
Old Hardy 

 

Prologue 

Kind friends, whom here we welcome to a play 

That shows the heroes of our working day 

Tis not our feeble utterance alone 

That speaks the merits all true men should own 

Rather to fairer witness we appeal 

To show the worth that we can only feel 

Each blade of grass that’s wet with morning dew 

Should sing of those who saved its grace for you 

Each tree that gleams beneath the summer sun 

Should hail the victories its protectors won 

Shall soldiers, reeking with their bloody fame 

Gain themselves a hero’s honoured name? 

Shall wordy senators, ‘mid loud applause 

Claim gratitude for piles of cumbrous laws? 

And shall these silent patriots lie unknown? 

They who have made this land indeed your own? 

The laurel to the soldier may belong 

Apollo’s bay leaf pay the poets song 

But let the oaken garland still attest 

The worth of those who severed our land the best 

While Bushey’s glades the grateful wanderer screen 

Shall Bennett’s memory flourish fresh and green 

And Loughton’s trees till their last leaf shall fall 

Should murmur still the name of Willingale 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Scene 1  

Evening in the forest. Old Hardy seated on a fallen tree. To him enter Slingsby, Mrs Woodford, 

Robson and Moreland, all with tools in their hands, as returning from their work. 

Slingsby: Well, this has been a fine day for our work, and it has been a bright day in other ways for 

some of us. My son and your daughter, Mrs Woodford, will remember it many a long day. Theirs was 

the prettiest wedding that has been seen in the village for years. 

Mrs Woodford: Right you are, neighbour; and here’s Old Hardy too, whose son’s just back from 

London town, with a heap of money in his pocket, they say. You must be fine and glad to get him 

back again, Master Hardy. And how do he talk, surely! 

Mrs Woodford sits down by Hardy. 

Hardy: Ay, he talks finely enough; but I aint much one for these new fashioned ways. I don’t 

understand all this about the rights of the people, and their voting, and all that. We got on well 

enough without that in the old times. 

Moreland: Well, but, neighbour p’r’aps they did not need them sort of things then. Very likely they 

did not turn poor folks out of their houses so quickly; and as for what Peter says about the rights of 

the people, I remember when the Squire wanted to cut down the tree that stands on our village 

green, you were as strong as any one against it, Master Hardy. 

Hardy: And what’s that to do with it? That old tree was here long before you or I were born, or our 

fathers or grandfathers either. It never had anything to do with any new fangled notions. I never 

heard that it took to voting at elections or such like. Not but what there were fine dings in the old 

times at elections, with banners and speeches, and playing of flutes and drums. But they’ve taken all 

that away now, and there’s nothing left but talk. Not that I’ve anything to say against my lad, for he’s 

a good lad and [half to himself] wonderful like his mother at times. 

Slingsby: Well, I hold with you Hardy, about new fangled things. There’s a new Squire now, with his 

house full of grand folk from London. He don’t come among us now and slap us on the back like the 

old squire would, and ask after the babbies, and, mayhap, rap out an oath or two when he was angry 

and half-a-crown the next day to make it all right again. No! no! this one stalks by, as stiff as one of 

those poplars; that is; when he comes here at all, and spends half his time away from the old place 

altogether. 

Mrs Woodford: Ay, and they say he’s going to bring other new fangled things into the village. Why, 

you know this very place where you are to meet to-night to keep up your old custom of lopping. 

They say the Squire intends to shut you out of it, and to keep the place all to himself. 

Moreland: that would be a burning shame, why there was a man here the other day, one of those 

verse-making fellows, you know, who told me that this lopping had been going on ever so many 

hundred years, and, what’s more, he made a song about it and taught me to sing it, and a right good 

song it is, with a rattling chorus. 



Robson: Yes I saw the chap out early one morning, just a I was going to work, walking up and down 

under those elms there, talking to himself. A queer looking fellow he was for a writer, not like most 

of that kind, leastways if I’m told rightly about them. 

Hardy: Why, what did you see in him different from the others? 

Robson: Well, this one was a strong, broad-shouldered fellow, that looked as if he could have cut 

down a tree with the best of us. And he seemed a friendly, easy-going sort of chap too. None of your 

big word or fine airs with him. 

Hardy: Well, I don’t think much of these writing fellows, somehow, and I don’t see what they’ve got 

to do with us; though my son Peter thinks a lot of them, and can tell you ever so much that they’ve 

written too 

Moreland: Come now Master Hardy, you were as fond of a good song as any of us, when you were a 

few years younger, and had a right good voice too; and if there were none of these writing fellows, 

how should we have any songs to sing, let alone having anything to talk about when we meet at the 

White Hart after the day’s work is done. 

Hardy: Well my times past for songs and for the White Hart too. Not but what my boys have good 

voices, thank God! And Master Stackpoole of the White Hart is an honest man and good neighbour. 

And I don’t want to spoil sport either Jack Moreland. So give us the song; and there are some here 

that will be glad to bear a hand in the chorus, I’ll be bound 

Moreland: That’s hearty. And here’s old Master Slingsby will help us with the fiddle that we all know 

so well, but, before I begin, I should just like to explain what it’s all about. You’ve heard of William 

Conqueror, that our boys read about in the books at school. Well, from that I can make out, he made 

a great confusion in the country, and turned a lot of poor men out of their houses; and his son was 

no better than he was, rather worse, some folks say. 

Hardy: But what’s that got to do with our lopping trees here? It seems to me your bits of knowledge 

get all mixed up in your head Jack, and you don’t know which to bring out first. 

Moreland: Don’t you be in a hurry. You stand up for old things, and when I tell you about old things 

you cut me short. 

Hardy: Ay, but there’s old things and old things, as one may say; and some of them concern us, and 

some don’t. Now I don’t see what we’ve got to do with kings and that sort of folk. I don’t see that 

they do us much harm nowadays-leastways, if we leave them alone. 

Moreland: Ay, but they would harm us nowadays if our fathers that’s dead and gone hadn’t put a 

spoke in their wheel in those old times. For, as I was saying King William (or rather his son, and now I 

think of it, he was William too) he wanted to take all this forest for himself, and to turn poor fellows 

like us out of it, that he might hunt his game here. But our fathers they stood up like men, and told 

him to go about his business; and so he was frightened; and, as he couldn’t build up all the cottages 

again that he had pulled down, he let them come and lop some of the trees here for firewood, and 

as long as anyone would come and do that no one could turn them out of the forest; and that’s why 

we’re coming up tonight to lop these trees. 



Hardy: Well! I daresay that’s all right. And now let’s have your song. 

Moreland {sings} 

Our fathers of old 

were foresters bold 

When the Norman ruffians came; 

And they lived so free 

‘Neath the green wood tree 

And none could work them shame 

But the Red King came, 

With his eyes of flame 

and he swore in his cruel pride 

that the forest was here 

for the bonny dun deer 

and for none but the King beside 

Then his followers true 

they burnt and slew 

and they laid our homesteads low 

till our fathers made stand 

with the axe in their hand 

and the twang of an English bow 

Then the king grew pale 

and his heart ‘gan fail 

and he cried to our fathers free 

“Your rights shall stand while an English hand 

Can lop the greenwood tree” 

Then hurrah for the right 

That we won  the fight 

and we keep this day with glee 

Our freedom shall stand 

While a sturdy hand 

can lop the Loughton tree 

[all repeat the last verse in chorus] 

Moreland: Well! Lads, now we’ve sung about the lopping, let us remember to do it. We all meet 

here again at midnight. 

[Exeunt all but Hardy & Moreland] 

Moreland: Well, Master Hardy, I suppose it is about time to be going home. 

[Hardy starts as if he had been in a dream] 



Hardy: maybe you’re right, lad! But somehow that song brought back to me the time when I used to 

go a-courting my old woman that’s gone. Martha Mildmay, she was then. Somehow things was 

different then [speaking very slowly] But that’s a long time ago. She had a fine voice, jack, as all the 

Village knew; and as fine a figure as there was to be seen in five villages round. Well, well! It don’t 

seem like the same time now. Why, here’s Peter to fetch me home. 

[enter Peter Hardy] 

Peter: Well, father, so I hear from old Master Slingsby that you have been as gay as birds here. 

Hardy: Well! Jack, here, has been giving us one of the songs that some writing fellow up at the Hall 

made up about us all. 

Moreland: That is, about our fathers who lived here many hundreds of years ago. 

Peter: it’s little good that we shall get from the Hall, either written, or said, or done. They say that 

the Squire intends to turn the Forest into a game preserve, and to shut us out of it altogether. 

Hardy: Come, come, lad! this will be one of the stories  that you pickup from the newspapers that 

you are so fond of. The world isn’t as bad as folks think. “It’s those who look for evil that find it” my 

old woman used to say. 

Peter: Ay, but if people looked out for it in time, they’d not only find it, but stop it growing. 

Hardy: Well, well, lad, I’m tired with my days work; now we’ll come home to supper. 

Moreland: But remember, Master Hardy, we shall want you, and Peter too, to help in the lopping at 

midnight. 

Hardy: All right jack; we wont fail you. 

[exeunt, after a pause enter Sir James Firebrace and Colonel Mordaunt. Keeper and Gardener follow 

with hurdles and board] 

Firebrace: Yes, you’re right, Mordaunt. One has to look sharply after ones property nowadays. Why, 

look at this very place we are standing. My father wanted to turn it into a game preserve years ago, 

but there were some stupid rights, as they call them, of the labourers, that stood in his way. Some 

interfering pettifogger put it into their heads that as long as they come out to lop the trees here at 

midnight, they’re to be free of the Forest, and I’m not to turn them out of it. A lot of good it can do 

them to be spoiling my trees and running wild about the Forest! And I’m not a hard landlord either. I 

give them plenty of coals and blankets at Christmas, and beer at harvest time; and never grumble 

about the poor’s rate either. 

Mordaunt: Yes; these absurd ideas are spreading. Why, there were some fellows on my own estate 

who claimed the right of grazing their sheep on a bit of the wasteland, where I wanted to build a 

shooting-box. I offered to pay them a good sum to give up their claim, and even promised some of 

the wealthier ones a garden into the bargain, out of the common itself, but some lawyer came down 

from London with his nonsense, and told them they would injure their descendants if they gave up 

these rights, and that they were rights handed down from their forefathers, and a great deal of that 



sort of rubbish. I threatened to send my servants to duck the rascal, and he had the impudence to 

threaten me with an action if I touched him. 

Firebrace: And it’s not only the lawyers who make mischief in these matters. Why there was a young 

man down here the other day who used to scribble verses that pleased my wife and daughter. They 

had him up at the Hall and made a fuss about him. And what do you think he did? Why the 

ungrateful dog had been writing revolutionary songs, and teaching my labourers to sing them at the 

alehouse! But I’ll soon show them that England is not yet governed by scribblers or lawyers either. 

Here! [to the Keeper and Gardener] come and put those hurdles, and drive then in strongly; and put 

up the notice-board to warn off trespassers;; in a prominent place, where all the village can see it. 

And look you, James: just stay about near here, and watch the place until midnight; and if any of 

these fellows try to hurt my fences, you come and bring me word at once. We will soon see whether 

they or I am Lord of Loughton Manor. Come, Mordaunt, or we shall be benighted before we reach 

the hall. 

[exeunt Firebrace and Mordaunt] 

Gardener (fixing up board) Well, that’s done! But between ourselves, James, this is not a job that the 

old master would have set us to do. I was born in this village, and I used to come out at night to see 

the lopping when I was a boy. Well! Times have changed. 

Keeper: Never you mind Thomas; we serve the new master, not the old one, now; and for my part, I 

don’t mind helping to teach these villagers their place. They’re much too fond of laughing at one for 

not being up to all their stupid ways. 

Gardener: Well everybody to their tastes, say I. Its you who’ve got to look after them tonight, so I 

wish you good night and well through the job 

[Exit Gardener] 

Keeper: hes a crusty old fellow, is Thomas, but he means well. But I can’t think what these villagers 

mean with their old ways and customs. If one gets enough to eat and drink, and good clothes to 

one’s back, I don’t see why one should mind what custom it is that brings it. However, custom or no 

custom, I’ve got to do the squires bidding, so I will hide myself and keep a sharp lookout. [Hides 

himself] 

[Soon after the keeper has hidden himself, re-enter labourers with hatchets. During this part of the 

scene darkness has been coming on and the moon has risen] 

Slingsby [entering first with Moreland] Well, this is the place, and a fine moonlight night we have for 

our work, it will be twelve o’clock in a few minutes. Where are the others? 

Robson [Entering] Here we are, neighbour! 

Moreland [turning and perceiving the fence] Hallo! What have we here? 

Robson: Why this must have been put up in the last few hours! And here’s a board with some 

writing on it. What do you make of that? 



Moreland: [Reading slowly, and in a voice of astonishment] “Trespassers will be prosecuted” 

Peter Hardy: [coming in with his father] Who says that? 

Moreland: Why, this board says so, man. 

Hardy: And what has that to do with us? 

Robson: Why, I’m thinking it’s a great deal to do with us. It means the Squire will put us all in prison 

if we don’t make off. 

Peter: The Squire can’t put us in prison of his own free will and pleasure. The law won’t let him. And 

as to trespassers, a trespasser is a man who breaks the law, and we’re only going to do what the law 

has allowed us and our fathers to do for centuries. The Squire‘ll have to get some very strong 

authority to back him before he can take these rights away. Now Jack [to Moreland] “Hurrah for the 

right!”  You know. 

Moreland: Ah! That’s all very well; but we don’t live in those fighting times now. 

Slingsby: and if the quire can’t put us in prison, he can turn us out of our cottages. 

Robson: Ay, ay; we’d better not meddle. 

[During these speeches, Old Hardy has been standing examining first the board and then the fence, 

He now turns round to speak] 

Hardy: look here, neighbours, I came here to lop these trees, and I’m not going to be turned back by 

a bit of fence and board. If this lopping has been right all these hundreds of years, and Jack’s song 

told us of, how can a bit of fence and a board make it wrong now? So, com eon, friends all. 

[Advances towards the hurdles] 

Robson: Stop a bit. I’m not going to run my neck into a noose for nothing. 

Peter: And I tell you there is no noose in the question 

Robson: Well, Peter, when you’ve made the laws, I dare say they’ll be right; but till then, I should like 

to kep a safe roof over my head. [Exit Slingsby] 

Robson: Now, jack Moreland, aren’t you coming? 

Moreland: No! I shall stay and see Old Hardy through with it, right or wrong. I can’t let the old man 

get into trouble, and with no one to stand by him but his son.    

Peter: that’s right Jack. I thought you would be staunch. 

Robson: Well, please yourselves. 

Hardy: Now lads, with a will [begins pulling down the fence. Peter and Moreland come forward to 

help] 



Peter: And suppose Jack, to put a little spirit into the work, you give us a verse of your song [The 

clock begins to strike twelve] 

Moreland: wait until the clocks done striking, and the fence is cleared off. [They pull down a hurdle. 

At the last stroke of the clock they raise they hatchets to lop the trees. Keeper runs off, making a 

rustling as he goes] 

Moreland: Hullo! What’s that noise? 

Peter: Most likely the ghost of William Rufus. He comes about these parts on this night. Now for 

your song. [As they lop Moreland sings the last verse of the song] 

Curtain falls 

Scene II 

Two days later. Noon. The forest as before, the hurdles and notice board are restored. 

Enter James Morgan. He walks up and down hurriedly, then sits on a fallen tree, leaning back. 

Well! So that’s settled; and my life at the Hall is over; and I my live grand folks behind, and go back 

to my old village in Wales. I’m glad it is so; and I’m glad I had that little tiff with the squire, especially 

as I feel sure that I was right – a point that doesn’t always seem so clear the next morning. I thought 

at one time there were better things in some of the people at the Hall, but the only real friends that I 

have made are among the villagers; and this forest is, after all, the thing best worth seeing here; so, 

as that is soon to be spoilt, I had best be starting again. Between quires and railway directors, there 

are not many corners that will soon be left in the world where men can breathe freely, or where one 

can get away from the tyrannical rule of commonplace. Well there’s a little bit of Wales left, thank 

God, still. And that reminds me that I tried to console myself a few days ago by putting my thoughts 

into verse, and I have not had time to look over the verses and see if they are worth touching up. 

[Draws out manuscript and reads] 

Where still each flower can sweetness shed 

beneath the summers sun 

Where beauty, that we mourned as dead 

He last retreat has won 

Where o’er the calmly murmuring sea 

Still brood the mountains green 

And paths that careless travellers flee 

Still creep the hills between 

There with the hopes of earlier days 

my soul can rest her still 

Ere yet progress that decays 

has worked its fatal will 

[As Morgan is reading the last lines slowly and doubtfully, Markham comes in from another side of 

the Forest] 



Markham: I think by the description that this must be the place. Hallo! [Suddenly seeing the fence 

and board] there’s been mischief at work here already. I wish I were a commoner of Loughton 

instead of a London lawyer, and I’d lend a hand in pulling down these ugly obstructions. [Shakes his 

head] but no! one must trust to other ways now-a-days. And now to get what information I can from 

the neighbours. [Turns and perceives Morgan] Ah! Here’s one to begin with. [Advances towards him] 

I beg your pardon! He seems very deep in something. I say Sir, can you tell me – [Morgan starts and 

looks up] Why [stepping back] it’s my old Oxford friend Morgan, of Jesus- 

Morgan: why, surely, Markham of Balliol! Why where have you sprung from? I fancied you were 

deep in law books. Are you going to take to a forest life?  

Markham: There might be less suitable changes than that. But, for the present, I have to content 

myself with the gardens of Lincoln’s Inn. But if you know these parts, you may be able to do me a 

service. 

Morgan: Well, the “Quillets of the Law” are not much in my line, but so far as the business is honest, 

I shall be happy to serve you. 

Markham: O, honest enough, as all sound law is, if fools only knew. 

Morgan. Thanks for the compliment. But come, being a fool, I am at least willing to be instructed. 

Markham: Nay, in this case I wish to learn from you. Can you tell me how long this fence and board 

have been put up, and whether any attempt has been made to remove them, and with what result? 

Morgan: Well, I believe I can help you there. This fence was put up two days ago by Sir James 

Firebrace, Lord of the Manor of Loughton. More by token, I had a quarrel with him on the subject. 

Markham: well done! Then let me tell you that you had both law and honesty on your side. And how 

about attempts at removal? 

Morgan: Well, I believe some poor fellow who lives near here tried to knock it down in order to 

assert the villagers’ old right of lopping the trees, and the Squire had some wretched spy who 

watched the proceedings; and the poor man is to be brought before the justices to day for it 

Markham: [looking at his watch] I wonder if the old fellow had anyone to defend him? I fear the case 

must be almost over by this time. 

[Enter Mary Morison. She runs up eagerly to Morgan, out of breath and half crying] 

Mary: O! Mr Morgan, they’ve put my poor Peter in prison! 

Morgan: what! Who? 

Mary: Why, Peter Hardy, that I was to have been married to next Monday week. 

Morgan: O, you are Mary Morrison, to be sure. But, my poor girl, how can I help you? This 

gentleman, perhaps, can advise you better than I can 



Mary [turning to Markham] O sir, if you can help us, do come! He was such a brave fellow! And they 

went away and left him; that is all but his old father and jack Moreland – the one that you taught the 

song to, you know Mr Moreland. And Old Master Hardy, he’s almost broken-hearted; and they do 

say the Squire’s trying to rake up all sorts of stories against him to hurt him; and he the honest old 

man in the country. 

Markham: Well my girl, we’ll see what can be done. But did old master hardy get any lawyer to 

advise him? 

Mary: lawyers! Not he. He won’t hear of them. Peter did try and get him to listen to one; but he said 

there was nothing but trouble came of lawyer, and that he was sure it was a lawyer that put the 

Squire up to this mischief. 

Markham: Well, but wont Peter employ a lawyer on his own account? 

Mary: Well sir, Peter does not like to grieve the old man. 

Markham: And how about Moreland? 

Mary: Well Sir, the justices let Moreland off, because they says Peter had led him into the mischief. 

At least that wicked old keeper said so, the old wretch! He came out of the shires, there was never 

any good in him. And then the justices talked about tradesmen coming down from London to 

meddle and make mischief. Peter! That was born & bread in this village, and that never harmed 

anybody! And as for jack Moreland, why did not Peter bring down a Beautiful present to Moreland’s 

mother when he came back to the Village? 

Markham: Well, but is there no one who has any influence with this obstinate old man? Could you 

not talk him over, my girl? 

Mary: O sir, I went down to him on my bended knees, and I said to him “Do listen to Peter, Master 

Hardy! Peter must know what’s right.” But he wouldn’t listen to me; and then Peter, he said “Go and 

find Mr Morgan, Mary. He’d a kind word to say for us when no one else would; and father says he’s 

one of the right sort. Mayhap he’d listen to him when he won’t to us” 

Markham: come then, Morgan. You must witness to my character, and tell the old man that if some 

lawyer make mischief, others unmake it. 

Morgan: Well I’ll do my best; but I’d rather have a stand-up fight with the squire about it. 

Markham: Ah, you can’t choose your weapons. Ours are harder to manage, but they strike hard; and 

in the long run they serve those best who have the best cause. But let us come 

Morgan: come Mary show us the way. 

[exeunt] 

Scene III 

Two months later. The same part of the Forest 



[Enter old hardy supported by Slingsby’s arm: Slingsby places him on a chair under an old tree.  

Slingsby: There neighbour! You can rest yourself comfortably here, and the wedding party will easily 

find us. They will soon be here now. 

Hardy: I’m sorry that I was not strong enough to go to church, that I might see the lad through with 

it; he’s a good lad Slingsby. But its better as it is, better as it is. It’ll seem pleasanter in the open air, 

and more fitting somehow: I’m not as strong as I was since I went into that dreadful place. And a 

month of it before they would let me out! No fresh air for a whole month; and hard labour at my 

time of life! 

Slingsby: Well Well! Don’t think of that now. We’re all proud of you; and you’ve done us a good 

service. See! Here’s the place that they put the fence round. It’s all gone now. 

Hardy: Ay, but they say the Squire’s going to put it up again. At least, I think some one told me so. 

But here they come! So we’ll get rid of gloomy thoughts for to-day. 

[Enter a number of peasants in holiday clothes, among them Peter Hardy, and Mary in bridal dress. 

Bells heard ringing in the distance. Peter sees his father, and comes with Mary. 

Peter: Ah! Father, that’s right, Mary and I couldn’t have gone to London happily without your 

blessing. 

Hardy: God bless you, my lad. And you too Mary. [Mary kisses him]. Ay, you’re a good lass, and you 

look prettier than ever in your wedding gown. You were right good to me in that bad time. 

Mary: Ay, but the bad time turned into a good time now, thanks to you and Peter and other good 

friends. 

Peter: And, amongst them to our good friend Master Slingsby here, who took father in when the 

Squire wished to turn him out of the Village.  

Slingsby: Why, we couldn’t stand that, you know; we as had been neighbours ever since we were 

children. 

Peter: And here’s poor jack Moreland, that we mustn’t forget either [leading him forward] He stood 

by us as well as he could. 

Mary: [Giving him her hand] and it wasn’t his fault if the keeper – why there he is [as the keeper 

passes over the back of the scene] 

[The villagers raise a howl and run towards him. Peter Hardy motions them back] 

Peter: No No lads, none of this today. We must all be friends on my wedding day. 

Hardy: Quite right, lad! James only did his duty by the Squire. I don’t bear him any grudge for it. But, 

Peter, didn’t you say something about the Squire’s putting the fence up again. 

Peter: oh, never mind about that to-day. Mary and I are going off to London this evening, you know. 

Moreland: And they tell me the Lord Mayor of London has taken up our cause. 



Mary: What! The same that has the Show that I went to when I was a little girl? 

Moreland: Oh yes, he and his coach and sword-bearers and all! 

Robson: And does he care for the likes of us poor folk? 

Peter: Well, they say the corporation of London (that’s the Aldermen, you know Mary, as well as the 

Mayor) have rights of their own in the Forest. The Squire will find it difficult to beat them, but, come, 

father you’re getting tired. Mary and I will help you home. 

[exit old hardy supported by Mary and Peter] 

Slingsby: Poor old man! He’s breaking fast. But it’s a good thing he has lived to see this day. 

Moreland: But there’s one thing I’m sorry for, and that is that Mr Morgan wasn’t here with us to-

day. He said he’d be coming back here about this time; and I know he had hoped to be at Peters 

wedding. 

Slingsby: Why, there he comes! And the lawyer with him! 

[Enter Markham & Morgan. The villagers cheer and crowd forward to them] 

Morgan: Thank you, my friends! I am glad to see you all so bright to-day. I’m sorry I wasn’’t in time 

for my friend Peter’s wedding; but we’ve brought him some news, for a wedding present, that will 

make even to-day happier for him. But where are he and Mary, and where’s old Master Hardy? 

Slingsby: Oh, Mary and Peter have just taken the old man back to my cottage for a bit. He was over 

tired. The fact is, gentlemen, he’s never been the same man since he was sent to that wretched 

place. 

Markham: Well, he’ll never be sent there again for lopping, nor anyone else either. There’ll be no 

more fences to keep you out of the Forest, for the Corporation have won their cause! [Cheering] But 

I must say, Morgan, this is Hamlet without the part of Hamlet. We must go and fetch the hero’s of 

the day, or tell then the news at any rate. 

[re-enter Peter hardy] 

Slingsby: here comes Peter! Why, lad, that isn’t a face for a wedding day. 

Morgan [Stepping forward to meet him] Well Peter, I’m sorry to have been so late; but I’ve brought 

good news for you and your father. Don’t you know me? Why don’t you speak man? 

Peter [turning to the villagers and speaking slowly and with difficulty] Neighbours, I’ve come to ask 

you all go home quietly. Mr Morgan, I thank you, sir, for your kindness; but you news has come too 

late; my father is dead 

{Presses Morgan’s hand and exit. General confusion and sobs heard] 

Markham: Well, neighbours, this is a sad ending to our day. Let us all go home; but whenever you 

come out here again to play in the forest with our children, or lop your trees, remember that you 

owe it to old hardy. 



 

[curtain falls] 

Dramatis Personae 

Hardy 

Slingsby 

Moreland 

Robson  

Peter Hardy ; son of old hardy and a London Tradesman 

Sir James Firebrace: Lord of the Manor or Loughton 

Colonel Mordaunt: A neighbouring Squire 

James Morgan: A poet 

Robert Markham: A lawyer 

Mary Morison: Engaged to Peter 

Mrs Woodford: a labourers Wife 

Keeper, Gardner, Villagers 

 

Scene laid in Epping Forest 

Time about 15 years ago. (Published in 1883) 
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