
Hear Ye now, by all men knowest thou present. Be it hitherto known that the person herein 

named below is by all accounts to be known henceforth as a member of the 1000-yard club. 

The gentleman or gentlewoman is hereby regarded with honor, regal blessings, tendered 

fealty, genuflection, complimentary coffee, and waivable cover charge in  establishments 

serving adult beverages. The marksman or markswoman is to be fêted at all shooting 

ranges by inferior marksmen and call-of-duty wannabees hitherto unable to shoulder the 

long-range precision rifle with less than six-ounce trigger pull. Having demonstrated the 

skill with aplomb and celerity, the ability to discharge a projectile with high ballistic  

coefficient from an instrument that has a lock time as fast as rosey o’Donnell sucking 

down a Twinkie, the bearer of this writ is forthwith ready for sylvan pursuits requiring 

the stealth of a feline with the cunning of foxes, completely lacking trepidation whilst 

giving fair chase to wild game in a ghillie suit. This proclamation entitles the bearer to 

membership in the 1000-yard club. T-shirts and patches sold separately. 

Colonel Ludwig Von Stoopnagle 

President: Thousand-Yard  SnobClub 

Reginald Percival Frizzenmeister 

Secretary and Mgr. Empty Arms Hotel 

____________________________________________________________________________ 

1000-Yard Snob 

Proclaimed on the 

Day of  in the year A.D.
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