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Another summer ends and the dark
nights have begun.

This issue has a special treat: a review of
- and an extract from - award-winning
author Paul Kane’'s Arrowhead, the first
volume in a post-apocalyptic retelling of
the Robin Hood myth.

Archie Ree learns of a very unique
reason as to why one of our members
took up the sport of archery; there are
photos and reports of the tournaments
Harlequin has hosted this year, and there
are also some more entries to The
Archer’s Book of Excuses.

Light a pumpkin lantern or two, barricade
your door from the hordes of flesh-eating
trick or treaters (they really ARE
monsters) and relax with The Arrow of
Artemis.

All the best,

Adrian Chamberlin

Oxfordshire

Autumn 2010

A club member fails to pay his GNAS subs...



INDOOR SHOOTING:

Back indoors now, at the sports hall in
the John Mason School, Abingdon.
Setting up equipment is 6.15 to 6.30 —
and please, don't enter the school
grounds before 6.15!

All senior members are expected to
help set up and pack away equipment.

Indoor shooting fees:- Senior £3 per
evening & Juniors £1 per evening. (this
goes toward hire of the hall)

Juniors must be accompanied by a
parent/guardian or elected responsible
adult.

Please wear non-marking soled shoes
— and for the smokers amongst us, we
are no longer permitted to smoke on
school grounds. Please make your way
to the roadside and light up there.
Don’'t worry — I'll keep you company...

Chris Wilson has also suggested that if any new members wish to shoot and do
not have own equipment, please contact one of the coaches to organise
equipment to be available. This is an excellent opportunity to purchase your own
bow and equipment to save the club transporting bows back and forth. If you need
any advice about equipment purchase please speak to one of the coaches on a
Friday evening.

The school requested a copy of the GNAS/archery GB insurance documentation,
just to ensure that we're all covered. This has been forwarded to the school.

AFTER SCHOOLS CLUB:

The School is also interested in the opportunity to hold an after-schools club. Chris
has passed them a letter outlining the conditions under which Harlequin Bowmen
are willing to provide this, and has contacted GNAS about insurance cover for the
activity. He’s still waiting for confirmation on holding a 12 session course. At the
moment we can do 10 sessions under the Sport England / GNAS cover. Or we can
split it up into 4 six week sessions and run them as beginners courses.

Chris will produce a Young Persons risk assessment, and states that we’ll also have
to produce some form of registration paperwork, maybe by modifying the beginner’s
forms.

We'll also need to keep some beginners equipment at the school. Stay tuned...



INDOOR TOURNAMENT:

The club is organising an indoor Tournament on Saturday 26 g Sunday 27 " Feb 2011
which will again be held in John Mason Sports hall. This tournament will be a non record
status shoot aimed at all club archers including novice and juniors. All club members are
encouraged to have a go, and help will be needed over this weekend.

On the Saturday afternoon we could hold a club indoor championship, all club members
would be invited. (Small entry fee of £2 to go towards awards?)

On Sunday we hold an open non-record status tournament, and advertise it to all local clubs
along the lines of a friendly tournament for all archers especially novices & juniors.

We could have a shorter distance for smaller juniors. Harlequin members would be
encouraged to enter.

Awards could be less expensive trophies (glass picture frames) & medals.

Entry fee £5 all classes. Sounds good, Chris! Let’s all get involved on this one.

COACHING:

There’s been a big surge in
beginners: 11 in July, 12 in
September and 12 already
booked for January which will be
at John Mason School.

We also have 4 Saturday
mornings at John Mason Sports
hall for coaching club members.
Chris and co are sorting out the
details at the moment, but it is
envisaged that we will have two
Level Two coaches and up to five
Level One club coaches for these
sessions. Details will be circulated
in the near future.
A Harlequin Bowman shows Robin how it's done...

Provisional dates are 13th November, 12" February and 19" March. Sadly, there’s been very
little interest from members so far (the 16™ October date was cancelled). So please, show some
interest and contact the coaches to get the numbers up. This is a golden opportunity to improve
your bowmanship under the more-than-capable hands of our excellent coaches.

We will also be running a four-session Beginners Course at the John Mason Sports Hall in
January 2011 (Saturday mornings). Further details to follow.

As part of the Sport England grant conditions, the club has the opportunity to get two more Level
One coaches trained.

We have interest from two members at the moment, and Chris Wilson has given them some
information about the course.

A Level One course may be run in the New Year, but the course fee is an extortionate £350! The
club has £200 per candidate from the grant. If this goes ahead we would need to look at getting
the cost reduced, filtering extra funds from the grant or looking elsewhere for the course.

Are there any other club members interested in taking up Level One Coaching? If so, please
contact Chris.



COMMITTEE NEWS:

Steve Barry has stepped
down from the Treasurer's
post, and Andrew Gledhill,
fresh from breaking the bank
at Monte Carlo, has kindly
agreed to step into the role
until the AGM next March.

It seems his exit with a bag
of loot was over-exaggerated
— the club accounts only ran
to an extended holiday so
he’'s now back for a second
bite...

Another busy committee meeting...

“The current state of the accounts is uniformly healthy, and clearly enhanced by the first
showing of the grant money received recently. As usual | will caution against an excess of
zeal (don't immediately spend everything we have) since continuity of the finances of the
club has always been my concern.

Having now picked up the reins again | believe the accounts are as up to date as they can
reasonably be made so far. However, | am aware that some matters will need to be
resolved in the next month or so. These included the annual fees to GNAS, upcoming hall
rental for indoor season, and the need to identify clearly any expenditure which the club
has made from the grant money received.”

Mark Sliney, our Child Protection Officer, is pleased to report that no incidents or complaints
have been received since the last Committee meeting and has been hard at work on the Child
Protection and Vulnerable Adult documentation; this has been circulated to Committee
members and will be rolled out via the web pages when fully complete. It will then be a case
of keeping them up to date and ensuring contact details are valid.

Now that the indoor season is upon us, he’ll have more time to resume the Clubmark project.
Dan Taylor has offered to provide some guidance and advice on the project since he has
some previous experience with this scheme.

We still need an Events Officer, though, and as Steve Barry is stepping down from the role of
Tournament Organiser we’ll need a volunteer to take over this very important role. Any
takers?

It'll be appointed at the AGM so there’s plenty of time to volunteer. Steve has kindly agreed to
continue to organise the Diana Tournament, but not as a committee member.



FOR THE RECORD...

All score sheets that have been submitted have all been dealt with. The website is up to date
for your handicaps and classifications. Since the last Committee Meeting, Denys has
received 171 scores from club members, which is good.

But there are many members who are not submitting their scores, which is ungood.

For some of you this affected your chance of winning the Handicap Trophy at the club
championships. This will also affect your chance of winning the Handicap Improvement
Award in future. It does not matter what the score is, it is for your club records. So please, let
her have your scores as you shoot them. For your Frostbite/outdoor scores, either leave
them in the Wendy house on the field or email them to: archerydenys@btconnect.com.

For the indoors shooting nights, please hand them in at the end of shooting — she’ll
endeavour to get them back to you the following week.

There have been various club records claimed, some of which Denys has applied for County
Records also:

Barebow overall:

Albion Mark Basham 516
American Gavin Taylor 457
Long Metric Gents Gavin Taylor 192
Compound overall:

Long Western Danny Taylor 830
New National Danny Taylor 594
Long Metric Gents Danny Taylor 631
American Danny Taylor 806
Freestyle overall:

St George Bryan Regan 756
Warwick Bryan Regan 394
Warwick Bryan Regan 404
Junior National Toby Davies U14 443
Short Junior Nationals Charlotte Davies U12 433
Short Junior Windsor Charlotte Davies U12 592
Clout

Recurve

Single One Way U16  Eleanor Barry 19
Single One Way U12  Charlotte Davies 30
Single One Way U16  Eleanor Barry 31
Single One Way U14  Toby Davies 53
Single One Way U12  Charlotte Davies 40
Single One Way Ken Davies 97
Compound

Single One Way Denys Barratt 98
Double One Way Denys Barratt 190

County Matters




All qualifying scores have been forwarded to the County Records Officer, and Denys is
continuing to chase him for records that have been submitted in the past - to him and to the
previous records officer...

The barebow records have been updated and certificates passed on to Mark Basham and
Gavin Taylor.

Please note: if you think you have a record or award to claim, remember to give Denys a
nudge.

Also, if you hit a ‘six gold end’ there are club badges to be had — you can start at 10
yards/metres and work your way up. You cannot go backwards!

If you hit this at the correct distance for your age group and gender she’ll give you a claim
form to put in to GNAS. And please — take a shap or two and let the webmaster and Keeper
of the Scrolls have a copy.

Finally: The Saint
Nicholas round. It
won't help with your
classifications but it’ll
be fun to shoot a few
rounds without
pressure.

New members and
juniors, this round is
4 dozen at 40 yards
and 3 dozen at 30
yards - easily within
your range, SO no
excuses!

Well, Christmas is
coming...

Nothing to fear from Saint Nicholas - he’s brought
you a longbow for Christmas...

WEBSITE:

The number of visits to the site has reached 3966!
All the club records have been changed to tables which are easier to update.

The For Sale page had its first item sold. See, it does work! If you have something you wish to
sell then please send a description and a photo to the webmaster and he’ll put it on.

If you go to a tournament could | please ask that you write a small report that can be put on
the site? Any photos would be useful as well.



If any new members haven't got a username and password for the member’s area then

please once again contact the webmaster.

www.harlequinbowmen.org.uk

EQUIPMENT:

A new storage unit for our equipment?

THE ARCHER’S BOOK OF EXCUSES:

With the money from the Sport England
grant, we have purchased four new senior
beginners’ bows, four junior bows plus new
sets of aluminium arrows, new bracers etc.
Added to the beginner's bows we already
have, this will enable us to offer beginners
and new archers a better choice of
equipment to use.

For the club members we're going to
purchase up to nine new bosses/stands, a
new back-stop net for indoor shooting
nights. A left hand & right hand compound
bow and accessories, two long bows and
wooden arrows so that club members can
try different types of bows.

And still they keep coming!

Mark Sliney was awarded his richly-
deserved four-pack of Bombardier bitter on
the 15" of October. A bit late — sorry, Mark.
And you may be interested to know that he
still bears the scars...

Here's a nice one overheard by Andrew
Gledhill:

“I'm sure these arrows are all conspiring in
the quiver, one going left, next right, third
somewhere else”.

Apparently the carbon fibre has been

spontaneously converting itself to DNA,
then developing sentience!



Pauline Tappin said she couldn’t shoot on the Halloween/Wear It Pink night because the
spider web on her hat made her unable to see - excuses on the grounds of Health & Safety...

Bryan Regan had a very positive outlook on the difficulty he suffered this year:

“2010 has been a very interesting archery year for me. In January, not a month | would
associate with good sport, | hit a purple patch. By March I'd completely lost it.

Six weeks later I'd speeded up my draw and shot my first Bowman score, but then once again
lost it in May.

In June Brian Taylor noticed | wasn’'t using my scapulars to draw my bow - instead | was
drawing with my fingers and arm due to an increasingly open stance. As soon as | closed my
stance my scapulars started working and by July | was shooting way beyond my
expectations.

Today (October) as | write this, | could barely hit a barn door and at times feel close to
throwing in the towel. Something’s stopping me!

I'm sure that the low points are the price of progress. Until we find out and sort our
weaknesses we surely can’'t move on. From my experiences, the exciting thing about archery
when it’s all progressively falling apart is, that it makes it easier to find a problem.

I may need to suffer a few more shooting days before hitting the bottom and discovering my
fault.

Bounce backs are brilliant fun. Many thanks to all of our Coaches!” — Bryan Regan

ARCHIE REE — The Oracle of Toxophily

THE CALL OF THE BOW

What was it that drew you to the
sport of archery? Was it watching a
Robin Hood fim or TV
programme? Watching archery on
the Olympics?

Club member Julian Ross, who
supplied us with some superb
fiction last issue, had a very unique
call to arms...



“Why?” is a short word, one that may draw a short answer or a lengthier response. When
asked why he sought to climb Everest, Mallory answered “because it is there”. However one
suspects that he might have become exasperated by the interrogation of journalists. Other
climbers have responded to that question in far greater detail, lyrically, passionately — and so
did Mallory in his papers recently turned into a posthumous memoir.

So it is with the question of why | became interested in archery. There is no simple answer,
no honest throw-away “because it is there” platitude.

The nearest to a one-liner may be to say that | am a horseman and enjoyed the Lord of the
Rings films. (I did, though | liked the books better.) Those mounted warriors embody a
pervasive romance and glory.

However my fascination slipped in by another road. | have an interest in my past and my eyes
were opened wider by a thought-provoking Blackfoot Indian. For eighteen eventful months
she was my wife. That fateful lady embraced a concept known as genetic memory and the
idea appeals to me. We have heard about the experiences whereby some organ transplant
recipients discover within themselves characteristics of the donor. The related notion of
genetic memory suggests that faint characteristics of biological ancestors may be locked up
within. For years | had felt the fleeting shadows of people who were of me but not me. One of
these, it seemed, might have been a mounted archer. | want to unlock that skein of memory.

Already | had been drawn by some powerful intuition towards equestrian pursuits, a road that
led to me becoming a qualified mounted guide and manager of a wilderness riding centre.
That was a fulfilling quest. Now archery seems to have the potential to address further
guestions pertaining to my discovery of an intriguing inner self.

Yes, | have seen more clearly the shadow of that ancestor of long ago. The veil has become
thinner. But archery has led to more tangible discoveries. | might characterise these as the
meditational side to this martial art, a theme that some might call “Zen-like” or “existential”
though such words seem loose and ill-fitting in such a context.

In token of this esoteric theme here are two passages from my journal.

Then it came back to me, a riding instructor's injunction to "breathe". It was a lesson that |
passed on to nervous clients - "remember to breathe". How often one forgets to breathe when
stressed, and that just makes the situation worse.

So | synchronised my breathing with my firing, turning target practice into a meditation. As |
breathed in, | sighted my arrow. Lungs full, | loosed the dart. Breathing out | saw its fall. My
arrows landed more accurately too as | fired calm and relaxed, in tune with my body,
entranced by the rhythmic motion of the archer and the elegance of his weapon.

Yes, this is a spiritual exercise, the bow a mirror - as in a different way so is a horse -
stripping bare my character with its joy and its faults. So | learn to master mind and body, to
overcome weaknesses, to see my struggle in perspective - neither to be downcast by darts
that miss the gold nor complacent at those which hit the mark.



Here is the second passage.

I had a strange yet
enlightening  experience at
archery practice yesterday.
Instinctive shooting came a
step closer when | began
to fire  without consciously
taking aim. This is hard to
describe - really it just
happened when, familiar with
the weapon and its darts,
simply | stopped thinking. All
sorts of things went by the
board. | didn't draw the string
up to the familiar place on my
cheek. Nor did | draw the bow
in to reload, but fitted arrows
almost at arm's length. | looked
straight at the target and not at
what my hands were doing. |
was aware of the target, it
became a part of my world and
my objective, but not a goal in
the materialistic human way of

thinking. Julian Ross

So archery is, for me, a key to an inner world. It
is a stretch of the long path towards
enlightenment.

Any questions/queries that you would like Archie to ask the Gods, please drop his apprentice
a line on sickofitall28 @hotmail.com.
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THE LAST GASP OF SUMMER...

The annual Club Championships were held on Sunday
19" September. | missed this because | was in
Nottingham for FantasyCon, but | gather that a fun time
was had by all. The weather was cloudy with a
moderate cross wind, so no real calls for the Archer’s
Book of Excuses...

However, there were a few mix-ups regarding prizes...

Some of the results using adjusted scores were wrong.
In some cases (Generations) it did not affect the result.

But in the Family Pair award the 2" place should have
gone to Brian & Gavin Taylor and 3" should have gone
to Denys Barratt & Daniel Taylor.

In the Jack & Jill award the 2™ place should have gone

to Chris &lynn Wilson and 3" to Brian Taylor & Denys
Barratt.

The biggest error occurred in the Treasurers Cup award.
1* Should have been Gavin Taylor

2" should have been Mark Basham

3" should have been Ken Davies

Apologies have been made to all the affected archers, and the rightful winners should by now have
received their trophies and medals.

Clout Results

80 Yards Score
Ladies Under 12 Charlotte Davies 40
100 Yards

Ladies Under 16 Eleanor Barry 31
Gents Under 14 Toby Davies 53
120 Yards

Gents Under 16 Lewis Sliney 18
Ladies Barebow Felicity Duff 30
Ladies Recurve Lynn Wilson 27
140 Yards

Ladies Compound Denys Barratt 70
Gents Longbow Chris Wilson 13
180 Yards

Gents Barebow Gavin Taylor 43
Gents Recurve Ken Davies 97
Gents Compound Daniel Taylor 85
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NATIONAL CLOUT CHAMPS:

Yep, that's Harlequin! On 16th
October 2010 four intrepid
archers headed up north to
Bradford for the National Clout
Championship.

The day was grey, chilly,
drizzly and blustery at times.
At one point of the day there
was a rainbow that started to
cross the field - they hoped it
would stop on one of the flags
and show them where the gold
was...

The day was grey, chilly, drizzly and blustery at times. At one point of the day there was a
rainbow that started to cross the field - they hoped it would stop on one of the flags and show
them where the gold was...

There were ten flags. One hundred and twenty five hopeful archers started the day and one
hundred and twenty three ended the day.

Brian, Danny and Denys came away as the National Compound Team Champions.
Individually, Gavin came fourth in the Gents Barebow section. Brian came fourth and Danny
fifth in the Gents Compound. Denys came sixth in the Ladies Compound. Gavin also
claimed his black tassel for GNAS clout.

On the Sunday they all competed in the Leicestershire and Rutland County Fita Clout

Championships. Brian came third in the Visitors Gents Compound. Gavin claimed his black
tassel and Denys claimed her blue tassel.

Full results can be found here:

http://www.harlequinbowmen.org.uk/Clout%20Nationals%202010%20Results. pdf
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DEVIZES WEEKEND:

Over the August Bank Holiday the Taylors (minus Gavin) and the Tappins went to compete at
the Dorset & Wilts Country Champs for three days of shooting:

Saturday was the two-way Western longbow shoot followed by the two-way Clout. Sunday
was the York/Hereford/National and Monday was the American.

All competed in the Longbow with some great results — Mandy Tappin was two hits short of a
Third Visitor and Mick Tappin obtained an astounding 345!

The Clout was a closer contest, with grim weather conditions. Danny and Brian came away
with first and second gent’s place respectively, and Denys took the silver with 158.

The Sunday round saw some baffling weather conditions — although light on the shooting line,
the breeze strengthened into a swirling cross wind at 60 yards. Difficult day’s shooting, but
everyone did well — Danny took fFrst Visitor and finished Third overall, and Mandy took Third
National for the Ladies Longbow.

Monday saw the American round — again, good results for all. Pauline and Denys finished 4"
and 5" respectively in Ladies Compound and Mandy finished 5" in Ladies Longbow. Mick got
Third Visitor in the Gents Longbow and Danny came 1% in Gents Compound.

Full results here: http://www.harlequinbowmen.org.uk/DWAA ChampsResults2010.pdf

DUNSTER:

The usual suspects (the Taylors and the Tappins) travelled down to Somerset for the annual
week’s shooting in the sheep field.

Usually Dunster week is renowned for it's strange weather, wind, rain, sun even thunder, or
even all on the same day. This year there was little wind and bright sun for nearly all the
week. The only time it rained was during the night. Most archers said that there hadn’t been a
week like it in all the time they have been going. Many people put it down to Janet (The old
organiser who had sadly passed away early in the year) pulling the strings and levers upstairs
to ensure we had a great week. (Thank you Janet).

This year was Brian and Denys’ 10th wedding anniversary. In 2000 they got married in the

registry office and had a blessing on the mound on Longbow Day. Like the Queen, they have
two anniversaries, one on the 14th and one on longbow day.

This year Roz and Dicky Summers were married in the castle and wore their wedding outfits
on Longbow Day.
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Harlequin came away with quite a few medals which included

Danny Taylor - 2nd Clout, 3rd visitor York and The Compound Victor Ludorum.
(Victor Ludorum is overall best placing in the FITA, Field, Longbow, Clout and York)

Mick Tappin - 1st Longbow National (Sat and Sun)
Pauline Tappin - 1st Compound National (Sat and Sun)

Mandy Tappin - 1st Longbow National (Sat and Sun)

There have been many, many more away trips for our intrepid bowmen, including the
Fakenham and Sarum Clouts, the Southampton Wessex Albion — too many to do full justice
to here, but full results and reports — as well as a fine array of pictures — can be found on the
website:

http://www.harlequinbowmen.org.uk/page48a.html

14



INDOOR WEAR IT PINK SHOOT:

Friday, October 29" 2010. This
coincided with Halloween, so there
were some interesting sights to be
seen — no pink zombies, thankfully...

We managed to raise £58 for the Breast Cancer charity, and I'm pleased to report that
there were no casualties — apart from this poor chap:
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GUEST FICTION:

As the world dies screaming a
legend is reborn!

In the years following The Cull,
England has reverted back to the
Middle Ages, ripe for invasion by
the Frenchman De Falaise and his
group of mercenaries. They enter
through the Channel Tunnel and
work their way up the country.

Ex-policeman Robert Stokes lost
everything to the virus that ravaged
these isles. Along with his wife and
son, it took Robert’s whole reason
for living. Retreating into the woods
and forests near Nottingham, he
has become a hunter, living off the
land and avoiding any form of
human contact — until now.

Pockets of survivors are attempting
to build up small communities in
the region, bartering at makeshift
markets and forming tentative
connections. But when De Falaise
arrives at Nottingham -
proclaiming himself the new Sheriff
— Robert finds himself drawn
reluctantly into the fight, using the
famous legend of a Hooded Man
as his guide...

A rip-roaring post-apocalyptic reinterpretation of the Robin Hood legend!

“Arrowhead is huge fun. The characters we know from the tales of Robin Hood are all there,
and Kane allows them to understand they are playing a part in the re-establishment of a myth.
If you've ever wanted to see Robin Hood go up against tanks, this is for you; if not, well, buy it
anyway.” - DeathRay magazine

A highly visual, sometimes graphically violent tale with some great set pieces, most notably
the battle in the forest and the final climactic confrontation in Nottingham castle. Kane builds
up the characters of Robert and his followers well. Robert is initially reluctant to help his fellow
survivors but his policeman’s training and sense of duty — and justice — means it's only a
matter of time before he adopts the mantle of protector.

Much the Miller’s son is replaced by an orphaned boy called Mark, and Stokes finds himself
reluctantly drawn into a father-protector role as his own son Steve was the same age as Mark
when he succumbed to The Cull. Friar Tuck is replaced with Reverend Tate, a far-from
peaceful man of God — “An eye for an eye, the Bible says...all right, just a bit of pummelling
then.”
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The introduction of the Little John character is much more traditional. Jack ‘The Hammer’
Finlayson is an ex-pro wrestler from New York. Like the ballads and previous film and TV
adaptations, the Hooded Man meets this sturdy character in a hand-to-hand combat scene
with quarter-staffs (in this case, fallen tree branches).

The Maid Marion creation is a very interesting — and modern — character. Mary Louise Foster
is introduced to the reader by fighting off the marauders who've invaded her farmhouse with a
pair of replica Smith & Wesson Peacemakers! Her character is nicely rounded — a far cry from
the ‘helpless heroine’ of earlier interpretations, and not just the ‘fearless warrior’ stereotype
that plagues later adaptations. When Robert trains her in the use of the longbow, her success
is marked with her crying out “Yay me,” a very modern — and quite touching — affectation.

Mary is shown to be mentally affected by the apocalypse that swept Britain - she is haunted
by the voice of her dead brother David, who calls her by her nickname Moo-Moo. It is a
situation Robert can relate to, when he tells her that he imagines the spirit of the forest
speaking to him in his dreams. Not only does this strengthen the bond between them, it also
shows one of the influences on Kane’s tale.

There are several dream sequences in the book, which reminded me of the Robin of
Sherwood novelisations | read as a boy. It's nice to know that like me he believes that TV
series to be the definitive version of the Hood myth. (In his acknowledgements, he thanks
Richard Carpenter, the series creator.)

De Falaise is an out-and out bad guy with no redeeming qualities — incidentally, Falaise is the
birthplace of William the Conqueror — and it makes sense for a story that harks back to
medieval times to have a French noble as a villain.

There’s also some well-timed humour in the book. On the platform of the newly-built gallows
in Nottingham Castle, where De Falaise is about to hang a contingent of villagers, he asks the
Hooded Man: “Do you like my new little toy?”

Robert answers “Every pantomime villain needs a stage.”

A hugely entertaining story that is well worth a read. I've got the next two volumes Broken
Arrow and Arrowland to go through, and I'm certain that they’ll be of the same high standard
as this volume.

Here’s a sample chapter for your delectation:

The hunter had been crouching in the undergrowth for almost two hours when the
creature finally wandered into the clearing. His prize. After tracking it for the best part of a
day, he knew that this was one of its favourite haunts. This would be the place where he'd
look into its eyes, where he’d feel that familiar adrenalin rush from bagging such a fine catch.

So he'd settled himself down to wait.

He was a patient man. And, besides, it wasn't as if he had anything else to do, was
it? No going down the pub for a pint and game of darts, no cosy nights in front of the TV.
Those days were long gone now, a distant memory... most of the time. The problem with
waiting was that the mind needed ways to amuse itself. Against his will, he found himself
drifting back, remembering. Thinking about the man he used to be and the life he’d once led.
It felt like a dream.

“Read to me some more, Dad... please...”
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Mentally, he tried to shake the memories from his head in the same way his old
Golden Retriever used to shake himself dry. How little Stevie would laugh when Max did that
— he could see the boy's face now on that holiday in Wales. They'd left the campsite and
taken a walk down by a long river. Then they'd let the dog off the lead to run around and he'd
immediately jumped in the water to chase a fish he'd seen. After swimming with his head held
high, Max had finally realised there was no way on Earth he was going to catch the thing.
He'd sprayed them all when they ran across to him. Stevie had laughed and laughed, as
Joanne held up her hands to...

“Robert... Robert, come back to bed. It's Sunday morning.”

They were random, these recollections. That one was from back when they'd first got
married, back when they used to lose themselves in each other every weekend. Back before
Stevie came along and would climb in with them on a Sunday morning, bringing the papers
with him. His son would read the comics while Robert took the sports section and Joanne
would comment on what was happening in the world; which usually involved some soap or
pop star spending thousands on rehab when everyone knew they'd be back on booze and
drugs within a month.

“Listen to this: the government are stating categorically that there’s nothing to worry
about, Rob... That the people infected are ‘isolated incidents’, and there’s only a slim chance
of it becoming airborne.”

He squeezed his eyes shut, but the images didn’t disappear. Robert went way back
now, to his graduation from training college in fact. Remembering how proud his late parents
had been of him that day; at least he'd given them something before the crash two years
later. And he had to admit to feeling a swell of pride himself as his name was called.

“Would you please step forward, Constable Robert Stokes.” He could see the crowds
of people, the flashes of cameras as they snapped pictures. The applause was deafening. He
thought he could change the world back then, make a difference.

Fast forward to the riots when the system was breaking down. The stones and half
bricks that were hurled, terrified people hitting them with lead piping, with sticks. So many
faces, so much panic.

Robert and his family had moved out of the big city a long time ago, when Stevie was
only four. Joanne had argued that she didn’'t want her husband on the streets facing gun
crime and goodness knows what else. She didn’t want Stevie growing up without a father (a
sick joke when he thought about it now).

“You ready?”

“Push the swing Dad, come on!”

“Okay, you asked for it.”

“Higher, higher! Can we go on the roundabout next?”

“Sure thing.”

“You're the best, Dad. The best.”
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Of course, he'd argued that there were pockets of violence everywhere, but he could
see it from her point of view as well. In the end he’d listened and they'd upped sticks from the
place where he was born and bred. But he hoped to return one day.

They hadn’t really gone that far. Robert put in a transfer to a market town north of
Nottingham called Mansfield, taking out a mortgage on a house between there and Ollerton.
They'd been so happy there. He enjoyed community police work well enough and they lived in
one of the most beautiful areas of England, only a short distance from rolling green fields,
from woodland and forests — plenty of places to take Max out for walks. Yet close enough to
‘civilisation’ that Joanne could go shopping if she wanted, and pursue her ambitions to run her
own accountancy business now that Stevie had gone to school. She always had been a whizz
at maths, even when they were young...

“Hi, my name’s Robert — I'm in the class above you.”

“Joanne. You're friends with Tracey’s brother, aren’t you?”

“Yeah, that's right. A bunch of us are going out on Saturday, to the pictures. | was
wondering...Well, do you want to come?”

It was ironic that the violence and the death found them all those years later. But it
was the same countrywide in those dark days just before The Cull.

If the time prior to that had been a dream, then surely what came next was a
nightmare; one from which he was constantly praying he'd wake. As friends on the force
stopped turning in for work, as kids from Stevie’'s school were kept off sick, as more bullshit
about the virus appeared in the papers and on the TV news... Nobody had taken it that
seriously at first, not after all that business with SARS and Bird Flu. All that changed when
they were smacked in the face with it.

Grimacing, Robert relived that night when Joanne had suddenly begun coughing in
bed. Turning on the bedside lamp, he'd rolled over to find her holding a tissue up to her
mouth. When she brought it away again, there was a bright patch of red there. And her eyes,
God in Heaven, her eyes...

“You've got the most beautiful eyes, do you know that?”

“Charmer.”

“It's true.”

She was looking at him, petrified. They both knew what it meant — had seen enough
about it to recognise the symptoms. Then they’d heard the coughing coming from Stevie's
room as well.

The scene was playing out in his mind in slow motion: slamming open the door and
shapping on the light; seeing crimson splattered all over the ten-year-old’s duvet; Stevie
crying because he didn’t know what was happening to him; Max barking at the foot of his bed.

He'd bundled Joanne and Stevie into the car, knowing it was no use phoning for an
ambulance. He and some of his colleagues had waited four or five hours for one to show up

just a few days before. Tearing down the country roads, and thankful for all those lessons
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about how to drive at speed when in pursuit, Robert was soon brought to a halt when he
reached the nearest hospital.

The car park was overflowing. People had left their vehicles on grass verges, double
and triple parked; wherever they could. He'd had to abandon his vehicle half a mile away from
the building itself, then he’d carried Stevie on his shoulder, holding up Joanne with his other
arm as they made their way to the Accident and Emergency department. The place was
heaving, packed to the rafters with patients, some on trolleys, sitting or laying down — or both
— some making do with a couple of chairs for a bed, but most were strewn around the
reception area and the corridors like beggars hoping for a handout. It was like something out
of those history books from school, monochrome etchings which showed people suffering
from the Black Death. Doctors and nurses wearing scrubs and masks flitted about in front of
him, so Robert grabbed the nearest one and demanded that the man examine his wife and
child.

“Look around you, mate — all these people need attention, and they were all here
before you.”

“I'm a police officer and-"

“You think that matters anymore?” shouted the man in scrubs. “You think it matters
whether you're with the police, the emergency services or... or...” The man coughed. “People
are dying... people...” He coughed again, except this time it was loud and wracking,
chorusing with the others. The doctor pulled the mask away from his mouth, revealing the
blood inside it. Then he looked up. “Oh Jesus,” was all he said.

It was at that moment the penny dropped. It really didn’t matter anymore: nothing did.
Because they were all fucked. The medicos didn’t have a clue how to stop this, not even the
government — of this country or any other — knew what to do.

Reluctantly, Robert returned home with Stevie and Joanne, made them as
comfortable as he could, trying to force cough mixture and paracetamol down them as if they
had a common cold or a dose of the flu. Robert waited it out with them, just like he was
waiting here today. Knowing that any minute now, because he’'d been exposed to the virus as
well, he'd start coughing up blood. They'd all go together if they were going to go at all. He
watched his wife and son pass their final few hours back in bed, in each other’s arms, heaving
up their liquefied lungs, fighting for breath. Max lay beside them on the mattress, whining as if
he could sense what was about to happen. Robert had spent his whole life trying to protect
people, and now he couldn’t even protect his own family from the microscopic bastards that
were ravaging their bodies. As they slipped away from him — Joanne first, taking a final,
wheezing breath, followed by nothing; then Stevie while he stroked the boy’s blond hair, not
knowing how to answer his questions about why he felt so ill or why Mum wasn’t coughing
anymore — Robert cried until he thought his tear ducts would burst.

“Help me, Dad... it hurts... make it stop!”

Max licked at Stevie’s face, trying to bring him round. The boy didn’t move.
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Robert slumped over their still bodies, clutching their clothes, screaming at the
universe, at God, at anything and everything, before finally exhaustion took him. Conversely
now he didn’'t want to wake, to face what had just happened. But when he did at last, realising
that this was all real, wrapping them in the blankets they'd died beneath, he held on to the
one and only shred of hope left.

“Stop wriggling about, Stevie, you're taking all the covers. And let your Dad read his
sports section.”

“Kay.”

Robert waited once more, it must have been days... maybe even a couple of weeks,
but he didn't feel the passage of the hours. This time it was his own death Robert anticipated.
He willed the cough to come, the blood, for the virus to take him. He was ready for it. Oh, was
he ready.

Robert existed on what was left in the house — tinned food mainly that Joanne had
squirreled away; she was a terror for keeping the cupboards overstocked. Though he hardly
felt like eating or drinking, his survival instinct was too strong to simply let himself starve to
death. He fed Max, but left the door open so the animal could supplement his diet elsewhere
if he chose. Or perhaps for another reason altogether.

“You're going to have to find a new owner soon, boy,” he'd tell the old dog daily,
“because I'm not going to be here for much longer.”

Then even that was snatched away from him by the men in gas masks, the hooded
yellow-clad figures in their wagons, sent to scoop up the dead that littered the streets in a vain
attempt to halt the spread of this infection. Even this far outside the towns and cities, the
pavements were covered. The men broke down the doors of houses, checking inside, coming
for the victims of the virus, spraying crosses on walls of buildings to be gutted with
flamethrowers. Robert heard them approaching down the street, the megaphones blaring, but
it hardly registered. Not until they were actually inside his house, waving their guns around,
did he acknowledge their presence.

Max leapt at one of them, clawing at his plastic suit. The man struck the dog on the
side of the head with the butt of his automatic rifle. Max fell to the floor with a whine and lay
there twitching. Robert jumped out of his chair, but when a rifle was swung in his direction, he
froze. He watched anxiously as a couple more men ascended the staircase. Was this what
had become of the authorities in his absence, Robert wondered, bully boys throwing their
weight around?

“Two of 'em up here,” came the muffled call from upstairs. “Been there a while as well
by the looks of things.”

“Leave them where they are,” Robert warned the man pointing the gun at him. “I'll be
joining them soon enough.”

The fellow gave a cold laugh. “You not seen the news lately, or what passes for it
these days? If you haven't got it by now, chances are you never will. You must be O-Neg.”

“O-Neg?” Robert gaped at him.
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“Completely immune, you lucky bastard. Though it's a wonder you haven’t caught
somethin’ else off them stiffs.”

He couldn’t take it in. He wasn't going to die after all — leastways not from the virus.
But Robert felt far from lucky: he'd lost everything he ever cared about and now he just
wanted this all to end.

The men came back downstairs and told him he’'d have to go with them. They were
looking for people like Robert, apparently. Someone in ‘power’ thought they might actually be
able to develop an antidote from them.

“And what... what's going to happen to Joanne and Stevie... My house?” Robert
asked.

“Same as all the others with infected dead inside. Poof,” said one of them, opening
his fist like a flower in bloom. “The rest of us can'’t run the risk of catching it when we’ve gone
to all this trouble.”

Tears welled in Robert’'s eyes as a man to his left grabbed his arm, attempting to drag
him outside. “I'm not going anywhere,” he told them.

“Oh yeah?” the first man brought up his rifle, aiming at Robert’s head. He took a step
towards the barrel, pressing the cold metal against his forehead.

“Do it, get it over with.”

They all looked at each other. “He’s too valuable,” said the second man, shaking his
head.

“Don’t you understand, | don't want to live anymore!”

“Tough sh*t,” said the third man, and they began to drag him out through the door.
Robert elbowed one, lashed out at another, but all this earned him was a punch in the
stomach.

Outside, two of them held Robert while the third sprayed a red ‘X’ on the front of his
house and signalled to a truck behind. Robert looked on through the tears as more men
climbed out with flamethrowers, tanks strapped to their backs. While he struggled, these
‘firemen’ disappeared inside, only to emerge moments later, leaving a trail of flames in their
wake. And then, as if the rest of it hadn’t been enough, something crawled from the spreading
conflagration, looking for all the world like a demon emerging from Hell. Fur alight and
whimpering with pain, Max made it a few steps down the path, before collapsing into a bonfire
heap. They hadn't even bothered to check he was dead before setting the house on fire; or
maybe they just didn’t give a crap.

It was too much to bear. Robert reached up and pulled one of the men’s gas masks
off, then swung it at his other captor.

“Oh-sh*t-oh-sh*t-oh-sh*t-" gibbered the man whose mask was hanging off, fumbling
to replace it, while Robert wrestled out of the other one’s grip. Then he ran.

“Get him!”

The third man shot into the air, careful not to hit their prisoner, but at the same time

powerless to stop him.
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Robert made it round the corner, glancing back over his shoulder only once. His
house and everything in it was a blazing inferno, much like many of the others nearby.

“Goodbye sweetheart,” he whispered to his wife. “Goodbye son. | love you both very
much.”

The men would come after him, he knew that, but they wouldn’t kill him. Instead
they'd take him away somewhere to be prodded and poked, to provide a cure for the men in
the masks and their superiors. People he'd once served (no, not like that... never like that!).
So Robert ran, harder and faster than he ever had in his life. He didn’t have a clue where he
was going, just that he had to hide — he needed to get away from people: the living and the
dead. Robert calculated that if only those with O-Neg blood were immune, as the man back at
his house had said, then most of the population had already been wiped out. Joanne would
probably have been able to give him a more precise estimation... if she’d been alive.

On his journey he came across a small abandoned army surplus store, which had
been partially looted, the window smashed and whatever was in the display long since stolen.
That wasn’t what interested him. Robert climbed through, hoping that there might be at least
some of the things he’'d need: a change of clothing for starters. He found a pair of tough khaki
combat trousers, a green t-shirt and a hooded top that fitted him, plus a long, waxy outdoor
coat. All that remained was to find a decent knife, a compass and some twine. Once he'd
scrounged them up, he left whatever money he had on him by the till.

In the end it was a logical choice. Head for the woodlands at Rufford where he'd
spent so much time with Max, where he’d taken Joanne and Stevie occasionally at weekends
and bank holidays. Robert would let the oak, silver birch and ferns hide him from what was
left of society, live out his life until death took him from natural causes; hopefully soon. Maybe
he'd just slip and break his neck one day...

Until then, he would get by. Robert would draw on the survival training he’d gone
through as part of his job. He'd thought it was daft at the time, all those role-playing exercises,
the team building out in the middle of nowhere. But he’'d picked up quite a few things on those
courses without even realising it. Unlike some of the lads, he’d actually been paying attention
when the tutor had explained about things like making shelters and hunting if you were
stranded. In fact, the first thing he’d done when he got to the woods was construct a simple
lean-to between a couple of trees. He'd whittled down wood to make the poles, tying this
together with the twine, then he’'d covered the framework over with all the foliage he could find
in the surrounding area. A new home, designed for one.

For water, to drink and to wash, he visited the huge lake at Rufford or trapped rain —
filtering it through material torn from his disused clothing, then boiling it over a fire. This
Robert made when it grew cold at night with a bow and drill, spinning the sharpened piece of
wood on a fire board until it caught light. Using kindling, he’d build it up and warm himself.

For food, he picked edible mushrooms to begin with, then set simple snares and drag
nooses to catch small animals, placed over trails or runs, attached to poles. These were large

enough to comfortably pass over the creatures’ heads, but then grew tighter as they struggled
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to get out. In his former life he might have felt some guilt about doing this, but it was a
different world now. He was a different person. Plus which, he’'d eaten meat all his life, hadn’t
he? Just never thought about where it came from. Now that was his responsibility, because
Robert couldn’t allow himself to become weak, not when the men might still come after him.
He would also catch ducks and geese by the water, using a bolas — two stones connected by
the twine and thrown, after some degree of practice, around the bird’s necks to weigh them
down. And he’d hunt small game with a sharpened spear, not throwing it as you might see in
the movies, because that was a good way to lose the weapon, but jabbing at his prey. Then
he’d cook whatever he could find over a spit beside the lean-to.

But the bow he used to light the fire gave him other ideas as well. Robert selected a
hardwood — dead, dry wood as opposed to greenwood — branch about two metres or so long
that was relatively free from knots or limbs. With his knife, he scraped down the largest end
so that it had the same pull as the smaller one. The wood had a natural curve to it and he was
careful to scrape from the side facing him, knowing that otherwise it might snap the first time
he used it. Robert spent ages attaching the twine and getting the pull of the bow just right.
Moving on to the arrows, he used the straightest dry sticks he could find, scraping and
straightening the shafts. For the arrowheads, he used sharpened stone — then attached
feathers from his previous hunts to the shaft, notching the ends. In many respects all this was
the easy part, because Robert only had limited experience with a bow and arrow, amounting
to the handful of times he’d taken Stevie for archery lessons on holidays.

So he'd practised; for many hours. Drawing back the bow, letting the arrows fly into a
target carved on a tree. To begin with Robert had been miles away from the trunk, let alone
the target, but gradually his aim improved.

Just like darts... only with bigger arrows, he’d tell himself.

He recalled the day that he hit the bull's eye — he’'d been determined to do it before
the dark skies emptied their load. The sense of satisfaction was tremendous, and for a split
second he'd almost forgotten where he was and how he came to be there, turning and
expecting Joanne and Stevie to be behind him, clapping.

“Way to go, Dad, way to go.”

“Quite the outdoorsman, now, aren’t we?” Joanne’s beautiful eyes were filled with
love, not terror. Her smiling mouth not stained with blood anymore.

But all was quiet except for the usual sound of birdsong.

As the first spots of rain came down, Robert had hung his head, pulling the hood up.
Then he'd returned to camp for the night, walking past the cloth catchments which were
collecting the water.

Once again, the days blurred into each other — and Robert could only go by the fact
that the grass on the once neatly-trimmed golf course and the parks was now knee-length,
that the beard he’'d begun growing was thick and bushy, that he'd had to begin stockpiling
meat in the ice houses at Rufford, man-made stone buildings set into mounds of earth that
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would keep it chilled, and insulated by the soil. He'd busted off the barred doors to these and
used them as his own personal larder.

The meat mainly came from sheep in the fields, in particular shaggy Hebrideans that
had been introduced to the scrubland before The Cull: easy, slow-moving targets. But he’'d
noticed that deer were running free now too in the woods, and this was a chance to really put
his new-found skills with the bow to good use. The first time he’d attempted a kill, he'd
completely messed it up, stumbling through the undergrowth like the most uncoordinated of
bulls blundering into Ming vases, alerting the startled deer to his presence. Since that day,
he'd learnt to be very stealthy, and adept at blending into his surroundings. He'd bagged more
deer and sheep than he could remember, ensuring enough to eat through the past two
winters at least; and enough skins and wool to keep him warm during the colder months.

But today he was hunting something altogether different. Something that was worth
all the waiting, the crouching, the memories that had come flooding back. Because there, in
the clearing, was the magnificent sight of a stag: its strong grey and white torso moving fluidly
as it paused to sniff at the air.

Robert held his breath. It was the ultimate test of his hunting skills; one false move
and he’d tip off his quarry. Through the long grass and ferns, he looked at the animal, and he
was so sure it was looking back at him. All hunted creatures were aware of being watched — if
only on a subconscious level — he’d observed. It was the same thing he’'d seen when he was
just about to give chase to a pickpocket or bootlegger. They'd make a break for it just a
fraction of a second before spotting Robert. The trick was to be quicker than them.

If he was going to make his move, it had to be right now. Robert rose, breaking cover:
the leaves, twigs, and branches he'd used to camouflage himself falling from his body.
Though he’d been hunkered down low, unmoving all this time, his legs were far from stiff and
his muscles held him steady. Simultaneously, he raised his bow, which could easily have
been mistaken for another branch, another piece of camouflage, were it not for the taut twine
attached to its length. Robert and the stag exchanged a glance, the merest of heartbeats and
yet lasting forever.

Hunter and prey.

It was only during this time that he felt something akin to being alive again, felt a
surge of energy that reminded him he wasn't just a shadow, simply a ghost of his former self.

But in this animal, he also recognised a kindred spirit; a once proud creature reduced
to a victim by circumstance.

Robert lowered the bow, nodding to himself and to the stag. The animal stood there
stunned for a second or two, not understanding how it could still be alive — the hunter had him
in his sights. But it didn't question this for long, running off back into the woods; vanishing
from sight.

Robert watched it go, knowing that another kill had never really been the purpose of

this exercise. He didn't need any more meat, and didn’t hunt just for sport — Robert didn’t
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have a trophy room in the lean-to. They'd shared something in that one brief moment, the
stag and him. Both knew what it was like to be on the run, what it was like to escape.

Above all else, both Robert and the stag knew that he could have taken that life, but
chose not to.

All of which meant that the hunter, the hooded man, was still the victor.

And so it was his turn to disappear back into the trees.

© Paul Kane/Rebellion 2008

The complete trilogy — available from Abaddon Books

Paul Kane’s genre journalism has appeared in magazines like Fangoria, SFX and Rue
Morgue, and he is the author of The Hellraiser Films and Their Legacy. His short stories have
been collected in Alone (In the Dark), Touching the Flame, FunnyBones and Peripheral
Visions, and his novellas include Signs of Life (shortlisted for the British Fantasy Awards
2006), The Lazarus Condition (introduced by Mick Garris, creator of Masters of Horror) and
RED (illustrated by Dave ‘MirrorMask’ McKean).

His mass market novels Arrowhead, Broken Arrow and Arrowland detail the exploits of a post
apocalyptic Robin Hood, and he is the co-editor of Hellbound Hearts — stories inspired by the
Clive Barker novella that spawned Hellraiser.

His story ‘Dead Time’ was turned into an episode of the Lionsgate/NBC network show Fear
Itself ; adapted by Steve Niles (creator of 30 Days of Night) as New Year’s Day, and directed
by Darren Lynn Bousman (SAW II-1V). Paul also scripted The Opportunity, based on his own
short, which premiered at the Cannes Film Festival 2009.

His website, which has featured guest writers such as Stephen King, Neil Gaiman and James
Herbert, can be found at http://www.shadow-writer.co.uk/

Further information on the Arrowhead trilogy can be found at http://arrowheadtrilogy.com/
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CLUB RULES:

Yep, they've changed. They're on the website and the noticeboards, but for reference I've
included them here.

OUTDOOR TARGET SHOOTING

1. BETWEEN 1ST April and 30th September inclusive, normal shooting periods at
Harwell are Tuesdays from 17:00, Fridays from — 16:00 and all days

Sundays. Between 1st October and 31st March outdoor shooting is only

available all day Sundays. Tuesdays are regarded as coaching evenings.

These periods are for the exclusive use of the Archery Club. On rare

occasions another club may be permitted (by the Secretary) to use one of our
periods. Club members will be notified of these occasions.

2. Keylist. Those senior members wishing to shoot on Sundays or outside the
normal Archery periods may ask to be put on the HLRA keylist by Andrew
Gledhill. Approval is at his discretions. There are restrictions concerning the
use of keys that will be explained to each approved applicant. Failure to
observe the restrictions will result in that member’s removal from the keylist.

3. Before shooting can start someone whose name is on the keylist must obtain
the relevant keys from the Police Lodge. Take your HLRA membership card.
Return of the keys when shooting has finished should be by the same person.

4. Before any arrows are shot, the warning notices must be displayed at each
end of the footpath on the east edge of the field and at the corner of the field
closest to the Gemini building. The text to be visible to anyone entering the
field. The notices must be removed after all shooting has finished. The
display of notices is a UKAEA (landowner) requirement).

5. Target bosses must only be shot from one side — read the labels. When using
tripod stands outdoors, guy ropes must always be used. Please avoid
positioning targets directly above pitch lines. When packing up, always

remove the face and if the boss is bulged, flatten it by standing on it.

6. Broadheads are not permitted

7. Shooting must at all times be in accordance with the GNAS Rules of
Shooting.

8. Junior archers must be supervised at all times by a GNAS affiliated adult
member. Parents are reminded of their responsibility for their children’s
behaviour

9. Shooting must be supervised by an experienced archer at all times (normally
a committee member)

10. Always know how many arrows you are shooting with so that you can be
certain that you have not lost any.

11. Walk to the targets with eyes down and to the side of the target, so that
arrows that have fallen short are not trodden on or allowed to cause a
lacerated ankle. When arrows are withdrawn, archers must not stand in front
of the target where they are liable to be struck in the eye by a nock. The
archer withdrawing the arrow must take care that no-one is in a position of
danger.
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12. If you accidentally damage any Club or HLRA equipment, tell the Equipment
Officer or the Secretary. You will not be charged for the damage but the

Officers need to know so that necessary repair or replacement can be

arranged.

13. The normal shooting direction is from north to south. No targets are to be set
up such that a missed arrow could pass through the security fence. An arrow
passing through the security fence will have serious consequences on the
operation of the Club.

14. During the normal shooting periods (point 1) shooting positions north on the
line of the footpath are prohibited. Paper tuning is accepted.

15. To allow archers to collect arrows independently, targets may only be
positioned in line with alternative narrow tree bays or adjacent wide tree bays.
Targets may only be closer together if all archers on those targets collect
arrows simultaneously

16. Only one shooting line (the tree line) is normally permitted. If more than one
distance is shot, the targets must be moved — not the archer (but see below)

17. In the special cases of calibration or tuning, the practice of moving the archer
may continue but the archer(s) must be at least three tree bays from anyone
else.

18. No playing in front of the tree line when any targets are in place. Children are
not to kick balls, run or cycle on the field when shooting is in progress or
arrows are being collected

19. HLRA prohibits dogs on the field. The Club will tolerate them if they are
properly restrained well behind the shooting line. Owners are responsible for
clearing any excrement.

20. The archer must never shoot straight up or at an angle above 45°in case
wind currents drift the arrow where it can cause damage or injury. The “high
draw” is prohibited (except for longbow). Snap shots at birds or wind-blown
paper on the range are forbidden

21. If you see someone looking for a lost arrow, offer to help — it may be your
arrow next time. Lost arrows MUST be found. The Club has metal detectors —
use them!

22. No sharps are to be left on the field. This includes arrows, metal nails, plastic
pins, wooden stand splinters etc, remember, the field is shared with other
clubs and sharp objects could cause severe injuries.

23. One-way Clout shooting is possible. Archers must shoot from the north-west
corner of the field towards the south-east corner

24. Shooting outside the normal periods (point 1) is only possible when no-one
else is using the fields. Warning notices must still be displayed (point 4). If
other sports wish to play or the grounds staff need to work on the field, the
archery must stop

25. If you are the last to leave, ensure that there is no equipment on the field,

close all pavilion windows, turn out all internal lights, lock the pavilion and
storeroom and return the keys to the Police.
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COMMITTEE MEMBERS:

Come and talk to us if you have any problems/queries. We're friendly, and won’t shout at you.

Much.

Mick Tappin
Pauline Tappin
Lynn Wilson
Ken Davies
Denys Barrett
Andrew Gledhill
Nick Buckel
Chris Wilson
Mark Sliney
Brian Taylor
Mike Baines
Adrian Chamberlin

FINAL NOTES:

Sunday 7 ™ November :

$
0
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!
$ ,
0
2 3

Chairman/Coaching Officer
Secretary

Membership Officer

Equipment Officer

Records Officer

Treasurer

Catering Officer

Sport England Officer/Grand Co-ordinator/Postal
Child Protection Officer/Junior Rep
Webmaster

Committee Member

Keeper of the Scrolls

an email from the Harwell Rec Society:

Rounds will be as last year, a choice of 120 or 140yds for most archers and bowtypes (except
compounds) and lesser distances for juniors as required. Tea, coffee, cakes and snacks will
be available virtually on the shooting line, free, throughout the day and we will try to arrange
even better weather than last year!

Map, further info and entry forms are available here:

http://sites.google.com/site/abbeywandshoot/abbey-wand-shoot-nov-2010

Postals

Just a reminder that the postal league starts this month for Portsmouth and Frostbite Rounds.
PLEASE hand your scores in, no matter how poorly you may feel you've performed...
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USEFUL LINKS:

GNAS - http://www.gnas.org/

Harlequin Bowmen - http://www.harlequinbowmen.org.uk/

Berks County Archery Society http://www.berkshirearchery.co.uk/

Archery Interchange — http://www.archery-interchange.net/

Quicks - http://www.quicks.com/

Aim 4 Sport - http://www.aim4sport.com/

Julian Ross - http://transylvanianhorseman.typepad.com/whitehorsepilgrim/

Once again, if you have any articles or material you'd like to see in the newsletter — or any
equipment you'd like to sell — please contact me on sickofitall28@hotmail.com or phone
07986 285017.

Thanks for reading. Next issue will be in early 2011.

Good shooting!

Adrian Chamberlin.
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