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Wildpool Moor — 16t February 1797

The wind blew wildly across the moor and a young
man shivered as he huddled in the bare bushes. His
coat was thin and his boots more holey than a priest.

He wore a cloak and thought it made him look like
the famous Dick Turpin. In fact the cloak was a grey
blanket that he’d tied with a ribbon — it made him look
like a scarecrow.

Cold mud seeped through the sole of his right
boot. “I'm going to buy some new boots when I've
done this robbery,” he promised himself. It cheered
him up. His pinched face suddenly glowed with joy.

“And socks!” he moaned. “I've always wanted a pair
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of socks. Oooooh! And stockings for my mum too.

And a wig. ..

~

: A wﬁfor/ﬁm, nof/{g'f mmn,/{e//{oa/c{/ﬁu)e
 said. Hir molher fad enouj/{ Sfair. IT Slowed all
f/{e %)17 down fer fack. None on Sfrer fread, pul

/5/67264 bn /{er"/)/a@(.

... all the best highwaymen have a wig with a black
hat with three corners. My name will bring terror to
the roads round Wildpool, just as Dick Turpin’s did in
the south.”

But his name would bring only laughter to the
people of Wildpool. For his name wasn’t Dick Turpin.
It was Rick Turnip. He was almost the last of a long line

of Turnips. Their roots went back into the mists of time.

Zﬁf’/ a joke f/{e way ... 1000 . ..
Turnip . . .//‘ea./[/://a/n’fﬂ; il was a 7004
/'o,;ée Jo c{on’f jr’ban //;ée fﬂ/af -

Fifty years before, Tom Turnip had been a
terror. The Turnip families still had his picture on the

walls of their cottages. They were proud of him.
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"TANTLED/
WAL P
DEAD OR ALIVE
(OR SOME 'l'ﬂlN(r IN Bl 'I'WF EN)

W\v

TOM TURNIP - THE ONE ARMED BANDIT
WANTED FOR
RUNNING UP BEHIND LADIES IN ‘THE STREET
PINCHING 'THEIR PURSES (OR PINCHING 'THEIR
BOTTOMS JF 'THEY DON'T HAND OVER ‘THEIR PURSE)
|~ THIS MAN JS ARMED. IN FACT HE HAS ONE ARM.
THE OTHER ARM S A WOODEN ONE.
(HE STOLE YT FROM A SECOND-HAND SHOP.)

% REWARD OF HALF A CROWN
FOR HIS CAPTURE




He was a legend in the Turnip family. “Tom Turnip.
The man they couldn’t capture!”

That wasn’t quite true. He was captured when he
tried to escape from a tavern with a cheese sandwich.
A cheese sandwich that he hadn’t paid for.

The law officer found our sandwich-stealing Tom
hiding in a ditch; he put irons around his wrist and
chained him to the village pump while he went to
fetch the magistrate.

When the officer returned Tom Turnip’s arm
was still fastened to the pump . . . but Tom wasn’t
fastened to the arm. It was his false arm and he simply
unfastened it and ran off.

Tom met his doom when he tried to cross the river
on some slippery stepping stones and fell in. It's hard

to swim with just one arm. . .

Well, To pe /{one/f Tom fad never (earned o
swim when fe fad wo arms jo fre fand MO chance.

. . .his body was washed out to sea and never seen
again.
The Turnip family believed their Tom had

escaped to America where he made a living robbing
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stagecoaches. That thought made them very happy.
The law officer handed the wooden arm back to the
owner of the second-hand shop, so the shop-owner
was happy too.
The Turnips said, “Tom was a dangerous outlaw.”
The law officer said, “No, he was “armless.”
THIS was the man that Rick Turnip has grown
up hearing stories about. And stories are dangerous

things. Rick wanted to BE Tom Turnip — highwayman.

Nou will fe c/e/jﬁfea/ {0 fiear fe fad no
/5/a7y lo o Tom's pad fafil of /5’"(/{’177
iy follomr. Tt a7 well. e varn wipy
em)ﬁ/{,/ﬁaﬁ//’mg{. .. 775 c. 77757/
gea/c/if,/ Ok, never mind.

One night, in the Black Sheep Inn, he overheard the
Twitch Family gang plotting an evil plot. “Tomorrow,”
they plotted, “Lord Fumble leaves Fumble Hall for his
country house . . . Wishington Country Manor.”

“So?”

“So whenever he goes from house to house he takes
the Fumble Family Fortune with him on his coach.”
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“So, we stop the coach, make him hand over the
gold and make ourselves very rich!”

“How rich?”

“Ijust told you . . . very!”

Rick Turnip smiled a secret smile. He decided he
would beat the Twitch Family at their own game and
rob the coach before they had the chance. He knew the
rutted road Lord Fumble would take so all he had to

do was hide in the bushes . . .

W/Qc/{ s w’/{e/iz we /{zw/ /e/f /{zm p’e/(oré 7oz¢ jof
me fa&ijzj apoul old Tom 774/'72/'5,/

Rick had no idea what time the coach would arrive.
He was up at dawn and had waited all day without
even a cheese sandwich to eat. He made his mouth go
very watery, just thinking, “I wonder what happened
to Tom Turnip’s cheese sandwich that he nicked? I bet
the law officer ate it!”

But as morning turned to afternoon he heard the
clip-clop, clip-clop, clop-clop, flip-flop, clop-clip, flip-
clip, flop-clop of carriage horses. (It was a very rutted
road and that made it hard for the horses to clip and

clop correctly.)
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The carriage was the very latest 1798 model . . .

even though the year was 1797, the carriage makers

liked to boast it was next year’s “model”. That's

they sold it to their rich customers . . .

Buy your Britain's Most Wonderful ( (BMW)

THE CLASSIC CARRIAGE

NEW 1798 MODEL OUT NOW
FOR OUR BEST CUSTOMERS

9-door or 4-door models - extra wide for ladies’ dresses
2,3 or 4 horse-power
Roof racks with built-in picnic hampers

Steel tyres,

1
Springs to soften the bumpiest roads. PLUS free maps and driver’s whip

Opening windows, 8-spoke wheels standard, 3 year or 300 miles warranty,

how
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The young man blew his nose on his handkerchief
then fastened it round the lower half of his face.
He stepped out into the road and placed his finger

under his grey cloak to make it look as if he had a gun.

/V@/f /{7 /{ka men cariied a yfo/ )Dic/( Twr pin
did. Rick %f'?zi/c{ic{n’f. gtu_z/{;f money. an{j
/{e’c/ roffed .,Lo/z{/fump’/e/{e f/{odj/{f/{e a/jo oul
and /{474 a /yfo/ Ce a/‘fe,f fe'd /ouj/ﬁ‘_/'oo(j, of

courje.

He raised his finger under the cloak. “Stand and
deliver! Your money or your life!”

A shiver ran up through Rick Turnip’s spine then
back down again to where it started. “Ooooh!” he
breathed. “I've always wanted to say that.”

The coach stopped. The window slid down and the
handsome young Lord Fumble stuck his handsome
head out that was topped with a handsome hat. “What
have we stopped for now, James?”

“Another highwayman, your grace,” the driver
said.

“Highwayman? Highwayman? Where’s his horse?”

the lord roared.
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The driver turned to Rick. “His lordship wants to
know where your horse is.”

“T haven’t got a horse!” Rick laughed in scorn. “I'm
not made of money.”

“He says he’s not made of money ...” the driver
began to say.

“Theard! I heard, you ninny.” The lord opened
the door and stood on the step of the carriage. His
suit was of finest blue satin with silver stitching and
his socks were as white as snowdrops. “You can’t be
a highwayman without a horse, you rascal. You're
a footpad. Nothing but a common footpad. What are
you? Well? What are you?”

“Erm . .. a footpad, my lord,” Rick muttered miserably.

“Who do you think you are, calling yourself a
highwayman? Who do you think you are? Eh? Dick
Turpin?”

“No. Rick Turnip.”

“Ah! Make a note of his name, driver. Rick Turnip,
he says. We know your name. You may as well tell us
where you live.”

“I'm not telling you that! Do I look stupid?”
Rick cried.
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“How do I know if you look stupid if I can’t see
your face. You may have the most stupid face in the
north for all I know.”

“Well I haven’t!” Rick cried and tore off the
handkerchief.

“Jolly good, now we know what you look like.
You'll be arrested. And I don’t like footpads on my
estate. I have them arrested and hanged, do you hear?
Hanged! Drive on, driver!”

“Stop, put up your hands or I'll shoot!” Rick called.

The driver dropped the reins and raised his hands.

The young and handsome lord pulled a
blunderbuss from the coach. “That’s what that bunch
of ruffians down the road said,” he explained. “But
I shot first. And my gun was packed with all sorts of
scrap metal. You should have seen them run, pulling
bits of old candlesticks out of their backsides! Hah!”

Rick smiled slowly. “Ah! So it’s not loaded now
then, is it?”

Young Lord Fumble’s handsome young face turned
pale. “Ah...no...well...”

“So hand over the gold, please, or I shoot!” the
footpad said politely.
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To fe fioner il ' eary {o fe polife when you
aré/joinf/n a gin afj‘o?ne/oa/]. IT ir farder o fe
/jo//'fe when (/17 ) a. /frZLnjer’/ ‘{"7 Siler 70&1/" /7

in Uhe rlrect. I mean, i i fard o ay, " Excize

me, sir; pul could T Trouple you To remove 7om'

it pet s Tecth from my lg? T ir ratfer

uncomforfaple.” IT ir much easier [o. say /omefﬂ/iy

;750/;& (e “<Jx=g Izl Je ’

Lord Fumble threw the gun into the ditch and
sighed. “Get the gold off the roof, driver, and hand
it over. A bullet could do a lot of damage to my
handsome face, you know.”

Rick Turnip’s heart was fluttering like a wasp’s
wing. He was so near to being a hero like the family’s
famous Tom. So close to owning his first pair of socks.
So close . . . and yet so far.

The Turnips have never been very lucky. So, at that
moment, a gust of wind whipped at Rick’s blanket-
cloak and whisked it away from his pointing finger.

“Aha!” Lord Fumble said with a laugh like a
donkey. “You haven’t got a gun at all. You just have a
finger. Driver . . . don’t give this foul footpad a penny.”
“But he’ll shoot me!” the coach driver whined.
“With his finger?”
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“You never know, my lord, the finger might be
loaded,” the man objected. “It’s me that gets it if he’s
foot-padding around with a loaded finger!”

Lord Fumble frowned at Rick Turnip. “Is that a
loaded finger you are pointing at my driver?”

“Well, to be honest, my lord, I couldn’t afford a gun
OR the powder or the bullets.”

“See, driver?” Fumble sneered. “You’'ve been
frightened by a finger. Now, arrest that man and we’ll
take him to Wildpool court, give him a fair trial, find
him guilty and hang him.”

Rick Turnip saw his plot going horribly wrong and
decided it would be a good time to leave. He turned
and began to creep towards the bushes. “Stop that
man!” Lord Fumble cried.

A moment later the coach driver’s whip flicked
out and the thin leather wrapped itself around Rick’s
skinny neck. The driver hauled him back towards the
coach, used some of the baggage rope to tie his hands
then fastened it to the back of the coach.

Rick was forced to walk behind the coach to
Wildpool and his fate. He stumbled over the February

mud till at last they reached the courthouse. He was
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led to a cell and given some hot soup and fresh bread.

It was the best meal he’d eaten. Ever.

After an hour Rick was led up to the court and chained
to a screen that ran around a platform. This was called
the “dock”.

The clerk of the court was a fussy little man with
spectacles and a bald head. “Court will rise for the
judge!”

The few people who were in court stood up and a door
behind the judge’s bench opened. In walked the judge.

“Here!” Rick cried. “I've seen you before!”

“Silence in court,” Judge Fumble growled. “What
are the charges?”

“Armed highway robbery, your honour,” the clerk
said.

“Do you plead guilty?” Lord Fumble asked as he
pushed the long horse-hair wig in place.

“Not really. I mean, I wasn’t armed and I didn’t rob
nothing, did I?” the accused man shrugged.

“You tried to get money through menaces. That's
a crime. You admitted it so you are guilty,” Lord

Fumble said.
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A, Y/Lﬁf rounds Joo, oo farjh, doern’T if?
Bul T Sfrare lo Tell /oa il ir clore To f/{e fruf/{ In
7833 a cour{ re /Sor’f Jhowed é{af mor{ Trial (asled
u/f Jeen or eighl minuler. 7fe ju//f)/ were /ﬁnj@c/

’/7;{771 a couple of da / jome/je/j/e now, in 1907, O
STl call The 78307 f/{ejom{ old c{a]/ gooa/fo/
//zie ma/éer/ mayp’e

He reached under his desk and pulled out a black
square of cloth. He placed it on his head and read from
a card with a black edge. “The court orders you to be
taken from here to the place from where you came,
and then to the place of execution, and that you be
hanged by the neck until you are dead, and that your
body be afterward be buried within the grounds of the
prison in which you shall be held. And may the Lord
have mercy on your soul.”

Lord Fumble read it in a bored voice and stood up.

“Sorry, my lord,” the clerk said quickly, “but you
cannot hang a man for trying to get money with
menaces.”

“I can when it's me he was menacing,” the judge
said, in a menacing voice.

“The law won’t allow it!”
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Fumble sat down heavily. “What CAN I do to him
then?”

“Forty days in prison, my lord.”
He passed a sheet of paper to the judge who pulled

a quill pen from an ink pot and scratched on the paper.

——— —
_I
# |
t
His majesty’s judge Lovd juizlz%f S ‘
i 1y 7
\ Has sentenced on this day 6 Fettun % 79.7 |
\ The criminal known as /{zf%n;; ﬂt’ln% |¥ 1
; 17 mtnactd
For the crime of dfmanf/zn? mm7 wi . 'l,l
'’z z €31
The sentence being /ﬁ7 %mif sz’lzrhfnm

“Take him down,” the judge ordered and

passed the record card to the law officer who stood
by the door.
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“The court will rise!” the bald clerk cried quickly
but Lord Fumble was out of the door before anyone
could move.

And that is how Rick Turnip ended up in the great
grey fortress that was Darlham Gaol, twenty miles
south of Wildpool.

The governor of the prison sat at his desk and read
the “Sentence Record” when Rick Turnip had been
delivered in the prison wagon. The governor blinked.
He read it again. “Seems a bit harsh,” he muttered.
“Oh, well, the law is the law.” He looked up at Turnip.
“It seems you are going to be with us for forty years,

my lad!”

Did Zod Fumple make a mirfake and wrife
“7/@4/]" inylead of “c{d)//”,? ./‘/@7/@, -/‘/(5_17/@ nof.
I 7;{771;{ ﬁy may /’t&/f /{11)6 feen /ﬁ[ cruel /Zaq)enje.
Sul whal do 7 Anow?l I warn'T lfiere when
77”72/'5 wen{ o /ﬁfj‘on. Gf courje I WAS : ':
7}{@/‘@ when fe came oul. And f/ﬁfﬁ/ where fie |

/’oir_z/‘ fﬁ/e./for'}/. - e,

av;

27

L\OO’_D





