
The Highwayman 

First Person Narrative 

 

 It was twilight, as I rode my horse across the icy pathway guided by stars robbing travellers as I 

came. I slowed my horse to a walk when I entered the rundown village which looked as if a fight had 

broken out as most of the windows were shattered. The trees gave off a ghostly aura that chilled my 

spine. It felt like someone or something was watching me. Finally, I got to the inn’s stable. There was 

rope burn down my blistered hands from the reins. I tied my muscular black horse to a fence post 

nearby and whistled a tune to the window. 

I waited for a minute or two and Bess (the Landlord’s daughter) opened the shutters with a creak. 

She was plating a scarlet, red love knot in her radiant, black hair. I quothed, ‘’ One kiss, my bonny 

sweetheart, I’m after a prize tonight, But I shall be back with the yellow gold before the morning 

light’’. As I set off, it still felt like someone or something was watching me. I was riding for what 

seemed like years. I had not drank nor ate for hours. Maybe I had taken a wrong turn? But just as 

this thought came to mind, from out of the thicket of cold, dense mist was a slightly heathier village. 

As the villagers slept, I quietly took all the valuables I could find, finishing the next morning. 

I galloped back to the inn at midnight, the ancient rundown village came into view. I came to a halt 

when I heard the red-coat soldiers marching out of the village in unison, each dopplegangers of the 

other. I resumed galloping towards the Inn. When I was just about to reach the inn, I heard the bang 

of a fired musket and a screech of pain, and another scream? Who was that? My question was 

answered instantly. Tim the Ostler burst out the door banging his head on a tree, tears flowing down 

his pale face. I ran into the Inn concealing my face but I couldn’t find the room the gunshot came 

from. The next dreadful morning, I heard the news, the horrific stomach lurching news. 

Bess had committed suicide. Her body was found laying on the floor with a musket in her lifeless 

hand. I ran out of the inn forgetting to hide my face. I saw a group of red-coats from plutonians 

shore. They shot me dead, and spilling out of me was red. It was blood. I knew I had lost. The red-

coats had won. As I laid there, the heavy sins I had done lifted. A raven came and perched on my 

half-dead body. Slowly…slowly…I died. 
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