
In a book I read as a kid, this English milord 
prances up to a Western bunkhouse. 

“Take me to your master,” he commands 
a cowboy,  who’s lounging by the door.

“The bastard hasn’t been born yet,” the 
cowboy tells him and strolls  
off with a hitch of his gun belt.

A truly free man!

From that 
moment The 

West became my 
spiritual home. 

The old guns were the symbols of 
that freedom.
I joined the Single Action Shooting 
Society as soon as I found out how and 
became “Bad Penny”. I then spent a year 
tracking down a match to go to. They 
weren’t that plentiful then.

I’ve since been all over North America having 
the greatest time of my life with the finest 
people I have ever met. My motto is: “It is never 
too late for a happy childhood.”

~Bad Penny, Sass # 1453


