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Robin Hood and 
the Golden Arrow

The Sheriff of Nottingham’s lot should have been an easy one, for he 
was not without land, power or gold. Yet his days were plagued with 
constant news of the outlaw who dwelt within his lands: the man 
known as Robin Hood. 

Once, Robin Hood had also been a titled man like the sheriff. That 
was in the days when a just king had ruled the lands fairly. King 
Richard had let the poor of Nottingham come into Sherwood Forest. 
There, they would hunt deer to provide food for their families. When 
King Richard led his army to fight in other lands, he left his brother 
King John on the throne. King John did not want anybody to enter 
the forest to hunt the royal deer. From the moment he came to 
power, anyone seen hunting in Sherwood Forest would be thrown 
into prison.

King John also appointed a new sheriff to Nottinghamshire. Under 
the sheriff’s rule, the poor were made poorer as rents were raised. 
Many were those who went hungry so that he could add to his 
own fortune.
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Now, Robin Hood and his band of men dwelt within the land of 
Nottinghamshire in the vast Sherwood Forest. From here, they would 
frequently pounce on rich travellers, relieving them of gold and other 
riches. These would then be distributed to the poor. 

Knowing that there would come a time when merchants would fear 
coming to Sherwood, the sheriff sent many of his finest soldiers into 
the depths of Sherwood Forest to find Robin Hood and bring back his 
head. Many expeditions ventured into the forest but not one returned 
having seen a trace of Robin Hood.

In desperation, the sheriff sought an audience with the King.

“I have a problem,” the sheriff said, “and its name is Hood, Robin 
Hood. No man of wealth can travel to my lands for fear of being 
attacked by the villain.”

King John was in no mood to listen to the bleating 
of the sheriff: “He is your problem. You find 
an answer.”

It was a gloomy sheriff who returned to 
Nottingham. These were not the words he had 
wanted to hear. But, within the walls of his castle, 
they goaded him into action and he spoke to his 
most trusted advisors. Together they would devise a 
trap for the outlaw; Robin Hood would vex him no longer.

“Whenever my men seek Robin Hood in Sherwood Forest, they fail to 
find him,” the sheriff said, “we must find a way of dragging the wretch 
out into the open.”

“ But how?” 

“A contest!” the sheriff exclaimed. “Robin Hood is famed as being 
the greatest archer of the land. He boasts that no man is his equal 
when it comes to the bow and arrow. Let him prove this claim within 
these castle walls. We shall host a contest. All will be invited to prove 
their skill. The prize will be an arrow of gold.”

“He might not come,” offered one advisor.

“If you think this,” the sheriff said, “then you do not know Robin 



copyright 20193

Fact Sheet

Hood. He will come.”

“But lord,” said one advisor, “if you recall, many days earlier, you 
gave your word to Robin Hood that a truce existed between the both 
of you and that you would not harm him were he not to harm you.”

This was true. At an earlier encounter in Sherwood forest, the sheriff 
had indeed sworn such a truce.

“I value my word,” the sheriff said, “but the sight of Robin Hood in 
chains – that I value more.”

Tidings of the contest soon reached Sherwood forest and the camp 
of Robin Hood. Little John, one of Robin Hood’s most trusted friends, 
reluctantly brought the news to Robin.

“Robin do not go the contest,” he said, “ it is bound to be a trap! The 
moment you are seen they will have you.”

Robin nodded in agreement. “The danger will not be small,” he 
agreed. “But if I do not attend then I will be branded a coward. 
Imagine, if I were to win the contest and escape with my skin intact.”

Robin Hood called out to his companions and they gathered around 
to hear his plan. “In ten days’ time, there will be an archery contest 
within the sheriff’s castle and we -”

Again, voices of in disagreement arose. Robin waited patiently for 
them to end before pressing onwards.

“There will be danger. I am as certain that the sheriff will break his 
word as I am certain that night will follow day. But we bring hope to 
these troubled lands. If we do not rise to this challenge, then a deadly 
blow is dealt to the hope of these town folk. We owe it to them.”

“Robin,” said Friar Tuck, “words are easy. Deeds are not. How shall 
this be done?”

Robin Hood had many followers in his camp. During their many 
battles with the sheriff’s men, their clothes of green served them well, 
helping them to hide within the leafy woodland. Robin instructed 
them all to don clothes of normal villagers. When he entered the walls 
of the sheriff’s castle, he would not be doing so alone.
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When the day of the contest arrived, Robin Hood was one 
face amongst those of his hundred followers. Under the 
watchful eye of the sentry, the group marched over the 
castle drawbridge. With his hood pulled down low over his 
bright, brown hair, Robin swept his eyes over the castle walls, 
searching for hidden guards and further exits.

Soon, a great crowd had assembled. 

Seated upon a great throne, the sheriff anxiously swept his 
eyes back and forth across the audience.

“Have you seen him yet?” he whispered to his 
closest advisor.

“No, my lord.”

The sheriff stood up and waited for quiet. When he was certain that all 
eyes were upon him, he spoke.

 People of Nottingham. Today we have gathered to witness a contest of 
skill. By the time this day is out, we will know who is the greatest archer 
in all these lands. The man who has proved his skill with the bow and 
arrow will have surely earned this prize…”

At that moment, one of the sheriff’s men stepped forth with a large 
velvet cushion. On the cushion, a single arrow rested. This arrow, 
however, was unlike any other, for its head was purest gold and its shaft 
was finest silver.

“Let any man who would win the arrow step forth!” the sheriff called.

To cheers, ten archers stepped forth to prove their skill. At the far end 
of the courtyard, ten targets, fixed to posts, waited.

“Do you see him, yet?” the sheriff asked.

The advisor scanned the ten archers but did not recognise Robin Hood 
amongst them. “No, my lord.”

The ten archers took their positions. One by one, the first eight 
arrows were sent racing through the air before thudding into the posts. 
Each had found the target, but none had struck the centre. The ninth 
archer, the sheriff’s champion, proudly took aim. A twitch of his finger 
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effortlessly sent the arrow forth and this time, it lodged within the 
centre of his target.

“A fine shot,” said the tenth archer before taking aim. His arrow fired 
true and this one also found the centre of its target.

The king’s champion gave a short bow to this archer. “But no 
finer than yours,” he said. “Perhaps we could make the competition 
more interesting?”

The tenth archer arched an enquiring eyebrow, “Go on…”

“Those targets!” the champion called out to men at the far end of the 
field, “have them both moved back ten paces!”

Guards scrambled forth to grab the ninth and tenth targets. Both were 
moved back an equal ten paces. The champion gave a short chuckle 
and sent his second arrow straight into the centre of a target. The tenth 
archer drew his bow and fired. This arrow leapt forward but did not 
strike the centre of the archer’s target. Instead, splitting the champion’s 
arrow cleanly in two, it struck the centre of the champion’s target. 
There could be no doubt: this was the greatest archer.

To roars from the crowd, the archer walked forth to claim his prize.

“Well done,” the sheriff chuckled as the cushion was offered to the 
archer. 

As the new champion lifted the golden arrow, the sheriff’s eyes darted 
from one of his guards to the next; they were ready.

A wolfish grin cracked upon the sheriff’s face. “Truly, we behold the 
greatest champion of these lands. Now sir, let us know the name of 
our champion.”

Casting his hood back, the archer revealed, “It is I, Robin Hood!”

The trap was sprung. Suddenly, every one of the sheriff’s guards 
drew a blade and advanced menacingly  on the famous outlaw. At that 
moment, Robin’s own plan came into force. The hundred men of his 
band who had scattered amongst the crowd cast aside their cloaks to 
reveal deadly crossbows. Although outlaws numbered no more than the 
sheriff’s guards, they held the advantage. Their arrows could dispatch 
the soldiers from a distance, long before the swords could find a victim.

“ Aha!” Robin laughed at the sheriff, “I am revealed as Robin Hood and 
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you are revealed to be a man not of your word.”

He swept up the golden arrow and leapt onto the back of the nearest 
horse. “And now, I would take my leave of you.”

As one, the men of Sherwood took mount and raced out of the 
castle grounds.

“Get him, you fools!” the sheriff shouted.

Many of the sheriff’s men took chase. They were soon discouraged by 
the volley of deadly arrows sent by Robin’s men. By the time the sheriff 
could assemble a greater force, Robin and his men had disappeared 
within the depths of Sherwood forest.

The outlaw of Sherwood had escaped once more. He had won the 
golden arrow and in doing so had gained a victory even greater; the 
people of Nottingham knew that a champion of true bravery remained 
within Sherwood forest, ready to strike back at the sheriff and his king 
at any time. Whenever the challenge arose, Robin Hood would not be 
found wanting.


