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     HAPPY CHRISTMAS TO ARCHERS EVERYWHERE 

 
“Now look lads, I’ve told you before about this. Mem-
bership renewal is cash, cheque or bank card only…” 
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                                 CLUB NEWS 
 
     Well, that’s another year gone I suppose. 
Hardly noticeable really, apart from the in-
credibly busy schedule of events that saw us 
wandering afar (even unto Chichester) to 
put on shows and events.   
     Incredibly busy though our coach and 
treasurer were during this period, they still 
found time to become grandparents to young 
Oakley in September whilst Stuart and 
Perelle welcomed baby Ellis into the world. 
Both juniors are on the Bourne 55 ‘Archers 
in Waiting’ list. Congratulations to all con-
cerned. 
     Shooting outdoors on the school field has 
enhanced our summer shoots although we 
could have done without a particularly ag-
gressive gnat attack on one of the evening 
sessions that left several of us with some nas-
ty bite marks that seemed to last forever. We 
put it down to the cheap aftershave one of 
our archers always slaps on, which seemed 
to attract them. Happily, she’s agreed not to 
use it again! 
A very happy Christmas to you all.   
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     Just in case anyone’s thinking that Aaron 
and Ebony are the only two Bourne 55 arch-
ers winning trophies, here’s proof it just 
ain’t so. On the left are Alice and Stuart with 
their Alton and Fourmarks trophies for 1st 
Lady Recurve and 1st Gents Barebow. On 
the right is Alice  and...okay, it’s Ebony 
again but praise where praise is due—the 
girl is winning so many awards that Aaron is 
having an extension built to house them all. 
This was the 39th Crookhorn event and Eb-
ony won bronze in the Junior Recurve and 
Alice won the trophy for best Improver. Girl 
power is definitely on the upward trend. 
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     It is, of course, Jennifer Lawrence demon-
strating her lethal skills. Jennifer has been 
credited with the recent upsurge in young 
archers flocking to the sport, which has now,  
as one member of team GB puts it, “Become 
wonderfully sexy!” 
    Bit over the top I thought but then again 
I’m in the wrong age range to be making dis-
paraging comments about that sort of thing.  
    I expect you’re all eager to find out what 
I’m on about so here’s a question. If we put 
this on our publicity blurb, do you or do you 
not think we’ll have them queuing around 
the block…?   
 
    ‘SPECIAL  GUEST APPEARANCE BY 
JENNIFER LAWRENCE FOR PHOTO OP-
PORTUNITIES AND AUTOGRAPHS.’   
 
I can hear the gasps now from those who 
don’t know that our coach, ‘Ants’ Law-
rence’s better half is our treasurer, Jennifer. 
Yes, think about it. Jennifer Lawrence of 
course. Now all we need is someone brave 
enough to ask our Jenn to be part of this lit-
tle bit of deception! Volunteers tired of living 
please step forward!  
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                                 LOVE 4 LIFE 
 
         Among the groups we played host to 
over the year was an organisation called love 
4 Life, a disability group for adults with 
learning and physical disabilities. It turned 
out to be an incredible session and the club 
members who volunteered to help out 
seemed to get as much out of it as the lads 
and lasses giving it their all on the shooting 
line. Nothing seemed to phase them and they 
all went away delighted by their new experi-
ence. It was a rewarding night for everyone.  
    One of the highlights of the evening came 
courtesy of a lad called Andy, who was con-
fined to a wheelchair and used a speech au-
dio system to convey his thoughts (much like 
Stephen Hawking). He insisted his carer 
took a turn on the line and watched on with 
interest. After the first arrow he typed furi-
ously and a loud comment reverberated 
through the hall from the audio system… 
    ‘THAT WAS A CRAP SHOT.’  
It was a moment of comedy magic in a night 
full of laughter and it was a pleasure to have 
been involved.  
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   The Alternate Death of Robin Hood 
 
    The great outlaw, Robin Hood, eventually 
grew old and turned to his great and trusted 
friend, Little John. 
    “I’m on the way out, John me old mate. 
Take me up to the priory where Maid Mari-
on lies and let me be with her for all eterni-
ty.” 
Little John gave a start of alarm, for he 
knew this wasn’t going to turn out well. In 
fact, he guessed he’d be lumbered yet again 
with some eccentric task or other but sighed 
with resignation and reluctantly agreed. 
     “Yeah, okay Rob but don’t go all morbid 
on me, there’s a good lad. You know it dis-
turbs me.” 
And, so saying, he hefted his master on to a 
handy cart and trundled off to the priory, 
taking a few pulls from the mead jar en 
route. 
     On arrival the great archer was taken to 
Maid Marion’s old room and rested wearily 
on the bed as he looked out of the window 
over Sherwood Forest. 
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                  HOW DID WE MISS THIS 
 
    When you look back at all the publicity 
we’ve put out and all the flyers to attract 
new members, it’s incredible to believe that 
we missed our biggest coup. We could have 
had thousands queuing at all the shows 
we’ve put on, throwing money at us to get in 
on the act. How? Well, take a look at the 
photo. If you don’t recognise one of Holly-
wood's biggest stars, famous for her iconic 
role as Katniss Everdeen in the Hunger 
Games films, then there’s little hope for you. 

 

                                                                           See next page 
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                        WHAT A PLONKER! 
 
     Yet again, Bourne 55 has excelled at a 
South Coast tournament, courtesy of Aaron 
and daughter, Ebony. This time it was the 
Southsea annual indoor ‘Plonker’ shoot. 
     This sounded really intriguing to me and 
indeed, it sounds like great fun. The scores 
are reversed apparently, with the one ring 
scoring ten and winding down to the ten 
ring, which scores one. Are you following 
this? If not, please get a grip…! 

 

Ebony, who came 1st in the junior section, with her 
wooden spoon trophy and Aaron with his silver 
‘Plonker 2017’ medal for achieving 2nd place in the 
men’s recurve section. Well done both. 
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     “It’s very, you know, green, isn’t it, 
John,” he said to his old friend, “lots of trees 
and stuff.” 
“Ye-esss,” replied the big man warily, look-
ing askance at his friend and beginning to 
wish he’d made Friar Tuck bring him to the 
priory. 
     Suddenly, a great weariness seemed to 
come over the bold outlaw and he sank slow-
ly back into the pillow, his life beginning to 
ebb. Beckoning feebly he called Little John 
to his side. 
     “Fetch me my bow, dear friend,” he whis-
pered, “that I may shoot one last arrow 
through the window.” 
    “Now steady on, Rob,” cautioned Little 
John, “There’s nuns and everything wander-
ing about out there and we’ve had enough 
trouble with the sheriff as it is.”  
Serious doubts notwithstanding however, he 
begrudgingly handed the bow to his master. 
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  Raising himself one more time, Robin Hood 
drew back the mighty longbow and said to 
his trusty friend, “Where this arrow falls 
shall you have me buried.” 
    “Excuse me?” said Little John, all aghast. 
“Now look Rob, let’s be sensible here, son. 
You know full well that sometimes we can’t 
even find an arrow in the grass when it’s 
been shot ten metres so how am I supposed 
to find an arrow in the middle of a bleeding 
forest?” 
     “It is my last wish, dear friend,” sobbed 
Robin. 
     “Oh, go on then. I’ll get the whole gang 
out looking but don’t expect a funeral any 
time soon, okay?” and with this, Little John 
looked on as Robin drew back the bow. 
   “Not so far back, Rob. It’ll go absolutely 
miles and we’ll never fin….” 
    ‘TWANG…!’ 
    “Oh, gawd! Look at that thing go. I’m tell-
ing you now, Rob, if it ends up in a tree we’ll 
have problems and that’s a fact. What col-
our fletches did that arrow have anyway? 
GREEN? Great—just great!” 
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Derisive laughter erupted and we sent him 
home for being insolent. When he’d gone, we 
opened the battery compartment and found 
out he was right. It might have helped if the 
notice on the box saying ‘batteries not in-
cluded,’ had been a bit bigger… 

 

 ‘Now look, son, first lesson of archery. Arrows never 
land where they can easily be found so get in that 
grass and don’t come out until you’ve found it or your 
mother calls Search and Rescue, whichever comes 
first!’ 



14  

    
   We also purchased a state-of-the-art metal 
detector to assist in the soul destroying task 
of finding lost arrows. I found myself tasked 
with sourcing a suitable model and came up 
with a piece of equipment that could locate 
anything metallic underground, underwater, 
under concrete etc. It had so many knobs and 
controls that it carried a written guide to its 
use from NASA. There was, so it said on the 
advertising blurb, nothing that this metal de-
tector couldn’t find in any circumstance. It 
was, in fact, idiot proof! 
 
I took it fully boxed to our first outdoor shoot 
and waited patiently for the first lost arrow 
shout. When it came I was on the scene in 
seconds. Everyone looked on with interest as 
I twisted a few dials, adjusted a few knobs 
and generally made out that I knew what I 
was doing. Nothing happened. A few experts 
made some suggestions about doing this and 
doing that but no luck. After about ten 
minutes poring over the manual some junior, 
too smart for his own good, asked if the bat-
teries were fitted!  
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But his words were to no avail. Robin Hood, 
that noble archer, was almost gone. His final 
words were barely audible and Little John 
was forced to lean in close to listen, for he 
knew he would have to relate these words to 
a waiting world. 
     “I’ve left a stash of groats behind the bar 
for you and the lads to have a beer up,” he 
whispered faintly. “It was meant for the poor 
but, to be honest, I never did like those 
workshy, sponging peasants!” 
And with that, the great outlaw passed 
peacefully away… 

 

    “And Get this, lads, It's hilarious. Before he let that 
arrow go he forgot to open the window and it smashed 
straight through the glass, lost all momentum and 
landed in the priory cess pit. Crikey, I did laugh…” 
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     SHOWS, SHOWS AND MORE SHOWS 

 

Andy delivering the donuts into Ebony’s safe care at 
the Thorney Island Families Day 

“That should do it lads. Set the shooting line at 5 
metres and even that Royal Artillery crowd might 
get a few on target…!” 
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                   GADGETS AND GIZMOS 
 

I was asked to vote on whether or not the club 
should purchase an Ipad to aid our coaching meth-
ods. It would be a bit expensive I was told but what 
did I think. I showed a bit of initiative by letting the 
others have their say and took the opportunity to 
lean across to Reuben and ask him quietly what an 
Ipad was! 
 
     He looked a bit alarmed but seemed to realise 
that he was in the company of somebody from the 
Stone Age and attempted to explain in simple terms 
exactly what it was. It seems that it would be a great 
aid to coaching as it could be used to film an archer 
in action and play back the sequence in slow motion 
to highlight any faults. This piece of wizardry can 
actually catch the release of an arrow from a Com-
pound bow and that’s what our coach would call, 
“Amazing.” 
 
     I could see everyone was enthusiastic about it 
and duly cast my vote in favour. It was in action 
shortly after and our coach was seen dashing about, 
wielding this thing like Steven Spielberg on location. 
It received acclaim from almost everybody but one 
snide archer spoiled the moment by suggesting that 
the slow motion shot of our membership Sec was 
actually quicker than the speed he normally moves! 
      



12  

  

   There’s plenty more, including coaching 
mature archers, lady archers and wheelchair 
archers, all with very well worded advice on 
how to conduct yourself and make the expe-
rience a rewarding one for all concerned.  
 
               A CHRISTMAS POEM 
   
I asked Santa for a bow, and arrows, oh so swift 
But all I got was slippers – boy, was I miffed 
So I gave him a call, the silly old duffer 
And asked him why, he’d forced me to suffer 
He said bows and arrows were now off the list 
And he told me shove off, or he’d give me some fist 
I asked him for why and he laughed, oh so jolly 
He said to gift bows was the height of folly 
He thought of us archers as dangerous and stupid 
And blamed us all, for the one who shot Cupid! 
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       The Thorney show turned out to be an-
other success for the club and we found our-
selves back on familiar turf this time, in the 
main arena area (we were banished to the 
back of beyond last year, where only seagulls 
and people looking for the burger van wan-
dered). 
 
    In the same week, the club attended the 
Chichester Open Sports day and the Ems-
worth Show. It was an exhausting period for 
those who attended every event and a huge 
vote of thanks must go to all those who vol-
unteered to help out. Without that extra help 
it would have been impossible. As a gesture 
of thanks it was decided that all volunteers 
should get a free club shoot for every event 
they attended. To give some idea of the effort 
put in, an incredible 210 would be archers 
passed through our portals at the Emsworth 
show alone.  
 
    The Bourne 55 versus Quivers Fletcher 
Cup competition also took place amidst all 
this mayhem. It usually gets a big write up 
but we lost, so it’s not getting one this 
time…!  
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  COACHING FOR THE INCOMPETENT 
             
     I’ve always thought I should have a go at 
helping out at our open days and have-a-go 
sessions but didn’t feel confident enough to 
coach someone who knew only marginally 
less about archery than I did! 
    I mentioned this at one of the events and it 
was suggested that I shadow the coach for a 
while to see what was what. It was the ideal 
way to gain a bit of confidence and I did 
manage to help out a bit afterwards. I still 
felt that I needed to know more and was re-
warded by an exceptionally well written 
coaching guidance email from our Ants. It’s 
a bit too long to put in the newsletter but I’ll 
pick out one or two bits to show you what to 
expect. I think we need to put it out as a sep-
arate pamphlet for issue to anyone who 
would like to have a go themselves. 
     The guidance for children is really good 
and the first part deserves noting to avoid 
injury or death! 
     When an excited young beginner (who 
generally knows it all because they ‘did it on 
their ‘olidays) first grabs hold of the bow they  
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 immediately stop listening to you. Their brain 
goes into primeval mode and shouts 
‘Weapon—kill!’ 
If left to their own devices they will quickly 
grab an arrow, draw back to their chest and 
shoot it over the net. Make sure the bow is 
placed carefully into their hands before the 
shoot and talk about it for a while. Point out 
the arrow rest and tell them not to touch it but 
don’t get too technical and try to avoid using 
terms we use regularly but which they may 
never have heard of. 
 

“Wow! Look bruv. There it is. It’s coming back down 
so you can have another go! Why is Mister Lawrence  
running away screaming?” 


