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NEW MEMBERS: 
 
 
 

Ah, beer and bows. This is what 
summer’s all about. 
 
Apologies for not getting a spring 
issue ready, but other writing 
commitments kept me busy. So 
consider this edition a ‘summer 
special’, with lots of jolly pictures 
and reports on our club, which 
should keep you smiling on the 
beach (or under a rainy tent) well 
into autumn. 
 
The winner of the Archer’s Book of 
Excuses is announced inside, and 
there’s a special report on the 
Diana Tournament. Archie Ree 
has also contributed a fascinating 
article on the mythological figure 
who gave her name to our 
Tournament and new member 
Justin Ross has kindly provided 
some historical fiction. 
 
So, pour yourself a Party Seven of 
Pimm’s, nibble on a strawberry or 
two, and relax with The Arrrow of 
Artemis. 
 
All the best, 
 
Adrian Chamberlin 
 

 

You aim for the gold. I’ll just drink it. Hic! Six gold end…  
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NEW MEMBERS:  
 
Well, you can tell a new Robin Hood film is doing the rounds at the moment! Membership has 
increased considerably over the last few months. Welcome to you all. 
 
Regulars, please introduce yourselves to them on club nights, offer to share your target with 
them and so forth. Make them feel at home. 
 

 
Russell Crowe hasn’t yet learned Harlequin’s policy  on arrow retrieval 

 
 
 
 
 
COMMITTEE: 
 
The committee has been playing musical chairs. Andrew Gledhill has stepped down as 
Treasurer, and Steve Barry has taken over the role. Despite Mr Gledhill being last seen 
boarding a flight to Barbados, clutching a bag marked SWAG and cackling insanely, Steve 
Barry has announced a healthy balance sheet for May 2010.. 
 
Brian Taylor has stepped down as Equipments Officer, but Ken Davies has offered to take 
over the role with the help of Simon and Brian Windsor. The work involved is a lot for three 
people (let alone one) so if you have some time to spare please speak to one of them and 
offer your services. 

 
 

 
 
Mark Sliney has taken over the role of Child Protection Officer, and the documentation has 
been posted on the website and the notice boards in the pavilion and the Wendy House.  
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He’s aiming to get Harlequin Bowmen Club Mark Accreditation, and will be compiling a QA 
manual He’s making good progress with this, but may need some assistance/feedback from 
the coaches to help out on a couple of topics. 
 
 
We still need an Events Officer, though! Any takers? This is important, because we need to fix 
a date for the September Club Championships – and someone to organise it… 
 
Big changes, I know. But rest assured, no-one’s doing a runner. The previous Committee 
holders will still be around to offer help and guidance (for a small fee, of course). 
 
Nick Buckel is still on board as Catering Officer. Well, after his legendary victuals last year 
there was no way we were going to let him leave! (Sit down, Buckel – you’re stuck with us!) 
 
As usual, Hell’s Kitchen supplied us and our guests with the now-legendary hot pork rolls and 
bacon burgers during the Diana, and even supplied a vegetarian option, which few clubs can 
boast. 
 
And of course, the cakes went down a storm. A massive thank you to all the Club Members 
who contributed. Robin Hood thoroughly enjoyed them: 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Hell’s Kitchen, with two attendant demons 
 

How about giving some to the poor, 
Robin? 
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WEBSITE: 

 
 
 
EQUIPMENT: 
 
Well, we’re still pushing for the container to be put behind the Wendy House. As much as we 
all love exercise, that walk to the big blue box to set up targets does get a bit wearying. The 
Club Field Box System as mentioned in the previous issue is still being prepared, but here’s a 
complete list of what will be inside:  
 
Tie-down rope, steel peg, 4 target pins, distance markers, round information card, check list. 

 
Be patient – we’ll get there! 
 

 
One day…it WILL happen! 

 
 
 
 
 

The number of visits to the site reached 2060 
in May and is increasing. The webmaster has 
added some county pages in the member’s 
section, with the latest rankings, champ news 
etc. Many of the pages will be tweaked and 
updated over the coming months.  
Also, the Junior web pages have recently 
been updated (public and member's pages). 
The Junior member's page includes print off 
score cards if they need them (all with 
Harlequin logo!). There is also a sight 
predictor spreadsheet on the links pages, 
which I found to be useful when shooting 
outdoors (I kept a printout in my box in case I 
forgotten what my marks were!). 
 
If anyone has any suggestions about what 
we can add or improve the (already 
impressive) site, then please get in touch 
with the webmaster. Also the For Sale page 
is still empty – so if you’ve got anything to 
sell, ignore eBay and put it up here. 
 
www.harlequinbowmen.org.uk 
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SPORT ENGLAND GRANT: 
 
A big thank you to Chris Wilson for his sterling efforts in obtaining this. We’ve been allocated 
the award for the Founding Period 1st May 2010 to 30th April 2011 - a massive £5948! Sounds 
good? Well, yes – but we originally requested £7298, to include 2 metal detectors and 
maintenance equipment (£560), but these were deemed ‘general running costs of the club.’ 
 
Also various novice, FITA & GNAS awards (£590), but again, these were deemed ‘not to have 
a clear link between project delivery & these awards for the high number of beneficiaries.’ 
 
Well, it was worth a try.... 

 
 
 
These are the full details: 
 

 
 

£5948 GRANT FOR THE FOUNDING PERIOD  
01/5/2010   TO   30/4/2011 

 
£4128 is solely for purchase of equipment-  

·  Bosses & Stands  ( 9 off) 
·  Indoor Net 
·  Bows, 8 beginners, 2 compound & 2 longbows 
·  Arrows  
·  Accessories  

 
£400 is for training 2 new level one coaches. 
 
£500 is for hire of level 2 and above coaches for c lub members. 

·  20 hrs of coaches time (£25/hr) 
 
£920 is for Facility Hire (sports hall etc) for- 

·  Beginners courses  (4 off 3hr morning sessions) 
·  Club coaching  (4 off 3hr morning sessions) 
·  Two day Indoor tournament  

 
 
Main conditions of grant award are- 

·  Advertising club taster sessions & beginners courses 
 
·  4 additional beginners courses 

 
·  Put on a two day Indoor tournament  
        
·  John Mason School to be offered a once a week after school session between Oct 

2010 & March 2011, sports hall cost is not included in this, (could be before we shoot 
on a Friday). 

 
 
However, the Club’s Constitution had to have an amendment because of this, and so an EGM 
was called (and well-attended) on the 28th of May. A little matter, really, just a clause that had 
to be added. And this is it: 
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‘If upon winding-up or dissolution of the club there remains, after the satisfaction of all debts 
and liabilities, any property or money, this shall not be distributed among members but shall 
be applied to approved sporting or charitable purposes i.e. given or transferred to another 
CASC, a registered charity or sports governing body.’ 
 
This means that if Harlequin Bowmen were to fold (heaven forfend!) we couldn’t spend all the 
money on a big booze-up at the Pack Horse. 
 
Instead, we’ll join Andrew Gledhill on that plane to Barbados… 
 
 
 
 
 
 
EVENTS & TOURNAMENTS: 
 
THE FORTY SIXTH DIANA! 
 
 

 
For a 46 year old woman, she’s kept her figure well … 

 
 
One of our biggest-ever. All the 106 shooting spots were sold out, and the turnout was 103.  
 
The weather was surprisingly kind to us. Overcast but warm, a slight breeze at times – but the 
forecasted rain left us until the end when it came to packing away the equipment. 

 
Yes, Reading Archers were on top form and took our beloved Diana away from us. But they 
failed at the Raffle… 
 
Overall a great day out was had by all. Everyone behaved themselves, although there were 
one or two catty comments that have been picked up: 
 
On commenting to one archer on the prowess of one of his club colleagues: “Yes, he is rather 
good – that’s because he doesn’t fully appreciate the intricacies of the sport and is not 
hampered by a brain.” 

Ouch. Then there was this more self-deprecating comment: “I’m told I have a bow that is fully 
capable of winning this tournament – I just come along to make sure it doesn’t.” 
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Chris Wilson is trying to organise a friendly shoot with Reading Archers . 
 
‘We have an opportunity to have a friendly shoot against Reading Archers, a Saturday 
afternoon has been suggested shooting a National round or something similar. 
venue and date has not been decided,  will be either our ground or Readings and then swop 
the next time. We could possibly have a BBQ after. 
  
Before deciding on details it would be nice to know how many of our members would be 
interested in taking part. 
So if you are interested please let me know by this Friday as I will be seeing Wayne Stocker 
from Reading Archers on Saturday to have a chat about it. 
  
For this to work we need a reasonable turn out. Please indicate your interest.’ 
 
So, please drop him an email or speak to him on the field 
 
 
 
The next major event is of course our hosting of the Berkshire Championships , on 17th July 
2010. As always, help is required to set up the field the day before and to take the equipment 
down again afterwards. 
 
 

Just a reminder to those who want to shoot on 11th July to send Steve Barry your entry 
forms.  Championship rounds (12 dozen) are: 
  
York (100/80/60 yards)           -           Senior Gentlemen 
  
Hereford (80/60/50)                -           Senior Ladies 
  
Bristol 1 (80/60/50)                  -           Junior Gentlemen U 18           
  
Bristol 2 (60/50/40)                  -           Junior Gentlemen U 16, Junior Ladies U 18   
  
Bristol 3 (50/40/30)                  -           Junior Gentlemen U 14, Junior Ladies U 16   
  
Bristol 4 (40/30/20)                  -           Junior Gentlemen U 12, Junior Ladies U 14   
  
Bristol 5 (30/20/10)                  -           Junior Ladies U 12       
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You may shoot a shorter round if you wish (senior men often shoot the Hereford), but there 
are no awards!  Also there is a 6 dozen National round (60/50 yards) in the afternoon. 

 

And after that there’s the Crowthorne Single/Double Nationals , on the 25th July. All 
National rounds are available from New to Short Junior and as a single or double round. (Only 
the single round is eligible for National Records.) Again, if you’d like to enter please have a 
chat with Chris Wilson. 

 
 
 
SUMMER POSTAL RESULTS: 
 
Look at this! We won ALL our matches for the Merry Month of May! Well done, all. 
 
But keep it up – summer’s a long way from ending yet… 

 
 

Summer Postal May 2010 
Short Metric 

Recurve “A”        1640 
Division 8 (1520+120) 

 
 

Score 

Recurve “B”    1340 
Division 14 (1220+120) 

 
 

Score 

Compound“A” 1410 
Division 2 (1290+120) 

 
 

Score 

Compound“B” 1180 
Division 9 (1060+120) 

1 Brian Reagan 594 Mick Baines 526 Dan Taylor 672 Lynn Wilson 
2 Andrew Gledhill 577 Mark Sliny 486 Chris Wilson 648 Huw Jones 
3 Colin Harrison 573 DNS     

Total 1744 Total 1012 Total 1320 Total 
Adjusted total 1536 Adjusted total  Adjusted total  Adjusted total 

        
Vs Audco “A” 000 Bridlington “C” 000 Leaves Green 1297 Ayr “B” 

 
Summer Postal June 2010 

Short Metric 
Recurve “A”        1640 
Division 8 (1520+120) 

 
 

Score 

Recurve “B”    1340 
Division 14 (1220+120) 

 
 

Score 

Compound“A” 1410 
Division 2 (1290+120) 

 
 

Score 

Compound“B” 1180
Division 9 (1060+120)

1       

2       
3       

Total  Total  Total  
Adjusted total  Adjusted total  Adjusted total  

       
Vs Cockermouth A  Pilgrim B  Deben A  

 
Summer Postal July 2010 

Short Metric 
Recurve “A”        1640 
Division 8 (1520+120) 

 
 

Score 

Recurve “B”    1340 
Division 14 (1220+120) 

 
 

Score 

Compound“A” 1410 
Division 2 (1290+120) 

 
 

Score 

Compound“B” 1180 
Division 9 (1060+120) 

1        
2        
3        

Total  Total  Total  Total 
Adjusted total  Adjusted total  Adjusted total  Adjusted total 

        
Vs Adel  Archers of East Riding “A”  St Helens A  Eastbourne 
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Summer Postal August 2010 
Short Metric 

Recurve “A”        1640 
Division 8 (1520+120) 

 
 

Score 

Recurve “B”    1340 
Division 14 (1220+120) 

 
 

Score 

Compound“A” 1410 
Division 2 (1290+120) 

 
 

Score 

Compound“B” 1180 
Division 9 (1060+120) 

1        
2        
3        

Total  Total  Total  Total 
Adjusted total  Adjusted total  Adjusted total  Adjusted total 

        
Vs Beacon  Bayeux A  Monklands A  Clophill B 

 
Summer Postal September 2010 

Short Metric 
Recurve “A”        1640 
Division 8 (1520+120) 

 
 

Score 

Recurve “B”    1340 
Division 14 (1220+120) 

 
 

Score 

Compound“A” 1410 
Division 2 (1290+120) 

 
 

Score 

Compound“B” 1180 
Division 9 (1060+120) 

1        
2        
3        

Total  Total  Total  Total 
Adjusted total  Adjusted total  Adjusted total  Adjusted total 

        
Vs Arundown B  Perriswood  Chichester A  Newhaven B 

 
 

 Won our match 
 

DNS Did not shoot 
 

 Incomplete team 
 
 

 Adjusted score 
 
 
 
 
 

It is important that all your Short Metric scores are entered on the list in the small pavilion, no 
matter how good or bad you consider they are. It’s better to have full teams than part teams. 

 Postal Shoot Evenings:-  

June Friday  25 th  

July  Friday 16 th   (Chris Wilson needs all results this month by this date) 

Aug  Friday 20 th 

September Friday 17 th  

 On these evenings we will all shoot together  Short Metric (rec/comp) & National (Longbow)  
Start Time 5.30 / 6.00 

IF ANY JUNIORS WOULD LIKE TO JOIN IN THEY WOULD BE WELCOME, you could shoot 
any of the junior metric rounds. 

 The BBQ will be available to cook your own food on if you wish. 

 Results not yet received 
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 THE ARCHER’S BOOK OF EXCUSES:  

 

 
That’s gonna hurt in the morning…  

 
 
 
 
 

�
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I’ve received some hilarious entries for this. 
One of the funniest was from Brian Taylor, 
who explained a total miss by saying that a 
wasp had flown past his scope. As it was 
magnified, he believed Earth was being 
invaded by giant wasps… 
 
‘The wrong kind of sun’ was a new one, 
from Mr Golien. He told me that Iceland’s 
volcanic ash had turned the sun’s rays a 
strange colour and thus he was unable to 
tell the difference between gold and red. 
 
But as most of his arrows regularly end up 
in the green, that excuse just doesn’t wash. 
 
Danny Taylor came out with ‘I shot badly 
because I had a dehydrated bubble.’ Hah! 
Typical Compound excuse! 
 
I’m pleased to announce that the winner is 
Mark Sliney. This is his: 
 
‘The consequences of not gripping the 
bow correctly! You would think I would 
learn the first time it hit me but no it 
happened twice in one night! Needless 
to say it was swollen. So swollen when I 
turned my elbow away from the string 
path it made no difference..’ 

 
No pain, no gain! A bottle of Bombardier is 
yours, sir. 
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ARCHIE REE – The Oracle of Toxophily 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
DIANA: Goddess of the Hunt…of the Forests and Hills…of the dark side of nature. 
 
Diana is the Roman name for the Greek goddess Artemis and is one of the most fascinating 
figures in classical mythology. She was known as the Goddess of the Hunt, associated with 
wild animals and the woodlands, in particular the stag.  
 
She was the daughter of Zeus and Leto, and the twin sister of Apollo, born on the Greek 
island of Delos, and in most portrayals is represented as a huntress carrying bow and arrows, 
made for her by Hephaestus and the Cyclopes.  

Later post-Classical depictions associate her with the moon and some Renaissance statues 
have been found with Diana-Artemis wearing horns to signify the crescent moon - and it is 
said that her curved bow represents the crescent moon. 

 

 

 
Evil alien from ‘V’ 

Princess of Wales A statue, yesterday  

DIANA – who is she? 
 
Is our annual tournament named after the 
Princess of Wales or the alien lizard lady from 
80s sci-fi series ‘V’? 
 
And what is this ‘Arrow of Artemis’ – is there a 
link? 
 
Questions we’ve all asked – and now, Archie Ree 
has the answer! 
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. 
 
After many early adventures with her brother Apollo on Delos she retreated to the wilderness 
of Arcadia, devoting herself to hunting and the produce of nature, swearing like Minerva and 
Vesta, never to marry. 
 
She begged her father, Zeus, to grant her eternal virginity and is thus forever associated with 
chastity. Extremely protective of her purity, she gave terrible punishment to any man who 
attempted to dishonour her in any form, as we shall see here… 
  
 

 

Actaeon learns the hard way not to mess with Artemi s 

The most well known tale associated with Artemis is that of the killing of Actaeon. Actaeon 
was another renowned hunter who accidentally came upon Artemis and her nymphs bathing 
naked in a secluded pool. Disgusted with his lechery, Artemis transformed him into a stag and 
set his own hounds upon him to tear him to pieces. 

The giant hunter Orion, has many legends associated with his death, and one of them 
involves Artemis. After an attempt to rape her, she killed him with her bow and silver arrows. 

Artemis was vindictive even to her closest companions. One of her nymphs, Callisto, was 
seduced by Zeus, but Callisto was unwittingly tricked because Zeus came in the form of 
Artemis herself! Artemis showed no mercy, changed Callisto into a bear, and then shot and 
killed her.  

Artemis’ animals were sacred to her, in particular the creature that is forever associated with 
her – the stag. The great hero Agamemnon killed a stag in Artemis’ sacred grove, and met a 
terrible punishment. On the way to lay siege to Troy his ships were becalmed, and the only 
way Artemis would return the wind to his fleet was if he sacrificed his daughter to her… 
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Apollo and Artemis discuss birth control 

 

Niobe once boasted to Leto – Apollo and Atremis’ mother -  that she had given birth to forteen 
children and was therefore superior to Leto. Apollo and Artemis were furious at the insult laid 
on their mother by this mere mortal, and so hunted down the children of Niobe and shot them 
with their bows and arrows - Apollo killed the male children and Artemis the girls.  

She is not a lady to be messed around with.  Diana-Artemis personifies both the beauty and 
bounty of Nature as well as its ruthlessness to those who would dare break its laws. The 
terrible majesty of Nature and the mysterious spirit of woman, which men must forever pursue 
in vain…  

And the arrows of Artemis? As she is associated with childbirth she had been known to use 
her arrows to relieve those in labour. But as you can see in this piece, they were mainly used 
to destroy anyone who dared to offend her or set themselves higher than the Gods of 
Olympus.  

It is said that they killed without pain – but they never missed their mark! 

 

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

 
 
 
 
 
CLUB MEMBER’S FICTION 
 
 
On the theme of hunting…it’s very easy to forget that our beloved sport was once a skill of 
arms, and that for many countries (including our own), freedom depended on the skill of 
archers as ruthless killers. Read Bernard Cornwell’s classic novel Azincourt to get a true idea 
of what it meant to be an archer in less civilised times. 



 15 

Our new member Julian Ross (who shoots with short Hungarian horsebow!) was inspired by 
the darker, more violent side of archery to write a novel set in Celtic times, and he’s kindly 
provided an excerpt below. 

“The novel concerns a somewhat fictitious situation around the year 400-450 assuming that 
Steppe Nomads had made it west rather further and quicker than actually happened, a band 
of them reaching the Ridgeway Downs before the Saxons reached Britain. Actually that is not 
so unreasonable given that the Saxons may have been Scythians. 

At one level it is an exploration of a historical time, at another an exploration of the life of a 
warrior. It sets precepts that some may challenge. To begin with, I imagine a band of female 
warriors whose abilities rival those of the men. (Well, the men would argue!) But this premise 
fascinates me. As befits a people who live outside and regard the natural world and the 
elements in ways unimaginable to our sedentary indoor existence, they have names that 
betray the wild bright world around them: Moon, Sun and Star. Moon is a seer, at times aloof 
and calculating, yet loyal to her fellows. The sisters Sun and Star are younger, harsher, 
essentially trackers and assassins. I write the character of Hawk, a newcomer to the tribe, 
ambassador from another tribe who is being assimilated. Moon was her mentor, Sun and Star 
her teachers in matters of arms. My horse is Doru, Moon's steed is Grey-Wing.  

In this scene we are avenging the slaying of a shepherd wantonly felled by attackers who 
have crossed the Great River, which is of course the Thames. The action takes place around 
the settlement that today we call Streatley-on-Thames, which did not exist one thousand six 
hundred years ago, nor any of the other surrounding villages - which is a pity, as a drink at the 
Bell in Aldworth would have been welcome on the way back from this distasteful exploit!” 

 

A few paces from the hut stood the two sisters, still mounted, their sweated horses restless. 
Sun reported tersely. “The enemies are moving back to the river, yet we have time to 
overhaul them. We saw none but those four, one of them wounded. Let us go after them.” 

“Shall we take Hawk?” asked Star sharply.  

To my surprise, Moon spoke out firmly. “Yes, her time has come. I know that you two have 
trained her well.” Then, turning to me, the seer added more quietly, as a friend offering 
advice, “these are strange enemies, one aggressive, two at least who flee at my horn call. 
Normally the tribes from across the Great Water follow their leaders, even to doom. We shall 
track these and slay them. If you come with us then you must depend upon wits and training. 
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Are you ready?” I nodded, and felt her mind interrogate me. “No, Hawk, are you ready not just 
to follow and keep your head down, but to fire and strike in anger?”  

I felt the gaze of all upon me, and sensed that Moon was granting me leeway not normally 
afforded to warriors. I could give up the quest and become a servant, and that seemed an 
easy course, safe and secure. Then my gaze fell upon the wounded man whom I had tended, 
my memory passed across the boys fleeing with the herd, and anger rose in my breast. Had I 
not hungered at archery practice for a real test? Did the energy and fire of my companions not 
challenge me? I held my head up and spoke. “I am ready, let us go and avenge Tamakh.”  

“Tamakh!” cried the men, and Khamgiz pulled out a wooden flask. Removing a stopper, he 
handed it first to Moon. A draught she swallowed, endeavouring not to grimace, passing it to 
me with the half choked words, “this will give you courage.” The fiery liquid burned its way 
down my throat, setting an empty stomach aflame. The two sisters reached down to take a 
gulp apiece as I untied Doru and, with a foot upon the lowest rail of the corral, mounted. 
Moon, too, was astride her beast and set off.  

I drew alongside Moon as her dapple grey stallion trotted across the close-cropped pasture, 
seeking a hint of her plan. Excitement and strong drink created euphoria within me, and in 
those moments I wished to rush on. But she cautioned me. “Haste you not into combat, but 
listen! The sisters are skilled at tracking, and I see a little though some darkness spoils my 
vision. I have agreed with the two that you and I shall approach behind our enemy, distracting 
them, whilst our fellows pass by them and create a trap. Whether we make them run blindly or 
lead them to turn and stand, we shall succeed. It seems that they have spears and swords. 
Take care, for a spear well handled flies far and accurately, and keep out of range of their 
swords for you cannot match them in a hand to hand flight.”  

Down the grassy hill we trotted, Star and Sun ahead tracking, Moon and I behind. A trail of 
trampled grass we followed, across the wide pasture to the shady woodland margin. “I 
guessed that they would seek cover”, muttered Moon. A little-used track led towards the 
Great River, and far-off water glinted silvery through a sea of beech trunks. A little distance up 
the hill from the languid water ran a wider track, used by patrolling horsemen judging by 
tracks, and there in the mud I saw clearly the fugitives’ footprints. Moon held a finger to her 
lips for silence. They could not be far away! Sun and Star wheeled off to the right, uphill, their 
lithe steeds springing away in near silence. Doru I checked to keep on the path, as Moon 
directed Grey-Wing with the squeeze of a leg. Now we were in front, and the two sisters out of 
sight. How alone I felt in that moment! Moon removed her bow from the holster on her saddle, 
and I did likewise, riding with bow in left hand and reins in my right. Excited, hands tingling, I 
fingered the nocks of arrows sitting in the quiver tied to the right front of my saddle. The path 
wound to the left, mirroring the meandering river, as Moon reined back to a trot. Now we were 
closer to the water, just a narrow belt of woodland two or three trees deep separated us from 
the slow wide flow of the Great River. I looked across at Moon, seeing her lips pursed, her 
eyes keen. Barely audibly she whispered, “they are close”, sitting back in her saddle to slow 
Grey-Wing to a walk. I did likewise as the belt of trees to our left faltered, the path separated 
from the water just by occasional trees whose leafy boughs angled out over the flow. Slowly, 
not looking down, Moon drew an arrow and fitted it to her bow. So this was the moment of 
truth? It had come so suddenly, indeed time seemed to slow down, the gurgling water and the 
breeze through leaves seemed unusually noisy. Instinctively after all my training, I reached to 
my quiver and drew an arrow. Then we saw them, four men in a line jogging along the track, 
flitting from tree to tree. The first was dark-clad, the remainder in forest green. We were 
behind them, moving noiselessly, and they had not yet spotted us. Soon they would!  

From two hundred paces behind, Moon fired. Her arrow described a graceful curve, rising 
high amongst the treetops, then falling ever steeper until it stopped – lodged in the shoulder 
of the third enemy. He cried, as a groan coming with laboured exhalation, and stopped 
clutching at the dart. The last man stopped beside his fellow, giving me an easier shot. 
Trembling a little, I loosed my arrow, an instinctive shot rather than aimed through mental 
calculation. Perhaps because of this it fell well, landing at the feet of its intended target. A cry 
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followed by a curse was evidence enough that he had been struck, though not grievously.  

The first two had turned, were running towards us. Moon fired again, her arrow striking the 
breast of the dark warrior. Yet it glanced off harmlessly and, enraged he ran on. Where were 
Sun and Star? The chief of our enemies raised a spear and flung it. Grey-Wing sprang up the 
hill, behind the cover of great beech trunks, at a squeeze of Moon’s legs. Taking her lead I 
kicked Doru on, and the spear fell an arm’s length behind his roan rump. I had been the 
intended target. At that moment the brutal reality of this game became horribly clear. We must 
kill or be killed! I drove Doru on, between the trees, weaving left and right. Up the slope I rode, 
Moon below and to my right following the contour. Then she turned and fired again, and 
again, backwards over Grey-Wing’s rear. Why was I running? I wheeled to the right, facing 
downhill, seeking to make sense of the battle. There was the dark warrior a hundred paces 
away, running at me. But Star was behind him, firing swift arrows that still glanced impotently 
from armour. He flung another spear, hard, straight at me. Desperately I kicked my stallion 
on, down the hill, and the shot missed even as Doru stumbled in the soft forest floor and 
crashed onto his belly. I was thrown forward onto his neck, and pushed back with hands upon 
his rough mane as he sought to regain his feet. We were helpless as the dark warrior closed 
the remaining distance, drawing a great axe, cruelly sharp. But there was Star, on the path 
below, firing. An arrow pierced the warrior’s right hand and down dropped the axe to the 
ground. It was a masterly shot, and one that saved me. Another hit his shoulder, cutting 
beneath the iron scales of his armour, drawing a cry. Moon was at my side as Doru stood up, 
shaking himself, long bright blade in her hand. At that sight the warrior turned, bereft of his 
fearsome weapon, and ran. But there was a dirk in his left hand, and he was deadly still. I 
regained the path, Moon close behind me, to see our enemy following the curved path. As he 
approached the headland where river and path swerved right, a coracle swiftly paddled sped 
across the water, rowers crouched beneath round shields. A rescue party must have been 
stationed upon the far bank, hidden amongst the foliage, obscured from Moon’s gaze in her 
focus and fury. Into the vessel clambered the wounded warrior, and it returned as rapidly as it 
had come. Sun and Star fired upon the waterborne target at long range, and twice cries 
indicated that their darts had hit flesh.  

“Are the others slain?” cried Moon.  

“One has fled, and a second I cut down”, shouted Star.  

“A third I slew”, yelled Sun, excited. “He was hit in the shoulder already.”  

“That leaves yours, hit in the foot”, Moon told me with an animated voice. “We must track him. 
He may have fled by swimming whilst we were busy.”  

We formed a line, Moon and I upon the track, the two sisters higher up in the trees, trotting 
ahead. Each had bow ready and an arrow nocked to the string. The promontory we reached, 
passing it in alertness, Sun and Star covering the movement of Moon and I. There was the 
fourth man, stumbling along the track, lame in the right foot. “Finish what you began!” 
commanded Moon.  

The path was narrow, wide enough for just two horses, and straight for around a hundred 
paces. There was little time. I reined Doru to a walk, raised my bow and fired. It was a poor 
shot, whistling harmlessly past the left side of the intended target. I cursed my carelessness, 
but another arrow was fitted already.  

“Be calm and shoot straight”, said Moon, the quiet in her voice dampening the trembling of my 
arms. As she spoke, the man turned, drawing his sword. Towards me he hobbled, blade 
brandished, desperate in the knowledge that he must slay or die trying. Closer he came, and I 
could see the lines on his face, the hair matted to his forehead, eyes wide with excitement 
and terror, sword dark with dried blood. I breathed deeply and sat poised, left arm straight, 
chin touching left shoulder, right thumb touching right ear – the position for an accurate shot.  
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“Fire!” hissed Moon with urgency in her voice. I let slip the arrow from full drawn bow, and its 
flight curved but little at this short range. A moment passed and, with barely a sound, the 
barbed head cut full into a living breast. A loud gurgling groan my quarry emitted as he fell 
onto his knees, red blood frothing from his open mouth. There he knelt, heavily wounded but 
still alive, for an arrow most often kills though causing grievous loss of blood. I stopped Doru 
just a few paces short of the felled warrior, staring at what I had committed in a few short 
seconds. Moon’s words seemed senseless as they reached my dulled ears. “Now be merciful, 
Hawk. Dismount and use your blade.” At that my friend leant across and grasped Doru’s reins 
that he might not wander off.  

As if in a dream, I dismounted and, in one swift movement, drew my sword. The sight before 
me was revolting. A man bled to death, coughing a foam of red that flecked the dusty track. 
Anger welled in me at the stupidity of it all: at his idiocy in challenging us; at his refusal to die 
cleanly; at what I perceived to be my cowardice. If only he might expire and his body 
disappear that I could pretend this episode to be an illusion. To speed this vision, I raised the 
sharp blade and brought it down swiftly upon his neck, cutting in deep. Limply his lifeless 
body crumpled forward face down in the dust. I looked upon the bloody steel and, as if to 
erase what I had done, frantically wiped the metal in the long grass bordering the path.  

  
 

  

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   -   Chairman/Coaching Officer 
Pauline Tappin -      Secretary  
Lynn Wilson   -   Membership Secretary 
Brian Taylor  -   Equipment Officer  
Denys Barrett  -   Records Officer 
Steve Barry  -   Junior Rep 
Andrew Gledhill -      Treasurer  
Nick Buckel   -   Catering Officer 
Chris Wilson   -   Events  
Mark Sliney  -   Child Protection Officer  
Danny Taylor  -   Website 
Mike Baines  -   Committee Member 
Adrian Chamberlin -   Committee Member 
  

USEFUL LINKS AND ADDRESSES: 

Websites: 

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

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

 

FINAL NOTES: 

A quick note from our Secretary regarding fees and signing-in:: 
  
“It has been bought to my attention that some of you are not signing the book every time you 
shoot and not paying your shooting fees. If you are a new member of the club and not sure 
about what you are supposed to do or pay then please speak to one of the coaches. 
  
Can you all please make sure that you do this in future, by paying the small fee each time you 
shoot keeps your membership fees down. 
  
Also, by signing the book  if there is anything left at the field we can speak directly to you 
about lost property.” 
 
Another pointer regarding field etiquette:  
 
“Archers who have already set up and are shooting a round should NOT have to wait for 
others to put up their targets. When archers have collected their arrows and start walking 
back to the shooting line, everyone should do the same. Only then continue to put up their 
targets the next time the archers go up to collect arrows.  
 
It would also be a friendly gesture to help put up targets, saving time all round.” 
 
Definitely. Don’t be like Russell Crowe and his mates, driving away after shooting a PB and 
leaving the rest of us to tidy away: 
 
 

 
Yeah, thanks for shooting with us. No, you get off.  Don’t worry, we’ll tidy up.. 

 
 

 
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 Autumn 2010. Enjoy the rest of the summer. 
 
Good shooting! 
 
 
Adrian Chamberlin. 


