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Before I start I would like to mention that I am truly impressed with the Smith and Wesson Shooting Team.  We all know they are great competitors and also they are great people.  While watching them shoot one of the stages you would notice after they shot and got their gear straight they would help paint tape and set steel.  Jerry, the Aysen’s, Buckland and the rest, my hat is off to you.  Thank you for being good role models.

Road Trip!!  Twenty seven hours of drivin wuz mighty uneventful, at least to our standards.  We did however offer a lift to someone brokedown in Arizona, but when he stuck his head in he declined and sayed he wuz goin the other way.  Must have been kaws of Jeremy settin in the back practicing his draws.

Made it to the sign in area and met a gentleman an introduced myself.  He sayed “Oh you’re Bubber, the guy that writes the article.   Hmm… You sounded taller..”  Yep it wuz gonna be a tough crowd this year.  Got  to the classifier stages an sayed hullo to Rich Richards an he asked me ifin Prettyshirt Rick had bought his kerosene socks so that the ants wouldn’t crawl up his leg and bite his candy backside. A message to Rick Miller. He of course used different terms, but yep it wuz gonna be a tough crowd this year.
I like to shoot with different shooters each year and the team from Washington, the State, wore about as different as you could get.  James (Black Bart) Austin, Scot (Train Wreck) Scheitzach, and Mark (Just happy to be here) Wuesthoff.  They wore known as the Axemen which will be explained later on.  Nathan Carmichal form Nevada, a quiet sort of guy who let his shootin do most of the talking.  Roger (Ruger) Reid, Jeremy (Dayglo Orange) Hardin an myself rounded out the squad,  No I don’t mean that because of our fizeeks.  Smith and Wesson had the Super Squad, I guess we wuz the Odd Squad.
We started on Stage 8 Lefty righty whitey tightys.  On the signal you drew an shot the leff hand targets wiff your leff han an the rat targets wiff your rat han an the targets at the end they didn’t care whichun you shot it wiff.  An as you knowed it first shooter first stage wuz me.  I wuz doin well, then the RO pushed the button an we started.  Got it in my leff han an the sights tweren’t even near whar it should be but I couldn’t git my feet nor my trigger finger to stop long enuff fer me to aim at anything.  I didn’t start hittin A’s till I got to the end of the course.  An when I looked back thar wuz James an Scott pointin an laffin at the B’s in the first three targets.  When they saw me they wore a sayin “Oh gee that is to bad” an stuff lak that.  Definitely a tough crowd. 

Stage 9 wuza classifier, nuff sayed.  Scott wuza shootin an me an James wuza lookin an could see wood flyin offa the paper targets.  Thar wuza a big chunk that flew offin the second target and I turned to James an asked “Did you see thet”  He sayed “He he he (giggle snort) Yes!!!”  Sos we turned to Scott an sayed “ Gee, oh shucks thats to bad”  You got it pay backs are rough.  An everytime thar wuz paper or sticks involved in a stage we would see how long it took him to cut a cord of wood.

Stage 10 Pay me now or Pay me later.  You started offt at the barricade in the box, hands on the barricade.  On the Signal you had to hit the two steel poppers from the box an then you could take on the rest of the nine paper targets.  But iffin you went to far forward the steel plates would keep you from hittin a target or two.  Don’t ask me why I know.  Nathan (The Quiet Man) Carmichael led the way for our squad.  He shot the steel an three papers from the box, moved up a mite to hit the last paer on the leff side an took a couple of targets showin in the doorway,  He reloaded an moved to the door an waxed the last three papers.  An he wuz jess two B’s away from greatness.  Had a good nineteen second run but had to add two.
Stage 11 Poppers  You saw how hard it was set up on paper..Wa’ll it tweren’t thet way.  It wuz harder.  You started outside a hallway wiff doors scattered on the leff an rat sides. An at the end they had the Evil Surgi’s eyes set up.  These eyes wore big tombstone steel targets.. with a three inch hole to hit a white target through.  The evil part came when you got clost enuff to shoot em.  Either the holes would shrink down or the targets would commence to bobbin an weavin.   Don’t know how they managed thet.  I don’t know how ole Trainwreck managed to pull this one off.  Him an Black Bart wore neck an neck.  Oh thet’s Scottt an James fer you thet ain’t payin attenshun.  They wouldn’t let James run out of the hallway to shoot the targets,  Scott went flying in motion takin the three targets on the rat jes outside a skinny doorway

Stage 12 Over the river an a Mile down the road.  The onlyest way they got a few of us to make it to the end wuz thet they swore there wuz beer down thar.  Itsa wonder Cliff didn’t beat us all.  You started hands on the barrel, then you shot through the barrel.  Now iffin you had ever shot through a barrel you knows you cain’t hear anythang.  An there wore big ol targets settin at bout fifty yards down range.  So now you cain’t hear em or see any hits.  I set offt when I her’ed the buzzer.  Fired three shots, couldn’t hear, couldn’t see sos I jes took off,  Did not git my reload afore I wuz at the next targets.  Had to stop an then start agin.  It’s sorta hard to stop an start a big rig but after I got my shots in the general direction of the three targets I wuza movin agin.  Went to the grave yard through the picket fence an shot up all the tombstones thar,  A big jog to the rat to hit three more targets hidin behind some stumps.  Now for the tall fence with the steps at it,  Now I had just walked through the stage and seed I could see over the fence on the firtest step.  So thet’s as far as I stepped up…. I forgot I had to look through a scope on top of my revo.  Sos here I am standin on tippytoes tryin to see the targets an sight with my gun barrel jusa layin on the top of the fence.  I waited long enough sos I jess farred six shots an hoped fer the best.  Now I make to the box sorta ok an I seed the small blue targets way out thar.  I tells myself to slow down an breath an squesseeeze the trigger to hits the targets.  Wa’ll nobody else listened to me why should I.  I used the three P method of shottin, Point, Pull, an Pray.  Now by this time I should be dun.  My ol sides wora heavin like them bellows at a blacksmith shop.  BUT  I had some more target to miss///err I mean to shoot at.  I step out of the box an stopped.  I ain’t runnin no farther.  Fire six shots an don’t care iffin I hit anythang, I jess wann quit.  An the sad part of this whole thang, as Cliff found out,  THAR WUZ NO BEER!!!!!.  
We went to the Texas Death Star next,  You know Stage 1.  Four bigo plates an a Texas Star rat smack dab in the middle.  Unlike many of us Mark Wuesthoff got through each faze without havin to reload.  He’d  go from rat to leff.  Take two targets, a plate then finish up the nex two targets.  No extra reloads just smooth.  Roger Reid did the same Rat to leff no extra reloads.  Now Scott, he had a different plan.  Figured on this stage he could miss fast enough to win.  He used all eight shots on each pass cept the last one…That took ten!  Wuzn’t quite the trainwreck like he is known fer but his caboose wuza shakin a mite.  He gave up seven seconds on that stage to the two other fellars in Limited B Class an Samuel, second place, beat him by bout a second.  You should hear Scott Sreamin bout now when he reads this cause Lentz wuzn’t that much further.  Sorry Scott but inquirin minds wont to know.  See I tole you it is a rough crowd. 
Stage 2 wuza 5 shot Steel challenge stage an all I can say bout that wuz iffin you missed a plate an hit the stop plate an then make up the hit without hittin the stop plate agin, itsa thurty second penalty.  Please don’t ask me how I know!

Stage 3 wuz quite peculiar.  Thar wuz three paper targets with only the A an B rings scoreable.  But the leff an rat sides wore covered by a clanger thet covered up a little more than half the targets.  Oh an Shots Limited.  You would go one hit on each any order then one hit on each any order.  Did not have to reload, then it wuz, reload two hits each an then you had to reload and two hits each, reload.  Now on the fourth pass you had to go three each but they didn’t say you had to reload.  Less see three times three is uhh 1 … Nine.  Now Nine gozinta… Well it don’t go into six at all but it will almost gozinta eight.  Thar wuz this here fellar that wuz doin fine minus a clang or two.  Gittin his reloads smooth when he got to the last pass.  “Three, Three, Two..Click , Click”.  Then he pulls his revo down looks at his gun an seems to think, “I couldn’t be havin misfires”  So he point this gun at the target agin an pulls twice more.  He then reloads an hit the last shot.  I cain’t remember who this fellar wuz but I wuz talking to Randy Lee an he had an idea about.. well he sayed  “… an audio initiation feature added to the revo set up to the crane and cylinder stop to comprehend the number of cyclic indentations of the revolver and initiate a verbal response to the shooter.”  To which I replied “Whut”  He said  “Bubber the gun will say more than click when you try to fire on an empty cylinder.  I sayed “OH, you mean like ( Reload..Randy)?”  Roger Reid standin thar asked him ifin he would make one for the six shot too.
Not much went on stages 4, 5 an 6.  akhully I am runnin out of space  But on stage 7,The County Fair, they had Two Ferris Wheels, paper targets, and clangin steel targets,  The onlyst  thang they wore a missin was Big Larry guessin your weight in the corner.  I got to see the Super Swuad shoot this stage an Annette Aysen went through it well.  Targets a fallin, steel a  clangin an paper jes a screamin away.  She shot it fast an accurate.  I didn’t shoot it thet way.  I wonted to, but jess didn’t.
I had loads of fun this year but Richard Koester whupped up on me this year an took the Old Fart trophy.  He probably beat me last year but forgot to sign up in Old Folks Squad.  He wuz real proud an showed me his buckle kaws he syed I probably could not see mine.  Next year Rich, nest year.  Got to see Cedric Yoshimura agin this year.  He had made all eighteen IRCs and I think worked at all of them, even when they took it to Nevada and Colorado.  Thanx Cedric, Rich, Ron an all the Ros an Staff thet do so much for us.  Later Tater.
