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There was once a great king, who ruled in times of old - far away from here and now,
who was known to all his subjects as the King of the World. His name was Jamshid.

The fourth Shah of the Pishdadian Dynasty, recorded by the poet Firdaus in the epic The Shanameh.
It was said that Jamshid, greater than all of those who came before him, was enshrouded in divine radiance,

and raised to the sky by his vassals on a throne made of precious jewels, soared across the roof of the
world to the marvel of all those within it - which he ruled. It is also said that the great ruler's name

was Enki, "Lord Earth", to the Sumerians. Osiris to the Egyptians. Lord Murugan in Hindu scripture,
Tawsi Melek to the Yezidis of Northern Iraq - in fact, there's a whole list. Kings of the World.

Better - Kings of the Universe. In the Sumerian city of Kish, it was said that its kingship was lowered
from heaven itself after the great flood. That whosoever ruled it was an emanation of the Gods.

And through them, culture and knowledge would flow forth like a river.
A dramatic explanation as to why Kish long held a perceived preeminence over its

neighboring cities but, the point is, it was effective. Really effective. People remembered it.
In fact, "King of Kish" carried such a consecrated connotation that rulers began to bestow themselves

its title having never even been there. It became shorthand for "King of the Land", meaning all that lied
between the Persian Gulf and the Mediterranean Sea. At that time - the world in its entirety...to them.

When Sargon the Great later conquered Sumer, the title of "King of Kish" had evolved to mean
"King of the Universe". Lugal ki-sar-ra. For the next 2,000 years empires and their rulers rose and fell

under its mantle - Kings of the Universe every last one of them. The last name carved into their illustrious
charter was Antiochus the First. Lord of the Seleucids, whose reign lasted from 281 to 261 BC.

Uh, Antiochus himself isn't of great importance; he lied about descending from Darius
the Third and then married his stepmom. You know, pretty average king stuff, but - his place on

the list is. Because he was a king who existed. He was a person. He was a human being who
lived and was recorded as having done so. With some degree of certainty we can say that he

was really here. Jamshid was not. Nor was Enki or Lord Murugan. Tawsi Melek was a Peacock.
I mean no offense, of course, but - same list, same mantle, same universe, yet the head count is split.

One side, regular joes. The other, mythic heroes. Often times with little in the way of distinction.
Humanity's predisposition to record our own history as poetry ever rendering our past in an

unwaveringly thickening fog. The oldest name on the list of Sumerian Kings is Alulim.
And why shouldn't it be? Alulim is a great name, I've always liked that about him,
except - in the inscriptions his reign is said to have lasted for 8 sars. 28,800 years.

Maybe the lengths of time were imprinted according to a ruler's importance
rather than lifespan, maybe the units of measurement aren't being read properly

within context, no one knows if Alulim was really here. Not quite human, not quite god.
A new type of being. Created in the blurriness of our understanding of ourselves,

residing somewhere between the cracks of the great ledgers of the Kings of the Universe.



A legend.



And I'm gonna show you how to kill one.



Anyways, I'm really smart and this is,



wait what?



(cut title to beat)



"Disney's Robin Hood and the Death of Color."



(Kanye - Neva Gonna Stop Me)



(shaking it off)



Alright. 



The 1970s were a pretty tumultuous time.
   

The Beatles had just broken up, K. Breezy dropped A Clockwork Orange, and Atari was fillin
arcades with what were soon to become the foundation of the video game industry as we know it.

And at the same time the fervent idealism and communitarianism of the 1960s had begun to rapidly
fade away to reveal a world nearly as bleak and unforgiving as the one the zeitgeist had hoped to leave

behind (?), Disney were opening the gates to their second park ever, "The Most Magical Place On Earth";
Walt Disney World in Bay Lake, Florida. Unfortunately, the development of the park wasn't exactly

what you would call a breeze and this left the Magic Kingdom standing on shaky ground heading in to the
brave new world. Uh, alongside Disney World, Walt had also planned to develop a ski resort in the Mineral

King valley of Sequoia National Park, but, arduous legal battles with preservationists, ultimately spelled
the end for the tourist trap to be, but not before(^) draining some serious coin from The Big D's pockets.

Alongside this, Walt Disney Productions had to shed some $40 million dollars worth of equity stock
to pay to develop the new park in Florida, at the behest of Roy Disney who'd come out of retirement
to see it through its construction after Walt passed away from lung cancer in 1966. Basically, the 70s

were a big ball of bad news ssssaturated in some sunshine and this - along with Disney having a whole 0
dollars to complete new films with - ultimately led the studio down a path of productions that, to me,

remain the most unique period in the company's long, long history. I'm talking, of course, about
"The Dark Age of Disney".



A run of films beginning in 1970 and ending nearly 2 decades later in 1988 wherein almost everything

the House of Mouse dropped struggled to find the audience and critical reception the studio had
by then grown so accustomed to. The good will the studio had built up to that

point, swallowed whole by a years long animated depressive episode.



(druski whole bunch a shit with disney logo)



Uh, the films were all much darker than their predecessors, both textually and visually -
budgets remained the same on paper, but due to the global energy crisis giving rise to some

of the worst inflation in the country's history, these budgets could only cover a fraction of what they used to.
And the sophistication of their animation and color processes were undoubtedly the first to feel the flames.
The contrast in quality between even The Jungle Book and The Aristocats, the first film Walt Disney didn't
have a hand in producing, is incredibly jarring. Because of this, animation cels moving forward needed to

be something they could recycle, re-appropriate or re-tool at a given time to save money on productions down
the line. Films needed to feature nearly entirely animal casts, as they were cheaper and more expedient

to animate than their human counterparts, and with techniques like rotoscoping mostly out of the equation,
the savings could be put towards the productions' casts and music. In a very real way, this was Disney

reverting back to their earliest foundations to try to survive without Walt at the head - animals performing
comedy and drama to music - the only real exception being The Black Cauldron. And much like the Black

Cauldron, Walt's passing had cast a long shadow across the once-bright kingdom, and that shadow
permeated throughout everything the studio produced. And perhaps the most brilliant expression

of this era, is Wolfgang Reitherman's 1973 new-boy classic "Robin Hood".



So let's talk about it.



Back in the late 30's, after the release of Snow White and the Seven Dwarves, Walt had started to express an
interest in adapting a literary cycle from the Middle Ages to the silver screen; a little diddy known as Reynard the

Fox, following a mythological trickster in his adventures stealing from other animals and fleeing from their
wrath so that he can live to prey another day. Fearing the difficulties of portraying a classically antagonistic figure

as a hero, though, Walt decided to shelve the project until a more fitting vessel came along for the character.
Ultimately this never came, of course, but not for lack of searching. During production for Treasure Island,

for instance, Walt had floated the idea of creating numerous animated shorts that would play alongside Long John
Silver telling the tales of Reynard to Jim Hawkins as sort of moral lessons. Fables. Not unlike the Black Freighter

sequences in Zack Snyder's Watchmen. But again, it wasn't quite a good fit - mainly due to the fact that Disney
wanted Treasure Island to be the studio's first entirely live action film. So, shelved again. Then came the 60's,

and this time it really seemed like Walt was gonna get his chance. In fact, a title was even chosen for the
project - Chanticleer and Reynard - and a team of some of Disney's most promising talent produced a myriad
of elaborate storyboards and character designs to pitch as one of their next features. Except...there was just

one problem. Remember all the financial pitfalls of trying to open more parks? Well, at the beginning of the decade,
Roy unsuccessfully tried to convince Walt to discontinue the animated feature division of Disney altogether but

Walt, seeing where his concerns lied, struck a compromise to try to mitigate the impending costs of his lofty,
animatronic filled dreams and so it was decided that after One Hundred and One Dalmations, Disney would only
approve one animated film for production every 4 years instead of 2. And unfortunately, the film Chanticleer and
Reynard was pitched against, was none other than The Sword and the Stone. Camelot had just taken Broadway

by storm and the decision between the two seemed...rather clear. Chanticleer and Reynard would never
make it to the screen, but, it wouldn't be the last time we saw them. For only a decade later, they

would make their return in a quaint re-telling of an altogether different tale of thistles and thievery.



Cue opening.



(just dialogue part from Alan A' Dale what really happened bit idk cut it up somehow)



Okay, so, this is actually like, brilliant, on - 3 or 4 different levels.
Uh, first, Robin Hood opens with a classic Disney trope; the Storybook Opening. As classic a classic

trope can be, really, because the film that defined it was Snow White and the Seven Dwarves - the first
feature length animation in English ever. The studio wanted to give the impression that despite its

aesthetic differences, this would be another classic that audiences could see as familiar -  as esteemed
and inviting as the great works of Disney's past - so they introduce us to it with the same convention.
Cinderella, Sleeping Beauty, Pinocchio, Robin Hood. But, because this is a new era, and the world
at large is in the midst of tremendous upheaval - both creatively and otherwise - the convention is
given a cunning contemporary twist. The narrator isn't just a disembodied voice, he's physically

on the page with us. Explaining the story as if he himself had written it without the faintest
idea that we were coming along to read it. Secondly, the narrator is Alan A' Dale.

Uh, Robin Hood is best thought of as a universe with many different facets and interchangeable
parts rather than a specific, immutable group of characters. Sometimes a Robin Hood tale simply

follows Robin and Little John, other times it includes an army of his merry men, sometimes they are
but a small band, others there's a love interest, uh - Robin Hood is archetypes top to bottom. Almost

any plot beat or character from one version of his tales over the last 10 centuries can be seamlessly integrated
into any other. It's like the Honda Civic of Middle Age folklore. Alan A' Dale is one of the Merry Men. More
importantly, he's one of the named Merry Men having at least one ballad named after him and appearing in
over a dozen Robin Hood movies -  filling the support role as a bard in this mythical literary D&D group.
He's a minstrel, originally having joined the Merry Men after swearing loyalty to Robin if he helped him
stop a wedding between the woman he loves and a wealthy knight who'd taken her from him - whereupon

forever more he would follow the Merry Men through the greenwood singing of their adventures as he went.
This is a perfect example of the Honda Civic thing, by the way, because this was originally an origin
story of Will Scarlet's.  It's speculated that this is why the first time Robin meets him in writing, he's

wearing a splash of red. Nothing is sacrosanct as long as whichever characters are playing are filling their rolls.
I digress. Thirdly, Alan is Chanticleer. Uh, Chanticleer was a Rooster, becoming popularized in the Reynard cycle

in the 12th century under the title " Si comme renart prist Chanticler le Coq“ - How Reynard Captured
Chanticleer the Cock. While Robin Hood took on the design of Reynard, Alan A' Dale inhabits the

form of Chanticleer - the would-be protagonist of Walt's never realized tale. And, this nod is anything but
a fluke, because the director of The Sword and the Stone, who also worked on the storyboards for

Chanticleer's pitch, is also the director of this film - Wolfgang Reitherman - one of Walt's 9 Old Men.
Uh, fourth, and this is a little basic but I love it, Alan is often referred to as a songbird by Robin and

the rest of the Merry Men, and to convey his lowly station as an anthropomorphic peasant outlaw with a visual
shorthand, the rooster is an almost frustratingly perfect casting choice. You have the cultural connotations to

it as a bird with an iconic song but one that lives among the livestock rather than in ornate cages and its
natural features almost perfectly mirror the outfit we see Alan A' Dale wearing in almost every work he's included

in. The splash of red is now imbued into the literal fabric of his being. And, finally, what truly makes this
such an excellent opening to the film, is the performance itself. It is my belief that Robin Hood is Disney's

best casted movie of all time, I will die on this hill, and Alan A' Dale is a perfect example as to why.
Voiced by legendary country singer Roger Miller, Alan perfectly sets the tone for the yarn he is about to unravel
and his delivery is so natural, so un-cinematic feeling, in a way, that it doesn't ever really seem out of place in

the distinctly English backdrop that the tale takes place in. Which is interesting because Ken Anderson,
the lead on Chanticleer and Reynard, who ended up pitching Robin Hood as well, said that he originally

wanted the film to be set in the Deepth South, hoping to recapture the spirit of Song of the South.



YIKES YIKES YIKES YIKES YIKES.



Uh, when I've mentioned to people before that half of the film's cast speaks in really pronounced
southern accents juxtaposed against the other half's very proper English, they're always kind of...surprised.

Not that they didn't know, intuitively, I mean it only takes a second of listening to Friar Tuck, voiced
by famed Western actor Andy Devine, to notice the vast rift between its actors, but it somehow...
never sticks out. Every voice in the film falls into place so effortlessly that no one performance

calls specific attention to itself outside of the universe of the film. Within here, this makes sense.



The best casting, to me at least, is the kind I never feel compelled to consciously acknowledge.



Speaking of the film's actors, I think it's probably time we move past its opening credits.



After the film's introductory scrawl, we cut to Robin Hood and Little John strolling peacefully through
the greenery of Sherwood forest before being ambushed and pursued by the Sheriff of Nottingham's men,

all the while Alan A' Dale narrates the pursuit through song and establishes both the film's characterization
of its dynamic duo and the duo's relationship with their world and its authorities. Or at least, these ones.

One of the best parts of this film, I think, is actually how short it is - only coming in at around 83 minutes
of runtime, one of the shortest animated features Disney's ever made, because it's forced to develop its characters
and plot with an exceptional amount of speed, all without sacrificing any of their depth. Every line and every lyric

we hear throughout the film is doing a ton more heavy lifting than it otherwise would be. After the song ends,
we cut to Robin and Little John high up in a tree, cast against a brilliant blue sky without a cloud to be seen.

The first line of dialogue in the film is Little John saying "You know something Robin, you're taking too many
chances." as he pulls an arrow out of his shirt, to which Robin replies with scoffing reassurance, blissfully unaware
of the arrow hanging just inches above his head. In this first interaction shared between our protagonists, the film

manages to convey literal centuries worth of character development in under a minute and a half, through a simple,
tumbling back and forth that quickly becomes its prevailing vein of communication. Little John's foundational

over-protectiveness of Robin Hood as his second in command and closest companion, and Robin's imperishable
lightheartedness as his leader, are so completely expressed in these first 2 sentences. And much of this is due

to the informally affectionate breeze with which they deliver them. Uh, after establishing the ethos of our
characters, we develop their sense of morality. In the next few lines, Little John asks if they're bad people,

because they rob from the rich to give to the poor, to which Robin facetiously responds that robbing is a naughty
word and they just sort of borrow from those who can afford it. This is always a really interesting part of any Robin
Hood tale; where its writers declare their interpretation of the Prince of Thieves. Each is a little different due to the

sheer length of time the legend has existed and the various contemporary cultural sensibilities projected
onto him throughout the centuries. And it delights me to say that this is one of my absolute favorite takes on him.



Uh, our conversation is cut short by the clamoring of royal trumpets in the distance, as we cut to a wide shot
from the forest floor facing the road which pierces through it - as a legion of royally clothed animals march

across frame. It's Prince John, our main antagonist for the tale - played by the one and only Sir Peter Ustinov.



(clip)



This performance is immediately magnetic. I adore Peter Ustinov in everything he's in. If you ever
get the chance to somehow find a copy of Michael Curtiz' We're No Angels, please watch it.

Even in ensemble pieces he totally steals the show.



(clip)



 Uh, Reitherman's Robin Hood not only places Prince John in the role of its active antagonist,
as opposed to the radiant, largely off-screen source of conflict that the high nobility in Robin's tales

usually serve, but it elevates him to the position of its premier performance. I said earlier that the actors
voices in this film don't stand out, which is true - these first few minutes of runtime acclimate us to the geography

of its "aural landscape", if you will, really brilliantly by having each of its leads played by either side of this
invisible rift, and its contrasting musical identities fading in to and out(^) of one another in its opening credits.

But this allows its cast to lean way further in to their performances in a way that we don't really see in the
films Disney released prior to this. Prince John speaks at once like a villainous monster and a spineless child,
and neither of these are played even remotely subtly - rather they're simultaneous and unconditionally intense.

The first time we hear him speak he's literally just yelling "taxes!" in a jubilant, crackling voice to his ward - Sir
Hiss - this film's take on Sir Guy of Gisborne - who is now an actual a snake. This is another thing Reitherman and
Co. do extremely well. The use of an anthropomorphic lens to turn people into furries - I mean to assign specific
human characteristics to the various species throughout the film's world. Instead of the sea of broad shouldered,

thick chested men that Prince John and the Sheriff of Nottingham usually command, in this universe they
preside over an army of Rhinos and Wolves. And instead of squires that look like any girl I'd let  gaslight me

or Jonny Depp's Willy Wonka, they have Elephants - because they're smart. This isn't too dissimilar
from Brian Jacques' fairly well known series of young adult novels, Redwall, that would release 13 years later.
You know, an expansive separation of worlds between that of the gentle animals and that of the brutes, with an

inverse power balance in the latter's favor to create drama, except in this case - I think, no offense to Brian,
Reitherman's use of this is much more complex, off the cuff at least, and it accomplishes its goal - sub

textual characterization based on an understanding of the animal kingdom through cultural osmosis - with a
really impressive speed. Uh, Robin and Little John are animals known for dwelling in forests and stealing food.

This is a no-brainer for their characters, and where they differ is in one's capacity for combat and the other's
dexterity, a handily snug fit for our brotherhood of brigans. Our first shot of Prince John, is that of a meek, almost
sickly Lion - unable to even fill the robes or crown that he's presently cloaked in. Peter Ustinov voices his brother
Richard as well, upon his return, and the contrast between their designs perfectly renders how antithetical John is
to him before he even says a word. Uh, this same visual development of a hero-villain dramatic dyad can be seen

in Disney's later work, as well - in The Lion King, with Mufasa and Scar. The Sheriff of Nottingham is a wolf,
patrolling the village and collecting taxes with a tenuous veneer of kindness as he literally steals from the blind

and the crippled. In more than just name only he is a wolf in sheep's clothing. In fact, Anderson originally wanted
the Sheriff to be a goat, to experiment with audience's predisposition towards different animals cast in different
narrative roles, so the Sheriff of Nottingham is literally nearly a Wolf in Sheep's clothing. His archers, who help
him pick through the bones of the village, as it were, are Vultures, and the Captain of his guard is a Crocodile.

Also, and this has pretty much nothing to do with characterization, I'm just a sucker for anything
that makes Elephants play their noses like trumpets. It just never gets old to me.



Anyways, with the world and its players introduced in less than its first 10 minutes, we

have the latter 90-ish percent of the film's runtime to strike out on literally any of the classic
Robin Hood beats in the centuries-long records of his tales. So, why not do them all?



Reitherman's Robin Hood slaps so spectacularly hard not just because of its music, or because of its casting,

but because it's basically a Greatest Hits album for the myth itself. Particularly, its rich history in cinema.
I mean, it really ticks almost all the boxes. Uh, the vultures shooting at Robin on the rope from the tower window

during the great escape from Nottingham castle, is actually a reference to how two different Robin Hood
films utilized this set piece. In Levin & Sherman's The Bandit of Sherwood Forest, Cornel Wilde playing

the son of Robin Hood, shoots an arrow with a rope attached to it through the tower window to help the Boy
King of England escape before the Lord Regent, William of Pembroke - their film's Prince John - can have him

killed. This is also a clever use of calling back to the myth's own visual history to make a joke because the room in
Reitherman's Robin Hood is arranged nearly identically and shot from the same angle as the captive child king's

and Robin gently pulling the sacks of gold out from Prince John's arms as he sucks his thumb almost perfectly mirrors
the delicacy with which Lady Catherine wakes the boy up. And the volley of arrows following Robin's departure

from the window, calls back to the pigeons that John Derek as the son of Robin Hood gifts to Lady
Marianne to send messages back to Sherwood detailing the movements of King John and the Count of Flanders in

Gordon Douglas' Rouges of Sherwood Forest. When she goes to release them with a letter to Robin, the first is shot
down by one of the crossbowmen who guard her tower. And the list goes on. Our characters are whisked away from

the commotion of battle by a drawn cart, like C. M. Pennington-Richards'
A Challenge for Robin Hood and Robin scales the castle gate, albeit from the other side, like Douglas Fairbanks,
the first Robin Hood to ever grace the screen. Uh, it also covers most of the more universally touched upon Robin

Hood-isms that most films only utilized 1 or 2 of; the archery tournament is easily the most recognizable and iconic
example of these, with Robin's disguise most closely resembling Errol Flynn's from Michael Curtiz' The Adventures

of Robin Hood. For some reason Robin often fights with a chair at some point in the older films, so, he does the
same here. We get the gallows in the courtyard of Nottingham castle, a set piece used as a manifestation of the nobility's

cruelty - whether it be Henry the II or Richard or John - because they were usually constructed outside of
a castle's walls. The closeness to the seat of power is a physical, implicit connection between them. We get

the reunification, the profession of love in the forest, the castle rescue, and the wedding of Maid Marian, usually
portrayed as isolated versions of their love story in previous films, as one continuous one, and we even get

the death of Robin Hood in front of Little John - easily the most contentious and least utilized of these
iconic beats - or at least the tragedy of it, only to then be immediately subverted by the film.



I love the comedy in this film as well. One of the benefits of being a demonstrably less polished production

in comparison to the films of Disney's past is that there seems to be a self-awareness to it in its script
and its performances. I kind of touched on this earlier gushing about its cast. Every character's lines

have a much fresher, much more instinctive feeling to them than we're used to hearing up to this point in
the Mouse Kingdom's Catalog and this allows for a lot freer feeling comedic sensibilities than previously

could have worked - stylistically. There's a, for lack of a better term, 3 Stooges-ness to the dynamic of
Prince John and Sir Hiss that plays brilliantly throughout the film but only because of how little either actor
sounds like they're trying to fit in to a zillion dollar book musical with individually airbrushed cels. Uh, my

favorite example of this in a more contemporary work, is Gaston and Le Fou in Beauty and the Beast.
Playing cruelty for a bit can't hit its mark unless the subject of it makes it funny. The ball is never in

Gaston's court to get a laugh, because we're supposed to think he deserves to die, but Le Fou can respond in a
way that instantly elevates the action into proper slapstick comedy - and this isn't just executed with its dialogue,

but with all the sounds surrounding it. Every time Prince John tries to grapple Sir Hiss like he's Randy Orton,
Sir Hiss lets out a ridiculous gurgle or a gulp or a squeak - something that instantaneously pulls our

attention away from the action and towards the reaction. Most of the funniest moments in the film, honestly,
are just Prince John getting dunked on and then physically accosting Sir Hiss because the faces and noises

he makes in response, along with Terry Thomans' excellent, often bouncily, stuttering delivery of his lines, gives
him more of an air of Larry or Curly than, I don't know, the stepsisters in Cinderella. This also gives the underlings
of the nobility a surprising amount of depth compared to what they're usually given in previous Robin Hood films,

even the ones that are much more dramatically focused. Moments like these, going far beyond the simple "I'll
have Robin's head or yours" sort of spiel we're used to seeing between the ruler and his subordinates, re-frame

their depravity as being at least partially a result of the abuse from Prince John rather than something that
simply occurs to them to do because they're innately evil. This is most clear after the second in-universe

song of the film, Alan A' Dale and the villagers of Nottingham singing what is effectively an
Ether tier diss track against the would-be king titled; "The Phony King of England".



(clip)



(bigquint clip from push diss track)



In the following scene, the Sheriff of Nottingham strolls into the castle singing it to himself, and then

after an arduous warm-up routine from Sir Hiss, he belts out one of the meanest bars of the song an instant
before Prince John enters the room. Not only is the sense of timing in this scene extremely funny,

but there's a clear sense throughout it that the Sheriff and Sir Hiss on some level respect, and even root for,
Robin. This is classic Robin Hood, uh, half the people he meets in his written tales are ones who try to kill him who

he then outsmarts and wins over with his charm. And there are tons more instances of this throughout the film - 
like Sir Hiss reacting with excitement that Robin hadn't died after the final confrontation with Prince John

because that's the naturally more exciting turn of events. This take on the lackey's role in service to the nobility
is interestingly employed a lot more in the adaptations which followed this one but in my opinion they mostly

all miss the mark, because they lack the comedic timing and light-heartedness essential to the dynamic.
To be clear, this isn't the only funny Robin Hood movie, any good one is, but this is definitely the most consistently

funny one that still manages to tell a Robin Hood story - whether it's Robin telling Prince John's fortune
with one hand and robbing him with the other while Little John seduces the Rhino guards and then steals their

hubcaps, a subtle nod to Robin Raymond as Maude in The Prince of Thieves, or the Sheriff of Nottingham
struggling to keep his crossbow wielding deep southern vultures Trigger and Nutsy in check while Trigger's
paranoia keeps making him belligerently fire arrows, ricocheting across the castle, or the absolutely garbage

Nutsy impression Robin tries to affect while singing the sheriff to sleep, I keep saying it but - this film
really is carried by its cast and, just as importantly, how the cast was allowed to perform.

Intimate, I think is the word I keep looking for. It's all...very intimate.



You know when you're talking to someone and you can hear them smiling? Like, you can't see it,
but you know they're smiling as they're telling you something? That's kind of how this entire film feels.

Much of the humor doesn't even land as I'm describing it, because you need to hear Brian Bedford
sing rockaby shyeeeriff, you know, it's something you feel. You can literally hear him smiling in the booth.

And he is such an effortlessly charming Robin. The only one to ever match Errol Flynn's.
Carole Shelley, who played Madame Morrible in the original Broadway cast of Wicked, perfectly channels
that same chaotic, exuberant, larger than life energy to Lady Kluck - Reitherman's answer to Maid Marian's

Lady Bess. Phil Harris as Little John channels every bit of warmth that he did as Baloo, and his anxiety fraught
jolliness is irreplaceable in the tapestry that this film weaves. John Fiedler and Barbara Luddy as the church mice,
as well as Billy and Dori Whitaker, Dana Laurita, and Richie Sanders as the children of Nottingham, masterfully

underscore both the barbarism the film's villains are capable of and the gentleness of its heroes. Billy, in particular,
as Skippy - the audience's partial stand in - is one of the most sincere performances of frailty mixed with idealistic
confidence I've ever heard. The moment during the final battle within Nottingham Castle where he steps to finally

draw his bow back with confidence, mirrored by Robin stood beside him, is the single purest distillation of
what the legend of Robin Hood means and what it means to the people who love it - I've ever seen. And Monica

Evans as our vixen Maid Marian is nothing short of heart melting. Her voice is unquestionably the most enchanting
iteration of any love interest Robin has ever had. Even at her loudest, the delivery of her every line is so soft

that it feels like a whisper compared to the coarseness of the rest of the cast. And her chemistry with Lady Kluck is
far and away the best of any iteration of this relationship in the many tales which include it, due partly,  I'm sure,

to the fact that the two played Gwendolyn and Cecily Pigeon in the original
Broadway cast of The Odd Couple as well as in its film.



Speaking of Broadway, although this isn't often considered a true book musical, I think this is one

of the most musically exciting films Disney has ever made. It was free to be so creative and different
within the broad framework of retelling a classic that it remains one of the most eclectic scores in
Disney's history. I mean, we're ushered into the film by the pageantry of horns and string sections,
only to then be replaced by the guy who wrote King of the Road whistling its theme in its entirety.

Uh, the music that plays during the battle after the archery tournament transitions from manic surf rock while
Robin and Marian discuss how many kids they'll have to varations on the fight songs from USC and the University of Wisconsin
while Lady Kluck strong-arms Rhino linebackers like she's Walter Payton, "there's a 28 yard run from Mr. Explosion himself".



It's capable of conjuring such turmoil and yet such joy, and adventure, and such yearning.

This film doesn't have a villain song, nor does it really have an I want song, but if it were to have
one, it would be Robin humming the melody to his and Marian's theme, composed by Floyd Huddleston

and George Bruns simply titled "Love" - which plays after their escape, as they run through Sherwood Forest,
illuminated by fireflies and the silvery glow of a full moon. Again, the clouds have parted. Love isn't considered

necessarily crucial to Robin Hood, uh, Maid Marian wasn't even mentioned in the tales until the 1600s - around the
same time Robin was elevated from a peasant scoundrel to a nobleman, usually an earl, dispossessed of his lands,

but the performances of Robin and Marian in Reitherman's Robin Hood and the simple magic of its central theme as
it plays over them - honestly convinces me that maybe it is. And if I had to pick a word to describe this film, that is
surely the first one to come to mind. Love. The way the environment so beautifully exemplifies the development of

its tale in spite of the fact that the studio was barely scraping by due to the loss of Walt and their funding, or
the flagrant re-use of animation cycles from Jungle Book, The Aristocats, and even Snow White because of it.
Even little things. The historical jokes woven into Prince John's character that the writers had to have known
no one would get. Uh, at the tournament, after Little John introduces himself as the Duke of Chutney, Prince

John makes a remark to Sir Hiss in French. I've never heard anyone mention it, I couldn't find any comments about
it and I searched high and low for copies of the script that might include a translation as to what he says.

Eventually I gave up and just had a friend of a friend who speaks French transcribe it for me.
"Du savoir faire, il y a, n'est ce pas" is what he says. Pardon my pronunciation. 

It means; "Knowledgeable, am I right?". I like to think it's addressed to whoever notices it.
The nobility during the time of King John, nicknamed John Lackland because he wasn't expected to

inherit lands after his brothers, mostly only spoke French. There wasn't much of a reason to dignify the lesser
territories of the Angevin Empire with learning the language of its peasants. In fact, his brother Richard hardly

spent a few weeks in England in his entire reign. And of course, he didn't speak the language either.



But John did. For whatever it was worth.



Francesco Petrarca once said of the Dark Ages, "Amidst the errors there shone forth men of genius;
no less keen were their eyes, although they were surrounded by darkness and dense gloom."
Like the many small lights in the night time of Sherwood Forest, Reitherman's Robin Hood

is an attempt to illustrate joy in a world that has all been stripped of it.



And I love it for that, but it also kind of breaks my heart.



Uhm, Disney's Robin Hood isn't the best Robin Hood film.



Michael Curtiz' The Adventures of Robin Hood pretty firmly takes that place. Personally.
It's just...so well crafted. Every frame is so dynamic and alive with these beautifully vivid colors. It's like a dream.

Its score composed by Erich Wolfgang Korngold is one of the most arresting bodies of music ever put to the
screen, Errol Flynn as Robin is the most cheerfully definitive portrait of a legend that there could be,

and he's supported by some of the most brilliant actors of his time. Alan Hale is unassailable
as Little John, I don't think we'll ever see someone begin to match him, Herbert Mundin paints Much, the

Miller's Son with such a charming earnestness and gentleness, Olivia de Havilland as Maid Marian captures her
in such an authoritative yet convincingly passionate light, taking over half the film's runtime to even begin to
see past her cynicism towards Robin's cause, Eugene Pallette as Friar Tuck is an unequaled source of warmth

every time he is in frame and Basil Rathbone as Sir Guy of Gisbourne is surely the greatest actor
to have ever graced the genre of swashbucklers and by proxy one of the greatest actors to have ever lived.

His skills as a stage performer in Shakespeare as well as a fencing champion gave him the ability to not just
dominate his scenes, but to uplift the actors he shared them with - famously coaching Errol Flynn on as he

called it "the finer art of swordsmanship" - and Curtiz' seemingly bottomless talent and understanding
of creating films is undeniable in every shot and interaction and cue. Robin's final fight in the burning Castle

of Nottingham in Reitherman's Robin Hood is, again, a nod to this brilliant work - Robin and Sir Guy's
shadows blasted against the stone walls by a sea of candles as they fight between them, at times kicking

them towards the other or simply cutting them in half in their ferocity - each flame a symbol of the
spirit of rebellion that Robin represents - and the populism through which his legend survives.



But the 70's were a tumultuous time.



3 years after Wolfgang Reitherman's Robin Hood hit the silver screen, in 1976, Columbia pictures released
Robin and Marian - a period drama starring Sean Connery and Audrey Hepburn as the titular characters in a
gritty, aged up take on the tale. Desaturated, depressive, and with only a handful of jokes or smiles amidst a

slurry of greys and browns. Its glimpses of Sherwood still green, but anything but vibrant - its brilliant, dreamy
electric glow now just a smoldering ember - almost extinguished. Its score, composed by John Barry, undeniably

beautiful but put to almost no good use. Its over reliance on its few leads causes it to gradually cave in on
itself, the once far stretching world of Robin Hood the Bold, Bandit of Barnsdale and Sherwood,

Earl of Huntingdon and Prince of Thieves, now relegated to a "realistic" medieval village barely large enough to
hold 30 people, coated in mud and full of the disaffected and the tortured - missing joy, missing limbs from the

torturous regime Robin fought in defense of. In the film's effort to ground Robin and his world as human,
King Richard becomes the one our world knew. Not a Lionheart, merely a Lion. The film opens with his

greed and blood lust, a command to take a small castle for a rumored treasure inside on their way home from a
failed crusade. Little John and Robin are told by an elderly, disabled man that the castle has been abandoned,
the treasure doesn't really exist, and those who remain behind its crumbling walls are the women and children

who were left behind. Richard orders them slaughtered after being told his treasure was merely a rock and then
orders Little John and Robin to their deaths for refusing to do it themselves. He later absolves them of the noose
mere seconds before dying from an infectious wound from a single arrow thrown into his neck by the old man,
a last act of defiance against who this Robin and our history know as a bloody bastard. When Robin returns, he
learns that Marian is still alive, but quickly realizes she now hates him. She tells him that when he left, and she

realized he wasn't coming back, she opened her wrists and let them flow into the stream of Sherwood, whereupon
she was found by the clergy, and to forget him, became an abbess. They slowly fall back in love but the reality of
their aging bodies, the small band which are left, mostly too old to fight, and the dilapidated forest clearing they

once lived in is the writing on the wall. Robin finally faces the Sheriff of Nottingham, in a duel of elected
champions to avoid his men being slaughtered by the army now encamped at the forest's edge, and in this fight he's
dealt a crippling blow, though he does win the day. The army doesn't honor the conditions of the duel, Will Scarlet

and Friar Tuck as well as the rest of the merry men he'd re-assembled are captured and presumably killed,
Little John and Marian steal him away from the field, and lying on a bed in the abbey he'd found her in,

bleeding from his side and talking of battles yet to come, she tells him to drink the medicine she's prepared to
make the pain go away after she takes a drink herself. It's poison. After he realizes what she's done, Robin

comes to terms with the reality that he wouldn't have had another day like that and it's better to go then
so the sadness of mundanity can't kill his joy entirely. As Little John crashes through the door

and weeps at his side, Robin slowly losing consciousness, he asks Little John for his bow and pulls
back one last arrow as Marian watches from the floor in tears. Robin tells Little John to bury them

wherever it lands, looses the arrow, and the film closes on a shot of 3 pears, beyond which the arrow lands.



2 of them rotten - and dead.



To put it delicately, I fucking hate it.



As if a lightswitch had been hit by somebody in the room, nearly every. single. Robin Hood film from 1976
on-wards feels hellbent on proving how real and rooted and dramatically potent it is. An absolutely stunning

misunderstanding of the some 10 centuries worth of development the legend has been given, or the 15 movies that
came out before 76, or the hundreds of episodes of its series, every new take a more vapid, cynical exercise in
working against the grain of the few immutable truths of Robin, or his band, or his loves, or his world. Like

I said before, Robin Hood is merely a collection of archetypes. The framework within which the legend can be
successfully portrayed is more broad than literally any other I can think of. You have to try to fuck it up.
There's - literally already a "grim" retelling of Robin Hood, from 1964, called Robin and the 7 Hoods.

It's set in 1920's Chicago, Robin is called Robbo, he John and Will are played by the Rat Pack and
Peter Falk is Guy Gisborne. It's really dark, it opens on a murder and later they encase the sheriff's body in a

cornerstone, but it's also fantastic. It's hilarious, it's textured, it's vibrant, it's musical, it's hopeful - it's Robin Hood.
Teran Egerton's Robin is Batman! I mean seriously.

After years away from his city, he becomes disillusioned, returns home, and realizing its citizens aren't
safe from the violence and corruption decides the city needs a champion of justice. He then gets swole in

the decrepit manor he grew up so that he can hones his combat abilities and begins fighting back to protect
the townspeople, while concealing his activities by masquerading as a rich playboy, and they call him

"The Hood". It's fucking Batman. (laughing) I feel like I'm losing my mind or something.
To clarify, by the way, I've read A Gest of Robyn Hode. I know he can die.

I've watched every movie. I watched the anime from 1991 that I had to
individually download the episodes of from YouTube.



(op)



I bought all of this to make sure I knew what I was talking about so now I get to make a Robin Hood video.

That was the deal. This shit(?) (fear clip) gets it more right than a 100 million dollar production
17 years later that for some reason was produced by Leonardo DiCaprio. Or Robin Hood 2010.

I'm very sorry Ridley Scott. I love your movies. I don't like making negative videos. I never have.
My dislike of Robin and Marian, or any film which has entered the canon after it, has nothing to do with the fact

that Robin dies. He's already dead in a few of them I just praised. The Robins in those tales are his sons.
I don't care. The only film after 73 I even like besides Men in Tights is Peter Hewitt's Princess of Thieves

because I think it's cool that it's his daughter and at least that one has colors. Robin Hood isn't a person, he's
an ideal. An idol of warmth with which for hundreds of years people have used to huddle around when the

world feels cold. He can be anyone, anywhere. Sometimes he's a peasant, sometimes he's a lord, sometimes Sir
Guy is Baron Alvin, sometimes Will Scarlet is Will Stutley, sometimes Will doesn't even exist, sometimes

Marian doesn't, sometimes she's Lady Catherine, sometimes King Richard's return is King John signing the Magna Carta,
and sometimes Alan A' Dale is Wat o' the Crabstaff or Bing Crosby, and Frank Sinatra and Dean Martin have

to sing to him because he has no drip. Not quite god, not quite human. There is no "correct" portrayal of
Robin Hood, he is untethered by things like place or gender or time, you can swap anything you want in him,
and I don't care if a movie kills him. I care when it tries to kill his spirit. The textual acknowledgement that

they've chosen explicitly to ignore the extremely sparse and out of the way precepts which maintain Robin Hood as
a legend. That the communal idealism central to his very existence and perseverance as a champion for the

downtrodden, even at his most selfish and politically and socially aloof, as he is in his earliest ballads, a self
serving thief with little concern or purpose beyond the disruption of the nobility which oppresses those who

found an ally within him, in his tales - that that's been extinguished, or rotted away, or whichever
visual analog each director decides is their shorthand scribbled filmic signature that

says "this isn't the Robin Hood you're used to" as if there ever was.



I don't know.



I'm not worried about like the future of Robin Hood or anything like that.
I like the older movies, I don't like the new ones, I'm certain I'm not the first person to feel that way.

But maybe I'm just fatigued? I mean, I like Kingdom Come as much as the next guy, but I'm admittedly a
little tired of seeing heroes always surrounded by worlds of grey. Because if they're there long enough, they
start to feel kind of grey too. We'll never know if Robin was ever really here or not and that's precisely why

he's loved. Before there were ballads written in his name, there were already festivals celebrating it.
To try to anchor him or anyone from his universe to the world we live in is folly. That's how you ruin it.



Maybe that's why Disney's slaps - because it couldn't be further from it.



In the prologue of The Merry Adventures of Robin Hood, Howard Pyle writes to us from 1887;

"You who so plod amid serious things that you feel it shame to give yourself up even for a few short
moments to mirth and joyousness in the land of Fancy; you who think that life hath nought to

do with innocent laughter that can harm no one; these pages are not for you."



That...Pretty much sums it up.



How do you kill a legend? 



You don't, of course.



But you can try.



All you have to do is prove that they were really here.



Have a good night.



(DJ Screw - Freshest MC)


