
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


[image: image]


The Prize of a Golden Arrow

A Wild Sherwood Story

by

Edie Roones and M.A. Lee

[image: Logo

Description automatically generated with low confidence]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


The Prize of a Golden Arrow


[image: ]




A jester did a cartwheel before the viewing stand. His parti-colored tunic flashed brightly. Then he landed on his feet, beribboned cane still in his hands. He did two high kicks, red leg then green.

After a twirl and two more kicks, he tossed the cane into the air. It cartwheeled, green and gold ribbons flying. When he caught it, the gathered townsfolk shouted with glee and clapped.

Gilbert Whitehand ignored the jester. He strung his longbow then rested the butt end on the ground. He cast a hand back to touch his quiver, sliding upward until the fletching on the arrows brushed his skin.

He’d come well prepared for the competition. Two dozen arrows, fletched with feathers he’d chosen, shaped, then fitted into the shafts. Those were hazelwood, cut in the dawning, straight branches of old wood shaped into straight shafts that flew true. His trusty bow he’d carried for a decade, hardy yew wood, sturdy yet springy.

The bowstring was his only worry. He preferred tight-wrapped flax, but this morning he’d discovered the flax string had frayed after his last practice. He’d had to settle for silk. The bowstring felt smooth and soft. Surely it would last through the competition.

The jester had started a song, the lyrics well known and ribald. When the townsfolk took up the chorus, about a knight riding fast to his love, the man mounted his cane and galloped in a circle to the crowd’s laughter. He bent forward over the cane, and it knocked the down-curved beak of his grotesque mask.

He staggered and fell to the ground, and laughter roared. Jumping up, the jester appeared to stagger before he bowed to the targets, revealing his bi-colored arse, earning more laughter. Then he started up the song again, encouraging people to join in.

Gil glanced at the viewing stand where the honored guests waited for the competition to begin. The prize, a golden arrow, rested on a wide plank, slightly elevated above the platform. Lord Cherdley had wanted to examine the arrow, but Sheriff Maldeville had stopped him. Neither man watched the jester’s antics. Their conversation kept their attention.

Gil wished he could have heard that conversation. Unlike the rumors that had flown about Nottingham since the competition’s announcement at Easter, he didn’t believe the arrow was pure gold. It didn’t glisten in the afternoon sunshine the way pure gold should glisten.

He fanned his felt cap, pretending that the sunshine had warmed the day too much. All the while he looked around, hunting Robin Hood. He hoped the outlaw was disguised.

He didn’t think Robin Hood would miss this competition, a golden arrow to the best archer of the day. Surely he would want to add to his growing fame.

Gil had met Robin a few months before, through Much and Dav, but he’d never had a good look at the man. Younger than expected, Gil remembered, with fair hair in a clean-shaven face, but he couldn’t call up any other distinguishing features. Fair hair and clean shaven described several men in the surrounding crowd.

A shock of red hair, there near the viewing stand, that might be Will Scarlet, the rogue. The shining bald head of Dav lurked near him. Much, shorter and wiry, would be near his friend.

Guards mingled with the townsfolk. One of the taller men, black of hair and beard, could be Little John, but the crowd shifted too much to give him a good view. He spotted Sergeant Acwell and the dark-haired captain that sometimes came to the tavern.

A guard stepped from the crowd and shouted to the jester. He appeared not to hear and continued his antics with the cane. The man huffed and approached. The jester spotted him, exaggerated fear and scampered away, earning more laughter. He circled far around the open space to the target, staying steps ahead of the guard before he finally ran beside the viewing stand and disappeared toward the forest.
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