the hall 
seeking lodging for the night. Because 
Jews of the time were badly treated, 
Isaac entered with fear. He was an 
older man with gray hair and a beard 
framing a narrow, handsome face.

Bois Guilbert shouted loudly at the 
frightened old man, saying he would not 
eat at the same table with Isaac.

“Then you will leave this hall and 
go hungry, Knight Templar,” said 
Cedric. “Any man who comes in peace, 
whether he be Christian, Jew, or Mos-
lem, is welcome at my table.”

Bois Guilbert fell back into his seat 
grumbling, and busied himself eating.

The quarrel soon started again. As 
Bois Guilbert boasted of the courage of 
Norman knights in the Crusade, the 
pilgrim stood and spoke.

“You talk bravely here, Sir Knight, 
but in the tournament you and your 
knights lost to King Richard and a band 
of Saxon knights.”

“A loose strap, pilgrim, and a well- 
aimed lance by one called Ivanhoe 
caused me to fall from my horse. But 
he’ll meet his end at the point of my 
lance if he dares meet me again.”

“I’ll accept that challenge for him,” 
said the pilgrim.

“And I give my word that Ivanhoe 
will meet you in tournament,” Rowena 
said, shocking all. For Ivanhoe was the 
title of Wilfred, Cedric’s son. Wilfred 
was Rowena’s true love.

But Cedric would not recognize 
Wilfred as his son. Wilfred had pledged 
loyalty to Richard, the Norman king. 
And he fought at his side in the Cru-
sade.

As the meal ended, Bois Guilbert 
found Isaac. “Watch out, merchant,” he 
hissed.

Leaving, the pilgrim heard Bois 
Guilbert speaking to his guards. They 
would seize Isaac on the road the next 
day and steal his gold.
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“Ivanhoe is well enough, but I don't know when he'll return to Englandf" the pilgrim lied.
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After the meal, Rowena sent for the 
pilgrim. She wanted further news of 
Ivanhoe.

“He is well enough,” said the pil-
grim, lowering his voice and lowering 
his hat over his face, “but I don’t know 
when hell be in England.”

This was a white lie. For in front of 
her, in pilgrim’s clothes, was, in fact, 
Ivanhoe himself. He had pledged to 
keep his disguise until King Richard 
showed his face in England. Richard 
had been out of the country too long. 
Were his Norman nobles still loyal? Or 
were they siding with Prince John who 
wanted Richard’s throne? Before show-
ing his face, Richard would have to find 
out.

Even as Rowena and the pilgrim 
spoke, knights from across England 
were traveling to the town of Ashby. A 
great tournament was to be held there 
in three days. Prince John himself 
would attend, and he would be looking 
for loyal followers.

“If only Ivanhoe could be at Ashby 
to challenge Bois Guilbert and defeat 
him,” sighed Rowena.

“Yes. A Saxon un-horsing the best 
of the mighty Norman knights in front 
of Prince John might stop these 
Normans until Richard arrives,” said 
the pilgrim in his disguised voice.

When he left Rowena, the pilgrim 
found Isaac asleep. He woke the old 
man and warned him of Bois Guilbert’s 
plan to rob him.

“You must help me, pilgrim. Help 
me escape these evil men,” wailed 
Isaac.

The pilgrim found Gurth, the 
herdsman, his boyhood friend, at 
Rotherwood. This once he shared his 
secret and let Gurth know he was 
Wilfred of Ivanhoe. Gurth gave a yelp of 
joy. He would do anything for his old 
friend, his master’s son. Gurth found 
horses for Isaac and Ivanhoe. The two 
were away and on the road before sun-
rise.

At mid-morning, Isaac and the pil-
grim came to a hill above Sheffield , a 
town where Isaac had business. Dan-

ger was behind them.
“Farewell, Isaac, and take care.”
“Wait, pilgrim. These old eyes and 

ears tell me you are not simply a pil-
grim. Your kindness and courage tell 
me that, too. Beneath those gray 
clothes, I suspect there may be a good 
and true knight. One, I should guess, 
who would happily bear arms against 
Bois Guilbert at Ashby.”

“You surprise me, old man. But, as 
you can see, I am without war horse and 
armor.”

Isaac took paper and a pen from a 
flat box he carried with him. He laid the 
paper on the box and wrote carefully. 
When he finished, he folded the paper 
and gave it to the pilgrim.

“Go into the town of Leicester and 
give this letter to a merchant named 
Jairam (jy-ram). He owes me favors. 
He will arrange horse and armor for you 
to do battle at Ashby. Farewell, Sir 
Knight,” said Isaac, as they parted.

Crowds of people streamed into 
Ashby. Knights gathered at either end 
of the long tournament field. Colorful 
banners and flags fluttered in the 
breeze. Excitement was in the air. 
Prince John and his followers entered 
the royal box. In the stands, across from 
the royal box, sat Cedric and the Sax-
ons. Rowena was there, too. So was 
Athelstane, great, great grandson of 
Harold, the last Saxon king of England.

A band of Saxons all dressed in the 
green of the forest sat in the stands. 
Shouting and name-calling started. 
Isaac and his beautiful daughter 
Rebecca had entered the stands. Isaac 
was there for two reasons. Prince John 
ordered him to be there. Isaac was a 
money lender, and Prince John needed 
money to carry out his plan to take 
Richard’s throne. But besides, Isaac 
wanted to see the pilgrim knight defeat 
Bois Guilbert.

Bois Guilbert, in full armor, sat on 
his horse with lance and shield. At 
Prince John’s command, trumpets 
sounded to begin the jousting. The 
Knight Templar and a knight at the 
other end of the field drove their horses

in a gallop toward one another. Bois 
Guilbert’s lance struck a mighty blow 
on his challenger’s shield, un-horsing 
him.

Through the morning, Bois 
Guilbert and his fellow knights de-
feated all challengers. By early after-
noon there seemed none left to chal-
lenge. Prince was about to call an end to 
the jousting and declare Bois Guilbert 
champion. Suddenly, a knight in dark 
blue armor on a coal-black horse ap-
peared at the far end of the field. His 
helmet hid his face. He refused to give 
his name. He had pledged to remain 
unknown, he said.

He called out a challenge to Bois 
Guilbert. He challenged each of Bois 
Guilbert’s companions as well. The 
stands came alive with wild cheering, 
for never had such a challenge been 
made. England’s five champion 
knights had been targeted by an un-
known knight.

First it was Bois Guilbert. The 
Knight Templar and the Unknown 
Knight came together in a loud crash. 
Bois Guilbert, taking the thrust of the 
lance on his shield, just managed to 
hold his seat. As they came at one 
another again, the Unknown Knight 
aimed his lance low at Bois Guilbert’s 
shield. At the last split-second, he 
thrust the lance high to the helmet. 
Down with a yelp of surprise went Bois 
Guilbert like a tree.

One by one, Bois Guilbert’s fellow 
knights tried to un-horse the Unknown 
Knight. But he was able to shield him-
self from all blows. Each in turn was 
soundly knocked from his horse. The 
cheering in the stands was deafening. 
But with the defeat of his champion 
knights, angry Prince John stormed out 
of the royal box. “Who will pledge loy-
alty to me now!” he thought.
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Dcbts are Paid

As Gurth worried about what Cedric would do to him if he was caught, four squires approached the tent.
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No longer one of Cedric’s herds-
men, Gurth the herdsman stood outside 
the blue-and-white tent in the camp of 
the knights. The pilgrim, Wilfred of 
Ivanhoe in disguise, had need of his 
services. And so Gurth became squire 
to the Unknown Knight. “Heaven help 
me,” he thought, “when Cedric catches 
up with me.” For Gurth had left 
Rotherwood without telling a soul, the 
minute his new master called.

As Gurth thought of these things, 
four squires approached the tent. They 
were leading large war horses. A suit of 
armor was strapped to the saddle of 
each horse. It was the custom for a 
defeated knight to surrender horse and 
armor to the winning knight.

Gurth announced the squires’ ar-
rival, and the Unknown Knight re-
ceived them. From each he accepted 
ransom money instead of horse and 
armor, which is also the custom. But 
not from Bois Guilbert’s squire.

“Advise your master,” said the Un-
known Knight, “that it is not ended 
between us. Advise him to keep horse 
and armor. He will soon need them 
because when we meet again we will 
fight to the death.”

When the squires left, the Un-
known Knight sent for Gurth. Out of 
the ransom he took a sum to repay Isaac 
for his own horse and armor. Gurth 
took the gold and went on his way.

In Ashby, Gurth found Isaac stay-
ing at a friend’s house and made the 
payment. Then a strange thing hap-
pened. As he was leaving, Gurth was 
called aside by Rebecca, Isaac’s daugh-
ter.

“Squire, how much did your master 
give you to repay my father for horse 
and armor?”

“Eighty gold pieces,” answered 
Gurth.

Rebecca handed Gurth a silk 
purse. “There are 100 gold pieces here. 
Return the 80 to your master and keep 
20 for yourself, squire. It is a small price 
for seeing my father away safely from 
Rotherwood.”

Gurth couldn’t have been more sur-

prised or pleased as he made his way 
back to his master through the woods. 
A couple of more days like this, he 
thought, and I’ll be able to buy my 
freedom from Cedric. Then, as he 
passed a large oak tree, two men 
jumped out in the path in front of him, 
and two others behind him.

“These woods are dangerous at 
night, friend. Robbers would cut your 
throat for a penny,” said one.

“What’s in your pockets? We’ll pro-
tect you,” said another.

“I need no man to protect me. If 
you’ll step out of the way, I’ll pass,” said 
Gurth.

Before he could take a step, the four 
men were on him. They knocked Gurth 
to the ground and held him while one 
went through his clothing and found 
the purses.

“What have we here? Why, it looks 
like gold. And quite a bit of it!”

Gurth was lifted to his feet and 
marched through the woods. They 
came to a clearing where a large group 
of men stood around.

“We found this fellow and what do 
you think he was carrying?” said one of 
Gurth’s captors, holding out his and 
Rebecca’s purses.

“Well now, my man. Who are you 
and what are you doing with all this 
money?” asked a tall man coming for-
ward.

Gurth recognized him as their 
leader. He sat with these men in the 
stands behind Cedric at the tourna-
ment. All were dressed in forest green.

“The gold belongs to my master, the 
Unknown Knight,” said Gurth, angrily. 
“And if you are good Saxons, you’ll not 
take it.”

“Well, well, you are bold,” said the 
leader. “And we do admire the knight 
greatly for tumbling the Normans. But 
if he lets a fellow like you hold his gold 
on the road at night, it might mean that 
you are able to protect it. Otherwise, if 
you really are not fit to protect it, the 
good knight should know.”

The leader spoke to one of his men. 
He was a miller, a man who grinds

wheat into flour as his trade. He was 
Gurth’s size, but stronger. He carried a 
quarter-staff, a five-foot length of hard-
wood, round, thick and strong. It was a 
weapon used for protection and in 
sporting contests by the common 
people.

“You, miller, will defend the honor 
of our band of men against the squire. 
And squire, if you can knock over the 
miller like your master knocked over 
the Normans today, you can leave 
with your gold,” spoke the leader. 
“Otherwise, we’ll hold the gold for 
safety and bring it and you back to the 
good knight — like a little boy who 
shouldn’t be out alone at night.”

Gurth snorted. He was given a 
quarter-staff, and he and the miller 
faced each other in a tight circle. They 
struck out with fury as quarter-staff 
landed on quarter-staff with sharp 
cracks — on shoulders, arms and ribs. 
The miller was the stronger, but Gurth 
was more nimble. He dodged more 
blows and struck more blows. The 
miller grew tired and Gurth saw his 
chance. He aimed a blow to the miller’s 
left side. When the miller shifted his 
quarter-staff to catch the blow, Gurth, 
with lightning speed, yanked back his 
staff and sent it up with great force to 
the side of the miller’s head. Down went 
the miller.

“Well done, nimble squire,” said 
the leader, as he helped the groggy 
miller to his feet. “Keep your gold and 
go in peace. Tell your master that 
Locksley and his men would be proud to 
fight at his side against our Norman 
enemies if ever he needs us.”
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