
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 One

-Mile Club. The gentleman or gentlewoman is hereby regarded with general awe,

honorariums, unlimited bar tab, complimentary buffets, and general butt-kissing

from know-it-all range officers. The marksman or markswoman is to be greeted at

all shooting ranges by inferior marksmen and noobs hitherto unable to spell big

words like ballistic-coefficient or Coriolis effect by falling prostrate before him or 

her and chanting “we are not worthy.” having demonstrated the skill with extreme 

cunning, the ability to send a streamlined projectile to a cubit-sized steel target at 

five-thousand-two-hundred-eighty feet away, the bearer of this writ is forthwith 

ready to be a snob of snobs in the company of extreme long-range riflemen. This   

proclamation entitles the bearer to membership in the One-Mile Club. They are now 

ready to rest on their laurels until meeting the King of The 2-Mile. 

Oliver Wendall Ogive, esq.  

President: One-Mile Snob Club 

Marcus Franklin Meplat PhD 

Secretary and Mgr. Empty Arms Hotel 

____________________________________________________________________________ 

One-mile Snob 

Proclaimed on the 

Day of  in the year A.D.
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