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Can you believe it? Actually shooting six stages in about 

two hours? 

It happened---I was there. 

OK—so we only used three bays and shot the same targets. 

but we only had a posse of 10 and boy did everyone pitch in. 

We did something that I had never seen before on the 

unloading table. After you unloaded and cleared your 

guns you were assigned to watch the next cowboy and so on. 

Also, we only had about two loading at a time so that we had 

enough to have spotters and the usual crew on the line. 

Can you tell I like the Tuesday match? It is a great way to 

shoot and visit and collect some more stories from each 

other. 

Speaking of Stories, This month’s feature is an Interview 

with Fast Harley and Last Kiss as they were asked a series of 

questions about their experiences with CAS and our club. 

i asked them The following: 

 1. when did you start CAS and where (if not here)? 

2. Why did it appeal to you? 

3. How did you choose your aliases? 

4. Did you both get interested at the same time? 

5. did you have prior firearms competition in your 

background or is CAS the first? 

6. what keeps you coming back each month? 

 

Fast Harley was Kind enough to answer the interviewer’s 

questions in essay form. i thought it Best to keep his reply 

together as Follows: 



“Howdy. 

 

We joined SASS in 2000, but other obligations kept us from 

shooting, especially buying a, then, 100 year old 

house.  

In 2004 the Smoky Mtn. Shootout was my first CAS match. 

 I had been a shooter since 8 years old so what could be so 

hard about it, right? It snowed, a lot. I was 3rd from last. 

L.K. was moral support. 

Everyone was friendly, especially Kennesaw Kid, and 

Owlhoot, (who is the one who invited us to Hickory 

Creek). We were there the next month and soon became life 

members of SMSS. 

 

I had always loved westerns, both TV, and film, and also 

western history and western fiction. I also used 

to own and ride horses, (living out my fantasies.) I stopped 

hunting in 1989, but I once did a lot of that, 

then taking up target shooting. 

 

It wasn't long; maybe two months till L.K. joined me in 

shooting CAS instead of watching. It appealed to 

her competitive nature. She had been shown how to shoot 

and be safe with firearms as a child by her father. 

 

She and I once were quite hardcore about riding 

motorcycles, (modern day cowboys,) thinking we would 

always do that. CAS took over our lives and now we ride 

very little. 

So, I became Fast Harley, ('cause it was.) I came up with Last 

Kiss. 

 There was always the last kiss before 

the gunfight, or after it for that matter, or the last kiss 

as the credits roll. Something like that. There is a really 

good fantasy story about us if you go back far enough. 

 

Once we shot up to five weekends a month, now her work and 

my finances have us down to about two. Our 

shooting has suffered from this reduction, but we still get 

the job done. We have traveled widely, even as far 

as the Nationals. (Winter Range in Arizona.) 



 

I was the officer in charge of range affairs for SMSS, ORSA 

Cowboys, and OR Outlaws since 2008, (plus a 

year as assistant to El Carrera.) I have left office starting 

this month to be more available to my parents. 

Kiss has been, and is, the safety officer since 2007. 

 

The reason why we keep coming is the people. We have 

friends from all around the world, and close friends 

that I think we'll have for the rest of our lives whether 

there is SASS, or not. People you can trust, people to 

ride the trail with. That is a hard thing to find in today's 

world. 

Harley.” 

 

Our Club would not be the same If we did not have such fine 

hands as fast Harley and last kiss to not only join, but to 

invest  and contribute so we can all continue to enjoy  

world class monthly competition and be a place of friendly 

invitation to the newcomers. (editor’s note)  

 

 

If you haven’t noticed yet, this newsletter is only possible 

because of the contributions by our members. Please let me 

know if you want to send something to be included and we 

will try to work it in.  

Recently, our staff was fortunate to obtain the following 

archaeological treasure from Kennesaw kid. Please note 

his side bar comments.  

This was one of our first matches as a bona fide SASS 

affiliated club. The newsletter from this match indicated 

that we had a lot of misses.  Probably because We were using 

some smaller targets back then ---much smaller than we use 

today. Also they were a lot farther away.   

Based upon the times—it also appears that we took a coffee 

break during each course of fire as well. 



 

  

  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



A Different Christmas Poem    by Michael Marks 

 

 

The embers glowed softly, and in their dim light,  

I gazed round the room and I cherished the sight. 

My wife was asleep, her head on my chest,  

My daughter beside me, angelic in rest. 

 

Outside the snow fell, a blanket of white,  

Transforming the yard to a winter delight. 

The sparkling lights in the tree I believe,  

Completed the magic that was Christmas Eve. 

 

My eyelids were heavy, my breathing was deep,  

Secure and surrounded by love I would sleep. 

In perfect contentment, or so it would seem,  

So I slumbered, perhaps I started to dream. 

 

The sound wasn't loud, and it wasn't too near,  

But I opened my eyes when it tickled my ear. 

Perhaps just a cough, I didn't quite know, then the 

sure sound of footsteps outside in the snow. 

 

My soul gave a tremble, I struggled to hear,  

And I crept to the door just to see who was near. 

Standing out in the cold and the dark of the night,  

A lone figure stood, his face weary and tight. 

 

A soldier, I puzzled, some twenty years old,  

Perhaps a Marine, huddled here in the cold. 

Alone in the dark, he looked up and smiled,  

Standing watch over me, and my wife and my child. 

 

"What are you doing?" I asked without fear, 

"Come in this moment, it's freezing out here! 

Put down your pack, brush the snow from your sleeve,  

You should be at home on a cold Christmas Eve!" 

 

For barely a moment I saw his eyes shift,  

Away from the cold and the snow blown in drifts. 

To the window that danced with a warm fire's light 

Then he sighed and he said "It’s really all right. 

 

I'm out here by choice. I'm here every night." 

"It's my duty to stand at the front of the line,  

That separates you from the darkest of times. 

No one had to ask or beg or implore me,  

 

I'm proud to stand here like my fathers before me. 

My Gramps died at 'Pearl on a day in December," 

Then he sighed, "That's a Christmas 'Gram always remembers." 

My dad stood his watch in the jungles of 'Nam', 

And now it is my turn and so, here I am. 



 

I've not seen my own son in more than a while,  

But my wife sends me pictures, he's sure got her smile. 

Then he bent and he carefully pulled from his bag,  

The red, white, and blue... an American flag. 

 

I can live through the cold and the being alone,  

Away from my family, my house and my home. 

I can stand at my post through the rain and the sleet;  

I can sleep in a foxhole with little to eat. 

 

I can carry the weight of killing another,  

Or lay down my life with my sister and brother.. 

Who stand at the front against any and all,  

To ensure for all time that this flag will not fall." 

 

"So go back inside," he said, "harbor no fright,  

Your family is waiting and I'll be all right." 

"But isn't there something I can do, at the least, 

"Give you money," I asked, "or prepare you a feast? 

 

It seems all too little for all that you've done,  

For being away from your wife and your son." 

Then his eye welled a tear that held no regret, 

"Just tell us you love us, and never forget. 

 

To fight for our rights back at home while we're gone,  

To stand your own watch, no matter how long. 

For when we come home, either standing or dead,  

To know you remember we fought and we bled. 

 

Is payment enough, and with that we will trust,  

That we mattered to you as you mattered to us." 

 

 

Merry Christmas 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

  

 


